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~Authors Note~





On May 28th, 1918, the 2nd Battalion, 5th Marines of the 4th Marine Brigade was sent to help in the Belleau Wood sector. As they approached, the French commander of the troops already on site advised that the discreet thing to do was retreat.

Captain Lloyd Williams of the 5th Marine Regiment replied "Retreat Hell! We just got here!" The Marines stayed and drove the numerically superior Germans out of Belleau Wood and other strongholds. It was there that the ferocious fighting of the Marines caused the Germans to refer to them as Teufel hunden, which means, "Devil Dogs.








~DEDICATION~





For John: he returned home injured in body and soul, but never stopped supporting his brothers, living for his family, or loving his country.








Chapter One





The toe ring felt damned weird. It rubbed, and despite the clucking of the woman painting her toenails, Jazz couldnt stop wiggling.

Toe rings are sexy, sweetheart. Now sit still. The chiding voice carried a level of amusement that she didnt share.

With a long sigh, Jazz looked away from the fuck me red that the woman, Christine might be her name, applied to her toes, and stared in the mirror. Her normally smooth, even hair cut had been replaced by a mussed mass of curls clinging to her cheeks. Eyeliner magnified her eyes and one of the other women had given her the smoky look, whatever the hell that meant.

Shed never looked so much like a girl.

Ever.

The opulence of the spa matched the refinement of the rest of the Castillo Resort. The feminine reflection staring back at her made it hard to believe shed arrived that morning in jeans, an old Kiss band T-shirt and sneakers that shed bought in high school. The whirlwind packing that led to her early morning flight out of Dallas hadnt left her much time to shop, but everything from the soak in the hot tub, to the hour-long massage, to the hair dresser, personal shopper, makeup artist, and now her nails, all came in the prearranged package.

Her nails.

Stealing a second glance at her toes, she swallowed a laugh. The guys would be hooting if they could see Gunnery Sergeant Winters wiggling long, toes against the plush foot rest. Her legs were waxed smooth along with every other part of her body except her bikini area. When the spa technician suggested it and came at her with wax, Jazz had threatened to put her down like a two-hundred-pound trainee.

Shed earned her sergeant stripes and she wasnt kidding.

There, all done. Now sit here for a few more minutes, dear, and well take you back so you can change. Christine patted her leg in an almost motherly fashion, before rising to clean up her tools. Sinking back in the massage chair, Jazz studied her reflection in the mirror. She was that sexy thing the men loved to swap tales about late under the cover of darkness to disguise the urge to go home. She saw exactly what shed hopeda woman. Not a sergeant.

Not a Marine.

Her fingers were painted the same sexy shade of red. A set of acrylic tips camouflaged her squared off and blunt nails. Nothing could hide the calluses on her palms, worn grooves from years of handling weapons and driving. But the nails definitely added a level of feminine grace, making her short stubby fingers tapered and elegant.

Ready? Her personal shopper returned, her name might have been Anne, but after the whirlwind of men and women fussing over her throughout the day, it could have been Amy or Annabelle.

Yes. No. No, Im not ready. She still couldnt believe her mother had taken her late night confession to heart and signed her up with the exclusive 1Night Stand dating service. Even harder to believe that in seven days the mysterious Madame Eve, of the mile long interrogatory questionnaire, identified and arranged the perfect night to meet Jazzs goals.

Jasmine.

With white cotton balls still peeking between each toe and the toe ring flashing silver up at her, she followed the shopper back, and reminded herself that tonight she wasnt Jazz. She wasnt one of the guys. She was Jasmine.

For just one night, she would be a woman, not a Marine. But the woman needed the Marine when she nearly had a heart failure at the almost-not-there dress.



***



Zach tipped the bellman who insisted on carrying their two bags up, and retrieved the duffels before shuttling the gregarious and welcoming young man from the room. Zach didnt think, hoped, hed ever been that wet behind the years. Across the room, his best friend and brother-in-arms, Logan, stared out at the sun-splashed Strip below. They had an hour until their date would arrive.

The suite at the Castillo Hotel and Resort appeared exactly as described in the brochure: plush. He spared the décor a glance, itemizing the location more on layout than on content. A square, oversized wraparound sofa took up much of the central part of the room. The smooth taupe tapered down to the cream-colored carpet with a splash of color reflected against the southwest style pillows. Beyond that sat a blonde oak dining table and four chairs, lamps, some side tables and a fifty-inch television screen.

Zachs gaze zeroed in on it. Dropping the bags next to the door of the suites single bedroom, he located the television remote and pressed the on button. They had time to catch the last quarter of the game.

Im going to go ahead and order dinner up. He found the room service menu waiting on the table. Any preferences or should I just order one of everything?

What Id prefer is to head down for some blackjack. Logans clipped words betrayed neither fatigue nor excitement. Then you can make like bunnies with your project.

Survey says, ehhhhh. Kicking his feet up onto the polished table, Zach caught the score. The Cowboys were down by three. But they could still rally. The date is for both of us and you agreed to it.

Only because I thought youd come to your senses. What the hell kind of woman agrees to a blind, one-night stand with two men shes never met? Logan didnt bother to wait for a response. The kind who is going to be less than thrilled when she finds out one is a cripple and here for a pity fuck.

Rubbing his right forefinger against his thumb, an old trick that helped him relax his nerves, nerves he didnt have time for right then, Zach twisted to look at the stiff line of Logans back. He still stared down at the Strip. His brother missed the joke, poor one that it was. Dude, you agreed. Its both of us or neither of us. Just give it a shot.

Why? Logan swung around, revealing the harsh twist on the left side of his face, the corner of his mouth permanently turned in a grimace. Scar tissue puckered from his cheek to his throat would never again allow the easy grin. Hed been more relaxed before his injurya reminder of the burning, twisted metal coffin that led to five surgeries, three pins, one in his knee, one in his hip and the last one in the shoulder. Months of physical and mental therapy later, Logan walked and talked, but he refused to live.

