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Without all of the people that cared about me and helped me along in life, I wouldn’t be able to write this. I was taught from a very young age to be independent and to do for myself. Whether or not this was an intentional game plan, I’m here, alive, and I know what really matters in life. 

I chose to write about love, because it is the one thing that gets people through. No matter how difficult your day is, it’s always better when you can go to that one place where someone loves and cares about you. Life doesn’t exist without love, because love is life.

This book is for anyone who ever wished for more, anyone that ever stayed up late to take that special someone out. It’s for the people that try to make the dreams of others a reality. It’s for our heroes that fight for our country and are forced to deny their true identities, and it’s for the hope that everyone finds that person who challenges them and takes their breath away all at the same moment.
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Kel looked deeply into the eyes of the woman in front of her. "Do you want me?" she asked, knowing the answer. No one ever turned Kel down. She had perfected the art of lovemaking, and if anything, it was her that had to turn down most of the women that sought her attention.

"Yeeess," moaned the brown-eyed woman. Kel heard the woman's breathing turn into squeals of pleasure as she slowly caressed the modeled skin. The woman fell into Kel's arms, her lovesick body needing the support.

Kel went in for the kill. Her lips grazed the side of the tanned earlobe, making the brown-eyed woman gasp with excitement. The woman tasted like vanilla, and it made Kel wonder about what other flavors would permeate through this beautiful body. She made her way down to the woman's silky neck, carefully sucking and nibbling the perfumed flesh. 

"Ohh," she heard the woman gasp. "Touch me. I can't stand the wait."

Kel smiled at this notion, stubbornly drawing out the motions. She wasn't going to let her cum now. It wasn't the time. Kel lifted the woman's shirt over her head, exposing a black, lacy bra. Slowly lowering herself to the shaded nipples, Kel began to pull the dark, rosy extrusions through the textured material. The woman arched her back in an act of excitement, clawing Kel's back as she did so. With a free hand, Kel unlatched the lacy covering in one fail sweep and threw it into the abyss of the bedroom. She lowered her lips onto the soft, firm breasts, encircling the nipples with her tongue. It was here that she could feel free from her everyday haunts. It was here that she could get away from the stories and people that plagued her past. The brown-eyed woman grabbed Kel's hair, roughly bringing her back to the present. This woman was more than easy to please, which gave Kel the time to use her imagination. Kel lightly rolled the balls of her fingertips down the other woman's back, bringing goose bumps to her silky skin. She brought her lips down the woman's chest to her stomach, kissing deeper and deeper as she went down. Kel got all the way down to the fly of the tight, blue jeans and decided to rip them open with her teeth. The brown-eyed woman's eyes were glazed with passion now, and Kel wasn't going to break that trance. She pulled the jeans down the slim hips and athletic thighs until they fell to the floor in a subtle heap. Then, Kel started to dance her fingers around the woman's thighs. "Can I?" she asked mischievously, knowing that the other woman was on the verge of explosion.

"Please...now...I want it...now," the brown-eyed woman whispered as Kel traced her lips on the muscled thighs. Not being able to stand it any longer, Kel ripped down the matching black underwear, ready to spring on her prey.

A loud ringing sound screamed in Kel's head. Suddenly, she felt dazed. Closing her eyes, Kel tried to regain her concentration. What was going on? Her body felt like someone had run over it with a bulldozer and her head ached violently. She opened her eyes and looked around, trying to find the source of the interruption. Spotting the wailing alarm, Kel hopped out of bed and pressed the snooze button. The brown-eyed woman was gone, and so was her passion. It was all a dream.

Kel had been having dreams like this every night for the last three weeks. She knew that there had to be a reason for this, but she hadn't yet been able to piece it together. Kel had been single for about two years now, and the only other contact that she had had with women existed in the form of one-night stands. She never let any of these women touch her though. No, the last woman that had touched her had been Eileen, and that had been almost sacred. Ever since Eileen left her, Kel's sex life was very one-sided. She was afraid to let anyone in physically or emotionally. It was an act of control, and Kel knew it. Nevertheless, the very thought of having another woman touch her made her feel guilty. Even after five years, she felt guilty.

