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Dedication
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To my family who stand behind me everyday with my passion for writing.  To my fellow veterans and the men and women who stay at home waiting for them to come home as well as playing the roles of both parents and raising the kids virtually alone sometimes.  You are just as strong as your spouses, you’re doing a different type of job, but you are not alone.

To Brandi thank you for inspiring one of my characters, thank you also for making sure that everything was kosher.
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Chapter 1

[image: image]


Dutch had left the hospital after hearing that Mercy had to have a complete hysterectomy angrier than he’d ever been.  It wasn’t that he was angry at the situation, although it didn’t help, he was mad at the one person he thought could have prevented it from happening one Doctor Brianna O’Brien.  She’d been the one to see both Annie and Skye through their pregnancies.  However, she’d left in the middle of Maria’s pregnancy for a destination unknown.

Dutch and Brianna had kept their relationship low key and out of the sight of his teammates.  They had originally met when she gave the good news to Annie and Ghost, but when she popped up on a dating site as a potential match for him Dutch was intrigued.  He’d sent her a message and they’d met at a classy restaurant and had a delightful meal together.  Nothing romantic had come of the first date.  Between Dutch being called away on missions and Brianna, or Bri as he called her, delivering babies left and right the two couldn’t get another date for several months.  With the love bug biting everyone in his unit Dutch didn’t want the men thinking that he had succumbed to it and that Bri was his woman.

Two dates didn’t make a woman his.  He’d dated several women for several months at a time without making them his.  Sex was casual with these women they dated when he was in town and they would go spend the night or two in a hotel only coming up for air when it was time to eat.  However, with Bri being a professional they couldn’t always get together when he was home from wherever he went on a mission.  When they did meet up they would have dinner at a casual restaurant and then maybe a walk down the boardwalk.  They’d leave and go their separate ways at the end of the night.  After months of talking through messenger service and missing dates because of one of the two’s work got them called away.  Dutch had only gone on a whopping two dates with the amazing Doctor Brianna O’Brien.

She hadn’t wanted to jump in the bed with him just because he was a military officer or that he was a SEAL, she had even given him the feeling that she didn’t want sex she wanted a relationship which was a change of pace for him.  It was good to hold a conversation with a woman and her not trying to jump his bones in the restaurant.  She was different from the usual women that he’d dated, and secretly he was enjoying the chase.

On their third date Dutch had picked her up and taken her out on a day long date.  They’d gone to the beach and had lunch while enjoying a spring day at the ocean.  By the end of the day she had been so exhausted that when he pulled up in the lot and parked his car she’d fallen asleep.  He’d gently picked her up and carried her to her apartment and she’d given him the key allowing him access to her place.  He’d noticed that it had a bachelor feel to it.  She had clothes in the dryer that sat in the entrance way to the apartment.  As he’d carried her into living space of her apartment she had a small three seater couch there, as well as some sparse furniture.  There wasn’t a television to be seen in the room.  Just a computer sitting on a small desk with a stack of files from work probably waiting on her to dictate them into the computer.  Her lab coat was hung over the back of the desk chair with her badge attached just in case she had to run out of the door on an emergency call.  He’d placed her down on the small couch and covered her up with a blanket that she kept over the back of the couch.  He’d enjoyed the way she sort of whimpered when he’d put her down.

After placing her on the couch he didn’t want to leave her without her being awake so he’d made himself at home and he’d searched through her refrigerator only to find it stocked with next to nothing aside from frozen dinners.  He’d taken the liberty to order some dinner for them and had it delivered.  He’d impressed her when she woke up because he’d remembered her favorite dish from the restaurant where they’d gone for their first date.

That night had been their third date and it didn’t end until noon the next day.  They’d spent the night tangled up with each other.  It had been the first time they’d slept together and it had been different for Dutch because he was trying to please her in every way and she had shown him that she wasn’t a pure vanilla woman.  She showed him that she liked to take control of some of the time as well as change the position.  This was a change from most women whom he’d been with that wanted him to control the sex and then would complain when they didn’t get the big “O” that they sought.  With Bri she could take control and help him to help her achieve her big “O”.

