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      Ugh. How many times had she asked him not to park in the carport? Her house. Her spot. How hard was that to understand?

      Bree stopped her SUV next to the walkway, giving Chad plenty of room to back out. She dropped her head to the steering wheel and banged it a couple times. One good thing about him showing up unannounced–now she didn’t have to call him to say we need to talk.

      Only she could go from planning on breaking up with a guy a month ago to being engaged to him. She lifted her head and sighed. “Time to put your big girl panties on, Marks.”

      Turning off the ignition, she grabbed her bag from the passenger seat and got out. She detoured into the yard to pick up the circular before trudging up the porch steps. Odd–the front door was unlocked. Why did he unlock the front door if he parked on the side of the house? Why wouldn’t he just use the side door?

      Bree stumbled and slammed her hip into the edge of the foyer table. “Ow! Shit.” She looked to see what she had tripped over.

      Those were not her stripper shoes. Even if she owned a pair of six-inch platform stilettos, those were about three sizes too small. What the hell?

      “Chad?” She dropped her bag on the foyer table and walked through the foyer into the open concept living room, kitchen, and breakfast nook. His sports coat hung on the back of one of the kitchen stools. She turned left and walked down the short hall to the bedrooms. Just outside her room she heard his voice, “Oh, baby,” followed by a high-pitched moan.

      I swear, if he is fucking some bitch in my bed, I’m going to cut off his cock.

      Bree closed her eyes and took a deep breath, trying to tamp down her anger as it rose up through her chest. Her fists clenched and unclenched in rhythm to the grunts and groans coming through the cracked door. She shook her hands to loosen the tension when she realized what she was doing.

      “Orange is not your color. Orange is not your color,” she muttered.

      Bree pushed the door open to the sight of Chad thrusting into a pair of legs. She leaned a shoulder against the doorjamb and crossed her arms, drawing on the stillness deep inside.

      “Hey, Chad, sweetie. Are you busy?”

      Chad scrambled to a kneeling position, his eyes wide. He whipped the sheet around his lower body and exposed the girl under him. “Bree! Shit! What are you doing home? You’re early. This isn’t what it looks like.”

      “One, I live here, seeing as how it’s my house and all. And two, you’re really going to go with ‘this isn’t what it looks like’? Did you slip and fall and this lovely woman was nice enough to catch you with her vagina?”

      The girl came up on her elbows and pushed her white-blonde hair out of her face. “You said you weren’t married.”

      “Oh, we’re not,” Brianna said. “You’ve got about two seconds to get out of my house before I get my gun.”

      “What!? Me or him?” the blonde asked as she sat up fully.

      “Uh, both of you. I sure as hell don’t want you sticking around to chit chat after I just found you banging my boyfriend.” Her piercing gaze shifted back to Chad. “Oh, wait. We’re engaged now.”

      “Bree, honey.” The asshat hopped on one foot, scrambling to pull his pants up. “This doesn’t mean anything. She’s just some chick I met at the bar last week. She’s no one.”

      “You asshole!” Blondie slid out of the bed and grabbed her patterned leggings from the floor. “Don’t believe a word he says. We’ve been screwing for months. Although now I understand why we always had to go to my place.”

      She finished dressing and stomped toward Bree. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know he was engaged. I wouldn’t have…” Her eyes glittered as she looked up at Bree and she swiped a hand roughly across her cheek. “I’m not that kind of girl.”

      Yeah, right. Shit. That wasn’t fair. There’s no telling what lies Chad told this girl. She seemed contrite. Ashamed even. It would be easy to blame her for Chad’s fuck up. Bree ran a hand over her face and struggled against the urge to lash out at her. “Don’t worry about it. I know whose fault it is.”

      Blondie gave her a little nod and brushed passed. Bree turned her attention back to Chad. “Get. Out.”

      His white button-up hung open and a sock stuck out of one of his pockets. “Bree, please. I’m sorry. It really didn’t mean anything. It’s just been stressful with some stuff at work and you won’t set a date for the wedding.”

      She came away from the door frame, fighting to control her reaction as anger seethed inside. “Are you kidding me? Don’t you fucking dare blame this on stress—” she emphasized with air quotes “—or me because I’m not in a rush to get married. This is all you.”

      “You’re right. I know, you’re right.” Chad moved closer to Bree. “I love you so much, Bree. I see you pulling away and—”

      “And you decide to fuck some chick in my bed to get my attention? What the hell are you even doing here? What would even possess you to bring someone here?”

      “Sweetie, it wasn’t like that. I came by to make you dinner and surprise you. She followed me and I couldn’t get her to leave.”

      She gestured toward her bed. “And this was the best way you could think of to get her to leave?”