Kel stumbled into her bathroom, adjusting her snug, cotton boxers. She turned on the water and let the cold, wet water hit her face, waking her with a violent chill. She had never been a morning person. In fact, when she was in high school, her mother had to literally pull her out of bed so that she could get up in time for school. Kel looked at her sleepy reflection in the mirror, noticing the darkened wrinkles that had formed on her young face. She used to wish for these wrinkles, seeing them as a sign of hard work and dedication. Now, she cursed them for bringing her to her maturity at a faster rate. 

A magical ring came from the depths of her bedroom. Kel followed the noise, knowing very well that the text message was from Mason, her editor. Opening up her red phone, she read the scribble of words across the screen. REMEMBER MTG W BRIAN CAMPBELL. Brian Campbell was a well-known actor in the depths of San Antonio, and he was performing in the new movie, Shake Down. There was no doubt in anyone's mind that this was going to be a hit. In fact, the director had said specifically that she had picked him for his success. Kel let out a long sigh, wishing that she had more time to herself. Then, coming to terms with the discomforting situation, she texted back, I'LL BE THERE AT 10.  
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Chapter Two
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Staff Sergeant Wilkins scoffed as her new flight attempted to do the fifty push-ups that she demanded of them. "Come on, ladies! If you don't start pumping them out in the next two seconds, I'll add on ten more!" She didn't always like being so rash, but it was the behavior required for the success of her flight. Wilkins had seen several women join the Air Force, expecting that they could sit on their asses and eat potato chips like they did at home. She'd seen others that were so compassionate that she wondered how the hell they'd react once they had to fire a gun. Boot camp was meant to weed out the weak. It was the only way to find soldiers that would be effective when the time came to use them. 

"I don't think I can do any more," moaned a voice in the back of the formation.

"Who said that?" Wilkins asked in an intimidating voice. She looked down the four columns, searching for the unrecognizable voice.

"I...d...did...ma'am," a small blond repeated, using all of her strength to lift her head up as she attempted a push-up.

"What's your name Trainee?" Wilkins questioned, ready for attack. 

"My...my...name is Julie, ma'am."

"Trainee, get up!" Wilkins screamed, drilling the young girl. "When you address me, you will use Trainee, and I damn well hear your last name follow that! You're no longer Julie! You're a soldier! Now, what is your name, Trainee?"

"Ma'am, my name is Trainee Collins," the young girl replied, hopping to the attention position.

"Well, Trainee Collins, you have just earned your flight ten more push-ups," Wilkins snarled, watching as the small airman nervously fell back to the ground, readying herself for more exercise. "Trainee Collins, did I tell you to drop to the ground?"

"No, ma'am," said the nervous trainee.

"Then, why, Trainee Collins, were you on the ground?"

"Ma'am, you said that you wanted us to do push-ups," Trainee Collins answered.

"No, Trainee Collins, I believe that I said that you earned your flight ten more push-ups. Now, I want you to watch while they do them." The trainee was near tears by now, but Wilkins held her bearing. There would be no weakness in her flight, no weakness in her life. Wilkins had long left the weakness that had penetrated her once frail body.

Amy Wilkins turned the volume up on her parents' television, relieved by the peaceful snoring that now escaped her younger brother. He lay on the other couch, outstretched on the furniture with one free hand dangling toward the ground. The brown-haired boy had been wilder than usual tonight, getting into the cookies and candy and not listening to any of the warnings that Amy had thrown out. She knew that her younger brother had awaited this small celebration all week. Their parents had gone out of town, and Michael loved it when there was no one home to boss him around. Of course, Amy had been put in charge of her younger sibling, a notion easily disrespected by the younger party. Michael thought of Amy as an equal. The twelve-year-old boy didn't understand the concept of respecting his elders, especially fourteen-year-old Amy. He had run around for hours, doing anything and everything to annoy her, and by now, Amy had given up on the pursuit. It wasn't until around nine that Michael passed out.

Amy looked at her younger brother, a smile forming across her face. He looked so cute now that he wasn't misbehaving and tearing up the house. If only he would stay like this forever. Suddenly, Amy heard a crash in the kitchen. "Damn it!" she cursed aloud, knowing that her brother had set up some sort of booby trap, hoping that she would stumble into it. Her parents were going to be upset when they found out what a mess Michael had made. She had been trying so hard to keep him under control. Her parents had told her that if she did well babysitting Michael while they were gone, they would let her babysit on a regular basis. Seeing as Amy was only fourteen, it was one paying opportunity that she couldn't refuse.

