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I dedicate this book to all veterans who are faced with finding a new life for themselves after their service. To all those who have survived the war and now wish to lead a life in peace, surrounded by the people they love.

Your sacrifice is appreciated and my wishes for you are that you may find peace and fulfilment in your new life.
Contents

Dedication

Contents

Follow Tirza on Social Media

Books by Tirza Schaefer

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​Follow Tirza on Social Media

[image: ]


Website & Newsletter

.

Books2Read Author Page

.

Linktree
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​Books by Tirza Schaefer

[image: ]


Romance

Romantic Poetry

Love Expressed

.

Romance Series

Seals in Spain Trilogy

(Read in Order, Series in Progress)

Tank

Dom

Seb

.

The Milf Diaries

(Read in Order, Series in Progress)

Izzy

Ria

Reyna

Sassy

Calendar Boys

.

Tirza’s Christmas Tales

(Standalone Themed Seasonal Novellas)

A New Family For Christmas

Christmas in Montana

A Beary Little Christmas

(more to come)

.

Band of Brothers Trilogy

(Read in Order, Series in Progress)

Drew

Zee

Rico & Chad

.

Her Harem, A Reverse Harem Series in 12 Parts

(Read in Order, Ebook Series in Planning)

Black Veil (free ebook)

.

Romantic Standalone Novels

Her Badass Bikers

Balcony Above The Sea

Badass Heroes

Opposites Attract

Born To Be Wild

In The Event of Love

Cloud Nine

Sealed Brothers

Dating A Hero

Chopped Encounter

Birthday Present

The Dark Duke

Snake Goddess Rising

.

Romantic Standalone Novellas

A Little Slice of Heaven (Extended Version)

The Navy Seal’s Nanny

Kisses In Darkness

The Right Kind of Wrong

Love In The Sky

Marine Party

.

Please note that my romantic literature contains explicit and graphic sexual content, hot kink and at times, some mild violence and is therefore aimed at a mature adult audience. All novels come with a guaranteed happy ending and no cheating and will melt your heart as well as your panties!

.

.

Spirituality, Parenting & Children

Spiritual Poetry

My Spirit Song

.

Travelogue, Parenting and Magic

A Magical Family Holiday

.

FREE Children’s Literature

How Picasso Makes You A Genius
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Prologue

[image: ]


The Picture

*
[image: ]


I am looking at the picture of you with the bottle in your hand standing sideways and looking into the camera. The one I blackened out, I mean, the stuffy-faced friend of yours beside you. And now I remember how we met as if it was happening all over again. I see it in front of my inner eye...

Anyway, I love how strong you look in this picture and how much like a true warrior somehow, strong, determined and charismatic. Like you're the boss, but you are so secure in yourself, you don't need to flaunt it. This is exactly like the first time I laid eyes on you. The flashlight of Jerry’s camera caught my attention. And when he stepped aside, there you stood. Exactly like I described and my heart missed several beats!
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Our eyes meet across the crowded room and something happens: electric shockwaves. An atmosphere so thick, you could cut it with a knife! Slowly, you turn towards me. Your gaze is piercing me and you make me feel so shy! I can hardly breathe and feel hot and flushed. My mouth is parched dry. I need a drink! A huge glass of water! Fleeing from the room, I run down the hall and find the kitchen.

I take a glass from the cupboard and take water from the tap, downing it at once. My mind is working feverishly. How can I go in there again? Will he notice me again? Will he look at me again? What if he's just turned to some other woman to chat her up as I coward fled the room? What if he looks at me again or even comes towards me?

There is an empty bowl beside the sink. A few crumbs at the bottom tell me, it used to be full of crisps. A full bag of crisps is lying beside it. I decide to busy myself with filling up the bowl, stalling.

But I cannot be distracted. I remember you so vividly. I recall every line giving that determined warrior's cut to your face, your proud stance, the sinews standing out on your strong forearms, your powerful chest. I try to open the bag of crisps, but I can't tear it open. My hands are shaking and all strength seems to have left them. I mumble a rude word under my breath and try again - to no avail.

Suddenly, a hand reaches out from behind me and I recognize those fingers instantly. This strong, self-assured hand belongs to - you! And you stand right behind me! I can feel your breath against my hair and I freeze in panic.

"Need some help?" you ask me.

Your tone of voice tells me that you don't expect an answer. I let you take the bag from my hands and quickly move to the side, longing to be close to you, yet at the same time terrified of it. I have no idea how I will live this down! I am sure it is more than obvious, but you only open the bag, hand it back to me - all with an ease that makes me feel downright stupid that I had been struggling so hard with that bag for nothing - and stand there. You don't leave and you don't say anything, merely scrutinizing me. And I want the earth to open up and swallow me.

"My name is Alex," you say at last.

My cheeks are burning and I feel like a complete idiot!

"Merit," I croak.

My voice is breaking off. My mouth and throat feel as if I hadn't been drinking any water in weeks - at least!

"Are you alright?" you ask me.

No!!!! I scream in my head.

"Sure," I say out loud, glad my voice doesn't falter this time.

My eloquence with words only extends to my hands, to writing, not to my voice, to speaking.

"Er, I'm Merit. Thanks for helping."

I point at the bag, still avoiding your eyes.

I can feel your half-smirk, though when you say: "It was nothing."

I don't reply and you begin to turn away. You probably think I'm a total idiot, mentally impaired or something.

"No, really, I mean... I'm sorry... Thank you!"

I spoke because I didn't want you to go, but out of my mouth only comes utter nonsense. You probably think I'm on drugs! This is all going so wrong!

"So, Alex," I try again. "You are a Marine friend of Jerry's?"

As if you could be anything else! Normal people don't carry themselves like this with so much lethal purpose, moving lithely as a panther, so intently focused.

"Yes. We've been in Afghanistan together on our last round."

Of course, where else?!

"I'm glad you're back."

"Me, too."

"Will you have to go back there?"

I realize I am making coherent conversation and you don’t look any longer as if I were on drugs. I’m slowly getting the hang of this!

"Not right now," you reply.

Suddenly, everything is different. Our eyes lock. I have dared to look into yours. I cannot look away. You hypnotize me.

I take a step back, but can't get further, because the worktop is pressing hard into my back at a right angle. You've cornered me. How the hell did I get here from the sink without even noticing I moved at all? Your stealth! You are even more of a predator than I had bargained for!

I can't retreat anymore. I am caught. You stand right in front of me. Far enough to give me space but close enough to effectively lock me in. If I want to break out, I either have to touch you and squeeze past you or actually speak to you about it, - about you being so close. A fact I am still trying to ignore. You make a step forward and I catch my breath.

You reach up to a cupboard and get something down that you then hand to someone standing right behind you who had obviously been asking for it. And I didn't even notice there was another person in the kitchen. In fact, there are five more! And I never noticed.

How did you do that?! While I still wonder, you take my arm gently but with determination and lead me out of the kitchen into the hall, away from the party.

"Would you mind doing me a favour?" you suddenly ask me as we reach the bottom of the stairs.

"Of course, if I can?"

Anything! What do you want me to do? Private lapdance or a blowjob? God, Merit, don't let it show or he is just going to use you and dump you! You should have more pride than that!

Yes, usually that
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