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A man is only as strong as the woman he loves.

NO GOING BACK: ONYX Black Ops – Book 3

Tyler Mason didn’t do relationships. The only people he cared about in life were his Raven teammates with Onyx Black Ops.  Until Mira.

Mira loved her job as an Onyx intel officer. She had a career plan, and it did not involve relationships, kids, and white picket fences. Until Tyler.

A harmless flirtation soon leads to a temptation, neither can resist. That one night, changed everything. As Mira struggles to deal with the consequences, Tyler is forced to confront a past he has tried for years to forget. 

When an arch enemy of Onyx rears its head and Mira’s life is at stake, Tyler relives every fear, every torment from his past. Believing history is repeating itself, Tyler finds himself torn between his team, Mira, and revenge.

Determined to protect Mira, Tyler turns his back on the people that mean the most to him. Helplessness made him a victim once. He will not let that happen again. He might not be able to change his past, but he can help change the future. Protect the woman he just might be in love with and the team he calls family. Even if that means he loses them forever.
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​Chapter 1
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Tyler: Hey sweetheart x 

Mira glanced at her phone and was unable to stop the smile that spread across her face at his text. 

Mira: Hey you xx 

Tyler: Miss me? 

Yeah, she had missed him. Especially his texts. Tyler Mason and the rest of Raven team had been off grid for three days, meaning no communication. That included Mira, despite her being part of the intel team that supported Raven. Raven were one of two teams led by Captain Sam Harrison. The former Master Chief of SEAL Team 6 now headed Onyx Black Ops. Onyx took on missions the world could never know about. High risk, top secret, deadly, and invisible. 

Mira: Maybe...everyone ok? 

Tyler: Yep, we’re all good, on our way home. And don’t lie to me, you know you missed me. 

Mira sat in one of the intel rooms at the Farm, the nickname for Onyx HQ located on Coronado Island in San Diego. Kelly, girlfriend of Dex, Raven’s team leader, was also in the room. Mira was a former CIA analyst and Kelly, a lieutenant in naval intelligence. The two of them worked incredibly well together. 

Mira: You are so full of yourself! But yes, I missed chatting with you. 

More than chatting. The flirting had seriously intensified over the past couple of months. Phone, video calls, in person, and even during team briefings. He was cute, fun, and easy to chat with, and Mira was thoroughly enjoying it. Whatever it was. 

They’d been flirting for months when, out of the blue, Tyler had taken it a step further and kissed her. Wow! The man was ridiculously hot, and that kiss had been scorching; her libido had woken up with full force. Too bad, Tyler had been about to leave on an op. He’d put the brakes on before it went any further. 

This position had been a dream come true for Mira. The hours were long and erratic, but she loved it. She worked alongside the teams conducting operations that literally helped change the world and saved lives. It filled her with pride. Onyx had already grown from one team to two; it was only a matter of time before it grew again. She had been a desk jockey analyst with the CIA but had ended up working alongside Sam on a clandestine op. Apparently, she’d made an impression on him. Kelly had recently joined Onyx and as an active lieutenant, Sam had given her the intel team leader position. Mira’s goal was to lead her own intel team one day, and she was thrilled to be learning from someone who had experience both behind the desk and in the field. 

Mira’s career meant everything to her, with no time to commit to a relationship. Even with drop dead gorgeous, sexy as hell Tyler Mason. Him putting the brakes on had been a good thing.

When he’d come calling again, she had told him to forget it; they would be better as friends. But Tyler refused to take no for an answer. So, they began texting, which quickly turned to sexting. And Christ, she had tried to shut it down several times, but so far, he hadn’t given up. And damn if she didn’t enjoy it anyway. It was strangely erotic, seriously hot, and while they were both single adults, it felt naughty. She liked naughty. 

When she made it clear she didn’t want a relationship, Tyler was on board. Since then, they texted and sexted constantly. The man turned her on more by text than any man had managed to do physically. And what was the harm? It wasn't much different from the erotica audios she sometimes listened to at home, alone and needing a little...release.