      “That was what she wanted and I figured it’d be easier to get her out the door before you came home, but you got off work early.” He tried to pull Brianna into his embrace.

      She stepped back. “Do not touch me. You don’t get that right anymore. I wasn’t kidding when I told you to get out. I’ll send any shit you have here to your place. I don’t want to see you. I don’t want to hear from you. We. Are. Done!”

      Chad sighed. “Gran is going to be very disappointed.”

      It took everything in her not to throat punch him. “You are such a fucking asshole. Seriously? You’re throwing my eighty-five-year-old grandmother in my face? Believe me, she’ll be okay with me kicking your ass to the curb when she knows why.”

      “You’re going to tell her?” Chad’s voice rose in panic along with the flush that crept up his face.

      Had he always been this stupid and she had just ignored it, or was this a new development? How had she gotten to this point? Why had she let it go on for so long?

      She spoke slowly. “Yes, Chad. I’m going to tell my family why I’m breaking off the engagement. We’re done here.” Bree stormed out of the room and down the short hall to the kitchen, where she tore his suit jacket off the back of the kitchen stool. Grabbing his shoes by the heels she opened the door, stepped onto the wide porch that ran the entire front of her house and threw all his things onto the walkway.

      “Bree! That coat cost eight hundred dollars!” Chad jogged down the steps to pick up his things.

      “Well, that’s just ridiculous.” Bree stormed back into her house, slammed, and locked the door behind her.

      She leaned against the door and took several calming breaths. “Stupid fucking asshole.” She snatched her purse off the table and dug around for her phone. Still muttering curses, she dialed as she walked into the dining room.

      Denise answered on the second ring. “What up, chica?”

      She opened the corner hutch. Empty. “Do you have any alcohol?”

      “I might. What do you need?”

      “Vodka. Or whiskey. Both if you’ve got it.”

      “Uh...do I need to bring a shovel, too?”

      Brianna let out a short laugh. “No. I avoided doing anything that would land me in jail. Just come over when you can and I’ll fill you in then.”

      “Dude. You gotta give me a clue. You never drink liquor.”

      “Oh no, you’re going to want to hear this in person.” Her wine rack was bare as well. “Where is my wine? How do I not even have any wine?”

      “Pretty sure we drank it last weekend. I’m heading out the door now. Don’t break out the mouthwash before I get there.” The phone disconnected.

      Where the hell are Charlie and Polly? She set her phone on the counter and opened one of the French doors. Her two dogs, Charlie and Polly, came running from across the wide lawn. Bree sat in one of the loungers on the deck and leaned against the back with her legs on either side of the long seat, feet on the floor. Polly jumped up onto the lounger and lay down with her head on Bree’s hip, staring up at her. Bree scratched Polly’s ears. “Well. That sucked.” Polly raised her head. “I know what you’re thinking. I should have broken up with him a long time ago.” Polly lowered her head back to Bree’s hip and huffed. “Especially since he never really liked you and Charlie. Should have been all the warning I needed.”

      Charlie bound up the steps of the deck. He stood with his paws on the armrest of the lounger and tried to lick the side of Bree’s neck. “Eww! Gross. Quit.” Bree pushed him off the chair. “There’s no telling what you’ve been eating out here. Where’s your ball? Go get your ball!” Charlie leaped off the deck in search of one of the many tennis balls in the yard. She threw the ball until Charlie spread out in the shade of the large magnolia tree her grandfather had planted when he built the house for her grandmother.

      Bree let out a sigh and pushed up from the lounger. The dogs trailed after her as she returned inside to her bedroom. She stood on the threshold of her room and stared at the bed. She didn’t want to touch the sheets, but there was no way in hell she was ever going to use them again. Later. After she’d had a few drinks and checked to see whether Amazon sold hazmat suits. She changed her scrub top for a t-shirt and her yoga pants for cut-off shorts. Back in the kitchen, she poured a glass of water and made sure the dogs’ bowl was full.

      The side door opened and closed. “You here?”

      “In the kitchen.”

      Denise walked around the corner holding a brown shopping bag. “I wasn’t sure what you were in the mood for so I got you mandarin Absolut, Jameson, and, in case it’s a particularly bad night, a bottle of Baileys.”

      “Well, I don’t have any cranberry juice for the vodka, so whiskey.”

      Denise set both bottles on the counter. “You mixing it with soda or Bailey’s?”

      “It’s a cut-my-alcohol-with-more-alcohol kind of night.”

      “Right. So, what happened? And why is your car in the front of the house instead of on the side?” Denise pulled her long, honey-blonde hair into a bun and secured it with a hair tie.

      “Chad. Chad happened.” Bree spared no detail as she poured their drinks. By drink three, she’d managed to fill Denise in on all the gory details.