After weeks in Germany, theyd relocated to Bethesda Naval Hospital until Logan took his first real steps twelve weeks ago. It took some cajolingand no small amount of bullying on Zachs partto convince him to accept the offer from the recently opened Mikes Place in Texas. Captain Luke DexterMarine and son of Colonel Dexter, Zach and Logans commanding officer whod been killed in the same bombing that put Logan in the hospitalwanted to offer them the first berths in his new mental and physical health center.

Zach didnt need the mental or physical therapy, but he and Logan were a package deal. So, hed taken a job working with the childrens sports teams, coaching the sons and daughters of the service families currently residing on property or using the facilities. Logan benefitted from the therapy and the work.

Because a deals a deal and we all signed up when the Captain did. Dexter didnt need the service anymore than Zach did, but theyd been in agreement. Some of the men, like Logan, wouldnt even contemplate looking at another woman. Particularly after his bitch of a girlfriend, Rochelle, made a scene in front of the others, calling Logans impotence to light.

It didnt help that every doctor called the condition psychosomatic. Logan had convinced himself sex wasnt going to happen. But theyd shared girls before, twice in high school and once on leave in Germany. Logan wouldve turned down this opportunity solo, so a threesome it would be.

Whatever. Whats the score? He ended the conversation, his posture closed off and his expression remote. Zach left it alone. He knew fear when he saw it. Fear was a tangible part of the everyday life of a Marine. Theyd done their tours overseas, Afghanistan, Kuwait, and Iraq. Their soft tour as diplomatic support landed them front and center in the Egyptian riots. Catching a bullet at any moment was their reality.

Fear didnt stop a Marine.

And it wasnt going to stop Logan tonight.

Ten-seven, but weve got another quarter to go. They could pull ahead. Zach glanced back down at the menu. Ill get us some of these appetizer platters, three steaks and maybe one of the fish and veggie dishes. I didnt see anything on her sheet about being a vegetarian.

Logan grunted, pacing the room behind him. The nervous energy pressed against the back of Zachs head, but he did his best to ignore it. Pacing served as a coping mechanism. After the two and a half hour flight, Logan had to be stiff.

Ordering the food, Zach kept one eye on the game. The fumble gained the Cowboys ten yards, but not enough for a score. He glanced at his watch. The fifteen minutes since theyd arrived seemed a hell of a lot longer. Logans pacing continued, promising an even longer forty-five minutes until their date got there.

The paperwork described their date, Jasmine, as five-foot eight inches tall; she enjoyed sports, preferred baseball to football and wanted a night of total escape with two partners. The rest of the information focused on the Castillo Resort, their room reservation and the time of the date. It wasnt a hell of a lot to speculate on.

The Cowboys lost the ball, Zach sighed. The Packers seemed intent on flattening his home team. His thoughts returned to their date. She wanted a night with two men. He only hoped that she lured Logan out of his shell or it would all be for nothing.

Forty-five long minutes later, the food waited patiently under silver lids. The staff had rolled in a no-frills table with a simple white cloth covering the portable surface. Zach could damn near taste the steak, but at least Logan wasnt pacing anymore. A pair of light staccato raps on the suite door echoed through the sitting room. Muting the game, Zach headed for the door. He didnt miss the hard tension stiffening Logans posture.

Not letting himself dwell on the dozen ways this could go wrong, he opened the door to the sexiest pair of legs hed ever seen. Zachs entire body went taut, his cock thrumming into an erection between one heartbeat and the next. The long tan legs were attached to a pair of flared hips. Flat tummy, curvy waist and higher still to the firm, full breasts threatening to spill out of the plunging V neckline that ended at her belly button. Her skin was a rich golden sheen, kissed by the sun, but not quite tanned.

A winsome face, smoky black eyes and a pixie cap of curls completed the package. If not for the silk sheathe, she looked like shed just tumbled out of bed.

Fuck me…please….

The thought echoed through his brain, locking his tongue.

Mr. Evans? The womansJasminesbrows lifted, her sexy mouth tilted up into a half smile, the patient kind women used when a man behaved like an ass.

Zach, maam. He pulled the door the rest of the way open. Would you like to come in?

His position gave him the full view of her first hesitant step inside and the way the dress swished around her ass. His attention rebounded to Logan, whose eagerness warred with satisfaction. He stood frozen, in mid-rise from his position at the table, his stare fixed on their date.

And hed wanted to go play blackjack.

Closing the door, Zach blew out a long breath. His cock already ached with the idea of the next few hours, but his soul managed a fist pump. Hard-as-nails-and-down-on-himself Logan watched, transfixed, at the goddess striding into the room as though she owned it.

Hell, she already owns me. And Logan is a goner.








Chapter Two





Knocking on the door took more willpower than walking down the long, carpeted hallway from the elevators in the black Christian Louboutins with their fuck me red bottoms. The four-inch heels added a sharp definition to her already muscled legs. Shed been damn grateful for that uncomfortable wax job after shed slipped on the satin and silk number that hugged every curve with just the slightest flare over her hips before it dropped down her thighs. The skirts slit left very little of her right leg to the imagination.

The heels forced a hip-rolling saunter and despite a brief moment of discomfort, every step increased the aura of the illusion shed sought to create. She felt almost desirable by the time she knocked on the door to 2106. One deep breath and a roll of her head later, she smiled when the door opened to a heart-stopping blond man in a white dress shirt and black pants.

Holy crap.

The four top buttons of his shirt were unbuttoned, revealing a well-muscled chest decorated by sprigs of white-blond hair. His sun-kissed face broadened into a hesitant smile, but no words came out.

Mr. Evans? She had little to go on beyond a brief physical description of each man and their names. The blond was Evans. The brunet would be Cavanaugh. But she hadnt caught sight of him yet.

Zach, maam. He found his voice and pulled the door the rest of the way open. Would you like to come in?

Ordering the butterflies in her stomach to don battle gear, Jazz slid past him, almost wishing he hadnt stepped so far back. She wondered if he was as solid as he appeared. But whatever hesitation she experienced imploded when the second man in the room rose to his feet. A scar turned the left side of his mouth downward, but the right side tipped up. If she didnt know better she would have read surprise in his expression.

