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Under His Hand



Anne Calhoun



Whenever Tess Weston’s Navy SEAL boyfriend, Drew Norwood, returned from a mission, their lovemaking was always hot and intense. It made Tess feel what it meant to be female at its most primitive. Taken. Possessed. But Drew’s latest unexpected reappearance is different. He’s filled with raw need for Tess—and anger that she has left the windows open in her rough neighborhood, the one thing he made her promise never to do. Independent Tess can’t believe Drew wants to follow through on his threat to spank her for defying him…but she’s also intrigued. Can Tess trust him enough to let Drew dominate her body and her heart?



CONTENTS CHAPTER ONE CHAPTER TWO



CHAPTER ONE Tess Weston soaked a facecloth with cold water, then bent forward, drew her hair over one shoulder and held the cloth to the nape of her neck. Rivulets trickled down her back, merging with the sweat seeping from her pores. Even with the windows open, and a fan oscillating as languidly as a spoon through soup, the temperature on the second floor of her house was hotter than the ambient air outside. She swiped the now-tepid cloth down her throat and paused at her collarbone. The washcloth soaked the thin ribbed fabric over her breasts while she considered the sheer curtains hanging lank beside the open window. Such an unremarkable thing, an open window, a simple pleasure people generally took for granted. Drew Norwood, her Navy SEAL boyfriend, had extensive experience managing risks of all shapes, sizes and situations. Given her borderline neighborhood, he’d weighed simple pleasures against physical safety and insisted on windows and doors locked tight at night.



However, Drew had disappeared almost a month ago, as usual with no warning. Three times in the six months they’d been dating he’d simply vanished into thin air, reappearing weeks later sunburned, thinner and exhausted. The disappearing act didn’t bother her. It came with dating an active duty SEAL, and she was used to people walking out of her life. The reappearing, as abrupt and unannounced as the disappearing, still set her back on her heels. Not much else did, but a brutal heat wave, an AC unit that had become a frankly ugly pile of scrap metal three days earlier, and no money for repairs, left her with two choices: sleep in a situation Drew adamantly opposed, or melt into a puddle in her bed. She preferred to dissolve into liquid bliss when he was the one heating her up, and she flat out didn’t have the money to fix the AC. What Drew didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him. She scrubbed at her breastbone as if she could wipe away the disloyal thought, then draped the washcloth over the edge of the sink. When she shut off the bathroom light and stepped into the moonlight



illuminating a path along the scratched hardwood floor, a shadow disengaged itself from the dark corner behind the bathroom door, clamped a hand around her wrist and spun her face-first into the wall. The callused palm clapped unceremoniously over her mouth muffled her instinctive shriek. With her free hand braced at shoulder height, and a strength born of sheer terror, she pushed back into an ironhard body. Her captor didn’t move an inch. Instead, he knocked her off balance by wedging one leg between hers, and with minimal effort forced her flat. He had superior size and strength, the advantage of surprise, and she was trapped. Eyes wide with panic, she twisted her head and peered over the big hand engulfing the lower half of her face, but her vision only confirmed the input from the quivering nerves in her hypersensitive body. Heavy shoulders and a broad chest clad in black pinned her torso, and a ridged abdomen trapped the arm bent behind her back. Squirming futilely in an effort to regain her balance only ground her bottom against his hips, and her thin cotton bikini panties provided no protection from the insistent erection



shoved firmly against her ass. Knowing it was futile, she inhaled sharp and hard, drawing breath to scream. The air rushing through her nose carried with it the familiar scent of musky skin and the sharp odor of no-frills soap used at Coronado. In a millisecond she plunged from icecold fear to weak-kneed relief, and sagged against the restraining body. Drew. Back with no warning. In her bedroom, scaring her half to death. But how? She’d been working downstairs all night, the front and back doors secured with the handle lock and dead bolt. He had a key, but hadn’t used it; the door would have caught on the chain. The downstairs windows were so warped that opening or closing one was a noisy process that took effort, even from Drew. But upstairs the windows were unlocked and slid, loose and flimsy, in their frames. Discarding the possibility he’d slithered under the front door, he must have clambered in through the damned open window in her bedroom. “Tess, you are in so much trouble.”



Silky menace simmered under the growled words as he shoved off his black stocking cap and tossed it behind him. His thick, sweat-dampened hair, bleached near-silver by hours in the sun and salt water, gleamed even in the midnight-blue of her bedroom. With a wickedly accurate sense of timing he’d caught her at her most vulnerable, dressed for bed in one of his tank undershirts, and string bikini panties. Her feet were bare, her body crushed between his and the wall, and she stood no chance of breaking free from his tight grip. “I can explain,” she said, but his palm muffled her words. “What?” The barked question told her that have the living daylights scared out of her hadn’t atoned for her sin. She tossed her head back, away from his hand, and he lifted his palm just enough to let sound escape. “I said I can explain!” His hand mashed down over her mouth again. “I don’t want an explanation,” he growled. “I’ve been gone for twenty-six days. I want you. Now.” A bolt of hot lust shot through her when his



gorgeous tenor drawl, laced with rough need and tightly controlled ire, tumbled into her ear. She jumped when he nipped the sensitive rim of her lobe, then slapped her other hand up against the wall. Docile, trembling, she stood still for him as he pushed her panties down her thighs, then went to work on the buttons of his cargo pants. Sensations zinged through her as his abraded knuckles brushed against the soft, rounded flesh of her bottom. He made room for himself between her legs, the width of his thighs urging her feet farther apart, her thin panties straining against the muscles quivering in her legs. Disconcerting, palpable desire streamed along nerves lit up by the adrenaline rush from his unorthodox appearance. Need coiled tight and hot between her thighs. Without conscious thought she arched her back and tilted her hips toward him. His low, dry chuckle didn’t mask the sound of a condom wrapper tearing. After a pause he settled big hands on her hips and lifted her up and forward, to the very tips of her toes. Turning her face to the side to rest her hot cheek on the cracked plaster,



she closed her eyes as fear, the unintentional aphrodisiac, heightened the sensations swamping her. His rough black BDU pants chafing her inner thighs. The soft brush of his cotton T-shirt against her shoulder blades and back. Sweat slicking the skin of her bottom and his lower abdomen where he leaned into her. Whirling, sharp sparks settling low in her belly, ready for him to strike the tinder and set her on fire. “Miss me?” Did doubt linger under his taunting question? It was so hard to think with his hand pressed flat to her abdomen, his cock hot and hard against her bottom. Nuances aside, the answer flowed easily from her parted lips. “I always do,” she whispered, and felt his breath hitch in response. The eight-inch difference in their heights didn’t deter him. He simply bent his knees, wrapped one arm around her waist to hold her up on her toes, and braced the other arm next to her face. His thick cock parted sensitive flesh only beginning to swell and dampen with arousal. He drove in, and she winced. He went still. “You okay?” he asked, his voice



roughened, strained. No…maybe… “I…yes.” A soft, almost unwilling groan eased out of him, then he began to thrust, deep and hard. Experience had taught her that although the first time would be fast and furious, she could come from the intensity alone, riding the waves of Drew’s weeks-long adrenaline rush. Sometimes they made it upstairs before he was buried deep inside her, but more often than not he had her up against the door or on her rickety kitchen table. Watching Drew drive into her body, then shudder in her arms, reduced her to female at its most primitive. Taken. Possessed. The spoils of battle, even. She would come under the sting of his teeth on her shoulder, the brutal grip of his hand on her hip. Tonight was different. Tonight the remnants of shock entwined with lust in her veins, and she added submissive to the list of adjectives describing how she felt when he had her spread and penetrated within thirty seconds of walking in the door, or, as the case may be, climbing through the still-open window. The unorthodox position left her off balance,