Tyler: Good, because I missed you. Where are you? 

Mira: I’m at the Farm. 

Tyler: Alone? 

Mira. No. Kelly’s here and Sam is next door. 

Tyler: Can they see you? 

Mira: Kelly can. 

Tyler: Mmmmm. Feeling horny? 

Mira: Tyler, I’m at work. 

Tyler: You know how I like to tease you when you’re working. 

Mira: When I’m alone, yes. You’ll have to wait till I’m done. 

Mira: Don’t want to wait. I want to taste you now. 

Mira: Behave. 

Tyler: You don’t mean that. You like it when I’m naughty. Feeling warm yet? 

God damn him. He ignited her every time. 

Mira: Yes. How about you? 

Tyler: Babe, as soon as I start chatting with you, I’m hard. 

Mira smiled, growing even warmer. 

Mira: Where are you? 

Tyler: Waiting to board the plane. 

Mira: So, you’re with the team? 

Tyler: Yep. 

Mira: They better not be able to see your phone! 

Tyler: Not a chance. I’m not sharing you with anyone. It’s been a few days, I bet you are super horny right now. I’m thinking about standing behind you, my hands on your hips as I kiss your neck. 

Oh boy, it was no good; she couldn’t resist him. She glanced at Kelly and found she was engrossed in something on her computer. 

Mira: Mmmmm, I would love that. 

Tyler: I want to lift up your top, feel your warm soft skin. What color is your bra? 

Mira: Red satin. 

Tyler: OMG, that image is so fucking hot. 

Mira: Matching panties. 

Tyler: God babe, you’re killing me. 

Mira: How hard are you now? 

Mira got up and left the room. 

Tyler: So hard it hurts. If the team weren’t here, I’d be stroking myself. Are you stroking yourself? 

Mira: Yes. 

Tyler: Really? At your desk? 

Mira: No. I’m in the washroom now. All alone. 

Tyler: Oh babe, tell me what you want me to do for you. 

Mira: I want you to unhook my bra. 

Tyler: Hell yeah. I’m cupping your beautiful breasts, my thumbs brushing across your erect nipples, they’re so hard. 

Mira: Mmmm yes! 

Tyler: I want more. I want to feel your wetness. 

Mira: I am so wet for you. 

Tyler: I want to taste you with my tongue. Suck you and lick you until you cum in my mouth. 

Mira: Yes! 

Tyler: Push your fingers up inside yourself while you think of me licking you. 

The throb between her legs intensified. Moving into the stall, she closed the toilet lid and undid her jeans, slipping a hand inside. As she touched her swollen clit she almost cried out. With her other hand she typed:

Mira: Jesus Tyler. I’m close. 

Tyler: Rub that clit and push your fingers inside as far as you can go. Imagine it’s my cock, deep inside you. 

Mira: Oh yes! 

Tyler: Fuck yeah. I would pound into you so hard. Do you like it hard? 

Mira: Yes! Hot and hard, exactly like you. 

Tyler: In and out, thrusting while my hands massage your breasts. 

Mira couldn’t text anymore. Stroking herself, thinking of Tyler, plunging deep inside her. She was getting close. Balancing the phone on the back of the toilet where she could still see it, she pushed her jeans down, spreading her legs further.

Tyler: I’m so deep inside you Mira, you feel so wet and warm. Fuck, you are so damn sexy. 

Mira placed a hand over her mouth, eyes squeezed shut, stifling a moan, as she brought herself to orgasm, sitting in a toilet cubicle at the Farm. Holy shit! 

Opening her eyes, she looked at her phone and saw the last text.

Tyler: Are you coming for me babe? 

Jeez, her legs trembled, her skin on fire. With a shaky hand she picked up her phone and typed back. 

Mira: Ty, you made me cum so frigging hard. 

She pictured him grinning at the other end. Now she wanted to finish him off. 

Mira: My fingers are all wet from me. I’m going to rub them over your cock. Up and down in slow, firm strokes. 