Mr. Cavanaugh. She extended her hand, wanting to see if he would meet her halfway. Thankfully, he did. The weight of his hand closed on hers and a thrill skated up her arm to spread a wildfire through her insides. The mottled skin puckering his jaw and stretching down the side of his neck suggested an ugly burn, but did nothing to detract from his tanned, handsome face. If anything, it added gravitas to what might otherwise have been a sculpture of perfection.

Jasmine. The husky intonation of her name detonated liquid heat between her thighs. Force of will kept a quiver of need from stretching down her legs. Instead, she shook his hand, enjoying the solid force of strength in his grip, but he released her too soon. Her palm itched with the urge to take his hand again.

A moment of awkward silence stretched out between the three of them. Zach joined them next to the table, sliding his hands into his pockets.

Its nice to meet both of you. The lameness of her statement wasnt lost on her. She actually wondered what she should do next. Better yet, what she wanted them to do next.

Its great to meet you. Zach latched onto her lame statement, buoying her. We ordered dinner. I wasnt sure what youd like, but we have a little bit of everything.

That explained the table with the multiple silver-lidded plates. As though galvanized by Zachs words, Logan pulled out a chair for her. The simple, gentlemanly act pinged her heart. She couldnt recall the last time one of the guys held a door for her, much less pulled out a chair. In all fairness, she wouldnt have encouraged chivalry, not in the units she commanded, much less from her classmates or other commanders whether they outranked her or not.

Thank you. She laid the clutch purse on the side table next to the window. The thin black beaded handbag that carried her identification, some lipstick and six newly purchased condoms. Her belly rippled at the reminder of the condoms. Six seemed like an obnoxious number when shed counted them out, shed nearly put three of them back. Glancing from one broad-shouldered man to the other, she wished shed brought more.

Her lips twitched, and she settled into the chair, letting Logan push the seat in gently. He circled around the table, choosing the seat farthest from her and Zach claimed the chair to her immediate right. Logans posture corded with tension as he sat down; the action spoke of an old pain, muscles still stiff and sore. Lingering on the visible scarring, she wondered what type of accident hed been in.

Zach interrupted her wandering thoughts. I hope you like steak. He lifted the domed lids and set them off to the side, revealing three juicy steaks, baked potatoes, steamed vegetables, a salad and a heavy central platter filled with everything from mozzarella sticks to barbecue wings. Her stomach rumbled as she inhaled the heady combination of scents.

Both men paused mid-motion and she grinned, unabashed at her stomachs noisy cheer. Im starving actually. I spent the whole day in a spa being fed a steady diet of cucumber water and carrot sticks.

Excellent. About the hungry part. Zachs grin grew. Not the rabbit food.

Why all day in a spa? Logan sat back from the table, as though leaning away from the intimacy of the meal. Despite the distance, he studied her and she wished theyd angled the chairs better so she could enjoy watching both men at the same time. Zachs easy manner, cheerful California surfer good looks were as compelling as Logans darker, edgier countenance.

Wine, water, beer? Zach asked before she could answer Logan.

Beer, actually. If you have it.

If we have it. Zach bounded back to his feet, leaving her alone at the table with Logan. The mini bars fully stocked, we have Bud, Heineken, Corona….

Watching Logan, her curiosity sheathed the lazy desires coiling around her butterflies, stilling their nervous flutters. Corona, please. And I was in a spa all day to get ready for my date.

With two men youve never met before. It wasnt quite a judgmental statement, but the barest flicker of uncertainty creased Logans face.

Theyre as nervous as I am. The thought encouraged her, quieting the last of her nerves.

Yes. I wanted to feel pretty. Honesty provided the best defense. An evening predicated on a fantasy deserved it.

I hope you feel gorgeous because you look it. Zach rejoined them, setting three open bottles of Corona on the table, hesitating only when he thought to pass the bottle to her. Did you want a glass?

Bottle is fine. Its colder that way. She wrapped her fingers around the long neck and sipped. Desire flared in Zachs eyes as he watched her drink. Lowering the bottle, she fought the urge to lick her lips. Thank you. Its been a long time since I had a reason to dress up like this.

Dress blues didnt count. She looked great in them. She was all Marine when she wore them. Always a Marine, but tonight she wanted to embrace her inner woman and let her out to play.

Studying the food in front of her, she took the time to spread a napkin over her lap to protect the dresss fabric. But even as she picked up the knife and fork, Logans steady gaze never wavered.

Why would someone like you sign up for a one-night stand with a pair of total strangers? No hint of subtlety softened the blunt question.

Logan. Zach jerked around to stare at the other man.

No, its a fair question. She gave in to the impulse and laid a hand on Zachs arm. Muscle flexed beneath the long-sleeved shirt, heat filtering up to warm her hand. Touching him made the evening real. Interest replaced exasperation on Zachs features.

So, why? If Zachs censure disturbed Logan, it didnt show.

Because Ive fantasized about a ménage before. I wanted a night where I could feel like a woman, the only woman here. In my work, I travel…a lot. An understatement, but she wanted to cull the reality from her fantasy. I dont get to date, I dont meet many men who I dont work with or who dont report to me. Why did you agree to a night with a total stranger? One who wanted a ménage?

Logan took a long pull of beer, one elbow resting on the table. It was his idea.

Hes not generally this much of an ass, Zach said, by way of apology. And it was my idea. Therere a few of us who signed up with the service, power in numbers and all that. A friend of ours met the woman of his dreams this way.

Tension thrummed through her and she removed her hand to reach for the fork and knife. Eating would give her something else to concentrate on. Logans words sounded like he didnt want to be there, but the naked heat in his eyes suggested a hell of a lot more than just interest. As if on cue, both men cut into their meals.

Are you looking for the woman of your dreams?

Yes.

No.

She laughed at the dueling answers, cracking the newly wound tension coiling in her belly. Am I really sitting in a hotel room with two of the best looking men Ive seen in a long time, eating steak, drinking beer and planning to have sex with both of them?