straining up on tiptoe with her forearms braced in front of her face, pushing back into each thrust to avoid smacking her forehead on the wall. Her helpless acceptance made him growl again, low and deep in his throat. His strokes were relentless, almost punishing, as was his arm around her waist, clamped down on her slippery flesh. The fingers of his other hand gathered her loose, sweat-dampened waves of hair at her nape and turned her head to the side so he could look at her. Her eyelids fluttered, on their way to closing as desire surged with each slick stroke, but an unfamiliar tenseness flashed behind the familiar hot need in his blue eyes. For a brief moment she surfaced from the whirlpool of erotic sensation, but he angled his hips forward, stroking over a spot inside her that sent hot, electric pulses zinging through her. She succumbed to the immediate. The ribbed undershirt chafed her nipples each time they brushed the wall, and pleasure swelled in her clit. She shivered and moaned over the sound of his abdomen slapping against her ass.



With an inadvertent tug that made her gasp, his damp hand stroked down through her hair and across her rib cage to cup the top of her sex. One fingertip circled her taut, slick nub. She threw her head back, straining into his unmovable body as he maintained his pace, fast and hard. Her orgasm slammed into her a split second before he ground his hips against her bare bottom and gave a stuttering groan. His cock swelled and pulsed inside her convulsing channel as he mouthed her jaw and neck through slow, jerky orgasmic strokes. Then he exhaled against her shoulder, letting his weight slump into her body. As the waves subsided she sagged in his grip, waiting for her jellylike muscles to firm up enough to hold her weight. When they did she tossed a languid smile over her shoulder, her needy gasps turning soft with satisfaction. That was beyond the heat of a normal welcome home fuck, well into incendiary, and surely sex that amazing negated the issue of the naughtily open windows. He didn’t smile back. A deep red flush stood high on his cheekbones, visible even under his perpetual



tan. Sweat trickled through the blond stubble on his jaw. “I missed you, too, Tess. Now you can explain about the windows.”



Oh shit. He withdrew as he spoke. Given the hint of steel under his soft tone, she did not want to be naked for this conversation, so she pushed herself upright and yanked up her panties. The cotton resisted, clinging to her damp skin as she peered at his back, headed for the bathroom. “Don’t move.” The words were tossed over his shoulder in a curt fashion that made her freeze. Definitely a panties-up conversation. When he came back into the bedroom he stopped in the same strip of moonlight she’d occupied when he’d ambushed her. His short blond hair lay plastered forward, serious stubble shadowed his jaw and the planes and curves of his face were expressionless in the pale swath of light as he considered her. She expected him to look at her body. Her tank—his tank, really—was soaked



with water and sweat and therefore practically seethrough, and her nipples pushed pertly against the material. Tiny white string bikini panties cut high on her hip covered her trimmed curls, and her legs were bare all the way to her painted toenails. Under normal circumstances his gaze would be all over her, but instead he focused intently on her face. She twisted her hair into a loose knot at her nape, crossed her arms and stared right back. His black cargo pants were up and buttoned, his T-shirt plastered to his muscled torso. Bizarrely, he was barefoot. It was on the tip of her tongue to ask him where his boots were, but she bit back the question as irrelevant, given the currents swirling in the hot night. His first hours back were always dark and intense—whether from long-suppressed need or a sheer human desire to reestablish a connection, she didn’t know or care. Usually by this point they were sharing a shower, but his distant demeanor felt like a bucket of ice water poured over her head. After a solemn, purposeful glance at the windows, he looked back at her, his blue eyes glinting in the darkness. “What am I going to do with you?”



Tess kept quiet. He’d told her what he do if she slept with the windows open, but if he didn’t remember, she wasn’t giving him any hints. He approached her with measured strides, his eyes never leaving her face. His palms closed hot and firm around her wrists, turned her and lifted her hands back to the wall, just above shoulder height. With a gentle tap of his bare foot against her ankle he urged her legs a little wider apart. Heat flamed in her cheeks as she bent forward, her ass tipped toward him. Having sex like this was one thing, but it was quite another to have a conversation with him at her back. This was a power play, a conscious and unsubtle one. Drew knew exactly what he did, and worse, how she’d respond. “Didn’t we just do this? And what the hell were you thinking to scare me like that?” she asked, nerves stiffening her spine, vertebra by vertebra. He didn’t answer, and if he wanted to avoid a fight about the windows, he’d gone about it the wrong way. She drew breath to lay into him, but when he shifted between her spread legs and laid his warm, damp chest along her spine, she softened back into



the sensual aftermath. His movements calm and easy, he gathered her hair in one hand and sent it cascading in dark waves over her left shoulder. “Your hair was pink when I left.” Okay, she could talk about her hair. “I felt like a change,” she said, breathless and again off balance. He braced his hands just outside of hers, bent his head and pressed a kiss into her right shoulder, making his torturously slow way to her neck before nudging her head to the side and kissing along the soft skin under her jaw. Each openmouthed kiss, the only point of contact between his body and hers, resonated in her hard nipples and, more potently, in her still-eager clit. “How long do you think it took me to climb up on the porch roof, open the window and get in here?” Dammit. She wasn’t going to be able to duck this or make it up to him the old-fashioned way. Worse for her, one hard, fast fuck hadn’t been enough—not in her sultry, stifling bedroom, not after twenty-six days without him, not after the scare of her life—so distracting heat licked at her skin while she tried to estimate how long she’d been in the bathroom,



brushing her teeth. Thirty seconds? The American Dental Association recommended brushing for two minutes, twice a day, but she never lasted that long. She gave up and split the difference. “A minute?” He set his teeth against her slick shoulder before replying. “Ten seconds, Tess. Ten seconds to pull myself up onto the roof, walk across the peak, open the screen and climb in. It takes longer to describe it than to do it. You didn’t even see me when you came into the bedroom.” “You were already in the room when I came up? I didn’t hear anything,” she said, peering over her shoulder. He met her eyes without expression. “One, opening a screen doesn’t make much noise. Any kid who’s snuck out of a house could do it. Two, as loud as you were playing Nickelback you wouldn’t have heard an M-16 firing. Not safe, Tess. Not safe at all.” Sheer embarrassment heated her cheeks and closed her eyes as she turned back to the wall. She’d had “Far Away” on repeat for over an hour, ostensibly for background noise as she sketched versions of an ornate spiral staircase destined for a



downtown loft. The developer knew her earlier work and asked for designs; if she got the commission, she’d create twenty unique staircases and add to her growing reputation for custom work. The payment would buy a new HVAC system, and put a little extra in the bank. But between Drew’s prolonged absence and the vulnerability in the song, the pages were half sketches of intricate decorative work, half rough drawings of his face in ten different attitudes. With a firm but gentle grip he turned her head to the corner, still hung in dark shadows. “I watched you. You took off that sexy skirt I love and put on this undershirt,” he said. Her belly jumped as he fingered the hem of the tight white tank he wore under his uniform. “Then you made the bed just so you could get in it, brushed your teeth, and tried to cool off with that wet cloth. Water trickled down your neck and over your breasts, Tess.” He drew a deep breath, and she took the moment of respite from his hot, hard voice to try and slow her pounding heart. He’d been close, less than two feet from her. Watching her, getting hard for her. The