After that night he’d been addicted to her, but they’d only managed another handful of dates, all of which had ended with them in the bed together, enjoying holding each other until they had to go to work.  They had been dating on and off for several years when she dropped the bomb on him that she was leaving for a two year contract with the doctors beyond borders.  He’d thought they were a couple, but she hadn’t even thought about his feelings when she agreed to the contract.  A week later she’d leave for their headquarters for a physical exam and a briefing before being sent to wherever she was needed.

She’d promised that she’d send him messages and keep him updated on where she was at.  He’d worried that she might get sent to a war zone, but he’d tried to be a good and supportive boyfriend and not let her know of his concerns.  They’d made love that night and he’d come over every night until she left.  He felt a bit perturbed by her actions, but he also understood that they weren’t a married couple and that she was a woman and was allowed to follow her calling to help others in countries that didn’t have proper medical facilities or health care.  That had been almost a year ago when he’d last seen her and now he was pissed that she was gone and Able’s woman had just been told that she would never have another child of her own.

Dutch felt as if doctor O’Brien had been there then she’d been able to save the woman’s reproductive organs and still deliver the baby.  He’d gone to the beach to run.  Run he’d done until every muscle in his legs burned from the pain from running.  He was still pissed that she’d left her practice hanging and one of his teammates women had now been affected by her absence.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 2

[image: image]


Bri had just boarded the plane in Atlanta.  The last week and a half had been very intense.  She’d seen Dutch, her guy friend, well they were a bit closer than just friends they’d been having sex on and off for almost a year.  When she’d told him that she was going off on a two year stint with Doctors beyond borders he’d about flipped out.  She hadn’t discussed with him that she was intent on doing this project.  But, when she’d applied after med school she’d found they needed more experienced personnel and when they had conditionally accepted her then she’d decided to work some more in her field of obstetrics.  It had been a good ten years since that day.

She’d decided working for the military and seeing women give birth to children on a daily basis that were in the most part healthy and came at full term was getting a bit, boring.  Not that birthing children and doing annual checkups on women wasn’t a bit spicy, because some of the names she’d been called during the labor process was anything but nice.  But, seeing the smile on the new mothers’ face once they held their child had only made her yearn for one of her own, but dating had taken a back seat to her career over the years.

She’d met Dutch a few years back first at the hospital when one of his teammates women was brought in covered in blood, badly beaten and bruised.  During her examination she’d determined that the woman was pregnant and had received several kicks and punches to the stomach causing a lot of bleeding and almost a miscarriage of the baby.  When she’d called the father of the baby into the room after double checking that the baby was still alive and the bleeding had been stopped, she’d been welcomed by a very happy man.  His whole team had come in once they’d heard his shouts of joy, and there he had stood in the back of the room tall, with a deep brown tan, and short cropped almost black hair, his eyes were almost a crystal blue.  She could feel him staring at her, or was it her imagination.

A few months had gone by and when she’d opened her computer to check on the dating sight that she’d been relegated to use to find men since she had almost no life aside from the working at the hospital and in her clinic.  That was when she saw a new message from a new member.  Great probably another guy new to the site that wants to “talk”.  She’d thought to herself as she’d opened the message.  Instead of the usual message wanting to meet up for drinks and a quick booty call and then never hear from the person again, which wasn’t why she was on the site.  She was ready to find that someone to come home to every night that would cuddle with her and listen to all the ups and downs of her job.  As she read the message from a Johnny Smith he invites her to a classy local restaurant.  He also includes the fact that his work may make him break the date without much to any notice.  She’d thought of the message for a few moments before typing her reply.  She’d sent a reply stating that her job as well could possibly interrupt or cancel their date without much or any warning.  As she’d hit send she wondered if he was telling her a cover story so he could break the date without much warning,