Have you done this before? She speared a piece of steak, the flavor succulent, not heavily spiced but rich, and she wondered what they would do if she stole the meat right off their plates.

The one-night stand part? Zach asked after a swallow. She watched the way he shaped the words with his beautiful mouth. Firm, even and strong.

Hmm, the ménage part. Her gaze slid over the table to Logan, who jerked his attention back to his food when he caught her watching him. Yes, definitely more interested than he seemed comfortable with showing.

A few times, Zach admitted. But they were a long time ago.

We dont generally share our women like we would a bottle of beer or season passes to the Rangers. Logans gruffness undercut Zachs easy manner.

To hell with it. This is my night. See the men. Take the men. I can imagine taking on both of you is going to be a challenge. I cant remember the last time I had good sex, much less the promise of incredible sex with two of the hottest men Ive ever seen. So if I dont remember to thank you in the morning, let me say it now.

Logan jerked and Zach stared at her in wonder. Laughter surged around the desire humming through her. No hint of artifice marred their reactions. She admired both their physiques, their facial features, and paused to study their hands. Logans fingers were long, thick and gripped his silverware tight enough to turn his knuckles white. Zachs were gentler, the fork hanging loosely.

She crossed one leg over the other and her sex clenched. She looked forward to discovering what those hands could do. But more than that, she wanted to get her own hands on the men. They were wearing far too many clothes. Shed eaten nearly half the steak, but the food lost its appeal.

Would you two like to play a game? She didnt know where the wanton in her came from, but she embraced it.

Name your terms. Zach jumped on board, but Logan only raised his eyebrows. His gaze continually drifted along her face and then lowered as though drawn to the plunging neckline that offered up her breasts for inspection. Her nipples hardened at the thought, and she hoped they peeked through the silky fabric. She wanted him to know how he made her feel.

Simple terms. Cradling the bottle between two of her fingers, she stroked her thumb around the rim. She knew the moment both of them noticed her thumbs gentle caress. Truth or dare.

The table bumped, silverware clattering to plates.

Dare me. Zach grinned. Double dare.








Chapter Three





Reckless abandon shimmered in the air around Jasmine. Her arrival in the hotel suite struck him like a blow to the solar plexus. Exquisite. honey-colored skin, full, pouty red lips and a face capped with a whimsical sweep of black curl that caressed her face. The sexiest pixie hed ever seen. With steel sheathed in fragility, she stood on the chair, one bare foot propped on the table. A slender silver band wrapped around her index toe beckoned him.

Im king of the world! She threw her arms wide, breasts arching toward the ceiling and the strangest sensation of lightheartedness swept through him.

Logan laughed. Zach whipped around at the sound, but he ignored him. Her pose hinted at the red panties beneath her black dress. Panties that matched the red paint on her toes.

Archly, she stared at him. Truth or dare.

She hopped down from the chair, accepting Zachs hand. She leaned into him, still grinning from the dare to play out her favorite movie part.

Logan met the snapping fire in her black eyes. They were the color of midnight, the velvety, sweet spot of night. Oh, what the hell…. Dare.

Still leaning against his friend, she clapped her hands together. The playfulness stretched the scars around Logans heart.

I dare you to kiss me. Her throaty whisper hitched just the barest moment on the last word. His gut jerked at the challenge. He hadnt kissed a woman, not even Rochelle, since before the accident. Shed always seemed repulsed by the muscle atrophy that turned the left side of his face into a permanent frown, the pity in her expression whenever she turned at the last moment to kiss his right cheek, never his left.

Jasmine however, reflected only anticipation, humor and breathless wonder. Did the night free her to such abandon? Is she always like this? He found himself hopingactually hopingthat the answer combined the two.

Zachs hand grazed along the gentle swell of her hip and Logans gaze wandered over her curves before he lifted his right hand and beckoned her with a finger. If she wanted a kiss, she had to come and get it.

A challenge.

A gauntlet.

Damned if she didnt circle around Zach toward him. She planted one hand near his plate and the other feathered down to touch his left shoulder. Anticipation twisted through his gut, nobody touched his scars, but the heat of it pushed right through the fabric, digging deep into the scar tissue to spread warmth tumbling against the strange squeeze around his heart.

He lifted his chin a fraction in invitation. Her sinful, pink tongue flicked out to moisten her lips. A perfect cupids bow. A year ago, he would have urged it down to his cock. Hell, he was considering that now.

Her warm breath teased his face. He smelled the sweetness of her perfume, some flowery combination that reminded him of sultry, hot Texas nights. It seemed eons passed between the dip of her head until the moment her lips caressed the corner of his mouth.

The left corner.

The damaged and permanently scarred corner.

A jolt speared him as her tongue stroked over the scar tissue. She kissed him slowly, a symphony of light, erotic sensations. He opened for her and sucked the flavor inside. The cold, practical part of his mind snorted at the clack of teeth. Hardly the kiss of an expert, but when he dared explore deeper, a shiver of awareness rippled over his skin, awakening long dormant needs.

Warm, wet heat flooded his joints, but his cock remained ever quiet, unmoved. He gave into the temptation to cup her face with his hands, fingers stroking the smoothness of her cheek. She didnt pull away and the kiss ended as slowly as it began, with nuzzling sweetness along his scars. Her gentle retreat brushed her nose against his and he steeled himself for the revulsionor worse, the pityhe would see in her, but her heavy-lidded black eyes offered no hint of condolence.

Wow, she murmured, and dropped a warm kiss near the corner of his eye. Can I dare you again?

The rusty sound of laughter wheezed out of his chest. No, you have to wait.

Just beyond her head, Zach gave him two thumbs up. Thumbs that he immediately tucked back into his pockets as she straightened, giving Logan an eyeful of her breasts. The twin globes strained above the plunging neckline, swelling like two ripe apples, flushed to pink with need.

Logan wanted to run his fingers down the sweet V, caress the heat of her skin and roll the weight of the pert, round nipples tenting the silk fabric with his fingers. But he leashed that desire. You need to dare Zach.