Tyler: Ah babe, I’d love to feel you rubbing your wetness on me. 

Mira: How about my mouth? 

Tyler: Fuck yeah. Taste me. 

Mira; Mmmm, hot, sweet pre cum. 

Tyler: Jesus Mira, I’m going to cum in my fucking pants. There’s no washroom here for me to disappear to. 

Mira: Too bad, I want to take you in my mouth. 

This time there was a long pause before Tyler responded. 

Tyler: Fuck babe, we’re boarding and somehow, I got to get on the plane with a fucking hard on without the team noticing. 

Mira laughed, imagining the ribbing he would get if the team did notice. 

Mira: To be continued then...

Tyler: Hell yeah. And Mira, I can’t wait to do this for real. We’re going to blow each other’s minds. 

Mira paused before responding. 

Mira: Safe flight Ty xx 

This wasn't the first time he’d mentioned doing it for real. Mira had no doubt sex with him would be epic. If they could turn each other on this much on the phone, in person would be explosive. Yet the thought of doing it for real made her nervous. Wouldn’t that change everything? They were having some sexting fun, pleasuring each other. No commitment, no strings, no complications. She would love to experience him in the flesh. The short make out session when he’d kissed her had rocked her world, so yeah, she wanted more. But it would cross a line, and where would it end? A one-night stand or a friends with benefits arrangement? What if it made things awkward? 

As tempting as it was, she didn’t want to ruin what they had going on. So far, they hadn’t promised each other anything. They hadn’t said anything about being exclusive because it wasn't sex. They weren’t a couple. It was just a bit of fun. Wasn’t it? 

But she hadn’t looked at another guy since that kiss. She had no idea whether Tyler was seeing anyone, and it didn’t feel right to ask. She’d been very clear about not wanting anything serious, and he said he was good with that; he didn’t do relationships. What did he want? 

She glanced at her phone. Apparently more than sexting. It wouldn’t be her first one-night stand or casual encounter, but this was Tyler. Someone she worked with, liked, and respected. This wasn’t some guy she could just walk away from and then block on her phone. 

Sighing, Mira straightened herself up and washed her hands. Her phone pinged. 

Tyler: You’re amazing. Talk soon xx 

She smiled. The texts — and Tyler — were becoming addictive, and she didn’t want to do anything to jeopardize that. 

*** 
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TYLER STRAPPED HIMSELF in, placing his hands in his lap trying to cover up the straining bulge. Christ, Mira did it to him every time. Thankfully, the team hadn’t noticed, all too eager to get on the plane and get home. 

“You alright, Tyler? You’re very quiet.” Dexter Dawson, his team leader plopped down beside him. 

“Yeah, I’m good, just tired.” 

“I hear ya. That was a long one.” 

No kidding. They’d been gone ten days, off grid for three days, on the move the whole time, snatching naps when they could. But it had been a success. Their target, a ruthless militant group, would not be terrorizing any more people. Man, the country was bad enough with a civil war going on, the last thing they needed was a terrorist group in the middle of it. 

It had been a while since they’d had an op like that. In SEALs, they were used to long ops, and long deployments in war torn countries. Working with Sam Harrison and Onyx, they were spoiled. While the ops were more dangerous, they were seldom gone more than a few days and the mission was not always to the Middle East. Tyler was enjoying the change in pace and having more time at home. Especially now. It gave him more time to tease Mira. He leaned his head back and smiled. 

“What you so happy about?” Jim “Donnie” Donaldson, the team sniper sat on the other side of him. 

Tyler shrugged. “Just happy to be going home to my own bed.” 

“Anyone going to be in that bed?” Mackie, the youngest on the team, teased. 

“Yeah, me.” Tyler shot back, making him laugh. “Now, if it’s alright with you two, I’m going to close my eyes.” 

“I think I’m going to be doing the same,” Dex said, leaning back himself. 

“We all know why you need to get some shut eye.” Donnie mocked, glancing at him. 