images were flat-out carnal, but what if someone other than Drew had been hidden in the corner? Despite the heat, goose bumps shimmered over her skin. “I see your point.” “Do you? Put yourself in my place and then tell me you see my point.” He was taut against her back, biceps bulging in the deceptively lean arms braced on either side of her face, and she tried to imagine the scene from his perspective. Driving up her street after a month away, exhausted, hungry for sex and food and comfort, in that order, eager to see her, but finding the windows open late at night when he’d specifically told her it was too dangerous. But what was his place? He was her boyfriend, which could mean a great deal, or not much at all. He took her out to eat. She packed picnic lunches for days at the beach. They went to street fairs and outdoor concerts and the movies. He slept at her house when he could. She kept him apprised of her ever-changing work schedule. They were exclusive and had been for six months, but when did exclusivity go from I won’t see



anyone else to I accept your right to make demands of me? She went rigid at the thought of such dangerous intimacies. “Do you want to hear my side of the story?” Smart, smart Drew knew all too well how to handle her. Only when he’d gently pulled her back against him and licked a delicate path along the rim of her ear, then down to her soft earlobe, did he whisper, “I’m listening.” “The air conditioner broke last week.” She owned her aging house, a tiny, slightly offkilter two-story painted a fading, funky shade of lavender unremarkable for the eclectic neighborhood near her studio space in the warehouse district. “Eclectic” meant affordable prices for interesting-if-dilapidated architecture, and diverse, opinionated neighbors who were passionate about the neighborhood, its causes and people. It also meant she walked home from her studio past addicts, dealers and drunks, hookers and pimps, homeless families and groups of aimless young men. Break-ins were frequent. After



one weekend with her, Drew was already on friendly terms with her neighbor, Mrs. Delgado, given his polite manners and Southern drawl. But with his wellhoned sense for trouble, he’d recognized the neighborhood’s good and bad elements and formed a decidedly negative opinion about her ancient air conditioner and the windows. “I figured as much,” he said, his voice dry. “And you still scared the daylights out of me?” He ignored her question, or at least she thought he did. “Why didn’t you get it fixed?” She threw a glare over her shoulder. “I need to pick up extra shifts at The Blue Dog to come up with the money.” “How much?” “More than I have until I work the extra shifts.” “You said they were overstaffed and tips were down. How much, Tess?” This relentless Drew was new to her, as if a stranger had come home in her boyfriend’s body. “Six hundred dollars,” she said, knowing he wouldn’t like the answer. His teeth ground, then he shifted his weight



behind her. “I left money for you.” This was true. He’d tried to give her a thousand dollars in twenties, and the names of two navy buddies she could call day or night, for any reason, when he was gone. She’d refused both. A short, tense “discussion” ensued, one she’d thought she’d won when he stuffed the neatly rolled money into the pocket of his cargo shorts. She’d turned her back on him for less than a minute to retrieve his wallet from her nightstand. On his way back to the base he’d called to inform her that in the sixty seconds she’d left him alone in her kitchen, he’d put the cash in an empty Folgers Instant can at the back of her narrow pantry and the phone numbers in her cell phone. The next day he’d left on his most recent mission. She had no intention of using the phone numbers, let alone the money. “This is my life, Drew, not an emergency. I won’t take your money. If I used it I’d need months to earn enough to pay you back, and besides…” Her voice trailed off when his head dropped forward to rest on her shoulder. “You don’t have to pay me back.”



“I do.” This was important, although for reasons that grew hazier with each passing day. There was a pause while his even breaths merged with the sweat trickling down her back. “Tess,” he said, his voice totally without heat, “what do I have to do to earn your trust? Because I can’t keep going like this.” The words, their empty tone, sent a shiver down her spine. She pulled her hands free of his and spun to face him. “You can trust someone and not take money from them, Drew!” “You think I’m going to count up favors and make you work them off on your back?” Her eyes widened at his crass question. “Of course not!” He kept his arms on either side of her head while his blue eyes, somehow both sad and curious, searched hers. “Because it’s not just the money. For all practical purposes I live here, and yeah, I buy groceries or fix things around the house, but it’s a dirt-in-the-eyes, bare-knuckles street fight to get you to take anything I offer. You work harder than just about anyone I know, but half the time I come over



here and you’ve got four cans of corn in the cupboard and nothing in the fridge. Christ, you won’t use six hundred dollars to be safe, not to mention comfortable. It’s hot as hell in here!” He took a deep breath. “I know how you grew up, Tess. I respect your independence. I’m just trying to do the right thing here. If I can’t, I can’t stick around.” She’d dated her share of losers—artists, bartenders, even a couple of suits—and none of them, not a single one, looked in her cupboards, let alone gave a rat’s ass about honor. Doing the right thing. But the problem wasn’t that taking the money felt wrong. It was how right it felt, how easily she could add to his burden by letting him shoulder some of hers. Serving his country was the ultimate honor, but no one got rich doing it. “You don’t have all that much more money than I do,” she protested, cravenly sidestepping the far more important issue he’d laid at her feet. For a moment his normal laid-back sense of humor surfaced. “Damn, you’re hard on a guy’s ego,” he said, but just as quickly the smile disappeared into the firm line of his full lips. He shrugged. “I have



enough to fix the air conditioner. You don’t. I’d give it to you with no strings attached because I love you, but you won’t take it.” Shock once again flooded her veins. He pushed away from the wall and a fear more potent than the icy torrent that had immobilized her when he’d stalked out of the shadows settled in the pit of her stomach. “Drew, wait!” she said, and grabbed his arm. Her grip was strong from lifting kegs and welding heavy, awkward pieces of metal, but he stopped because he wanted to stop. He stopped because she asked. “You love me?” God, could she sound any more doubtful? Prickly? “Yeah, Tess. I love you.” Soft, even words. She marveled at the strength it took to casually put himself in harm’s way, both on duty and off. Right now the soft underbelly of his soul was totally exposed to her, easy to lay open with a few brittle, indifferent words. Until Drew, she’d defined strength by the thickness of walls she built around her heart, the barbed wire fences draping her personality.



Compared to his willingness to walk into physical and emotional danger, she was weak. A coward, even. “You…” She stopped, slid her hand down to clasp his, thinking through how best to handle the hidden sharp edges of another person’s feelings. “You’ve never said that before. Why say it now?” After a moment, a very long moment, he returned her grip with a gentle squeeze. “I’m a play-the-odds kind of guy, Tess. Odds weren’t good I’d hear the words back. Tonight I needed to say it. You don’t have to love me back, not right now, but if you can’t let me in even a little bit, I can’t stay.” The words could have sounded like an ultimatum, an effort to control her through an all-or-nothing choice, but he sounded taut, tightly wound, pushed to the point of no return. She wondered where he’d been, and what he’d seen or done that made him lay it all on the line. Not ready to walk away, but prepared to do so if she kept her defenses up. Her choice. She swallowed against the ache in her throat, looked at their linked hands, then down farther to their feet, his braced wide, hers snugged



together, the right foot curled over the left. “I don’t know how to do this,” she said to the chipped, bright blue nail polish on her toes. Hard to admit, but true. “You don’t have to do anything, Tess. I just want to take care of you. Fix your air conditioner. Make sure you stay safe when I’m gone. It won’t suck, I promise.” He said the words with a crooked smile, tipping her chin up so she met his eyes as he spoke. “Why?” It was unfathomable to her. In foster care from the time she was eleven, on her own from the day she turned eighteen and the state no longer provided money to cover her food or clothes, she’d long since accepted that if she wanted something— a house no one could make her leave, a degree in industrial art, a client base—she had to scrap for it by herself. “Nobody’s wanted to take care of me my whole life. Why would you?” “Because you’re you.” Unable to help herself, she laughed, the sound mocking, derisive. “Yeah, right.” He shrugged, the pain back in his eyes. “This is where the trust part comes in. What’s it going to be,



