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            Chapter 1

          

          
            Rebecca

          

        

      

    

    
      I am still numb with shock. Utterly paralyzed with disbelief.

      I never, ever expected to hear from him again. When my cell phone rang earlier while I was in the bathtub, it was only by sheer luck of circumstance that I sighed and stepped out of the thick, comforting warmth of the bathroom to answer the call. And only because I was expecting someone to call — someone very important and very needy. You see, the client I am working for on this particular gig owns an extremely powerful, far-reaching business enterprise, with its headquarters in the city of Mississauga, Ontario. That’s why I’m here in this ritzy hotel the likes of which I would never book for myself on my own dime, even though I make pretty decent money as a private contract security specialist. I possess a staggering level of security clearance after holding a high position in the Canadian sector of NATO years ago, which I have used to my advantage now that I’m a freelancer.

      My client, a rather trembly and pale older man named Mr. Green who wears oversized suits even though he could certainly afford a private tailor, is quite nervous about protecting his assets. During my week-long stay here in Mississauga, he has called me no less than forty-eight times with various questions and concerns, even though he has seen me in person every single day. He’s stomped all over my patience, with his patent-leather boot hovering just over my very last nerve. But he’s given me a high-profile, extremely well-paying job here, so as much as I want to ignore him or tell him to calm down and take his jitters elsewhere, I have no choice but to answer his calls — every, single one of them.

      Earlier this evening I had just began to ease my aching, naked body into the steaming water when I heard the tell-tale brrrring of my cell phone ring tone. With a frustrated groan I stepped out of the shower to dry my hands on a fluffy white hotel towel and slide the screen open to answer the call.

      But I hesitated when I noticed that my client’s name was not illuminated on the screen. No, it was a number I didn’t recognize at all, and I squinted at the series of numbers intently, wracking my brain for any memory of such a sequence. But nothing came to mind. Still, there was a good chance that it could be another potential client calling after being referred to me by some pleased former customer of mine. And with the situation I was dealing with back home… well, I was in no position to turn down a potential gig.

      So I took a deep breath and answered the call with a curt, businesslike greeting of, “Hello, you have reached Summers Private Security, this is Rebecca.”

      There was a pause. I waited impatiently for someone to speak on the other end of the line, as I was more than eager to get back in my steamy tub instead of continuing to stand here shivering nakedly on the phone with this mystery stranger.

      “Hello?” I repeated. “Is anyone there?”

      And the voice that finally spoke, filling my ears with deep, velvety thrums of familiarity, both flooded me with warmth and raised goosebumps on my flesh at the same time.

      “Becca,” said a male voice, and he spoke the two simple syllables of my name like they formed a reverent prayer. Like my name was some magical incantation and he had been holding the powerful sounds of it between his lips for ages, just waiting to expel them out into the air once more.

      I recognized his voice instantly. Without a doubt. Without a second thought. And just like that, I was transported backwards, punched in the gut so hard that I was repelled into the past. Suddenly, it was like I could nearly smell the residual musk of collective body odor, gunpowder, diesel fuel, and the unmistakable but indescribable smell of the blisteringly hot desert. The symphony of ominous scents that formed the eau de parfum of my time in Afghanistan as a NATO officer, surrounded by exhausted, war-beaten men and women of many nationalities to whom I delivered goods and relief as much as I could.

      I was thrust back into the moment I first looked across a crowded open air market, over the carts of produce and vendors selling t-shirts and fabrics, to lock eyes with the most handsome and intimidating man I had ever seen in person.

      My mind spiraled straight back to the night in my private tent, our bodies moving against one another in the heat of my little temporary home while the air cooled outside. Nighttime in the desert was surprisingly cold, a sharp contrast to the miserable heat of the daylight hours. But the two of us, one Canadian, one American, both a little lost and lustful, pressed together to form our own campfire, striking powerful sparks between our undulating bodies.

      It was him.

      “Adrian,” I breathed, my fingertips going cold as I clutched the phone to my ear, desperate not to lose signal, desperate to keep the soft comfort of his voice coming through the receiver as long as I could possibly manage.

      “Yeah, it’s me,” he replied, and I felt my knees start to buckle as my stomach twisted into knots.

      “How did you — what are you — where are you calling from?” I stammered, struggling to even find the words to say. Nothing seemed appropriate. No sequence of words I could string together would possibly convey the complicated storm of emotions I was feeling at the sound of his voice in my ear. I heard him sigh, and a shiver ran down my spine.