Dex grinned. “You’re just jealous. You need to get a woman of your own.” 

It was Tyler’s turn to laugh now. He had no doubt Dex was eager to get home to his girl. The boys had known Kelly for years. But Dex had her heart, and she had their team leader wrapped around her little finger. 

“I’ll get a woman when I’m good and ready. I cannot commit to one woman yet. That would be so unfair to all the other women out there.” Donnie scoffed. 

That got the whole team laughing as the plane made its way down the runway. 

“You just haven’t found the right one yet. Once you find love, you’ll be done.” Dex smirked. 

The team completely lost it when Steve Williams, explosive extraordinaire, said, “Then his right thumb would seize up from no more swiping right.”

“And his left hand would seize up from no more—” The rest of Ryan’s sentence was drowned out as the plane lifted off the ground.

The team settled down for the long flight home. The guys were exhausted and planned to make the most of the time in the air by getting some rest. Tyler loved these guys. Dex, Donnie, Steve, Ryan Baxter, Dex’s number 2. John “Mackie” Mackenzie, the tech wizard, was Tyler’s best friend. These men here on this plane were his family. He loved every single one of them, trusting them with his life. These men had never let him down. They were the only family he’d ever known and all he needed. Although right now, he really wanted to see Mira.

Jesus, the woman did something to him. Yeah, she was sexy as hell. Her long almost black, thick hair and tanned skin. Mmm. Her wide mouth with full lips just begged to be kissed. But something else about her made her feel different from any other woman he’d slept with. He didn’t date, preferring to keep it simple, just making sure the women knew they’d have a good time, but they would go their separate ways after. He never spent more than a week or two with the same one. Always ending it before they got too attached. He didn’t do romance, didn’t do relationships, so better to be honest upfront rather than hurt them later. He wasn’t a complete asshole. 

But what he and Mira doing... Jeez, what exactly were they doing? He’d sent a few saucy texts with women before, but never like this. He fucking loved it. The connection they had... the chemistry went beyond anything he’d ever felt. And they hadn’t even had sex. Not that he hadn’t tried. They planned to get together a few times but work always got in the way. Mira didn’t seem bothered by it. In fact, thinking about it, he realized she never brought up getting together. It was always him. Did she not want to? 

The thought startled him. OK, she’d made it very clear she wasn’t looking for a relationship, but they never discussed sex. Did she mean no sex either? He was fine with a no strings thing. That worked perfectly for him. But no sex? The sexting was amazing, but he wanted her in his bed. He wanted to act out all those sexting fantasies. 

His cock deflated at the thought she might not want the same. Hell, as good as the sexting was, he couldn’t do that alone forever. Since that kiss, he hadn’t looked at another woman. His sex life had become a cellphone and his hand. Jesus, he’d never gone this long without having sex. Maybe they needed to have a conversation, be honest and open about what they wanted. He liked her. A lot. Respected her. But they worked together. Perhaps Mira had been right in the beginning when she said it wasn’t a good idea. But damn he wasn’t ready to give her up yet. He loved chatting with her. Not just the sexy stuff, they chatted about a lot of things. Mira was easy to talk to, understood what he did, and he liked being able to talk about missions with her. 

Damn, they needed to work this out. She was becoming seriously addictive. He couldn't get her out of his mind. That unnerved him but he liked it, and he didn’t want to do anything to jeopardize it. 
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Raven filtered into the Farm around noon the next day. Sam stood at the head of the debrief table, and Kelly sat next to him as the team got seated. Mira was on video link from the intel office on the other side of the building. Wasting no time, they got into the after-action reports and reviewed the op. 

Tyler tried his best to stay focused on the debrief, but Mira’s beautiful face was proving to be a big distraction. Not the first time either. His thoughts strayed to last night. They’d sexted for over an hour. The images in his head had Mira looking very different from what she did now. Open mouthed, eyes closed, lost in... Fuck, it had blown his mind. And his cock, which took the opportunity to remind him. 