Amy sucked in a breath before entering the kitchen, knowing that if she didn't prepare herself, Michael would make her scream. Slowly, she opened the wooden door that led into the familiar area and looked around. Everything seemed to look alright. It didn't look as if anything was broken. Confused, she turned around and started back towards the living room. 

"Not so fast," a voice growled from behind her. She felt a hand wrap around her mouth as she was led into the living room. Panicking, Amy tried to think of a way to escape this frightening man. She had watched a television episode the other night where a woman jumped on a man's feet, and when he went down to clutch his foot, she kneed him in the nose. Amy attempted this gesture, only to have the man grab her legs and carry her into the living room. She saw her brother, Michael, sleeping soundly. He hadn't heard anything from the dangerous situation. She only hoped that the man wouldn't see him or that Michael would figure out how to get away without him noticing.

"You little bitch! You thought that you could get away with hitting me, did you?" the scary man asked, holding her tightly now. She tried to turn around to look at the captor's face, but his strength was too great. "You're going to pay now! You know that?" The hard hands turned Amy around, giving her insight to the man saying the evil things. He was dressed head to toe in black and had on a ski mask, so she couldn't make out his face. The captor's piercing eyes burned through her as he started to laugh. He slapped her hard in the face, making stars dance across her living room. A loud snore suddenly erupted through the room. The captor looked up, trying to identify this new sound. 

"No," Amy screamed as he moved toward her younger brother. "Miccchaeel!" Her brother woke up in a daze, but the captor was too fast. He moved over to the couch and knocked the young boy on the side of the head. Amy watched as her brother's body went limp. With a glint of teeth, the captor threw the young boy over his shoulder. Amy ran in his way, trying to get her brother back. She kicked and punched the evil man as hard as she could, but he just laughed. The captor violently smacked her, stopping her retaliation. "Leave my brother alone," Amy mumbled, falling to the ground. Slowly, her body gave, and she was eased into an empty sleep.

"Sergeant Wilkins," a familiar voice said, waking her from her nightmare.

Wilkins turned toward the pleasant voice, recognizing the hazy tone of Sergeant Adams. Adams was a tall, muscular African American woman. She wasn't intimidated by anyone and made it a habit to intimidate her male counterparts. Every one of Adams' flights had made honor flight this past year, and that still didn't say enough about the work that this woman put into her job. "Sergeant Adams," Wilkins replied, smiling at her sexy comrade.

"I was wondering," Adams' whispered. "If you needed assistance with your flight during PT this afternoon."

"I think that I can handle it," Wilkins teased, watching the other woman caress her body with her shifting eyes.

"Are you sure?" Adams asked. "Because I'm sure I'll make it worth your while."

"It sounds like you need more of my help than I need of yours," Wilkins commented with a sly smile.

"Maybe, we can come to a compromise," Adams said, intentionally licking her lips. 

"Be there at three," Wilkins smirked.

"You know that I'm always punctual," Adams replied, giving her one more sweep of her eyes before she left.
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Chapter Three
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Kel walked into the ritzy building, Frappuccino in hand. This was definitely the last place that she wanted to be today, but Brian Campbell had insisted on doing the interview at Monet's. The fact that it was the fanciest restaurant in town wasn't the first thing that hit her mind. It was the constant display of wealth. Brian's conceited and elegant air made her despise the wealthy assholes in the world even more. She sipped the rest of her drink before depositing it in the blue trash can, conveniently located in the lobby. Across the way, a sign hung down, noting the businesses that the elevator could take you to. Kel walked into the golden box, putting on her most sincere smile and pushing the number two button. After a couple of seconds, the elevator dinged, a forewarning of the afternoon ahead. Brian was seated on the leather bench in the waiting area and waved her over. He was decked out in a black suit and red tie and had the ever-famous Cleaver look to him. 

"How are you, Mr. Campbell?" Kel asked, hoping her smile didn't show her true feelings.

"Fine, Miss Johnson. Can I take your coat?"

Kel turned around, feeling awkward at the notion of a man trying to take care of her. She was an independent woman, and any sort of anti-feminist societal rule made her feel angry and boxed in. More times than not, Kel had asked a man if she could take his coat
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