Fortunately for all of them, she dared Zach to sing. The dirty and faintly insulting lyrics of Rodney Carringtons Put Your Clothes Back On and country twang sent her into gales of laughter.

Zach dared her next to eat from his fingers.

Logan never imagined that watching another man feed a woman could be so erotic. Every time she took a bite or licked the juice from Zachs fingers, Logans skin tightened. The next dare stripped Zach of his shirt and forced a pectoral dance. Not Logans favorite activity to watch, but her unabashed reaction created a cocktail of sexy humor.

Hed been content with the game until the kiss. A kiss he considered daring her to repeat, only straddling his quiet lap the second time around. But his cock wasnt interested and hadnt been in a long time. The nerve damage combined with fire and trauma seemed to have permanently emasculated him. Yet the daring promise in her midnight gaze beckoned him to try. Hed passed previously.

Not this time.

I dare you, Logan began, spitting the words out before he could design a strategic retreat from the conversation, To let me peel those sexy, red panties off you.

Yeah, he wanted those panties. The provocative glimpse when she perched up on the chair sparked the first sensation of heat in his gut that hed felt in months. Besides, Zachs cock was all but ready to burst from his pants. Might as well help a brother out.

Here? she asked, but Logan shook his head and pointed to the sofa. She pivoted neatly on her bare feet, giving him a fine view of her rounded ass as she strolled toward the sofa. He rose, ignoring the stiff hitch of his left leg and forced himself to walk without a limp. The skin pulled tight, the scarring around his knee and hip inhibiting mobility, but even limited he could still move and he hadnt spent months in a physical therapists merciless hands for nothing.

Zach retreated to the chair in the living room. They were done with dinner. Jasmine leaned against the sofa, her legs stretched out in front of her, and feet propped against the floor, toes pointed as though a ballerina, but Logan concentrated on the rapid rise and fall of her breasts.

The dare stimulated her and pleasure uncurled a fist around his heart. He might not be able to fill her with a cock, hed have to leave that sweet task to Zach, but he could still enjoy getting her ready. She reached for her skirt as though to roll it up, but Logan shook his head.

Hands off, he murmured. I said let me take them off.

Her smile grew and her chest hitched a one-two beat before she put her hands on the back of the sofa. Nodding his approval, Logan lowered himself, a slow, halting kneel that shot an ache racing up his spine, but he ignored the pain. He wanted to be down there, he could already smell the musk of her, the salty, tang of moistness that beckoned.

Mouth dry, he steadied on his right knee and drifted his hands over her hips. The silk fabric scraped the scars on his left palm, but he found the slit that opened over her thigh and inch by inch, slid the skirt up.

The scrap of red splashed color that contrasted with her honeyed skin. Heat licked up his palms and a blush pinkened her skin just above the delicate lace, a beautiful compliment of sweet and sexy. Hed intended to hook his thumbs and tug the scrap down, but proximity gave him another idea.

He spared a glance down at his groin. If there was ever a time to wake up, this is it. He grazed his mouth along the waistline of the panties and her breath hitched. Skimpy fabric plastered her sweet flesh, but he found the skin just below the elastic band and sampled butterscotch and a hint of apricots.

Shed mentioned a spa earlier. A massage.

Tracing a path to her right hip, he wondered if it was edible massage oil. Closing his teeth over the silk clinging to her hip, he drew it down. Sweet, hot, damp sex filled his nostrils. Between his thighs, his cock quivered.

A quiver.

A single, brief sensation stirred the flaccid length. Biting down, Logan ripped the panties and she gasped, but he didnt pause, sweeping across her abdomen to the left side. A hint of curl teased his tongue as he passed close to the apex of her thighs. She wasnt waxed there.

A second quiver joined the first, his balls tightening as though one of her soft palms cupped him.

Think about her, think about the taste of her. He laved at the butterscotch-kissed skin until he found the second seam. Only then did he lift his gaze upward to follow the exquisite curves of her torso and see the raw desire shimmering on her face.

He held her eyes as he ripped the second seam. The fabric slipped downward, baring the dark V of curls. He nudged her thighs apart and lapped a gentle kiss down to the pink lips that barely peeked between the curls. Sweet cream filled his mouth and her moan jerked another reaction from his cock.

A real jerk.

He slid his tongue around the hard, swollen clit he couldnt see. Her legs buckled, thighs parting. The red scrap drifted to the floor between them. Grinning, he gave the precious button a long, sucking kiss until her hands gripped his shoulders and she braced her ass to keep her from falling.

The low, keening cry of her orgasm was music to his ears and a smile creased the scars on his face when he leaned back. She tasted delicious. He could dine on her for months. Her raw, open reaction stirred more life in him than hed experienced since the roadside bomb ended his career, his passion and damn near took his life.

Your turn. He glanced up the flushed length of her, barely recognizing the husky sound as his own voice, her scent drugging his senses.

Actually, Zach leaned over the sofa, grinning. Its mine.



***



Zach needed to send that Madame Eve person about two dozen roses, maybe some chocolates and whatever the hell else might be the appropriate gift for giving someone back his best friend. In the two hours since Jasmine arrived, Loganhis Loganreturned to fill out the shell of the man whod woken up in the German hospital bed nine months before. Not even taking his first real steps afterward had filled the man with life.

No, this is all her.

His gaze whisked over her dewy face, parted lips and the rapid rise and fall of her chest. He grinned broader. Hed been at attention since shed walked in, but right then, he could kiss every single toe on her foot. Shed made Logan smile. Shed kissed his scarred face and shed come apart with his mouth on her.

Zach could worship her like a goddess just for that. Propping his elbows on the sofa, hed damn near came all over himself watching her orgasm. Her reactions were so real her surprise mixing with want, need mingling with desire. No artifice. No posing.

His woman.

No. He cocked an eyebrow at Logans lazy grin. Our woman.

Stealing a glance down her length to the downy, black fur between her thighs, his cock flexed. He wanted to taste her, but right then all he wanted was to be balls deep, driving into the wet heat and filling her to the brim. He wanted to drive into her until she screamed and then he wanted to come. Bareback would be preferable, but he had plenty of condoms.