      “I have to ask again, because I’m having a hard time with this. In your bed?” Denise asked as they lounged in the living room.

      “Yup.”

      “What a dick. What was wrong with his place?”

      “I have no idea. He said he came over to surprise me, she followed him, and one thing led to another.”

      “How the hell does one thing lead to another?” Denise’s voice rose. “And how did she not realize a woman lived here? This house doesn’t exactly scream bachelor pad.”

      “Your guess is as good as mine. Maybe he told her he had it decorated. I can’t work up the energy to care at this point.”

      “What did she look like? Please tell me she didn’t look like you?”

      Brianna considered the lock of her long, dark auburn hair she was twisting around her finger.

      “Nope. She was short. Like, oompa-loompa short. She barely came up to my shoulders. Fake blonde hair and her boobs were fake.”

      Denise gave her a crazy look. “Is that a guess or did you see more than you needed to see?”

      “Oh my god. She had no shame. Chad whipped the sheet around him like he was Caesar on the Ides of March and left her naked as a jaybird. No one’s boobs are that perky unless they have supporting infrastructure. That chick had more plastic than a Hasbro factory.”

      Denise laughed so hard she nearly toppled off the couch. “Oh my god, stop. All I can picture are her boobs in the shape of toy trucks.”

      Denise’s laugh was infectious and Bree joined her. Then Denise snorted and they both lost it.

      “The worst part is they were screwing on my favorite set of sheets.” Bree’s laughter faded to chuckles. “I’m going to have to buy a whole new mattress now.”

      “Did you already burn the sheets?”

      Bree dropped her head back against the sofa. “Ugh. I could barely look at the bed when I changed clothes. I’m going to need a full hazmat suit to get rid of them.”

      Denise smiled before asking, “How’re you really doing?”

      “I should have cut bait a long time ago. Hell, I never should have said yes when he proposed.” Bree raised her head back up.

      “Kind of hard to say no when he blindsides you at your gran’s big birthday bash in front of all your friends and family. What I don’t know is why you didn’t break up with him before then.” Denise raised her eyebrows as she looked at Bree over the rim of her glass.

      “Honestly, I don’t know either. Laziness?” She shook her head. “I’ve been trying to figure out a way to break it off for a while without being a complete bitch about it.” Bree sighed and sipped her drink. “I didn’t want to cause a big scene at Gran’s birthday.”

      “You really think she would have cared?”

      “No,” Bree admitted. “But I panicked when he got down on one knee. Plus, he drove.”

      “Hmm...I can see how that would have been a problem.”

      “Yeah. I’m not even hurt. I’m fucking pissed. It’s just so freaking disrespectful. Seriously. Who does that shit?”

      “Uh, a narcissistic asshole.”

      “True story.” Bree finished off the rest of her drink. “We’re not doing this. I refuse to sit around and brood over what an asshat he is. Let’s go out.”

      “Go out where? It’s eleven o’clock and I did not come dressed to go out and drink your cares away. I dressed to bury a body in the backyard.”

      Bree looked at the cut-offs and t-shirt she had on. “We’ll go to The Deck. No need to change clothes. And I would never bury a body in my own backyard. That’s just asking to get caught.”

      “The biker bar? Are you nuts? There’s a stabbing there every night.”

      “Don’t be dramatic. I’m sure it’s only every other night.”

      “Ha ha. Not the point.”

      “Come on. My old boss used to go there and was always trying to get me to go. He said it was a cool place to chill and hang out.”

      “He told you that because he was trying to get in your pants.”

      “Yeah, well, I’ve got no argument for that. Get your shoes; I’m getting us an Uber.”

      “Fine.” Denise let out a disgruntled sigh but grabbed her shoes. “Who knows...maybe you’ll find the love of your life tonight.”

      Bree stood and pointed at Denise. “Don’t jinx me.”
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      Jase set the parking brake on his truck and switched off the ignition. He sighed and stared at The Deck.

      Fuck, it’d been months since he’d been here. Probably closer to a year. He didn’t want to be here now, but Brandon had asked him to come celebrate his separation from the Army. The promise he’d made himself warred with his desire to be anywhere else but here. But a buddy called. He answered. Even if it was to go to a bar.

      He shouldered the door open and slammed it, thumbing the lock button on the fob over his shoulder. Gravel crunched under his boots as he crossed the parking lot. He took the steps two at a time and yanked the door open.

      Nate rose from the tall stool with a grin. “Jase, my man.” He grabbed his hand and slapped him on the shoulder. “Haven’t seen you in forever. Where’ve you been hiding?”

      Jase smiled to hide the wince from the pounding he took. “Getting my company off the ground. Staying out of trouble.”

      Nate sat on the edge of the stool, one foot on the floor. “I heard about that. You still looking for guys to help you on trips?”