“Tyler, anything to add?” Sam asked. Tyler shifted in his seat, bringing his attention back to the present. 

“No. That just about covers it.” 

“Good. Well I think we’re about done then. Mira, anything else you need from these guys to wrap up your end?” 

“I think I’m good. I have all the op reports, except...Steve. If you can get that one over, I’ll get them filed.” She smiled at the team, her beautiful face filling the screen. Sam glanced at Steve, eyebrows raised. 

“It’s done. Must have forget to hit send. I’ll do it now, Mira. Sorry.” Steve apologized.

“If you want to come over here and kick his ass, feel free.” Dex grinned, mindlessly tossing his prized baseball in the air, a keepsake from his late father. 

“Don’t tempt me.” Mira winked. “But I got my hands full over here.” 

“I bet. You must have those juniors eating out of your hand,” Donnie teased, referring to the young research officers that made up the rest of the intel team and happened to be all male. 

The thought of anyone eating out of Mira’s hand riled Tyler. He looked away, scowling. 

“Let’s just say I get brought my fair share of coffees throughout the day.” 

The boys chuckled. Tyler snapped his head to the screen to see Mira’s smile fade. The guys quieted, looking at him questioningly. Fuck, that was all he needed. 

“So, Nyx got put in play while we were gone?” Tyler glanced at Sam, wanting to change the subject and get the attention off him. 

“Yes. I don’t like having both teams out at once, but this couldn’t wait.” 

“What are they doing?” Dex threw the baseball at Sam, who caught it easily. 

“A quick, recon op. They should be back tomorrow.” He tossed the ball back to Dex. “OK. Let’s call it a day guys.” Sam said surprising them all. “Yeah, I know it’s early, but you’ve had a rough week. Get some R and R. Steve, make sure that report goes in before you go. Great job guys, as always.” The team didn’t need to be told twice. Tyler stood up, planning to go visit Mira before he left. 

“Hey Ty, can I have a word before you leave.” Dex was already walking away from the others, giving Tyler no option but to follow. 

“What’s up?” Tyler followed Dex into Dex’s office and closed the door. Sam had decided team leaders needed somewhere private to take calls and apparently speak to team members alone.

“That’s what I want to ask you.” Dex motioned for him to sit as he leaned against the desk.

“Nothing, I’m good. Why?” 

His team leader studied him for a moment before answering. 

“You’re distracted. Have been for a while.” 

Distracted? That was news to him. As far as he knew his performance had been a hundred percent. 

“Distracted how? You don’t think I was solid on this op?” Fuck, he was sure he had been. Yeah, his mind had been on Mira quite a bit, but only on down time. He’d made sure of that. Or so he’d thought.

“Nothing that caused a problem. But your focus was not solid.” Dex paused and Tyler swallowed. It was never good being called out.

“Anything you want to talk about?” Dex asked.

Tyler cursed and looked away sheepishly. Had he really been off his game because of a woman?

“No.” 

“Ty, I’m not trying to get in your business, and you can tell me to fuck off. But you and Mira have been flirting continually. I see it. Everyone sees it. You’ve been addicted to your phone the past few weeks, barely hanging with the team, and your actions just now, when Donnie was teasing, the whole team noticed that, too.”

Shit. Some special operator he was, thinking he and Mira were keeping it quiet. Had he really been that obvious? Tyler kept his gaze averted as Dex continued. 

“In the almost six years I’ve known you, I’ve never seen you distracted. Look. This isn’t the Navy. It’s not against any rules if you’re dating her. Sam didn’t give a shit about me and Kelly, and he won’t about you and Mira. Not until it affects performance.” 

Tyler waited, but Dex was done talking and appeared to be waiting for a response.

“It’s not what you think. We’re not dating.” 

Dex looked surprised. “Well, then I apologize that I got it wrong. But something has you off. And you need to fix it before it becomes a problem.” 

“It’s complicated, but I’ll handle it and it won’t affect me. You don’t need to be concerned.” 