She’d clicked on his profile and pursed through his information he’d listed on the site.  Occupation..Military - US Navy.  Well that would explain why he might cancel a date at little to no notice.  As she scrolled through the rest of the profile he enjoyed spending time at the beach and, of course, drinking beer.  He had graduated college that was always a plus for a man especially military wise.  It meant that he knew his career could end in a heartbeat and had thought about a future away from the military.  She’d once been tempted to let the government pay for her medical schooling by joining up, but she’d decided moving from foster home to foster home her whole life had been enough moving and she wanted to settle down and make roots of her own.  She finally clicked on the photos of the mystery man that was messaging her.  The first few were typical military photos from boot camp or other training.  Then she stumbled across a photo of him sitting in the pilots seat of a helicopter wearing his flight suit and a pair of aviator glasses.  His smile was beautiful and he smiled with his whole body.  It must have been when he’d gotten his pilots wings.  He looked so young in those first few photos.  Then she’d clicked on a few other photos and the last photo he’d uploaded was in a hospital holding a baby and the caption said welcoming my god daughter who almost didn’t make it here.  That had gotten her wondering how the god daughter almost didn’t make it.  His face was somewhat familiar and the pattern on the wall behind him in the hospital was like the one in the labor and delivery of one of the hospitals that she held a permission to deliver babies and the only military hospital in the area Balboa.

They’d met at the restaurant and he had been the perfect gentleman.  He’d held the door for her when they’d entered and he’d really only wanted to get to know her.  He’d asked and answered questions while they had eaten dinner, and as far as she’d been able to determine he’d been honest in his answers.  He had only looked at his phone once during their dinner to check a message, otherwise his attention had only been on her.  At the end of the night he’d walked her to her car and said his goodbyes and ended with asking permission to kiss her on the cheek.  This had blown her away.  First he hadn’t tried to talk her into going to a hotel and having sex and secondly he’d asked her permission for a cheek kiss.  Most men would have tried to kiss her on the lips without her permission.  He’d just earned himself a second date if he wanted it.

They’d tried over the next few months to have a second date, but between their jobs every time they’d set a date one of them would get a call and have to cancel.  When they’d finally gotten a second date he’d taken her to the same restaurant and this time he’d arrived first and placed their orders since she’d messaged him and apologized that a woman was having a complicated delivery and that she’d have to do an emergency C-section on the woman.  She’d apologized and he’d offered to let her cancel the date, but she had said no she’d only be a few minutes late.  Apparently he’d told the waiter to keep their food on hold until she got there because a few minutes after she’d arrived their food had made it to the table.  She was grateful that he’d placed the order because she was famished and didn’t even feel like looking at the menu.  During their first date she’d made a comment about garlic shrimp on pasta noodles being her favorite, but she hadn’t ordered it that night she’d ordered a small salad and some lasagna since she didn’t want garlic breath wafting across the table as they talked.  But tonight as soon as she’d sat down a small salad with her favorite dressing had showed up and a few minutes later a plate of lasagna had been placed on the table for her along with a glass of her favorite wine.  Well he was paying attention to what I ordered last time, but he had been more attentive on the first date than most men were.

Again it had been months between dates, but this time he’d invited her last minute to the beach and asked for her address to pick her up.  She’d given him her address and he’d picked her up within the hour like he’d promised.  They’d spent the day on the beach and he’d even packed a light lunch of sandwiches which tasted nothing like anything she’d ever had.  He’d been pleased when she’d enjoyed their lunch of carrot sticks and fruit along with the sandwich.  When he went to drive her home she hadn’t realized that she was so tired from the day before and she’d fallen asleep in his car, not something she usually did when someone else was driving.  He’d even carried her to her apartment door and she’d given him the key.  She’d halfway expected that he’d drop her off and leave, but when she woke up he was sitting in her computer chair on his phone doing something.  A few minutes later a knock came to the door and he answered the door receiving a brown paper bag which had contained her favorite of garlic shrimp on a bed of noodles, and for him his usual a steak and pasta dish, at least it had spinach and tomatoes so he was somewhat conscious about what he ate.  He’d been paying attention to what she’d been saying.  He passed the first real test she had given him and he probably didn’t even realize it.

She had know she was attracted to him, and he hadn’t pushed to get her into the bed, he seemed to be after the same thing as her, a real relationship.  That night they had both had a bit too much wine and between the two of them and he’d kissed her.  That soft kiss and the way he’d gently placed his hand on the side of her face caressing her jaw had been her undoing.  They spent the rest of the night tangled up in the sheets together  She had noticed his tattoos, there weren’t many of them, but where they were at he could easily hide them under his clothes and look like a respectable man as her foster parents had often criticized men who had tattoos that showed outside their clothes.  The one that had stood out the most on his deeply tanned skin had been the tattoo of a frog riding a trident like it was a rocket headed towards a globe that looked to be constantly spinning.  She wondered what it had meant, but never asked.  She didn’t have any tattoos, but she had heard that every tattoo had a meaning.  He had a beautiful tattoo on the back of his shoulder of a helicopter which she figured he had gotten when he became a pilot.  There were a few tribal designs on his arms and another one she couldn’t make out, it was new looking and all writing.  All that she could make out of the tattoo were two dates, the rest was written text in a language that she couldn’t understand.