      “Yeah. Anytime you’re interested, let me know.”

      “I’ll give you a call next week. We’ve got block leave coming up before we head out next month.”

      “Where’re you going this time?”

      Nate stood and nodded behind Jase. Jase stepped to the side as a guy and two women, all dressed in riding leathers, held out their IDs. Nate checked them and handed them back to the group. “Have a good night, folks.” He sat back on the stool. “The HOA. Six month rotation.”

      Horn of Africa. “Fuck, man. Stay safe.”

      “Easier to do in Africa than Afghanistan.”

      “Yeah. I’ll let you get back to work.”

      Nate stood again, taking the ID held out to him. “Good to see you again.”

      Jase waved and strode into the bar. He scanned the crowd, looking for Brandon and Gary. The bar wasn’t to capacity yet. Brandon, Gary, Evan, and Nick were easy to spot standing around a couple of tables in the middle of the room. It helped they were one of the few groups not dressed in riding leathers. Brandon spotted him and raised a hand. Jase waved back and pointed to the bar.

      He hooked a foot over a stool and waited for Brian to notice him.

      “Holy shit! Jase — where’ve you been hiding?” He held out his hand.

      He shook Brian’s hand. “Out in the woods. How’ve you been?”

      “Livin’ the life. What can I get you?”

      “Killian’s. Draught.”

      “Sure thing.” Brian knocked on the bar and pushed away.

      Jase spun on the stool and scanned the crowd. He recognized a few faces. Recalled fewer names. It hit him in a rush — he didn’t miss this place at all.

      A flash of blonde caught his peripheral vision and he turned. Tight jeans and a cropped halter showed off all her assets, leaving little to the imagination. They’d had a few hot and heavy nights when he’d been partying all the time. Shit. What was her name? Something that ended with a ‘y.’ Maybe an ‘i.’ Only stripper names were coming to mind.

      She pushed her way between his legs. “Jase, where’ve you been?” Her red lips pouted as she ran her hands up his chest.

      “Popular question tonight.” He kept his hands on his thighs. He had no desire to encourage her. Literally, none.

      “I missed you.” Her long nails, painted to match her lips, pinched his nipple.

      He curved his chest and covered his chest with a palm, dislodging her hand. That’s right. She liked to pinch.

      “Jase,” Brian said behind him.

      Thank god. “Sorry to hear that.” He put his hands on her hips and pushed her back far enough so he could turn on the stool.

      He stood and reached in his back pocket for his wallet.

      Brian waved him off. “First round’s on me. Welcome back to civilization.”

      “Thanks.” He pulled his credit card out and threw it on the table. “I’ll start a tab anyway. Put Brandon’s drinks on it.” A small hand roamed up and down his back, full breasts pressed to his side.

      Still no reaction. If he hadn’t jacked off in the shower that morning, he’d think something was wrong with him. He stepped away from her touch and turned. “Good to see you again.” He lifted his glass as he walked away.

      “What?”

      He doubted a guy had ever walked away from her, but he didn’t do random anymore. He walked across the bar, feeling the weight of her gaze the entire time. Mandy? Candy? Cindy with an ‘i’? What the hell was her name?

      He set his glass down on the table and Brandon grabbed him for a back-thumping hug. “Glad you made it.”

      “Congratulations.” Jase thumped him back.

      “I see Tiffany found you.” Brandon thrust his chin out, using it to point across the bar.

      Tiffany. He spared a glance over his shoulder. She was running her hands over the chest of the guy now sitting in front of her, in much the same way she had with Jase. She glanced up, found Jase, and licked her lips. He turned his back to her. “Yeah. She found me.”

      “Dude. As soon as we sat down she came over and asked about you. It was like she had Jase-dar or something.”

      Jase grinned. “Gary, your California is showing.” Gary threw his head back and laughed.

      “You here for the night or just popping in?” Evan asked.

      “The night.”

      Brandon raised his empty bottle, catching the waitress’s attention. “You gonna drink or just nurse?”

      “Your night. You wanna drink, I’ll drink with you.”

      The waitress stopped at their table, tray and pad at the ready. She pulled a pen out of her ponytail. “Ready for another round?”

      Brandon flashed her a smile. “We sure are. Another for everyone.”

      She looked at the table, then scribbled notes on her pad. She pointed at Jase’s glass. “You want another?”

      “Please.” He leaned close to her ear. “I gave Brian my card. Put the first few rounds on my tab.”

      “Sure.” She shoved the pen back in her hair and picked up the empty glasses, setting them on her tray. “Be right back, boys.”

      “You driving?” Nick asked.

      Jase shook his head. “I’ll take a cab to Chris’s. He’s still out of town.”

      “I texted him, told him we’d be here. Didn’t hear back,” Brandon said.