Tess?” Dammit, she’d rather handle rusty scrap metal without gloves than do this, but for the very first time in her life, someone wanted her company on a permanent basis, and not because the state paid for her upkeep. All he wanted her to do was put herself into his hands, into his care. Terrifying. Even more terrifying was the thought of holding back, and losing him. Tension thickened and heated the air around them. Little dots danced at the edges of her vision and she realized she was holding her breath. After a shaky exhalation she took a deep breath, and the scent of him—clean sweat and musk over the harsh tang of no-frills soap—swept through her nostrils, triggering the memory of his unique taste, the silky smooth skin under his wrists, stretched over his hip bones, the underside of his cock. The tension in her muscles eased from her body again. She didn’t know how to do this, but Drew had good hands and limitless patience. He’d catch her if she fell. “Okay,” she said, with a nod and a small,



tremulous smile. Fierce exultation gleamed in his eyes. He bent his head and brushed his lips over hers, a sultry kiss that started as the merest pressure, just the tantalizing possibility of something more. Then his tongue lazily traced her lower lip and she opened to him, her breath coming faster, mingling with his. She shifted restlessly as the promise in his mouth trickled down her jaw, hardened her nipples and settled between her thighs. Then he pulled back. Tess waited a few racing heartbeats, then opened her eyes to find hot, possessive emotion surging in his. In his smooth, easy way he slid his hand into the hair at the nape of her neck. “Okay, what?” “Okay, I’ll take the money to get the air conditioner fixed,” she said. He began a gentle massage, right at the spot where her neck met her skull, the spot where she held all her stress after hours bent over a sketchpad or a project. A thrill shot down her spine even as her shoulders slackened with pleasure. “And?”



“Hmmm?” That was all she could get out, given his magic touch on her nape. Her eyes widened at his pointed glance over his shoulder to the open window. At the same time his other hand slid down her arm to encircle her wrist, where he rubbed his thumb over the quickening thump of her pulse. She felt the throb of blood now leaping against his gentle, unyielding pressure. The dark, hot, implacable look in his eyes dropped her gaze to her wrist captured in the cuff of his fingers. “I’m sorry I slept with the windows open.” She was proud of her steady voice, even as her heart thudded hard against her breastbone and fresh sweat broke out under her arms and at the small of her back.



Please let him have forgotten, please, please let him have forgotten… “What did I say I’d do if I caught you doing exactly that?” He hadn’t forgotten. Suddenly his hands on her body felt less like sensual preparation and more like a devious softening up for an interrogation. She didn’t need to look into his eyes to note the preternatural energy



humming under his skin. “Drew. No.” “What did I say, Tess? Do you remember the conversation?” The words were liquid, so soft, which was a little scary. Despite the drawl, the sense of humor and the unflinching Southern honor, Drew was anything but soft. She stayed stubbornly silent through ten pounding heartbeats, twenty, because if she kept quiet, his promise didn’t exist. Thirty more beats passed with her gaze focused resolutely on the place where her pulse pounded against the circle of his fingers. Finally, she surrendered. “We’d been in bed all day and we’d soaked the sheets even though the AC was on. You said it was on its last legs. I said I didn’t care because I’d just sleep with the windows open. I’d done it before, and I’d do it again.” Unwilling to show fear, she dragged her gaze up to meet his. “And then you said…if I did…you’d spank me until I couldn’t sit for a week.” With his back to the windows, stark shadows lay across the planes and angles of his face, concealing most of his expression. His eyes, however, were



such a pale blue she could see emotion flickering through them, too fast for her to decipher. His bent head and wide shoulders offered her no protection from the moonlight, but she didn’t look away as her heart hammered in her chest and her stomach alternated between circus flip-flops and plummeting to the bottom of her abdomen. And yet at the same time her nipples swelled against the soft material of her tank top and a traitorous heat throbbed in her womb. In a voice as thick and dark as the still air coalescing into moisture on her skin, he said, “Good thing you don’t have a desk job.” Not funny. She stepped back, twisting her head and arm to pull free, but came up short with her back to the wall. “Drew, you can’t possibly mean it. It’s…archaic! It’s crazy!” He moved closer, boxing her in. “I meant it, Tess. You knew I meant it when I said it.” Her jaw dropped. A minute ago he was a rational twenty-first century male whose mother had earned her law degree studying nights and weekends, and



whose sisters juggled work and kids. That man had disappeared, leaving behind a Drew she recognized only at some level so primitive she hadn’t been aware it existed. “You need this—” She gasped, somewhere between astonished and outraged. “I do not!” His gentle smile almost hid the intractable look in his eye. “Yes, you do, Tess.”



CHAPTER TWO For the third time in thirty minutes shock ran, electric and searing, through her veins. Suddenly she was as motionless as he was, with no heartbeat, no breathing as she searched his eyes, pale blue and unreadable in the dim light. The hand that had rested lightly on her nape now cupped her cheek, while his thumb brushed her full lips. Then his roughened fingertips trailed along her neck, into the hollow where her collarbones met, then slid down her breastbone before detouring along the lower edge of her ribs and finally dropping to the swell of her hip. He wound his thumb in the string stretched taut there, pulled the thin strip away from her body and slid his fingers into the back of her panties to curve around her bottom. “You’re trembling.” “You’re scaring me. Again.” She might have sounded believable if her voice had quavered rather than snapped. “I’m not scaring you. I’m making you mad,” he



said, calling her bluff without a hint of remorse. “You know nothing bad’s gonna happen here. I, on the other hand, came up the street and saw the windows open and half the neighborhood’s Latin Kings drinking and hanging around in Mrs. Delgado’s driveway.” An impromptu party she hadn’t heard over the music. She turned her head to the side, away from the look in his eyes. “I said I was sorry.” “Apology accepted, Tess, but you still get the spanking.” His hand tightened on her hip, the pressure constant until she opened her eyes again. He looked back at her, his gaze part wry amusement, part serious intent. “Sometimes pain can feel really, really good.” A dozen smart-mouthed comebacks trembled on the tip of her tongue, but in the end the agitation roiling inside her kept her from voicing a single one. She shoved at his shoulder and ducked under his arm, hurrying down the stairs and across the peeling linoleum to the kitchen sink. She opened the faucet as far as it would go. Cold water streamed into the scratched aluminum bowl. She scooped handfuls of



water to her mouth, then splashed her face. He’d lost his mind. That was the only explanation. He was completely insane if he thought she’d let him spank her. Yes, she’d left the windows open, but that was no reason for him to make good on a lazy promise made at the tail end of four hours of sex. Truth be told, they were nowhere near vanilla in bed, but let a Navy SEAL spank her, for God’s sake? He was certifiable! Except he sounded sane, assured and totally in control. Expecting him hard on her heels, she shut off the water and turned, but the stairs were empty, the creaky floorboards above her silent. Would he forget about it? He looked haggard with exhaustion, dark smudges under his eyes visible even in the dim light of her room. Maybe if she gave him enough time he’d fall asleep and they could laugh this off in the morning. Or maybe he’d storm down the stairs, drag her to the sofa and blister her butt. Moments passed, then stretched into a minute without sound or movement. Fine. He could sit up there until he roasted.



