
  
    [image: Major Pleasure]
  


  
    
      Major Pleasure

    

    
      
        Denise A. Agnew

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2004, 2020 by Denise A. Agnew.

      Cover Copyright 2019 by Bookin’ It Designs.

      All rights reserved.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Created with Vellum] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Acknowledgements & Dedication

          

        

      

    

    
      To all the military in harm’s way. To my husband, Terrance B. Agnew, retired Army Chief Warrant Officer. My love and my inspiration.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      This story was previously published in 2004. The 2020 edition has been updated, revised, and there’s a new cover. Originally this story was billed as erotic romance, and I’ve kept it that way in this edition with some minor changes here and there.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Praise for Major Pleasure…

          

        

      

    

    
      “Major Pleasure is an absolutely sinful and heartfelt story…Denise A. Agnew has continued doing what she does best – creating a memorable story that is both sizzling hot and unforgettable, with just enough passion and desire to kick the tires and light the fires…This isn’t the first offering I’ve read by Ms. Agnew, so it goes without saying it won’t be the last. I love her writing style, her voice, and her ability to bring characters to life. Those looking for a solid romance that tugs at your heart, yet, heats up your blood, will love Major Pleasure. Be sure to put this fantastic story on your TBR list.”

      —Whipped Cream Reviews

      

      “Oh my God. This book is awesome…Honestly, there isn’t a single thing I’d change about the story. I loved it. Beautifully written, engaging and entertaining and oh yeah, you’ll feel the sexual tension to the tips of your toes.”

      —Seriously Reviewed

      

      “Major Pleasure is a very sexy novella with a lot of heart…There is nothing in this short novel that does not have the ring of true authenticity…The war operation is not detailed here, just a truly sexy, emotionally raw love story which I heartily recommend.”

      —Night Owl Reviews

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            He’s destined for danger but he’s never stopped desiring her…

          

        

      

    

    
      Army Special Forces Major Blayne Forbes has always desired Jemma Teagan, but knows she’s off limits for a casual relationship. The last thing he wants is involvement with a forever kind of woman.

      Jemma’s desire for the diamond-in-the-rough soldier has never faded, and when he tumbles into her arms, the tough guy sends her heart rate into orbit. She doesn’t want to love a man destined for danger, but when he walks in her door in need of TLC, she can’t turn him away.
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      Major Blayne Forbes felt like hell. He had an attitude to match.

      As he drove his SUV onto Fort Carson, an army post near Colorado Springs, his head throbbed and his eyes burned with the need for sleep. He had arrived back from his deployment after more than four months sweating, fighting, and almost dying with his fellow soldiers in the desert. Instead of chilling at his apartment with a cold beer, he’d felt wired and compelled to visit the one person who could put things into perspective. Jumping into the car and heading to the military post would cure what ailed him.

      He hoped.

      He rubbed one hand over the stubble on his face and grimaced. Since he’d returned to the United States, a shave hadn’t crossed his mind. No one had dinged him for it. More than one mission he’d worn a full beard to blend in with a crowd of locals.

      After countless hours in a military transport aircraft with less than first class jump seats and then another flight in cramped coach quarters, his patience had worn thin. Rigors of deployment didn’t bother him. Except for this last time. The battle had been hell, the situation gruesome, and the pain extraordinary.

      The reason why he’d been sent back to Fort Carson instead of fighting with his men irked him no end.

      His hands gripped the steering wheel too tight, and his stomach lurched with sudden nausea. Get a grip, Forbes. This isn’t the way a Forbes reacts to adversity. Punch through it. What would Dad think if he could see you now?

      Dad wouldn’t think any less of him. His father had never given him anything but respect and support, even when he’d made some decisions in his life that hadn’t rubbed Dad quite the right way. Such as joining Special Forces.

      An ache rolled through Blayne’s healing body. Maybe Dad had been right all along. Perhaps Special Forces had done more than given him pride and purpose—it had drained his soul and his energy until he had nothing left to offer. Blayne didn’t quite believe Dad in that respect. After all, Dad had met and married Mom. And he knew for a fact his warm, caring mother wouldn’t have married a man who had nothing to give. He always admired his parents’ marriage, even if he didn’t think he’d ever find the right woman for him.

      A cold beer, a warm bed, and a hot woman might fix what ails me.

      Right now none of those things were an option. Beer would probably make the lingering effects of his illness worse, and he needed to vent more than take a woman to bed.

      Talking to his buddy Graham Teagan would put his head on straight and his sight on the goal. He could pretend he needed a few things at the commissary, and in reality he did. The refrigerator was empty.