      “He’s not due back for another couple of weeks.”

      “Bummer. I was looking forward to seeing him again.” Gary nudged Carlos. “Dude, what are you lookin’ at?”
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      The sultry summer air wrapped around them when they got out of the car in front of the bar. Bree stepped up onto the large, covered wood deck the bar took its name from. Small groups and couples lounged against the wood railing. Denise pulled open one of the double doors, sidestepped to allow a couple to exit, and led the way over the threshold. They stopped just inside the front door and showed their IDs to the bouncer. He gave them a once over, dragging his gaze down their bodies and back up, his expression inscrutable.

      Bree looked down at her feet, then back at the bouncer. “What?” Bree asked.

      He smirked and handed their IDs back. “Have a good night.”

      Denise tucked her ID in her back pocket. “What was that about?”

      “I have no idea.”

      The Deck had an old barn feel to it — wide open with lots of wood and sawdust on the floor. To the right of where they stood, a small U-shaped bar was set up for patrons to watch the TVs hanging over the bar. To the left, an area with tables and chairs for the restaurant, which was closed. The back half of the building was mostly open with round, high-top tables and stools positioned along one side of the room, with another bar running along the opposite side. Large garage doors opened onto the deck at the back of the building, and a large fenced-in courtyard made the building appear even larger.

      “Front bar or back bar?” Denise asked.

      Bree glanced to her right. Almost every stool was occupied. “Let’s go to the back bar.”

      Bree threaded her way through the throng of denim- and leather-clad bodies. Every few steps, she shook a foot to dislodge the sawdust that had worked its way between the soles of her feet and thin flip-flops.

      Denise leaned close to her ear to be heard over the loud rock music. “We seem to have missed the memo on the dress code.”

      “You mean you don’t subscribe to the Ladies of Leather newsletter?” Bree asked over her shoulder.

      “Just imagine how many cows had to die to make all the leather these people are wearing. We are way underdressed.”

      “Better than being overdressed, I think.”

      “Probably.”

      Bree stopped short, causing Denise to run into her.

      Holy hotness, Batman. “Oh my god. I just creamed my panties.” Bree nudged Denise and tilted her head in the direction she was looking.

      “Sweet, merciful Jesus, that man is a walking orgasm. How tall do you think he is?”

      Bree’s eyes traveled down the well-muscled expanse of chest to lean hips, slouchy jeans, and scuffed boots. “I don’t know...six-three? Six-four, maybe?”

      “You could wear heels and not have to worry about bending over to kiss him.”

      “I’m pretty sure that’s one of the reasons I was going to break up with Chad. All my heels are four inches.”

      “Just like Chad,” Denise said.

      “Erect Chad.” Bree tore her gaze away from the walking orgasm. They stared at each other a moment and burst out laughing.

      “Oh my god, we crack me up.” Denise wiped at the tears in her eyes.

      Bree grabbed Denise’s hand. “Come on, let’s get a drink.”

      “You’re buying, just so you know.”

      “How am I buying? I’m the one who has to buy a new mattress,” Bree asked.

      “One, you’re loaded. Two, because you dragged us out looking like shite, but I will concede your point. First round is on me.”

      “How very gracious of you,” Bree replied.
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        * * *

      

      Carlos nodded toward the door. “Check it.”

      Two women stood toward the front of the bar, heads thrown back, laughing and holding onto each other. They stood out in their casual clothes as if they’d given little thought to their appearance. The redhead caught his attention. Her smile sparkled, full of joy. Full of life. They wove through the crowd close to the bar. When they reached it, she hiked up a leg and rested her foot on the bar close to the floor. He caught a glimpse of long legs and nicely rounded ass before someone stepped in the way.

      The desire that’d been lacking earlier made itself known. Nope. Nothing wrong with him at all.

      Evan let out a low wolf-whistle. “Damn. Don’t see chicks like that in here. I call dibs.”

      “The fuck you do.” Jase put his glass down hard, setting off for the bar.
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      They bellied up to the bar and Denise raised her hand, credit card held between her fingers.

      The bartender leaned over the bar, closing the distance. “Ladies. What can I do you for tonight?”

      “Two vodka cranberries with a lime, please,” Denise said.

      “Sure thing.” He winked and pushed away from the edge.

      “He’s cute,” Bree said.

      “And flirty.”

      “I’m sure it helps with the tips.”

      “I’ve got a tip for him.” Denise wiggled her eyebrows.

      “I’m sure he’s got a tip for you too. Just the tip, if you know what I mean.”

      “Nice.” Denise held up her hand and Bree high-fived her. “Thank god your mind is as dirty as mine.”

      The cute bartender returned with their drinks.

      “Put it on my tab, Brian,” a deep voice said.