Her mind replayed his words…put yourself in my place…not as badly as you scared me…half the neighborhood’s Latin Kings drinking and hanging around in Mrs. Delgado’s driveway…not as badly as you scared me… Well, that was an accomplishment to put on her résumé. She’d managed to scare a SEAL, an individual trained to handle any circumstance at any time with whatever meager tools and resources he had at hand. She’d scared him. But she’d known when she wedged opened the windows with a small shim that she wasn’t just dealing with her poverty line life. She was defying the only rule he’d felt strongly enough to voice. Despite his current incarnation as a dominant alpha male, Drew was laid-back, relaxed, beyond tolerant of her unusual hours, jobs, hair color and friends. Besides the windows, he simply let her be. Of course, a highly trained professional special operative in the United States Navy should have more on his mind than fussing over her rainbow hair and shabby wardrobe. Okay, she got it. This had to be about his job, which called for extended, unbroken focus, and if he



was worried about her, he might falter at a very deadly task. Given the life-or-death scenarios he faced, the last thing she wanted to do was distract him. She’d let him down, wronged him by disobeying a very specific request. If he felt that strongly about this, then fine. He wouldn’t hurt her. She knew that. Best to get it over with. She turned and climbed the stairs with far more reluctance than she’d shown on her way down. Drew sat on the bed in her room, his eyes closed, his back to the wall, one leg stretched out in front of him, the other pulled up. His arm rested on his bent knee, the hand dangling forward while the other hand lay on his thigh. A wide swath of moonlight illuminated his face and body, and she saw the tendons of his hands running under skin dusted with fine, whiteblond hair. Three knuckles were bruised, nothing unusual. His hands had fascinated her from their first meeting—on a brilliantly sunny, San Diego, late winter day after a storm, when the surf pounded the beach in waves the length and height of tractortrailers and the sand was damp from rain. Drawn to



the crash of the surf and the clouds scudding across the sky, she’d spent the entire day sculpting an enormous, whimsical castle complete with thick walls, a moat, drawbridges, and turrets with gargoyles, perched atop a mound of sand carved into unassailable cliffs. Late in the afternoon several surfers who’d survived despite their death wish stopped to examine her work. Drew was one of them. A couple inches under six feet, he was so leanly muscled that in his unzipped wet suit she could see veins, tendons, ligaments running under his skin. It was his hands she’d watched, however, as he and his friends circled the castle, sizing up the fanciful structure before identifying weak points and strategizing an attack. Nicks, scabs and scars covered his long, tapering fingers and the backs of his hands, while his palms and fingertips bore calluses from physical use. His hands skimmed over the packed sand, almost but not quite touching the painstakingly molded shapes as he argued with a buddy about climbing techniques. Muscles roped around his wrists and forearms, and his biceps, triceps, deltoid, trapezius



and abdominal muscles flexed and released under his skin. Any San Diego-raised girl knew navy when she saw it. Marriage-minded girls could pick out officers blocks away. After three years of bartending near the base, Tess correctly guessed rank with nine out of ten guys, and knew the SEALs from the wannabes. Drew was the real deal, and guys like him, with their pick of the beach bunnies, normally didn’t give her the time of day. But he’d looked at her, then at the castle, then back at her again.



“You did this?” She surveyed seven hours of work that would wash away with the next rain, and shrugged. “Yes.” “Nobody helped you?” “No.” He took in her rolled up jeans with the muddy knees, her bare, dirty feet with bright purple toenails matching the purple streaks in her blonde-for-now hair, windblown from two braids, her shapeless hoodie sweater. His eyes showed a frank interest



her petite, semi-Goth self rarely attracted. “Impressive.” After a murmured conversation he transferred his board to a buddy. She stood silently next to him and watched his friends load up their trucks and leave. She smiled at him, ready to play the game that would put him in his place at arm’s length. “How are you going to get back to the base?” He squinted into the setting sun, then at the nearly empty parking lot, then finally at her. A quirky grin crossed his face. “I was hoping if I bought you dinner you’d give me a ride.” “I’d think about it, except I don’t have a car.” This time she spoke without a hint of emotion, as if his unexpected invitation hadn’t sent a secret thrill through her. In return she expected disbelief, irritation, even a bit of blame for being so pathetic as to ride the bus. Instead, he threw back his head and laughed at himself, at her, at life, it didn’t matter, because she was done. With his selfdeprecating sense of humor and deft, confident



hands, he’d won this round. While she stood beside him and tried not to gawk at his hands or the gorgeous, anatomytextbook planes of his torso, he pulled a cell phone out of his backpack and sent a quick text message. Then he introduced himself, helped her rinse her tools and pack them in the canvas tote that held the trash from her picnic lunch. Almost right away a black truck and a red sports car pulled into the nearly empty parking lot. Silent and efficient, a bulky bald guy got out of the truck, tossed a set of keys to Drew and slidt into the passenger seat of the sports car. With a spray of gravel and mud the red vehicle zoomed back onto the highway. He palmed the keys and looked at her. “Mexican? Thai? Italian? Your choice.” Game over. “Well?” The brusque question called her back from the windy day by the ocean to the stifling confines of her



bedroom, and the black-clad man waiting silently on her bed. She spoke in an even, measured tone of voice intended to hide the exasperation simmering inside her. “I get it. You asked me not to do something. I did it, anyway. That was disrespectful. If we’re going to be together I can’t be a burden while you’re… working. In the future I’ll do whatever it takes to stay as safe as possible. And if you need to…spank me…to work this out, I’m ready.” There. An admission of guilt plus the proper recognition for his demanding career. That ought to do it. After another snort of disbelief, he opened his eyes and turned his he, fixing her with an uncompromising look. “You think I’m doing this for me? Wrong, Tess. Your apology was sincere. I trust you won’t do this again. The spanking is for you.” Exasperation exploded into slitty-eyed irritation. “I cannot believe you think I need—” His lifted hand cut off her words, then he turned his wrist and beckoned her forward. “You said you were ready. Come here.”



The temper that got her screamed at, or worse, in every foster home she’d lived in surged red-hot in her throat, but she drew breath, closed her eyes and let it out as she counted to ten. He had a point. She didn’t get his point, but dominating or hurting her wasn’t the issue. She knew that. “Fine, fine. Let’s just get this over with,” she muttered under her breath as she stepped through the doorway and stalked toward the bed. A hint of a smile danced around the corners of his mouth before the beckoning hand switched to the closed fist meaning halt. “Take off your top.” The heat in his eyes and his intractable tone flipped a switch in her brain. All the confused protests tumbling around in her rational mind sputtered in a crackle of static, then shut off, but her body reacted automatically. She tugged the wet, clinging fabric over her head and let the shirt drop to the floor as she bent forward. While she’d intended nothing more than using her hair to hide the aroused flush flooding her



cheekbones, a hitch in Drew’s even breathing as he beckoned to her again told her he wasn’t immune to her downcast eyes and nearly naked body. Her hair fell dark against the upper swells of her breasts, and her white panties stood out even against her pale skin. As politically incorrect as it was, she couldn’t blame her thudding heart and watery knees on nerves alone. The stark reality was she was all but naked as she crawled up onto the bed to accept his punishment for her disobedience, and her female, animal body seemed to be operating on an entirely different frequency from her rational brain. Sheer erotic arousal pumped through her veins. Drew lifted his hands out of the way so she could lie facedown across his lap in a strange, awkward and more than a little embarrassing alignment of their bodies. “Move forward,” he said, his voice soft yet firm. In response to his command she shimmied forward, centering her bottom directly over his thighs. His discarded black watchman’s cap lay a few inches away. She gathered it to her and rested her face on her folded forearms as images of how