      “I just landed in Toronto. My tour is over and I… I needed to find you, Becca. Wherever you are. I don’t know where you live or where you’ve been all this time, but I remembered that you were from Canada and you wanted to go home. I need to see you. I need to hold you in my arms. I don’t care how far I have to go, if I have to fly halfway around the world or walk a thousand miles on foot. I will go to you, Rebecca. I just have to,” Adrian explained.

      He was in Toronto.

      Just a few miles north of where I was. He was so close. I trembled, nearly panting with exhilaration, with mingled joy and horror to find out that he was here. I had never imagined that I would see him ever again. All this time, these two long, life-changing years, I simply assumed he was a figure to remain shrouded in the mists of my past. A broad-shouldered, hulking silhouette I sometimes looked back to when I felt lonely and afraid.

      But now, he was here. Nearly within reach.

      “Becca?” he prompted, and I realized I still needed to answer him. So I did.

      “I’m here. I’m in Mississauga. You’re nearly on my doorstep,” I responded breathlessly. “The-the Arcadian. Room 605.”

      “I’ll be there soon,” Adrian said, and with that, he hung up.

      And now I’m standing here in the bathroom again, letting the hot water drip down over my shoulders, thick beads of water rolling over my full breasts, sliding down my smooth back and bum. I’m supposed to be washing my hair, but I keep getting distracted as my mind wanders repeatedly back to Adrian. I have not seen or heard from him in two years, ever since his work as a Navy SEAL stole him away from the camp where I was stationed, but he still plays a starring role in all of my wildest, hottest fantasies. He is still the one whose body my own longs for, the man who walks tall and strong in my sweetest dreams. He is the man I lust for, even now. Even though we were only intimate one time, on that fateful night in the desert.

      Both of us were so raw and passionate that night after fighting our magnetic attraction for over a week at the camp. We were both there on duty, with enormous responsibilities weighing down our shoulders, and there was no room or time for some romantic dalliance. Still, that level of animalistic lust could not be shelved. It could not be ignored. And so we fell into each other’s arms with a unifying sigh of relief and ultimately, of release. We were not careful. We were not slow.

      It was fast and hard and everything the two of us needed so badly in the moment.

      It was a distraction from the bleakness of our surroundings and the perils that haunted our every step out there in the desert. It was a momentary lapse in attention and vigilance, a break from our usually upstanding attention to duty.

      And it was the night that altered the course of my life forever.

      I shiver, even under the warm water. I can’t believe this is happening. He’s coming back for me.

      Just like I imagined he would a thousand times before, making up these impossible scenarios in my head. I have pictured him striding confidently back into my life, his handsome face bright and bronzed from the desert sun like it was in my still-vivid memories, his enormous height and finely-honed muscles striking awe and desire within me once again.

      I close my eyes and let my hand wander down between my thighs, softly stroking that sweet, tantalizing slit, slick with the memory of Adrian’s powerful body moving against mine in the desert. My lips slide open in a quiet sigh as I stroke myself, my other hand coming up to caress my breast, my stiffening nipple. A spiral of delicious sensation moves downward through me as I rock my hips forward and backward, rutting into the rhythmic pressure of my own fingertips between my legs.

      Then, suddenly, I force myself to stop. I don’t have time. What am I doing standing here in the bathroom touching myself to the thought of Adrian when the real thing is going to appear at my door in less than thirty minutes? I know it’s only a short drive from the Toronto airport to my hotel, if the cab ride I took is any indication of measurement. And as commanding and charismatic as Adrian is, I’m sure it takes him barely a split second to get a taxi to stop for him. But then I remember his words from so long ago, when he insisted upon getting a vehicle for us rather than just paying a local driver:

      “In my line of work, I have learned not to trust anyone but myself. Especially behind the wheel. I need to be in control. Nobody can take me anywhere I don’t want to go. It may sound unreasonable, but this is the way I have to do things,” he told me, shrugging.

      Yes. Of course he will rent his own car. But even that will only take him a few minutes of fussing with the rental services at the airport. I don’t have time for anything. Unless I want him to show up and find me naked and dripping, with wet hair and no makeup on.

      It will be our first reunion in two years, and much has changed since then. Of course, he saw me without makeup, with my then-shoulder length dark hair tied back in a utilitarian ponytail, all the time when we served together. In Afghanistan, I was only there to work. It didn’t matter if I was pretty or even decently presentable, as long as I was properly dressed, alert, and ready to follow orders.