Dex stood, grabbing two beers from the small fridge in the corner, passing him one. “My priority is making sure you are on point for the team. You don’t have to tell me anything Ty. But if you want to talk, I’m here.”

Tyler opened the can and took a long swig. He wanted to talk about it, and he knew he could trust Dex, but this was fucking weird. 

“Dex, if I was distracted, I apologize, and I’ll get it sorted. It won’t happen again.” He knew there was no room for distraction in what they did, and he had to admit his mind had wandered way too many times to Mira. 

“Good. Whatever is going on with the two of you, it won’t be good for either of you if you let it affect your work. And no one wants that.”

“We’re just friends.”

Dex’s face remained neutral, but Tyler realized he didn’t believe him when he finally spoke. “Your reaction in that room to Donnie’s teasing says otherwise.” 

Damn, Dex was right. The thought of another man even looking at Mira had made him crazy. That freaked him out more than a little. 

Tyler stood. “Look, I like her OK. A lot. But it can’t go anywhere, so there is nothing more to say,” he said defensively. “And it’s Mira. I’d never do anything to hurt her.” Even as he said it, his stomach tightened. When had it become so much more than harmless fun? 

He insisted, “I’m not about to screw with one of our own.” Despite how much he really wanted to get her in his bed, it was never going to go anywhere. Mira had bluntly told him she didn’t want a relationship and that had been music to his ears. But if he saw Mira with someone else? Hell, he wasn’t sure how he would handle that. That didn’t mean he was about to spill his guts to his team leader. No matter how much he trusted and respected him. This was something he needed to sort out for himself and apparently, sooner rather than later. No way would he do anything to threaten his place on the team.

Dex took a drink before speaking again. “I want to ask you something. Don’t take it the wrong way, and you don’t have to answer me.” 

Tyler raised his eyebrows. “Go on.” 

“Have you ever spoken to Claire about your past?” 

“I don’t need a shrink, Dex.” Tyler snapped. His defensive walls went up firmly, and his temper rose.

“I didn’t say you needed one. I just think it might be good, that’s all. From where I’m sitting, you like Mira a lot. I haven’t seen you even glance at a woman for weeks. Casual’s all good, but you’re kidding yourself that you won’t want more one day. Maybe not with Mira, but with someone.” 

Tyler stayed quiet, keeping a lid on his temper. Dex knew some of his history, but not all of it. 

Dex stood up, throwing his can in the trash. “Go enjoy your time off, but if you ever need to chat, you know where to find me.” 

Tyler forced himself to respond calmly. “Thanks.” 

They walked out together, finding Sam the only one still in the debrief room. 

“Kelly said she’d see you at home.” Sam said to Dex.

“That’s where I’m headed. See you guys later.” Tyler called over his shoulder as he walked toward the door. He decided against going to see Mira, choosing to go straight home. The conversation with Dex had rattled him. He couldn’t put his finger on it, but it had stirred up emotions he’d buried years ago. 

Getting in his jeep, he gunned it out of the parking lot, cursing. He hadn’t spoken about his childhood in years. It was done. Dealt with. Buried. Just like his mother. So why the fuck did Dex’s words sit so heavy in his chest? 

It took just fifteen minutes to get to his complex. Parking, he took the stairs two at a time, to his apartment on the fourth floor. No sooner through the door, then he stripped off his clothes as he walked to the bathroom and stepped under the shower. Just thinking of his mother, his childhood, always made him feel dirty. 

Bracing his arms against the tiled wall, he let the water run down his back. Jesus, was it really that obvious about him and Mira? Damn, the fact the whole team sensed something made him uncomfortable. With Dex, Ryan, and Steve all being attached, he would usually shoot the shit about women with Donnie and Mackie. Since that kiss with Mira, though, he hadn’t engaged in the trash talk. Dex was right. He’d not been hanging with them much either. Happy to be home, chatting or texting with Mira. He would never mention what they were doing to the boys. She wasn’t some random woman he’d picked up. However, she wasn’t his girlfriend, either. No, she was one of the team and that did complicate things. 