this looked flashed against the movie screen of her mind. Mostly naked, over his lap, her bottom perfectly situated for swats. “Pull down your panties.” Red, telling heat bloomed in her cheeks at the thought of reaching back and baring her bottom for him. The pendulum of her emotions swung wildly between a rather disturbing excitement and sheer vexation. She clenched her teeth to bite back a furious response, then turned her face away from him and reached back to hook her thumbs in the elastic edge of the string bikini briefs. With a little squirming and some help from him, she got her panties down, lifting just enough to let him tug the soaked panel from between her legs. She expected him to slide them down and off, but he left the white fabric at midthigh. He stroked his palm over the curve of first one cheek, then the other, the touch soft, gentle, so seductive she let out her breath in a trembling rush, and with the exhalation, melted into his powerful thighs. A lush blend of arousal, embarrassment and nerves made her wiggle her hips in a figure-eight on



his lap. When she made contact with his erection, hard and ready against his fly, his hand tightened briefly on her ass. “Let’s try again. Why did you leave the windows open?” Fuck counting to ten. For that matter, fuck him! Hot, aroused, sweating, confused and emotionally reeling, she sucked in air and pushed up onto her hands and knees. “Damn it, Drew!” she all but shouted as she turned to look at him. “You know why!” The muscles in his arm flexed as the hand at the small of her back forced her flat, then crack! A resounding smack landed on the left side of her bottom. Tess jumped and yelped as fire spread from the point of impact. “Wrong answer.” “Drew, you can’t—” Crack! She yelped again, a shock wave of pain blistering through her ass. “Whatever you think I can’t do, I can. The windows, Tess. Why?” If he intended to keep this up until he got the



answer he wanted, she could see the benefit of coming around to his point of view. The only problem was she didn’t know what he wanted her to say, and she told him that. Crack! “Think about it, Tess,” he said, with a low, peremptory chuckle. “Take as long as you need.” He was amused? “You…you…jerk!” The crack of flesh against flesh ricocheted around her bedroom. She jumped again, felt his hand spread in warning against her lower back, and muffled her startled cry in her folded arms. It hurt. Another measured smack landed in the same place, flat on her bottom. Raw sensation expanded in pulsar waves as he moved to the other cheek and administered five smacks there. A hot ache swelled and spread, much as pleasure did during long, lazy afternoons in bed. He switched sides again, settling into a methodical pace, not so hard and rapid that she felt battered in either body or soul, yet not slow and light enough for her to surface from the pain of each smack’s sharp impact. He worked at his task while she twitched and



wriggled with each stroke, gripping his cap and trying to choke back the gasps fluttering from her throat. The weight of his hand near her center of gravity anchored her, body and soul. The strength of his thighs under her stomach and legs, the solidity of his abdomen at her side all kept her focused on the painful, erotically charged, emotionally laden moment. What the hell was this all about if it wasn’t about her dogged independence and how that affected him? She wouldn’t do it again. He trusted her to keep her word, and he was certainly keeping his. He’d said he would spank her, and here she was, naked and facedown on her quilt, while his relentless hand moved from cheek to cheek and he steadfastly ignored her stifled yelps, which threatened to become sobs as the stinging grew to burning. Despite the undeniable sexy undertone, she knew this wasn’t his first choice of activities on his first night home. He could have ignored the windows, the broken air conditioner and her crushing financial strain in favor of simple sex, pizza delivery and sleep. He could have yelled at her and left. Worse,



he could have just turned around in the street. But here he was. Doing what he’d said he’d do. He hadn’t left when he found the evidence of her disobedience. He’d stayed, and as painful as it was, he’d kept his word. He’d stayed. He would stay. No matter what she did. The smacks continued inexorably, but realization broke through the burgeoning ache. Deep down, she’d doubted his commitment. She thought he would disappear for real, not because he was mobilized. He’d just leave one day and not come back. Like her father, and then her mother. If she goaded him into it, then she could control when it happened. That’s why she’d needed the spanking, both for her lack of trust, and as physical proof that he would keep his word. She could trust him to give her what he said he would. What she needed. “I get it,” she gasped over the rhythmic slaps. “I get it! Drew, please!” His hand came to rest again on her now stinging, heated bottom, leaving an expectant, vibrant silence. Slowly, carefully, she relaxed her taut, quivering



muscles, subsiding into his lap, but while the muscle tension eased, liquid flame burned in her swollen, wet folds. He reached out and gathered her hair in his hand, sending it spilling over her shoulder. Surprised by the temperate touch, she turned her face and looked back at him. “Why did you leave the windows open?” he asked gently. The truth hurt. It really, really did. More than her ass, in fact. “Because I wanted to see what you’d do if I did.” “Even though I told you what I’d do.” He wasn’t asking. He knew. He’d known before she even walked into her bedroom. There was a time and place for obstinate defiance. This wasn’t it. “Yes.” “And what did you learn, Tess?” His voice was so soft and open she could hardly believe it came from the same man who’d purposefully paddled her into next week. “To trust you.” She took a deep breath and let it rush out onto the thin quilt under her hot cheek. “I learned you always keep your word.”



“Always.” The single word hummed with the unshakable confidence of a United States Navy SEAL. “You tell me to go and I’m gone. But you can’t make me abandon you because you act up.” He caressed her stinging butt. “You can earn yourself another spanking, no problem. But I’m here for the duration.” She let out another shuddering sigh as his words sank deep into her psyche, absolution and commitment rushing in to replace fear and abandonment. But her body still had a pressing need for relief. Undulating on his lap generated a sharp, longing twinge when her pubic bone made contact with his hard thigh. She’d never felt this way before, never had urgent, immediate desire thumping under her skin while she lay limp and pliable against his hard body. Soft give and sharp need melting together, and oh, how she wanted him to assuage the ache between her thighs. Possessive admiration softened the line of his jaw as Drew slowly scanned her from toes to calves to thighs, lingering at her ass before sliding his gaze up the length of her spine, to her brown hair draped



around her sweaty shoulders, then to her face. She didn’t turn away, but let the heat throbbing in her bottom reflect in her eyes as she lifted her butt against his hand. Admiration gave way to molten lust. “You want me to finish this,” he said, but he wasn’t asking. All she could do was nod. He raised his hand and she closed her eyes again, but this time she lifted into the stroke that fell not on the marked, throbbing skin, but rather on the soft inner curve where her buttocks met her thighs. The blow, lighter than the others but carefully placed, sent a sharp shard of heat flashing into her pussy. Once again she jumped and gasped, but even to her own ears the gasp wasn’t one of pain, or shock, but the sound she made when he flicked his tongue against her clit. Which was exactly how this felt, except from the inside out. It felt as if he’d struck sparks in her clit, and the tender flesh swelled in demand. She peered over her shoulder again. His eyes locked with hers and he deliberately raised his hand, landing another smack in the same place, but on the