      But now, I don’t want him to see me that way. I’ve changed… in more ways than I could have ever imagined back when we first met. I am a different person now, with totally different priorities and needs. I’m no longer living in a tent and wearing a uniform caked with desert sand, and I have no excuse for looking unkempt.

      So I quickly finish up my shower and hop out to dry off and start hastily blow-drying my hair, which falls nearly to my mid-back by now. I glance over at the alarm clock perched on the nightstand and my heart skips a beat. I’ve wasted so much time already in the shower; it won’t be much longer until Adrian gets here! I hurriedly shake most of the moisture out of my hair and start attempting to apply some minimal makeup, just enough to make me look more like a civilian. Because that’s what I am nowadays.

      But my hands shake as I try to put on eyeliner and mascara, and when I try to carefully dab some peachy-pink color onto my lips, I just feel silly. How do I prepare to meet the man who changed my life? It’s been so long, and I don’t even know who he is anymore. I have changed immeasurably since our night together in Afghanistan, so who is to say that he hasn’t changed, too?

      A horrible thought occurs to me: what if he is angry?

      What if… what if he knows?

      There is a secret to my transformation that I have kept from him. The one man who deserves to know more than anyone else. What if he has somehow figured it out? But I’ve been careful, kept a low profile. I’ve been more or less a recluse since I left military life and came back to rural Ontario to live with my aging parents in farm country.

      What if he doesn’t see me the same way? How did he even see me back then?

      What if we don’t connect the way we did before?

      Suddenly, I am jolted from these paralyzing thoughts by a knock at the door. I freeze up, my eyes going wide as I glance over toward the doorway. I realize that I’m still naked, having gotten used to being alone in the privacy of my hotel room. I gulp and quickly pull the silk robe down from the hook by the bathroom door and wrap it around myself. I felt like a fool for taking so long to get ready. Adrian always was a fast traveler, a savvy driver who seemed to instinctively know the shortest, quickest routes to get absolutely anywhere.

      And now he’s here.

      He knocks again and I rush to the door, taking a deep breath as I unhitch the deadlock and slowly pull the door open. My eyes travel up his hulking 6’3” frame, raking in his wide, powerful chest and thick arms, his muscles tight under the gray button-up shirt he’s wearing with the sleeves rolled to his elbows. I have to tilt my head back slightly to look up at his glorious, gorgeous face.

      Adrian is exactly as handsome as I remember. No, if anything he is more handsome now.

      His once-cropped military crew cut has grown out somewhat, so that his dark blond hair sticks out in tousled tufts, and his usually-smooth jawline is peppered with a light shadow of stubble. He looks slightly older, more dignified. But there, in his jade-green eyes is a weighty sadness that wasn’t there before. Like those eyes have seen horrors the likes of which I could never fathom. As though he has been traveling for far too long without rest or respite, only to end up standing on my doorstep, just waiting to walk back into my quiet life.

      “Becca,” he says, and a flicker of a fond smile plays upon his lips momentarily, and then disappears. He reaches out to cup the side of my face, and I can feel the scars and callouses of a hard life rough against my cheek. I find myself leaning into his touch hungrily. I have been waiting for this, even if I didn’t acknowledge the fact until right this instant.

      “Adrian, it’s been so long,” I murmur, turning to press a gentle kiss into the palm of his hand.

      His lips fall open and he takes a half-step closer, the gap between us smaller than before. It’s easier to bridge with a swift, world-changing movement.

      And without even another word, I rush into his arms and he lifts me up, my naked legs wrapping around his waist as he pushes into the room and peels the silky robe from around my shoulders to let it fall to the carpet. Our lips collide with a hard, heady passion as he rakes his fingers back through my still-damp hair, his tongue pushing into my mouth. He tastes so familiar, like commissary-grade peppermint toothpaste. Like gunpowder and desperation.

      He leans me back onto the bed, standing up straight for a brief moment to unbutton his shirt and cast it aside before bending over and kissing me deeply. His rough, huge hands rove down my neck, my shoulders, caressing my breasts and brushing his thumbs over my erect nipples so that I let out a long, startled moan. Nobody has touched me this way… not since Adrian did, himself, two years ago.

      He peels me open like a budding flower too early to fully bloom, unfolding my tightly-curled petals with insistent, yet gentle fingertips. Adrian sucks a trail of bruising, purple kisses down my neck and collarbone while his fingers slide between my thighs and stroke along my wet slit. I am so slick and ready for him, my body responding to his every touch with eager obedience, like I have been waiting for exactly this moment to set me free again.