Her thoughts drifted back to the way Dutch had reacted when she’d broke the news to him that she would be gone for two years.  She thought she’d seen hurt in his eyes.  He’d almost growled at her that she should stay in the states where she was safe.  What did he know about being safe?  They had spent the week together whenever they could and he’d made a point to keep her in the bed as much as possible.  What was he doing, getting his urge for sex out of his system before she left, or trying to mark her?  Not that she was complaining.  She’d reported to the headquarters for Doctors Beyond Borders and gone through her physical making sure that she had all the necessary vaccines and was in general good health, since where she was going may not have access to medications that one would take on a daily basis.  She’d gotten the all clear and then she’d been instructed to write a will in case something happened while she was overseas.  This had been the hard part, she’d grown up in foster care since the age of five when her mother died suddenly and since there was no record of a father she’d been put into the system.  She didn’t have much in the world she’d almost paid off her student loans and she had the little apartment which she’d subletted to a doctor friend while she was gone.  Aside from that she had her car and that was about it.  She’d written her will to pay off her student loans by selling her car and any money left over would be donated to a scholarship for kids coming from foster homes.  Since someone had seen potential in her education and paid for some of her schooling she wanted to do the same for others like herself.

Now she was seated on a plane headed for a small village in central Africa.  Her stomach flopped wondering if she’d made the wrong choice.  Dutch had never given her the impression that they were a couple or that they were anything more than two people who occasionally had sex and went out on dates from time to time.

There was nothing she could do now she had a contract for the next two years and the only way out of it was if they pulled her back to the states for some reason or another, but there was always a need for doctors in countries around the globe.  Plus, as far as she knew there wasn’t any unrest in the area where she was going.  There were about four other doctors and a handful of nurses all heading out to the area.  They were relieving some of the doctors and nurses whose contracts were expiring.
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The first few days had been uneventful for Bri, however she delivered her first baby on the fifth day she was in country.  The baby was early and had a low weight, she was worried that it might not make it through the night.  The baby was a true fighter and like another of the obstetricians that she would be working with had told her the child was actually overweight for the area and the gestational age.  After three days at the clinic mom and baby returned to their village.

Bri had not been prepared for the culture shock of the area.  Women wore little clothing and men of the tribes often only wore a loin cloth.  Children that were breast feeding often laid in a sling around the mothers shoulders and freely fed or slept while she worked in the fields planting or harvesting vegetables that grew in the area.  Most of the villagers lived in huts and the men would leave for days at a time hunting to provide meat for the village, or go to other villages to trade goods, sometimes they would even venture into the cities to sell goods that were in demand there.  The women who were too old to work in the fields often stayed in the community hut and made trinkets and blankets that the men took as part of their trade goods.

Bri was working on little to no sleep every day there were more women who needed general female needs taken care of as well as teaching the village children about sex and babies.  She was on her second month when she felt so exhausted during a trip to a local village that she had to lie down.  When she woke up still in the hut that the villagers had let her rest in the sun was going down and she needed to get back to where their base camp was located.

Bri wasn’t a stupid woman, when she got back to the base camp she pulled out her pocket calendar that had her countdown written on it.  She looked back at the date she arrived in country, and when her last period was.  In doing the math she realized that mother nature hadn’t dropped by since she arrived in country.  She looked back at the calendar in disbelief, could she be pregnant?  No she couldn’t they had used protection every time they had sex he had been adamant that they protect themselves.  Maybe it was just the getting adjusted to the country and the little sleep that had her body all messed up.

Bri laid down in her little cot in her room and closed her eyes.  The memory of Dutch the first time he had looked at her with those lust filled eyes.  It was the day they had gone to the beach and he’d brought her back to her apartment.  She’d been asleep and he’d waited until she woke up.  When she’d expected that he would have left he had ordered dinner and stayed.  He looked up at her from his phone as she woke up.  He’d covered her with a blanket from the back of the couch.  As her eyes slowly adjusted to the light in the living room of her little apartment she’d noticed him.