Shit, the whole situation had gotten far too complicated. Neither of them wanted a relationship, but continuing the way they were no longer seemed right. 

Jesus, Tyler, what were you thinking, getting involved with her at all, knowing it would never go anywhere. She’s part of Onyx!

Turning off the water, he quickly dressed and grabbed the keys to his jeep before he could change his mind. Mira would still be at the Farm. 

Windows down and music on, he couldn’t remember ever feeling this nervous about going to meet a woman. He hadn’t seen her in a week. They talked on the phone, FaceTime, and of course, text, but there’s nothing like the real thing. He couldn’t wait to see her. 

But you're still going to end it, Tyler. 

It was early evening by the time he arrived back at the Farm. Outside the intel office, he paused. What was he going to say? Shaking his head, he chided himself. Get a fucking grip. You’ve been letting women down all your life.

He opened the door and found Mira alone in the room.

“Ty! What are you doing here?” She smiled and Tyler relaxed a little. 

“Hey. Thought I’d surprise you.” God, she was beautiful. She took his breath away and he had to force himself not to stare.

“Well, you have. I thought Sam sent you home.” They stood a few feet apart, an awkwardness between them. This was exactly what he didn’t want. Why he had to end it before they ruined their friendship.

“Let me take you to dinner.” A public place, where he wouldn’t be able to lay her down and show her exactly what his sexts were like for real. His cock stirred, very much wanting to re-enact every last one of them. 

Mira cocked her head. “Dinner?” 

“Yeah. You know, a restaurant where you order food,” he teased. 

“Haha. OK, sure. Dinner would be nice. I just need to finish up a couple of things.” 

“No problem, I can wait.” 

“I won’t be long.” 

When Mira turned away, his gaze immediately dropped to her ass covered in tight fitting denim. He’d dreamed about that ass in very vivid detail, his imagination knowing no bounds. 

“Everything OK with Nyx?” he said, dragging his eyes away. 

“Yes. They’re done. Be boarding the C-17 shortly. I don’t need to be here for that. The boys can handle it,” she said, clearing away some files on her desk. 

“Where are the boys?” he asked, trying to keep the jealousy out of his voice. The junior guys were nowhere to be seen. 

“The war room.” She grinned. “Sam’s letting them see Nyx home from there as you guys are gone.” 

“Ah. They get to play in the big boy yard.” 

Mira laughed and the sound made his heart swell. This conversation he was planning to have wasn’t going to be easy.

“OK, I’m set. Where do you want to go?” She grabbed her purse. 

“Italian?” 

“Sounds good to me. I’m starving.” 

*** 
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MIRA INSISTED ON FOLLOWING him to the restaurant in her own car. Although it was good to see him, she didn’t want him to have any expectations they would go home together. Tyler turning up unexpected had been a surprise. A nice one, but her heart raced with anxiety, wondering why he was here. They hadn’t made plans to meet. Was he here for sex? 

Mira, it’s just dinner. He’s not going to jump your bones in a restaurant.

The hostess showed them to a table, openly eating Tyler alive with her eyes while barely acknowledging Mira. She couldn’t blame her. Tyler was boy next door handsome. Brown hair, longer on top, the cutest dimples, and a few days worth of stubble. Five foot nine, he had a body other men dreamed of having and clearly the hostess dreamed of touching. Mira wanted to laugh, but she refrained until they were seated in a booth. 

“I take it that’s a regular occurrence for you?” 

“What are you talking about?” Tyler asked, sounding innocent. 

“Oh, come on. That hostess was about to drop her panties for you right then. I’m surprised she didn't just sit on your lap.” 

Tyler grinned and those dimples sent shivers down Mira’s spine. God, he was so damn sexy. 

“I didn’t notice.” 

“Yeah right. How could you not notice, you are an operator aren’t you? Or am I out with a different Tyler Mason?” 

“OK, maybe I noticed. But to answer your question, no, it is not a regular occurrence. And I was too busy scowling at all the men drooling over you.” 