      “Oh, Bex,” he groans, rutting against my bare thigh. It’s a nickname nobody has called me in two years. He’s the only one who calls me Bex. I tremble involuntarily at the triggered memory of the first time he mumbled the nickname this way, all breathless and needful under the desert moon.

      I reach down to fondle the bulge at the front of his khaki pants, his enormous length stiff against my palm. “Please,” I beg softly, “Adrian, I need you.”

      “I have dreamed of this moment,” he replies in an undertone, unzipping his pants so that his massive cock springs free, bouncing in the open air. I spread my legs wide open for him, all former traces of guile or coyness gone instantaneously. There doesn’t need to be any foreplay, any precession to our lovemaking. We don’t need to lubricate the wheels of this machine to make it go. We simply fit together perfectly, like we are molded from the same lump of clay, two bodies folding into each other with graceful, unabashed desire.

      I reach up to pull him down and kiss him with lightly biting teeth. He groans his appreciation and positions the head of his shaft at my slick opening, rubbing teasing circles around my aching cunt so that I whimper and dig my fingernails into his strong shoulders. I beg him with every breath and heave of my chest, I plead for him to spear me, to fill me up like he did before.

      I have never needed anything so badly. So desperately.

      “Please,” I whisper, our eyes locking in that instant.

      And without letting another moment pass, Adrian pushes his entire length into my pussy, spreading me open and splitting me in two with one smooth movement. I cry out and reach for him frantically, needing something to hold onto. He leans down to cradle me close to his chest, peppering my forehead with soft, reassuring kisses as he begins to thrust into me, striking that tight bud of delirious sensation inside me over and over again until I am spasming in his arms, my thighs shaking with every move.

      “You feel so fucking good, Bex,” Adrian murmurs, stroking my cheek, my hair. “I’ve been waiting for this, to hold you in my arms again, for so damn long.”

      “Am I dreaming?” I breathe, the words only barely audible.

      He kisses me hard as he begins to lose control, fucking me more deeply with each thrust. It’s nearly painful in its forcefulness, but I could not ask for less. This is exactly what I need. It’s what I have craved for two long, lonely years. And by the sound of his pleasured groans, it seems that Adrian needs this just as badly as I do.

      “You’re not dreaming, babe,” he assures me, fondling my breasts as he slams his enormous rod into my slippery cunt again and again until I’m crying out with the overwhelming crescendo of ecstasy, my body writhing under his expert machinations. He has me utterly under his command, and I could not deny him a single thing. He owns every inch of my body, every thread of my desire belongs to him, and him only. It always has, ever since we first looked across the crowded bazaar to find each other.

      Finally, with a few final thrusts, Adrian bellows my name, “Oh god, Rebecca!” He shoots a hot spurt of his glorious seed deep within me, his cock twitching inside my pussy. He collapses beside me, covering my face in desperate kisses, stroking my cheeks. Adrian pulls me close to him while his honey slowly leaks out of me onto the expensive hotel bed sheets.

      I am still tingling from the surreality of our reunion as his mouth finds my shoulder, kissing it tenderly. I am fully overwhelmed and overextended, and I know I need to sleep. But as the orgasm ebbs, there is a nagging, insistent thought digging in the back of my mind.

      Things have changed. Irreparable, inevitable, irretrievable things.

      I am not the same girl I was when we first met, even though my body responds to his in the same frenzied, needful way. He has changed, too; I can see it in his sad, beautiful eyes.

      But I… well, I am a totally different woman now. My life is totally different now. Because I am a mother to a one-year-old daughter. And Adrian has no idea.
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      There’s so much that lights my fire about the girl in front of me. Even the way she looks as she thinks over the bombshell visit I dropped makes my heart pound, my shaft swelling every time I think about her.

      My military service turned my body into a killing machine. Every reflex, every one of the muscles rippling down my body, my swollen arms, my very mind, all of it has been trained to react fast and strike hard. I’m a killer. I’ve done it all to protect what I love, but it’s made me a deadly weapon.

      Becca has been the one thing keeping my feet on the ground these past two years.

      “I know this is unexpected,” I say as I look down at her, gently taking her small hands in my large, tough ones. It feels so strange to be gentle with someone after all this time. “And I know it looks like I want to move fast, but there’s something about you, Becca,” I say, looking into those gorgeous hazel eyes of hers and smiling.