      The hair on the back of her neck stood on end and shivers raced down her spine. Please be the walking orgasm. She couldn’t get that lucky.

      The bartender nodded. “Sure thing, Jase.”

      Bree and Denise made wide eyes at each other as they grabbed their glasses and turned to—. She could get that lucky. A well-defined chest and biceps straining the fabric of a faded blue t-shirt greeted them. Her gaze drifted up, and up, over a short, trim beard surrounding full lips, past a slightly crooked nose, straight into the hazel eyes of the walking orgasm.

      Wow. He’s even better looking up close.

      Bree took a sip of her drink and imagined running her hands through his dark, curly hair.

      “Ladies. Haven’t seen you here before.”

      Bree choked on her drink. Wrong pipe. “Really,” she strained through the burn. “You’re going with ‘come here often?’”

      The sex god smiled. “Well, that wasn’t my intention, but if it works...”

      Holy hell, that smile. She shifted her weight in an effort to ease the sudden throb between her legs.

      “I’m Jase,” he said. “Are you meeting someone here or is it just the two of you?” He looked directly at Bree, a flirtatious smile teasing at his mouth.

      What was the question? She’d been staring at his mouth. Saw it move. Imagined sucking on that full bottom lip.

      “Just us,” Denise said. “Spur of the moment decision. As you can see, we weren’t aware of the dress code.”

      “Dress code?” Jase turned his attention to Denise.

      Bree rolled a shoulder, pulling out of the lust fog clouding her mind. “I think she’s talking about the fact that we aren’t wearing any leather.” She waved a hand. “Inside joke.”

      “Oh yeah. Bikers like their leather. Since you’re not meeting anyone tonight, would you like to join my friends and me?”

      Bree glanced at Denise, who gave a little shrug. “Sure, why not?”

      “I’m Bree, by the way. This is Denise.” Bree indicated to Denise with her drink.

      “Nice to meet you. Follow me.” He took Bree’s free hand and led them toward the group of guys he had been standing with when they first noticed him. Bree turned to Denise and mouthed oh my god as he led them to a couple of tables set against the far wall. All the guys were good-looking, well-built, and hovering around the six-foot-tall range. It was like a real-life hot-guy calendar shoot — just with more clothes. Jase introduced Bree and Denise to the guys standing around the two tables.

      “This a normal Friday night for you guys?” Denise asked.

      Nate leaned a tattooed arm against the table, turning full to Denise. “Brandon’s celebrating separating from the Army.”

      Gary leaned around him. “We’re here most Fridays.”

      Bree bit her lip, watching the subtle posturing as the two guys fought for Denise’s attention. This should be interesting. A hand slid across the small of her back and a hot body stepped close to her side. The top of her head barely reached his chin. Used to being the same height as, if not taller than, most men, standing next to Jase she felt…dainty.

      “Do you want another drink?” he asked.

      She looked at her almost empty glass. “Think I’ll switch to beer. We’ve already had a few.” She peeked up at him through her lashes. Nervousness fluttered in her belly.

      Jeez, he’s hot.

      When was the last time a guy had flirted with her? Really flirted with her, not just came on to her?

      The waitress came by and Jase added a beer to the order.

      “You seriously never heard of Papa’s Pizza?” Denise’s question caught her attention.

      “What about Papa’s Pizza?” she asked.

      Denise pointed a finger between two of the guys. “They were at Victory around the same time we were.”

      “Really?”

      “The only pizza place was the crappy one at the exchange. You sure it was on Camp Victory?” Gary asked.

      “Swear.” Denise raised her hand, palm out. “We went every Sunday for lunch. Hand-tossed, deep dish.”

      “Where on Victory?” Brandon challenged her.

      Jase’s hand brushed against the side of her neck, pushing a strand of hair off her shoulder, and she lost interest in conversation again. Tingles raced along her skin, chasing after his fingers. It was becoming a familiar sensation. He’d found little ways to touch her since he took her hand at the bar. A hand smoothing along the curve of her hip. Leaning down to speak softly in her ear. Every simple touch felt like a brand on her skin. It left her hot. Needy.

      “You’re kidding,” Evan said.

      Bree pulled her attention back to the group. “What’s up?”

      “The brawl between the third country nationals behind the chow hall,” Denise explained.

      “Oh yeah,” Bree said. “It was like something out of a movie. Pans, knives, chains, metal pipes. All that was missing was Michael Jackson’s Beat It playing in the background.”

      “Seriously?” Jase said.

      “Yup. Took security forces close to an hour to break it up,” Denise said. “Two guys ended up dying.”

      Bree set her glass on the table. “Excuse me. Need to use the facilities. You need to go?” she asked Denise.

      “I’m good. Unless you need me to guide the way.”