They could work up to the rest.

So, truth? He stroked a finger down the length of her arm, enjoying the quiver of flesh and the wide-eyed stare she cast in his direction.

Its truth or dare. She licked her lips.

He chuckled, continuing the lazy trace of his fingers. He loved the smoothness of her skin, the warmth, the definition. Every muscle defined without an ounce of spare flesh. If God set out to build a perfect woman, Hed struck gold with Jasmine.

Yeah, I know. But I want you to pick truth.

Truth, then. Her voice whispered across him. He wished shed dared him to strip his pants earlier. The lack of shirt hardly bothered him. But his pants threatened to geld him.

Do you really want to have sex with us? Careful to use the word us, he didnt miss Logans narrowed eyes or the laser beam stare he focused on her face. Both of us, together, apart, at the same time, one at a time, however we want to have you?

Zach wanted the answer. He needed the answer. She seemed to enjoy his attention, but her interest focused on Logan. If she wants Logan by himself, Im out. His cock protested, but he ignored it. The night was about Logan.

Truth be told, it was about Logan and Jasmine now, but whatever she wanted, Zach and Logan would both give it to her.

Yes, she murmured, so low he barely heard her.

Yes? He trailed his fingers to her collarbone, stroking the pulse point where her neck met her shoulder. It pounded beneath his fingertips. Yes to what?

Just yes. Together. Apart. One at a time. At the same time. I want to have sex with both of you. Absolute, unabashed honesty filled her tone and her skin turned rosy. He loved that blush.

The most sensual creature hed ever encountered, he hoped she never stopped doing it. She blushed prettier than a high school cheerleader being asked out on her first date. Glancing at Logan, Zach shifted along the back of the sofa to let his hand rub in slow circles down beneath the fabric of her dress. His palm grazed a pointed nipple and the round suppleness of her breast filled his hand.

Perfect.

You heard that, right Logan? She said both of us.

Logans pleasant surprise snapped the last doubt in Zachs mind. She did.

Massaging her breast, Zach leaned forward and caught her mouth in an open, wet, hot kiss. He thrust his tongue inside, mirroring the desire of his cock to be buried there. He could imagine sliding his cock between her lips, holding her hair as he pounded toward release. But time for that later. He had tighter, wetter ideas in mind.

He found the clasp on the back of her dress and released it, rolling her nipple between his thumb and forefinger as the fabric whispered downward. He sensed more than saw Logan peeling the dress off and then she was nude, completely, gloriously naked, her body everything the dress promised from the supple curves of her breasts to the narrow, flat plane of her belly.

Breaking the kiss, he glanced up. New plan. We need the bedroom.

Agreed. Logan surged to his feet, scooping her up. Her bottom lifted to Zachs eye level and he nipped one cheek. Im not going to last.

Logan barely limped as he carried her into the bedroom. Zach grabbed the condoms out of his back pocket and tossed his wallet onto the coffee table before crowding right behind them.

Better suit up, Marine, he murmured to himself, ripping open one package and unbuckling his belt. Jasmines hands dug into Logans biceps, her face squeezed tight as he kissed the hell out of her. Zach never thought of himself as a voyeur, but his stiff cock sprang free from his pants, as eager as he to sample her, already on her knees.

Kicking off his pants, he rounded the bed and slid up behind her. He rolled the condom on, the cool tightness doing little to dampen the raging need pounding the head of his cock. The mattress dipped under their weight and she wiggled her ass when he stroked his hands over the curves. It was so round, so warm and he palmed the cheeks, skimming her anus and lower still until he found the parted lips of her sex, wet and hot, and glided his fingers right into her. She clenched around him and he had to work to spread her wider, readying her, because once his cock slid inside, it wasnt going to be a patient, gentle fuck.

Help me, he murmured through clenched teeth, pushing deeper, stretching. Logan dropped his hand down between her thighs, nudging them apart. He broke from the kiss, urging until she bent forward. Logans coaxed her clit and her hard, shallow pants turned into sharp, gasps of sound.

God, I hope shes ready. He withdrew and licked the taste of her from his hand with a moan. Her whimper of need dragged him back to the moment. He positioned his sheathed cock, his hands falling to her hips and then he slid inside until his balls stretched unbearably with the need to release.

His hips rolled, one thrust and her slick, tight heat closed like a fist around him. Her moan lit his insides. He drew back and thrust again, balls slapping against her mound.

Yes! Her exclamation pulled his orgasm from him like a bolt of lightning, riding up his cock and he fought the urge to orgasm. Her anus winked at him and his cock jerked. Would she let him between her ass cheeks, would she take him there while Logan filled her sweet sex?

The image undid himhed never been an ass man before. Thank God Logan is working her clit. She came apart underneath him, hips surging back to meet every thrust as he came with her.








Chapter Four





Oh God, this really is happening….

The lucid thought punched through the haze of desire wrapping around her. Logans hot tongue and scraping teeth on her sex flooded her with desire until she came. When Zach had stroked up her arm and asked if she really wanted them, she nearly wept all over again. Shed never experienced two orgasms that close together, much less on the heels of the first. They were both still wearing too many clothes and except for the heat of Zachs hard callused palm massaging her breast and Logans warm, moist breath on her sex, theyd barely touched her.

Yes! And then Logan picked her up. A strong woman, she could bench press two hundred and fifty pounds, handle a fifty caliber and still held the best time for the urban obstacle course at Camp Lejeune, but their pure masculinity dwarfed her. In Logans arms, she felt soft, feminine and all woman. Shed stolen a kiss on the way to the bedroom, barely glimpsing Zachs determined expression as he followed them. The sound of his pants hitting the floor sent a sensual thrill tingling through her thighs. For one brief moment, she worried shed peed, but then Zachs hands were on her ass, the tormenting bite hed pressed to it, drawing her need taut. She wanted him inside her. She wanted both of them.

Logan pulled away from her kiss and she moaned at the loss of it. The fingers filling her sent electricity racing up her spine and then Logan stroked his thumb over her sex. Her hands fell to the bed, fingers digging into the bed sheet. She rocked between them, aching with need. Zachs hand slid away and she whimpered.

