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The Marine’s Defiant Lover

Men of Boston Series Book 2

By Alexis Blake 
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Chapter One

“No!” Jason shouted, running over the rough desert ground, the sound of grenade blasts deafening his ears. Bullets flew through the air and he felt a twinge as a bullet struck his shoulder but he barely felt the pain as he ran over to his fallen friend, knowing it was too late when he saw the rivulets of blood streaming out of the many bullet holes in Andrew's body. “No!” he shouted again, hoping it wasn't real, that he would jump up, his gun blazing. But nothing happened. He vaguely heard orders shouted, telling him to fall back, to get it together and run. He couldn’t move, as he stood there frozen, staring at his best friend as guns were fired and pain rippled through him and he fell to the ground....

Jason woke with a start at the sound of his phone ringing with a text message. He shut it off quickly, shutting his eyes as he took a couple of deep breaths to calm himself. It's a part of my past, but it's in the past, he thought. It's a part of my past, but it's in my past. It didn't matter how many times he said that, though. The events of that day still played through his head as he sat up in bed, the Boston traffic floating through the window. He checked his phone, not surprised to see a text message from his brother, Victor. Even though they were living in the same townhouse, he had gotten more texts from him than any other family member for the past two days. Not that they had been negligent. Victor simply needed him more than the others did, because Rachel, Sharon's sister, was in town.

Sure enough, the text said, “Get me out of here. Please and thank you.” Jason smirked and got up, rubbing his eyes and running his fingers through his hair to help clear the fogginess from his brain. Even though Sharon and her sister were both lovely by themselves, together they could take over the world. Or at least bring the CEO of one of the largest international banks in the world to his knees. He smiled at the thought. It was good for Victor to be brought to his knees now and then.

After Jason dressed and he started to walk downstairs, he could hear Rachel's rich voice float up to him. “Come on, babe, why don't we paint the town?” she sang.

“And all that jazz!” Sharon chimed in.

“I'm gonna rouge my knees and roll my stockings down.”

“And all that jazz.”

He heard footsteps coming up the stairs and grinned when he saw the frazzled look on Victor's face. “Where have you been?” he asked. “This is their fourth song!”

“I've been sleeping,” Jason said. “Enjoying the married life, I see.”

Victor sighed. “I love my wife,” he said. The way he said it made Jason think that Victor had been chanting it in his head a lot lately, which he probably had. After all, they both had strong personalities, something that Jason was eternally grateful for.

He would always be in Sharon's debt for giving him back his brother. Before she and Victor got together, Victor had been an insufferable workaholic who was a miniature version of their father. Jason had rarely seen him during those years, when he had ostracized his younger brothers and mother in favor of his work at the Belmont International Bank, constantly trying to gain approval from their father's ghost. It took Sharon's brute honesty and memorable personality to bring him back to Earth. Now, with he and Sharon married and their first child on the way, Victor was closer than ever to his family. And Jason didn't know if he would have been able to get through the past few months without his support.

Jason and Victor went downstairs toward the source of the singing. An aroma of melted chocolate as sweet and rich as Rachel's voice wafted through the air as they found the two women in the kitchen, both dressed in rags, and singing at the top of their lungs. Rachel was stirring a pot on the stove while Sharon sat in a rocking chair in the kitchen holding a cup herbal tea, her other hand resting on her swollen belly. “Heaven help me if it's a girl,” Victor muttered. “Then there would be three of them.”

Jason snickered. They watched as the sisters sang, oblivious to their audience. Rachel twirled around as she sang, every bit as alluring in a tattered t-shirt and ripped-up sweats as she would be in the finest lingerie. He had never actually heard her and her band perform but he already knew she had the stage presence of a professional. Hell, she has more presence than most professionals do.

“And all!” Rachel flicked her hands up in a dramatic pose, flinging melted chocolate on the ceiling. “That!” Chocolate now speckled the light blue wallpaper. “Jazz!” She twirled around and chocolate went flying from the spoon, landing on Jason's face.

He flinched when he saw it fly, imagining for a brief second that they were bullets. He took a deep breath and calmly wiped the chocolate off with his index finger and popped it in his mouth to slow down his racing heart. “No-bakes,” he said, startling both women. “Delicious.”

Rachel turned to look at him and Victor and blushed. “Sorry,” she said. “I didn't know you were standing right there. I'm going to clean up this mess after they're done.”

“Don't worry about it,” Victor said, smiling politely. Only Jason could see the relief in his eyes. “I am glad the two of you are having fun.” He put a hand on Jason's shoulder. “We were going to go for a walk. Would you ladies like to join us?”

“Sorry, babe,” Sharon said. “I don't think I would do well on a walk right now. Best to stay home and rest.”

Rachel nodded. “Yes. I would love to, but I'd like to keep Sharon company, and I still have to finish the cookies.” She flashed them a brilliant smile that immediately soothed Jason's anxiety. He wasn't sure why, but one look from Rachel could calm him down. Sometimes. Other times, when she moved just right and he caught glimpses of her smooth, toned thighs through the holes of her sweatpants, or he saw a hint of her flesh through a sheer shirt, she completely aroused him. And she has no idea.

Victor's voice snapped him back to reality. “Well, I guess we should go then. We can't wait to try the no-bakes later.”

“We'll see you later,” Sharon said.

Rachel waved. “Bye, Jason,” she said.

He smiled and waved back, trying to resist the feeling that washed over him every time she said his name. She's your sister-in-law's sister. The last thing you want to do is make her uncomfortable and cause tension. After all, tension always led to fighting and that was the last thing he wanted. He’d had his fair share of fighting in Iraq and he was more than happy to leave it behind when he returned home. If only it would stop popping up in his nightmares.
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