opposite cheek. Sharp, swift pleasure speared through her. The slap was different, the landing spot different, the sensations different, the moan different. Deeper. Throatier. Could have been lust, could have been pain. He paused. “Too much?” Yes, but oh, so good . “Don’t stop,” she groaned, winding her fingers through the hair gathered at the nape of her neck before she buried her face in her arm again. His cock pulsed hard against her hip bone before his hand fell. The pace was slower, giving the pleasure time to build through the fire that exploded with each crack of his hand against her bottom. She found herself rocking back into each stroke, waiting for each one to fall, focusing on the ache expanding in her throbbing clit. The soles of her feet burned, and her nipples rubbed against the worn cotton quilt as she gasped and writhed under each blow. Finally, when the ache threatened to destroy her, when she teetered on the edge of all-consuming pleasure, a smack landed that detonated the burgeoning heat. Orgasm flashed bright inside her



and rolled to the tips of her fingers and toes as she threw her head back and let out a soft, high-pitched moan. When she could rouse herself she felt his hands stroking her back, bottom and thighs. Little tingles chased through the steady pulsations in her ass. She let her arms fall beside her face, gathered her strength and pushed back. As she moved, he pulled her panties off, then put his hands under her elbows to help her upright, supporting her but letting her situate herself as she pleased. What pleased her was to straddle his lap, carefully ease her bottom back against his thighs, and look him right in the eye while she tucked her hair behind her ears, wiped at her own eyes with the heels of her hands, licked her swollen lips. He watched each movement, then cupped her cheek and brushed his thumb over her mouth. He threaded his hand through her hair and pulled her down for a hot, swift kiss, his tongue flickering over her lips until she softened against him.



His gaze searched hers; his fingers gently rubbed her scalp. She returned the look, hiding nothing, avoiding nothing. What he saw must have pleased him because his lips quirked into a grin. “You okay?” Good question. Her heart pounded, whether from the exertion in the hot, muggy, still air, or from the pitch and heave of her emotions in the last hour, she couldn’t say. The rough material of his damp BDUs chafed her tender skin. A new tenderness drifted inside her, unfamiliar yet not the slightest bit scary. “My ass hurts,” she said bluntly, “but yeah, I’m okay. Tomorrow I’ll make an appointment to get the air conditioner fixed. And…um…thank you. For loaning me—” “Giving me,” he corrected. “Giving me the money.” “My pleasure,” he said, but the wicked gleam in his eye betrayed the formal tone and words. She trailed her fingers across his beautiful cheekbones and lips, down over the glittering gold scruff on his chin to dab at the sweat pooling in the hollow of his throat, then down his abdomen to snag



her fingers in his waistband and press her pussy against the hard ridge in his pants. His shirt was so sodden she could probably wring it out like a wet rag. The gleam in his eyes went from wicked to intent. “You liked that,” she said, but the accusation was a mild one. There was a thin line between play and punishment. He wasn’t a liar, so he just gave her a wink. “How red is my ass?” “A pretty rosy pink,” he said huskily, as he throbbed hard against her soft folds. Interesting. “You going to spank me again?” Heat flared in his eyes and he tightened his grip on her hips. “If you need it, or if you ask me very, very nicely.” “That sounds promising,” she started, as she leaned forward and set her hands on his ribs. The quick, indrawn breath he gave at the pressure of her hands on his chest made her stop, then sit back. He loosened his grasp, but his lips pulled tight over clenched teeth. A couple seconds later his breath eased out and his jaw relaxed.



Oh God, oh God… “Drew?” she asked, and began to tug his sweat-saturated T-shirt from his pants. “Easy, Tess,” he said, but his voice was resigned as he submitted to her efforts to undress him, sitting forward and lifting his arms over his head so she could pull his shirt off and toss it to the floor with a wet thud. Once again, icy fear wicked through her veins. The left side of his torso was a mass of bruises, some faded to yellowish-green, others the fresh deep purple of recent blows. A gash too deep to be a scratch but not deep enough to need stitches bisected his torso from just under his right pectoral down to his left hip bone. Much deeper and he would have been gutted. “Drew,” she breathed, her fingers trailing over the abused skin. “What happened? Did somebody hit you?” The words sounded astonishingly stupid as they left her mouth, but he just gave a little smile at the incredulous tone of her voice. “A little dust-up. Ain’t no big thing, baby,” he said, mocking mortal danger



in the Alabama drawl that lingered despite nine years in California. Which meant he couldn’t talk about it. He’d matter-of-factly explained that anything really serious would mean members of his team at her front door and an introductory meeting with his family next to a flag-draped casket. “Are your ribs broken?” “Not even cracked,” he said. She looked back at the vicious, spreading bruises and quirked an eyebrow at him, but let it slide. There was no point in pestering him for details he couldn’t provide. If someone got close enough to do this kind of intimate damage, whatever he’d done hadn’t been the usual clockwork “in and out without a shot fired” mission. With her hand at his nape she kissed his forehead, then rested hers against his. “I love you, Tess,” he said, his voice husky. “It’s good to be home.” He needed a shower, a meal, twelve hours of sleep and about half a tube of antibacterial ointment, but fussing and hand-wringing went over as well as sleeping with the windows open. She pushed her



concern aside, sat up and affected a disbelieving pout. “Really? Because from my perspective, you being home means me scared witless and spanked. But I’m glad it was good for you.” One golden eyebrow quirked up at her sassing. “That wasn’t good for you? Because it sounded damned good at the end there.” “Okay, it was pretty good,” she said with a mock eye roll. “Pretty good? I can do better,” he promised, then those seductive, dangerous hands went to the fly of his cargo pants and began to slip buttons from holes to free his straining shaft. His knuckles brushed against her damp mound, coming closer with each undone button. He pushed himself off the bed with both hands, lifting his hips for Tess to tug the clinging, sweaty fabric down. The pants made a louder, squishier thud than his shirt had when she flung them heedlessly behind her. From her crouched position she kissed her way up his long, leanly muscled legs. After a brief, assessing look at his cock, straining thick and dark red from the blond nest of curls, she ran her tongue up the underside,



the taste and scent of sex and sweat a heady aphrodisiac. She kissed each hip bone, then licked the ridges of muscle forming his abdomen. Each wicked bruise received a gentle touch of her lips, as did the edges of the slice through his skin. She poured words not yet spoken into the caress of her breath, the flutter of her tongue against his skin, the not-quite-gentle pressure of her teeth against each nipple in turn. His breathing had slowed and softened with her ministrations, but stopped altogether at the sharp pressure, before easing out in a guttural groan. She peeked down to see his cock pulse away from his abdomen as a pearly bead formed at the tip. “Wow,” she said as she straddled him again. “You did miss me.” “I always do,” he said, cupping her ass to pull her snug against his erection. She affected a wince as his big hands flexed against her tender bottom. “Think twice before you work over your favorite playground,” she said, the admonishment negated by her breathy voice…and the explosive orgasm.



Laughter gleamed in his eyes as he obediently slid his hands up her rib cage to her breasts, teasing her nipples as he massaged the soft flesh. “I like to play here, too.” “Ummm…yes,” she whispered as he pinched and rolled the tender buds. Electric sensation flashed from her nipples to her clit. She bent forward, this time resting her hands on his shoulders, grinding a little as she kissed him. His tongue flicked against her parted lips, and with a soft moan she opened to him. Heat flashed between them as she rubbed her tongue against his, letting out a little sob as he nipped at her lower lip, then slid one hand into her hair to hold her for his mouth. “Drew, please,” she moaned. “I want to come with you inside me.” God, did she want that. She didn’t idealize a relationship with any active-duty naval officer, let alone a SEAL. Relationship meant deployments, mobilizations, missions. It meant unexplained absences and weeks of worry. It meant seeing bruises, scrapes and scars on his body, pain and blankness in his eyes. It meant nightmares.