Why did he stop?

But then his cock nudged her entrance and she strained back to meet it. His hard thrusts stretched her, pain and pleasure twining. He was incredible, driving deep into her, the friction delicious and she wanted more. Logans hand continued to flick, roll and rub her clit. Her nipples burned with every brush of his arm, the fabric of his shirt rasping across one, tormenting it and leaving the other aching for a similar touch.

She twisted along his arm, pressing her hips back in invitation to Zach. Stretching forward until eye level with his groin, she glared at his clothes.

More…

The errant thought drowned in a torrent of feeling as a second orgasm spiraled through her belly, shooting jets of liquid heat through her muscles. Zachs answering groan filled her and his cock vibrated inside of her. Struggling with raging need, she reached for Logans belt and worked it free, the buttons and zippers no challenge versus the drive to touch him, taste him.

His fingers halted and she felt, more than saw him begin to pull away. Tilting her head back, she shook it in mutiny.

Let me touch you, please. The raw, wanton voice didnt belong to her, but the plea worked. Logan hesitated, but stayed still as she tugged his pants and simple black boxers down. Zachs hands stroked her back, his softened cock still pressed deeply within her and she divided her focus, squeezing his cock with kegels. Who knew that exercise would ever be so useful? He caressed her spine with delicate nips and gentle kisses. A wandering finger rimmed her anus.

Laughter shuddered out of her. Shed wanted to experience every sexual opportunity, to be a woman. Tingles of pleasure stroked through her. Her nerve endings sizzled and every pulse of her heart sent another wave of bliss skating over her skin. She felt beautiful, exquisite and utterly feminine.

Logan finished kicking off his pants and boxers and yanked his shirt over his head. The mottled skin shed glimpsed along his neck and hand ran all the way down his side. His left thigh puckered with the twisted scarring of burnt flesh. Pain for him rolled through the cloud of pleasure holding her body hostage. Pain for the agony these injuries must have cost him. Pain for the stiffness of his posture.

Behind her, Zach eased away, but she let him go without comment. Wonder filled her as she looked up the length of Logans body, meeting his closed expression. He expected rejection.

He is about to be disappointed.

Stretching forward, she kissed the scarred skin of his hip. She parted her lips, her tongue gliding over the rough ridges. A surgical scar dimpled the mottled flesh and she stroked a caress along the length of it. She rose and watched his face. He braced himself, desire peeking through his caution. Kissing her way down the chest, she laved attention to the scarred and the unscarred skin. The hard muscle beneath her fingers trembled, but she indulged herself. She wanted to touch him.

She wanted to taste him.

She wanted to give back that pleasure hed given her in the sitting room. At his groin, she massaged the softened length of cock. She didnt know what led to his accident or how hed earned the scars decorating the left side of his body, but she recognized the trauma, the fear and the reluctance. Lapping gently around the head of his flaccid cock, she tasted fear. She eased the length between her lips, careful not to hurt him with her teeth.

The bed dipped behind her and a warm, wet wash cloth stroked her sex. Her heart thudded like an eager puppy, delighted at Zachs return. Rolling Logans cock around in her mouth, she gently sucked the head. Emboldened by his sharp inhale, she used one hand to brace herself and the other to cup his balls. A turgid lift of skin told her the scars had spread out to try and emasculate him, but he remained whole.

Even if he didnt feel that way. A drop of fluid beaded along the head of his cock and she paused in mid-stroke to lick the slit, drawing out the flavor. Quivers rolled up his length, the member stiffening. Pure delight filled her as she drew him deep.

Logans fingers fisted in her hair as his cock engorged. It strained her jaws, and she opened wider, stroking the hardening length with every lick. His balls swelled under her hand. His thighs shook with effort and she bobbed her head forward, encouraging him to thrust. Behind her, Zach washed her sex gently.

It was all she could do not to push back. Logans hands tightened in her hair, his cock thrusting deep and she swallowed, tasting his desire, richer than the steak theyd dined on. Her gaze skittered up and he stared at her with wonder, the wariness gone.

I want…. he began and she eased back then, bumping Zach.

What do you want? she asked, favoring the thick, red head of his cock with another kiss.

You. He withdrew, and Zach flipped her onto her back and tossed a condom to him. Jasmine stared at them, dazed at the swift change in position then gasped when Logan lifted her thighs, spread her wide and sank into her.

Sensitive and swollen from Zach, she was barely prepared for the thick length stretching her. Logan adjusted their position until her calf rested against his neck. Zach stretched out to next to her on the bed and tilted her chin, kissing her. The hint of stubble on his cheeks added another layer of sensation to the sensual assault on her body and Logan surged.

Zachs kiss stole her breath even as Logans cock pounded deep enough to knock on her womb. Her insides turned to liquid and she came, crying out Logans name and then Zachs. That pulled the last of her sanity with it and she arched up, her gaze colliding with Logans. His face twisted into a grimace of pleasure and his cock jerked as he came.

He slipped away, but Zach pulled her toward him, stroking, tormenting and urging her until she came again. Hands drifted over her body, mouths tormented her nipples, Zach wrapped her fingers around his cock. She stroked him to hardness again and then he was inside her. They cradled her and drew out her orgasm. They took turns stretching and filling her until she thought shed explode from delight. Drunk on pleasure, they collapsed.





They took breaks for food, more beer and laughter.

So much laughter.

She rose up above Logan, rode him, watched Zach stroke his own cock back to life. Arching her head back, she laughed to the ceiling.

I am woman. Hear me roar….





Logan leaned up on an elbow. Every joint in his body protested at the position, but he wanted to watch her sleep. Shed snuggled between them and drifted off a little after three in the morning. Her nipples were swollen and distended, reddened from their lavish attention. The room reeked of sex.

The sweet scent of Jasmine covered him. He could still taste her cream. Hed taken her twice and seriously considered a third go, but she slept so soundly, so sweetly it left him loathe to wake her.