      “Big neon sign. Think I can find it.”

      A blonde in a cleavage-baring halter top left the bathroom as she pushed open the door. She gave Bree a once over and sneered.

      Bitch, please.

      She washed her hands and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were bright. It could’ve been the alcohol, but more likely it was the sensual foreplay that had been going on since Jase had pulled her away from the bar. She tended to shy away from being touched by strangers. Hugging and touching was reserved for friends and family, but something about Jase’s touch had every nerve in her body singing. Every brush of his fingers had sent shivers down her spine and raised goosebumps on her skin. She’d soaked it up. When was the last time a simple touch had caused desire to coil low in her belly? Not since before Afghanistan.

      Bree shook that thought away. Tonight was not the night for those thoughts.

      She left the restroom after drying her hands. Jase caught her in the hall leading back to the bar. He backed her against the wall and braced his forearms slightly above her head, caging her in but holding himself away from her. He leaned down and brushed his lips gently against hers, then stopped.

      Was he asking permission? Bree grasped his hips and hooked her middle fingers in the belt loops of his jeans. She bit the corner of her lip.

      “You’ve been biting your lip all night, Bree. It’s my turn.” Bree’s gaze darted from his mouth to his desire-filled eyes, just before his tongue laved the center of her bottom lip. She pulled her fingers out of Jase’s belt loops and stepped closer. She slid one arm around his back and the other around his head, her fingers threading through his hair. Jase wrapped his arms around her, bending at the knees and pulling her up onto her toes. He pushed her against the wall, fitting their bodies so close together Bree could feel the hard press of his cock against her abdomen. The kiss quickly turned carnal, tongues dancing together in an intimate tango as their breathing became heavy. Had she ever been kissed with that much heat...that much passion...that much desire?

      The clearing of a throat broke the spell. Jase pulled away slowly, sucking on her bottom lip as he lifted his head. They stared at each other a moment before turning their heads to see Denise standing a couple of feet away trying to look anywhere but directly at them.

      “Hey, sweetie.” Bree pushed at Jase trying to create some space between them. He was reluctant to let go, but he released the tight hold he had on her.

      “Sorry to interrupt. Got a sec?”

      “Sure.” Bree looked at Jase. “I’ll meet you back at the table?”

      Jase stared, still holding the back of her neck. “Yeah.”

      He bent down and gave her a quick, hard kiss before nodding to Denise and leaving them in the hall.

      “Holy hell, that was hot and I wasn’t even the one being kissed,” Denise said. “I’m not sure if I should high-five you or hose you down.”

      “No need. My underwear is already soaked.” Bree fanned her face with her hands. “Am I red? I feel flushed. Am I flushed?”

      “You’re fine, gorgeous as ever.” Denise reassured her. “I’m going to head out.”

      “Oh, okay. Let me go tell Jase we’re leaving.” She hadn’t given any thought to what was going to happen at the end of the night. Maybe she could— No. She was not going to be a crappy friend.

      Denise shook her head. “Oh, no. No, no, no. You’re going home with the walking orgasm. I wouldn’t be any kind of battle buddy if I dragged you out of here because I’m beat and have to get up early in the morning.”

      “Our deal is we come together, we leave together.”

      “Not tonight it’s not. Tonight it’s you go home with the hot guy and make up for all the boring sex you’ve had for the last year.”

      Bree bit her lower lip as she struggled with her indecision. She really wanted to go home with Jase. That kiss. She felt the tips of her ears growing warm as she remembered it. With Chad, kissing had become...perfunctory. If that kiss with Jase was anything to go by, the sex would be phenomenal.

      “Are you sure?” she asked.

      “Honey, I’m sure. You two looked like you were going to go at it against the wall in front of the entire bar.”

      “It wasn’t that bad.”

      “Uh, yeah it was. And again, it was hot.”

      “Whatever.” She looped her arm through Denise’s and headed back to the bar. “Let me make sure Jase is good with giving me a ride home before you leave.”

      Denise stopped walking, pulling Bree to halt.

      “What?” Bree asked.

      Denise tilted her head and gave Bree a look. “You’re kidding, right?”

      “What? I don’t want to be presumptuous.”

      Denise rolled her eyes and walked straight over to Jase. “I’m leaving. Bree’s not. You fuck with her and I will hunt you down, chop you up in my meat grinder, and feed you to my dogs. The cops will have to dig through their shit to identify your DNA. We good?”

      Jase gave her a bemused look. “Yeah, we’re good.”

      “Good.” Denise turned to Bree and gave her a big hug. “Do everything I would do if I had a guy like that looking at me the way he’s looking at you,” she whispered.

      Bree smiled and whispered, “Love your face.”

      “Love yours more.”

      Bree watched Denise make her way to the door.