But with Drew relationship meant a love as strong and fierce as the commitment he made to his country, and his team. It meant a soft place to land. It meant living with a wild, focused intensity when he was home, starting here in their bed. For now, empty solo orgasms were a thing of the past. She wanted to drop into the abyss with him as deep in her body as he was in her heart. He unfisted his hand from her hair and set it on her hip as she reached for the condoms in the nightstand, then scooted back a bit to tear one open. Their fingers tangled as they rolled it down his shaft, but after that it was all her. She braced one hand on his shoulder and used the other to pull his erection away from his ridged abdomen. His breathing harshened, quickened as he looked down and watched her center her wet, open body over his tip and slowly engulf him. His eyelids dropped as she slid down. “Fuck yeah,” he growled as she began to move. His head fell back, coming to rest against the white plaster wall behind her bed. “Oh, fuck, Tess. So good.” The first fast, furious time had taken the edge off,



but only the second session, with its prolonged, intimate connection, smoothed all the emotional edges roughened by his absence. She kept her tempo fluid and relentless, building the pleasure for him in thin, fine layers, much as she would use heat and compounds to add a patina to metalwork. His throat worked as his eyes slid shut and his lips parted, his breath easing out in one long, soft exhalation. She flicked her tongue against his lower lip as she tweaked his nipples, and he inhaled and arched, thudding into her with enough force to make her squeak. “So how nicely do I have to ask to get another spanking?” His head snapped forward at the question, a hot, tortured gleam in his eyes. “Very nicely,” he said, low and rough. She spread her legs and ground against him on the next downstroke, burying him to the hilt in her hot, wet passage. “I’m not asking now, you understand,” she whispered. “Just getting an idea for next time. You want me on my knees when I ask?” He fisted his hands in her loose, damp hair before



his head dropped back against the wall again, exposing the pulse pounding in the base of his throat. His cock throbbed inside her. “Jesus, Tess.” “I’ll take that as a yes,” she said, then pressed her lips to his jaw. “Let’s see…me on my knees… naked…my mouth wet from sucking your cock… would that be nice enough for you? I’d say please.” “Ask like that and I’ll give you anything you want,” he said as he shifted, surging forward and pulling her head back, to suck not quite gently at the skin over her collarbone. She rode his movements, arching into him, skin slick and slippery as she rubbed against his torso. Her orgasm swelled, gathering strength with each gliding, increasingly heated move. “You going to spank me for teasing you?” That was the final straw. Strong and sure, he rolled her to her back, then pulled out, spreading her legs wide with his hard thighs and pressing her hands into the bed beside her head. “I’m going to fuck you for teasing me,” he growled. “Eventually.” He braced himself above her, their only points of contact his hair-roughened thighs against her sore



bottom, and his fingers, interlocked with hers. Hard kisses dropped onto her plump lips, stifling her fretful moans, as sweat dropped from his collarbone and temples. When she quieted, he held himself above her with taut control, surveying her wet, pert breasts. He bent his head and blew gently on one nipple, watched it tighten, then treated the other to the same torture. “They’re almost as pink as your ass,” he said. She shuddered at the image. When his teeth closed on an erect nipple she let out a whimper, but the insistent pressure and his flickering licks against the trapped bud quickly made her moan. The rough stubble on his cheeks rasped against her soft skin as he worked, moving from one nipple to the other until both were raspberry-red. “Perfect,” he said, as she desperately yanked against his tight grip, trying to free their locked fingers. He left her nipples throbbing in the heated night air, and licked his way down her breastbone to her navel, moving their joined hands as he shifted between her legs. Their interlaced fingers ended up



under her sore ass, and she trembled at the submissive sensuality of using her hands to lift her wet, aching pussy to his mouth. The breadth of his shoulders spread her legs wide for the lash of his tongue. He flicked, he licked, he nibbled, all in his own time, driving her up the ladder of desire until she arched and fell away into blackness. The luscious, slick stroke of his cock into her satiated body brought her back into the moonlit room. Poised above her, sheer possessive agony etched into his face, he plunged into her, his elbow braced at her shoulder to keep her from sliding away on the sweat-dampened sheets, his hand gripping her bottom without mercy, his hips spreading her open to his pounding body. Mindful of his bruised ribs, she gripped the small of his back, then wrapped her heels around his calves and arched to meet him. When her orgasm came there was no falling this time, only annihilation. She exploded, sinking her teeth into his shoulder as she flew apart. With one last, tremendous thrust he buried himself to the hilt inside her. He shuddered, sweat dripping from his



jaw to plunk on her collarbone, then he buried his head in her curve of her neck, his shoulders heaving. Long minutes passed while she simply stroked the damp skin of his back, breathing slowly to encourage the subtle loosening of his muscles, his heart rate returning to its normal slow thud against his breastbone. Eventually he rolled off her and staggered into the bathroom, giving a muffled curse when he banged his shoulder on the door frame. She giggled and flopped onto her stomach. He came back and eased himself down next to her, on his back. His uninjured side was closest, so she cuddled into him and felt his arm come around her. “Damn, Tess. You pack a powerhouse punch for a hundred pounds and change.” “It’s not me. Those ribs are cracked and you probably haven’t slept more than an hour a day for the last four weeks.” She kissed him, soft and slow and sweet, then gave in to curiosity. “Where are your boots?” “Locked in the trunk of my car with my duffel. I’ll get ‘em in a minute,” he said. “You working



tomorrow?” “In my studio, but I switched shifts at The Blue Dog. The developer called while you were gone. He really liked the balcony I did for that house in Balboa Park. He wants to see staircase designs by Monday.” Drew lifted his head to look at her, a delighted grin splitting his face. “Tess, that’s fantastic.” His head dropped back and sweat trickled down his temple. “Fuck, it’s hot in here. Let’s grab a quick shower and go celebrate. Somewhere airconditioned.” He slid his legs over the edge of the bed and sat up with a wince. Before he could get to his feet she went to her knees, slipped her arms around his neck and whispered into his ear the words she’d doodled in swirling calligraphy with the sketches of staircases and his face. “I love you, too, Drew.” Despite injuries, exhaustion and exertion, he pulled her around him, into his lap. “Yeah?” he asked, his eyes searching hers. She gave him a soft smile. “Yeah. Welcome home.”



If you enjoyed this story by Anne Calhoun, don’t miss out on What She Needs. Available now wherever ebooks are sold.



When Jack calls and tells me to meet him at the hotel bar, I know two things: he wants to sleep with me, and I will let him. That’s the rule. If I meet him, I do what he asks, when he asks. I’m free to decline his invitation, but if I



accept, I’ll do what I’m told. I always accept.



Hungry for more? Spice Briefs to suit every taste are available now at www.spicebriefs.com, including these recent titles:



Behind the Duke’s Door by Lynne Silver The Challenge by Megan Hart Seven Day Loan by Tiffany Reisz Rapture by Lynne Silver Glorious Enslavement by Anya Richards Highland Vampire by Suz deMello Raise a Little Hell by Cathryn Fox Decent Exposure by Lacy Danes Forbidden Pleasures by Amanda McIntyre What She Needs by Anne Calhoun For something a little longer, visit www.spicebooks.com or stop by your local bookstore for stories that will ignite your senses! Think you’d like to write a Spice Brief? Submissions are always welcome at [email protected]
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