He peered up from what he was doing on his phone a half smile on his face.  At first he just took in the sight of her, but after a minute or two he finally said, “You know you’re so cute when you sleep?”

“Huh?”  She had responded.

“You make these cute little noises in your sleep and it’s so beautiful.”  He admitted.  Before he could say much more the doorbell rang and he got up to answer it.  It was dinner being served from their restaurant, the one that they had eaten at on their first two dates.  They didn’t even bother putting the food on plates, they ate it right from the containers.  He’d gotten her the garlic shrimp that she loved, as well as a bottle of her favorite wine.

They’d eaten dinner in near silence, when he noticed that she had some garlic sauce on her lip he offered to wipe it off her cheek.  When she accepted the help he’d licked it off in the most sensual way.  That had started their evening together.  That lick had led to a long soft kiss, and it tasted wonderful.  The flavor of the garlic and wine mixed with his beef dish was just delicious.

The longer he kissed her the more her body responded to him.  It had been a long time since she’d been with a man, and she needed him.  His hands rested on her waist while he kissed her, but the heat radiated through her lightweight tank top that she’d worn to the beach.

She broke away from the kiss first, leaving them both breathing heavily.  She knew what her body wanted, but she didn’t want to rush things.  It was when he said, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to rush things.”  It was then that she realized he was trying to take the cues from her, but she was sending mixed signals.

“No, I want this.  It’s just...”  She started to say, but was interrupted by Dutch placing a finger over her lips.

“Then kiss me.”  Was all he said to her as he removed his finger from her lips as he began to give her lips light kisses.  Before she knew it he’d picked her up and carried her into the bedroom.  His kisses had gotten hungrier as he carried her.  By the time he laid her on the bed she could feel his erection pressing into her thigh.

His kisses trailed down her neck and to her collar bone while his hands found the waist band of her shorts.  “You’re wearing too much.”  He said in a husky voice.

Her eyes trailed over him and she responded with “So are you.”  Which was the truth he was still wearing his tank top and swim shorts.  Although the shorts he’d worn were the ones he’d been issued in BUDs and they left almost nothing for the imagination.  She’d been looking at the women that had stared at him in those shorts all day thinking Yeah he’s mine.

He agreed that he was wearing too much clothing and peeled the tank top off reveling more of his tanned body and tattoos.  It was the first time she’d seen him without his shirt on.  His body was well sculpted.  His pecks were thick and he teased her by making them jump each individually without moving anything but the peck muscle.  His nipples were darker than any mans she’d ever seen.  Most men had a pink nipple, unless they were black skinned and then it was a black nipple, but his no they were a dark brown.  Just like his tanned skin.

He pulled her out of her thoughts of by saying, “Now time to take that top off.”  With an eye waggle.

Bri reached for the hem of her shirt, but she was greeted with a light smack to the hand and a tisking sound from Dutch.  He followed it with, “Mine to unwrap.”  He said with a playful chuckle.

He dropped down to his knees and slowly pushed her tank top up.  After just exposing her belly he placed a few gentle kisses on her stomach before continuing to push her shirt up and off.  Along the way he stopped and sucked on each breast in turn through her silky bra.

He made quick work of finishing taking off her tank top and then her bra.  As her breasts fell free of the bra he said, “They’re beautiful.”

His remark brought a small blush to her cheeks.  “What’s wrong schatje?”

“It’s just that no one has ever said that to me.”

“Well, let me be the first.”

He went back to gently caressing her breasts until her nipples were so hard she was sure that they could be used to hold up tents.  His hands slowly made their way down to her waist band of her shorts.  She was so turned on that she was sure the moisture between her legs was seeping through the lightweight material.

Dutch could smell the arousal of Bri and his cock hardened even more.  He’d found the waistband of her shorts and started to gently pull them off of her along with her underwear.  Bri tried to hold her legs closed in a more modest pose once the shorts and underwear were gone.

Dutch slowly nudged her legs apart as he admired the neatly trimmed area that was glistening with her arousal.  Once he had her legs opened enough he gently stroked her sex
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