      Jase gave her a level look when she turned back to him. “You want to get out of here?”

      “Yes.”

      “Good.”
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      Jase grabbed her hand and led her to the front doors, giving head nods to his friends as they left. Outside they walked straight to a taxi parked in front of the bar.

      “That’s fortuitous,” Bree said.

      Jase gave her a lopsided grin as he opened the back passenger side door. “I called him while you were talking to your girl.”

      “Now who’s being presumptuous?” Bree mumbled as she slid into the back seat.

      “What’s that?”

      “Not important.”

      Jase gave the driver an address as he slipped in next to Bree. He slammed the door closed and looked at Bree with a raised eyebrow.

      “What?” Bree tugged on the material of her t-shirt before tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

      “Too far away, darlin’.” He hooked his arm behind her waist and pulled her across the seat until she almost sat in his lap. He ran his other hand under her hair at the nape of her neck, grabbing a handful as he brought his mouth to hers. The kiss picked up where it left off in the bar. His tongue invaded her mouth. His teeth nipped at her bottom lip. She moaned into his mouth, trying to get as close as the confined space of the backseat would allow. Finding the edge of his t-shirt, she ran her hand up the wide expanse of his back. Hard muscles under smooth skin. Her fingers curled in, nails biting. He answered with a groan and lifted her leg over his. The kiss lasted an eternity and was over in an instant.

      The driver cleared his throat. “We’re here.”

      Bree pulled back with a small gasp and tried to catch her breath. She’d forgotten where they were. She met Jase’s gaze and licked her lips. He looked at her mouth before pulling his wallet out of his back pocket and paying the driver. He took Bree’s hand and opened the door, pulling her out behind him.

      “Thank you,” Bree said to the driver on her way out of the car.

      Jase led her to the front door of a suburban house that looked like every other house on the street. He unlocked the door and threw his keys on the low table to the right of the door. Bree glanced around the small living room as Jase shut the door. She kicked off her flip-flops out of habit and dropped her keys on the table.

      “Do you...” She gasped as Jase placed his hands on the outsides of her upper thighs, lifted her and held her against the wall next to the door, forcing her to grab onto his shoulders for balance.

      “Wrap your legs around me,” he said.

      She did and felt his hands slide under the cuff of her shorts, digging his fingers in the fleshy part of her ass.

      Bree melded her lips with his in an open-mouth kiss that left her breathless. There was a moment of weightlessness when she come away from the door as Jase pushed off and carried her down a short hall to a bedroom. She let out a small scream when Jase all but dropped her on the bed. The laugh that followed was cut off when Jase found her mouth again. She groaned when he rubbed his erection against the junction of her thighs. The friction sent pulses down her legs. She hooked a knee over his hip, seeking even more contact. His hands found the hem of her shirt.

      She lifted her arms over her head and he pulled it off. He pressed his mouth to her neck. His fingers hooked into the straps of her bra. A quick tug exposed her breasts. He tore his mouth away from hers and sucked on her nipple as he fumbled with the back of her bra.

      “Front clasp,” she gasped.

      “Do it.” He moved his mouth to her other breast.

      Bree released the clasp of her bra and let it fall open on the bed. She reached for his shirt, helping Jase pull it up over his head. As soon as he was free of it, he returned his attention to her nipples. Bree arched her back and ran her hands over his well-defined shoulders and upper back, reaching for any inch of skin she could find. She grabbed fistfuls of his hair and hissed through her teeth as he sucked painfully at her nipple.

      “Too much?” he asked as he gazed up at her.

      “A little.”

      “I’ll ease up. A little.” He laved her sore nipple with his tongue and she moaned at the sensation. She’d never gone for nipple play before, but his mouth and tongue were magic. He switched back to the other side, scraping his teeth across her sensitive skin. Bree let out another moan as the tingling in her nipples traveled down to her already throbbing clit. She dug her nails into his shoulders and undulated her hips trying to get more friction where she really wanted it.

      “Patience. I’ll get there.” He moved his mouth down her stomach, leaving a trail of hot fire in his wake as his hands found the button of her shorts.

      “Screw patience.” Bree continued to move her hips rhythmically.

      Jase chuckled. “I’ve wanted these shorts off since you crawled into the cab.” He unzipped her shorts and pulled them down her hips and thighs, taking her panties with them. Bree kicked her legs free as soon as he gave her room. He wedged his shoulders between her thighs, forcing her legs apart. His hot breath blew across her clit before he flicked the tip of it with his tongue.

      “Seriously?” Bree demanded in frustration. “I want to come.”

      “Oh, you will. You’re going to come all over my face. Then you’re going to come all over my cock as I bury it deep inside this pretty pussy.”

      “Oh my god.” She lifted her head to look
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