      It feels so fucking good to get this off my chest. I’ve heard of weaker men being anxious about sharing their feelings, wanting to keep everything pent-up until it dies. Not me. Life is too short and brutal for that. I need to tell this incredible woman everything she needs to hear about how I feel. Especially after our whirlwind lovemaking tonight, hours ago. It’s midnight now and we are standing together in her upscale hotel room.

      “I can’t really explain it, but I feel a connection to you that goes deeper than the short time we had together.”

      She tilts her head to the side, even as her cheeks blush, and I give her hands a reassuring squeeze as I step forward. She doesn’t step back, but tilts her neck up a little, an instinct that lets her expose herself to me almost unconsciously.

      “I think I know what you mean,” she says, her voice low and her eyes lidded as she looks up at me. It’s unbelievable how validating it is for her to open herself up, but there’s more to it than that.

      “Not totally,” I say. “Out in the field, doing everything I’ve been doing, the kind of violence I hope you’re never exposed to… You get more in tune with feelings there are no words for, and there’s something like that drawing me to you, Becca. I’ve had to do things no human should have to go through, all to protect our two countries. And all that gets blurry when you’re putting your life on the line every day. Spending time away from what you’re fighting for can make it all seem useless. But you? You’ve been in my mind the whole time, reminding me of it all.”

      Her eyes are shining, and her breath is getting quicker as I step closer, wrapping my arm around her waist and pulling her into me. I loom over her. She could bury her face in my chest standing on her tiptoes.

      “I know it’s a lot to take in, Becca,” I say, my voice barely above a husky whisper as I let my hand run down her curves, my hands getting greedy as they grope her and take in a body that’s even better than I remember it being. “But fuck it, if there’s one thing I learned out on the killing fields, it’s that life is too short to wait, and I’m done waiting. Every night, the thought of you kept me going, baby.”

      “Well?” she says, a smile playing across her round face as I press her into me. “How does the memory hold up in person?”

      Words are weak. That much I’ve learned. Instead, I wrap my hand around the back of her neck, and I pull her into a deep, fierce kiss that warms her whole body.

      The sound she makes, that disarmed gasp as my tongue delves into her lips and plays with her tongue, makes my heart pound harder, thumping against my chest as her blood runs hot in her cheeks.

      “You drive me crazy every night,” I growl into her ear, my scruff brushing against her cheek as I bring my lips to her ear, my hands gripping a bunch of that rich mahogany hair of hers. “We were only together once, and that was enough to keep me going for two years. I’m not going to lose you again, Becca. You’re mine.”

      She gasps at that, a soft whimper full of desire that’s been pent up for so, so long, and I feel a primal instinct within me to relieve it.

      I have to restrain myself from ripping her shirt right off, and her bra falls away effortlessly, leaving her bare breasts exposed. I give myself just enough time to relish the sight of them, my eyes devouring her like a lion looks at its prey.

      She practically melts in my grasp. I hold her up as if she weighs nothing, because to my hardened muscles, she really doesn’t. Blood courses through my body and to my cock swiftly, and I’m ecstatic to see what this killer’s body can do with the most intimate sides of life.

      “I’m going to fuck you so hard you know every second of desire I went through for you, Becca,” I say before pushing her down onto the bed and climbing onto it after her, looming over her small frame as she looks up at me with hunger in her eyes. It’s the sweetest sight I could possibly imagine. This is the woman I fought for—fought both my enemies and myself.

      I cup her breasts with my hands, squeezing and groping them, feeling every inch of sensitive flesh under me and feeling my cock grow in response. It’s like the image of her has been imprinted on my mind like a lamb’s silhouette is imprinted on a wolf’s instincts. I feel something both baser and more distinct than lust for her as I bring my mouth down to her luscious tits.

      My teeth graze her swollen, stiff nipples as I savor the taste of her dark areolas, and her gasps are like music to my ears as I torment them. My teeth graze and bite at one while my hand tends to the other, alternating between rubbing and flicking her nipple.

      “I’ve wanted you so long, Adrian,” she breathes, and I feel my cock stiffen and threaten to burst from my pants in sheer need. “I’ve gone so many nights wishing you were right here.”

      “I wanna give you your wish, baby,” I growl, and without another word, I pull her pants down, along with her panties, bringing them down to her ankles and off her legs, tossing them aside.

      My hands work her thighs first, strong fingers massaging her shapely legs as my eyes rove up and down them. She’s so delicate. I forget how fragile civilians can seem compared to me, but Becca is like a porcelain doll in my grasp, and I feel like I could break her if I’m not careful.

      In fact, I know I could.

      But somehow, as I relish the sight of her naked body and
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Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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