      He pulled into the parking area near the building where Graham worked. Winter intruded on the area this October, and although the day sparkled with brilliant sun, a thick line of snow clouds already drifted over Pikes Peak and threatened a significant snowstorm later in the day.

      He stepped out of the car, and cold frosted his breath. As he headed toward the renovated offices, his head throbbed harder. He’d pick up a bottle of aspirin, too. Just before he reached the entrance the door swung open and out walked Graham’s sister, Jemma Teagan. He couldn’t repress a grin. Every time he saw her, his gonads did a full stop and double take.

      Scratch that.

      This time he did more than a double take. Didn’t matter that he felt crappy, the heat poured straight into his loins and demanded attention. Seeing her sweet face, sparkling eyes, and heart-stopping smile did crazy things to him that would cure any illness on the spot. He swallowed and reined the animal reaction into submission with difficulty. It wasn’t as though he could march right up to her and say, I want you in my bed and so satisfied you’ll never want another man. Hell, his thoughts weren’t even that clean. In fact, he wouldn’t think of saying anything remotely like that to Jemma.

      Not if he wanted to live.

      Graham would kill him if he knew erotic thoughts about Jemma bounced through Blayne’s head every time she came within viewing distance. Blayne had wrestled with his attraction to her more than once, and he could bludgeon his physical interest into acquiescence if he tried.

      Pfft. Right, asshole.

      Who was he kidding? He wanted her under him, on top of him, any way he could get her. At the same time, he knew he couldn’t have sex with her without becoming a little too interested in more than her body. She was his best friend’s little sister and a damn fine woman. She deserved a hell of a lot more than a quick lay to appease his baser instincts. Not only that, he doubted Jemma would even consider him as a bed partner. Not if she knew what was good for her.

      That was half the problem. The last thing in the world he would do is hurt her. Plus, Graham was extremely protective of his baby sister, almost too protective as far as Blayne could tell. Blayne couldn’t afford to become involved with a woman who let her family dictate her social life.

      So he shoved aside thoughts of making it with her, regardless of how much his body craved her.

      Think of the battlefield. That should do the trick.

      When she turned and caught his gaze, her brilliant grin wiped thoughts of death and destruction straight out of his head and launched him into full-on, raw sexual need. Battle often left a residue, a powerful need to connect, that he had in the past sometimes satiated with a woman.

      God she looks so fuckin’ cute.

      Sun caught the red highlights in her straight, waist-length light auburn hair. She stood in the doorway dressed for winter with a black beret hat and long black wool coat. He wanted to call out a greeting. Instead he felt a wave of dizziness.

      Ah…shit.
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      Jemma saw the big man walking toward her with confident strides. Her heart leapt in surprise and happiness, then thundered with excitement.

      She couldn’t restrain how her breath quickened and her body hummed whenever she saw him. It didn’t matter that months of separation parted them, or that he traveled to dangerous areas of the world on a regular basis. No, she responded to him with unadulterated pleasure and a full-on lust she couldn’t control.

      Then reality intruded. What was Blayne doing home? She almost called out to him in greeting, until she saw his slight limp and the tired expression on his face. Pale, with five o’clock shadow and a haunted look in his eyes, he didn’t appear like the tough, indomitable soldier she’d known for almost two years. He caught sight of her and his trademark sultry smile started, then came to a dead stop. His mouth opened but instead of greeting her, he put one hand out to prop against the doorframe.

      “Damn,” he muttered as his eyelids started to flutter.

      Worried, she reached up to cup his face in one hand. “Blayne, are you all right?”

      The dazed look in his eyes retreated. “Yeah, I’m okay.”

      With instincts honed by years of growing up with brothers who didn’t see the doctor unless their parents hogtied them, she shifted her touch to his forehead. “You’re feverish. What’s wrong?”

      He blinked as if someone had just told him he’d jumped out of a plane without a parachute. “Nothing’s wrong. I’m good.”

      A little surprised by his gruff tone, she withdrew her hand. His stubble-roughened jaw scratched against her palm, and though he looked tired, he could still make the molecules in her body take notice. No doubt about it, in her personal dictionary under the word hunk, the description said Blayne Forbes. From the first time Graham had introduced them, she had a gut-level reaction to the man. Blayne’s unique combination of gallantry combined with a dangerous edge intrigued her. So did the soulful, sexually charged nuances in his thickly lashed dark eyes. A short, military cut restrained the curls in his lustrous, thick ash-colored hair. His somewhat crooked nose and strong jaw line added to the craggy image. His incredible, conditioned body spelled sin. In the recipe book of life under delicious there should be a picture of Major Blayne William Forbes.

      For too long, steamy, sexy dreams of being with him had haunted her. It didn’t help he looked delicious enough to eat.

      Swirling heat filled her and
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