His cock ached from friction, but the twitch of motion against his thigh delighted him. Hed thought shed be repulsed when shed seen the scars. Seen the way they twisted his skin, disfiguring him. He wasnt Zach with a physique to match his sunny disposition, but shed kissed his scars, taken his flaccid, useless cock and teased life back into him.

That first orgasm damn near blinded him. Hed hardly expected a second, a third or a fourth. Her ass was tighter than her sex, but shed taken him, every hard inch as hed glided along the narrow passage. Across the bed, Zach shifted and mirrored Logans pose, propping his head on his hand.

Better? Stupid question, but his best friend had a right to ask it. To think I considered playing blackjack as an alternative to this.

Oh, yeah. I owe you.

Nope, you dont. Zach trailed a finger down her side and frowned.

What?

Bullet scar. Worry threaded through Zachs voice and Logan leaned forward to examine the puckered mark along the right side of her abdomen. A through and through.

Zach was right. The scar mirrored a second one on her back. The bullet grazed the side of her belly, just an inch lower and it could have punctured her intestines. Quiet anger stirred inside of him, rousing from a year of slumber in the cave of apathy.

He met Zachs gaze and both men shifted, examining the rest of her. A knife mark showed on one calf and second puckered mark revealed a bullet scar along her left collarbone. Logan planned to find out what sonofabitch took a shot at her and snap every bone in his hand before he snapped his neck.

Iraq. Her drowsy voice halted their inspection.

Logans heart squeezed.

She stretched her arms out, reaching first for him and then to Zach, her fingers curling to caress their cheeks. A sniper. But we got him. So you dont have to look so pissed.

What were you doing in Iraq? Zach asked the question that echoed through Logan.

Assignment. Did I mention Im a Gunnery Sergeant?

Holy hell. Shes a Marine.

Active? Zachs voice tightened on the question.

I meet with my CO in the morning.

Youre going back? Logan frowned. He didnt know whether to laugh or shake her. Is she out of her mind?

Yes. Her voice cooled. Im a Marine.

Logans gaze cut up to meet Zachs. Marines went back. They went where they were needed. If the Corps would let him, hed go back, too. But theyd discharged him on permanent disability.

Well, I guess it was too good to last. She began to sit up and as one, they pushed her back down.

Nights not over, sweetheart. Zach grinned and the wariness edging Jasmines expression eased.

No? She flicked a look between them.

No, Logan agreed and slid his hand right down to her still wet sex, and drove two fingers into her, enjoying the way her eyes widened. You just caught us off guard.

Her mouth formed a little circle as Logan began to stroke her gently, probing the swollen flesh of her sex with two fingers. She wouldnt forget tonight.

Ever.

Yep, Zach agreed, kissing a path along her cheek. But surprise doesnt mean retreat.

Are you on leave? Logan stroked a thumb around her clit, not quite touching it. When her hips lifted, his hand retreated and she moaned. Answer the question.

Zach licked across the red rosette of one nipple and blew a breath, adding to her agony. Logan waited until her hips stilled to press a third finger into the hot flesh of her sex.

Two weeks. My unit deploys on Friday, but my CO wanted me to have the time to consider whether I wanted to remain active or not. Hard panting punctuated the words. Logan rewarded her answer with a roll of his thumb over her clit. She bowed her back as Zach favored her nipple with his teeth, dragging it upward.

Nice, Logan complimented him. You want top or bottom this time?

I want her mouth, Zach commented. I want her to swallow every inch of me. If thats all right with you, maam.

Logan laughed at her strangled gasp, scooting down her body to press a long, vibrating kiss to her clit. She bucked her hips and he pinched her ass in reprisal. If you move, I stop.

Not fair.

Nope. But this isnt about fair. Her musk teased his nostrils. He really could get drunk on her. This is about making sure you dont forget us.

I dont think that will be a problem, she chuckled, her sex quivering invitingly up at him.

Then I have one condition. Zach shifted on the bed, edging up near her face, his cock in full salute.

Name it. She didnt blink, her gaze fastened on Zachs midsection and Logan nipped her clit, dragging her attention back to him. Theyd shared women before, a quick fuck, a night of fun, and never looked back. But Jasmine was different. Zachs tone told Logan that he felt the same way. He didnt mind sharing her with Zach, as long as they were on the same page.

Your next leave belongs to us.

Hell yes they were on the same page. Logan had forgotten what being whole was like, what it was to be a man. He wasnt giving that up. He wasnt giving up Zachs part in it either. Watching the two of them, watching Zach fill her, lit the match.

Both of us, Logan agreed, swirling his tongue around the swollen nub. You just tell us when….

…and well be there. Zach feathered his fingers over her cheek and lower to cup her neck.

Both of you. She pressed a kiss to the swollen tip of Zachs cock and Logan grinned.

Semper fi….
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Once Her Man, Always Her Man by Heather Long 



Fulfilling a favor and executing a business plan, Luke Dexter arrives at Dallas Sybarite Club for a one-night stand. He never imagined hed come face to face with the woman he left behind a decade earlier.

Rebecca Rainier fell in love with Luke Dexter in high school and was crushed when he dumped her to join the Marines after 9/11. Set up on a 1Night Stand by her business partner, nothing could prepare Rebecca for who her date is.

Can Luke and Rebecca bridge the pain of a decade-long abandonment, in one cold Texas night?
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Broken by Diane Alberts 



Staff Sergeant Matt Warwick returns from war with two broken legsand a shattered future. Abandoned by his fiancée, he withdraws into a protective shell to hide from the pity filled glances thrown his way. His squad worries hes fallen into depression, and arranges a 1NightStand through the renowned Madame Eve. Matt agrees but fears he will not be able to satisfy his date, for who would want a crippled man in her bed?

Tiffany Forsen escaped a brutal relationship, and seeks to jump-start her life with a fling. Bars arent her scene, so when she hears of the fabulous 1NightStand service, she contacts Madame Eve immediately. All she wants is a night of fun with the hot guy in her picturebut winds up with much more. Can she convince him that she doesnt see a crippled man…but a hero?

Or will his defenses keep her at arms length?
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