Mira rolled her eyes, ignoring the comment. 

They ordered drinks and food and she began to relax. Any worries she had disappeared as the conversation flowed easily between them. They talked about the guys, the Farm, sport, news, and music. Before they knew it, their waitress was clearing their table. Mira ordered a coffee, not ready to end the evening, Tyler accepted one too.

“Were you born in San Diego?” Mira asked him. They had never really spoken about family or where they were from. 

“No. Denver, Colorado. SEALs brought me here.” 

“So your family is still in Denver?” Mira saw the frown on his face as he picked up his mug of coffee. 

“No, no family there.” 

She opened her mouth to ask more, but his closed expression made her stop. Talking about his family appeared to be off limits. 

“What about you?” He lowered his mug. 

“Born in Miami,” she said easily. Give a little to get a little, she thought. “My folks are back there. I’m an only child. Work brought me here, too.” 

“Do you go back much?” 

“With our work schedules?” She smiled. “I try to get back when I can. Dad’s health is not so good. But we talk all the time by phone and text.” 

Their eyes met at the mention of texting. Mira took a breath, deciding it was time to find out Tyler's intentions for being here.

“So, I’m sensing there’s a reason behind this surprise visit?” she asked nervously. 

Tyler stared down at his coffee. The normally self-assured man appeared to be struggling to find words. 

“I wanted to see you,” he said quietly.

“You saw me earlier.” 

“Onscreen, with a room full of people. I wanted to see you. Just you.” He raised his head and she saw pain in his eyes that caught her off guard. She sipped her coffee, not sure what to say or where this was heading. 

“Mira, I thought we should talk.” His voice was surprisingly gentle.

Uh oh, those were never good words to hear. Her hands trembled a little and she tightly gripped her coffee cup, raising it to her lips, waiting for him to continue.

“I really like you. What we’re doing has been so fucking hot. I thought maybe we should talk about what happens next.” 

She gulped a mouthful of coffee, almost burning her throat. Shit, he had come for sex. 

“I don’t mean I came here for sex,” he said in a whisper, as if reading her mind. “Although there’s nothing I’d like more than to take you to bed.” His voice was so low, the heat in his eyes sent a wave of desire through her. She lowered her cup to the table, her palms sweating.

“Ty, I told you I’m not looking for anything serious.” 

As she said the words, a pang of sadness hit her. Career first, she had promised herself. It didn’t stop her thinking about what it might be like to be in a relationship with him. Tonight, dinner, it felt so right, like a date. She liked it. A lot. 

“I know and I heard you. I’m not relationship material. But I don’t want to hurt you. You’re important to me and the team. I don’t want anything to ruin that.” 

Why did he think he wasn’t relationship material? He was the whole damn package. Apart from being drop dead gorgeous, he was smart, funny, financially stable, served his country, would give his life for others, seriously skilled at pleasing a woman if his sexts were anything to go by, and was great with kids. You only had to see him with Megan, his teammate Steve’s daughter. 

“You’re not hurting me. I thought we were both having some fun. We agreed that’s all it would be.” 

“It is fun, babe. But at what point do we say enough is enough? A cellphone and my hand are not going to satisfy me forever.” He offered a small smile.

She blanched. Was he saying he hadn’t had sex with anyone since they’d started sexting? 

“I didn’t realize you weren’t seeing...women,” she said awkwardly. The shock on Tyler’s face took her back. 

“Seriously? You thought I was seeing other women all this time?” 

“I just thought...well... it’s not like we’re dating or anything.” 

“Have you been seeing other guys?” 

Oh shit, he looked pissed now. “No. I haven’t.” Her answer seemed to calm him. 

“Jesus, Mira. I would never do that to you. I know we’re not exactly dating but we’re still involved.” 

She blinked, unsure why hearing him say that made her happy. Taking a breath, she said what had been on her mind. 

“Tyler, I’m not sure we should have sex. It’s not that I don’t want you. But it’s crossing a line, and I’m worried it would ruin our friendship and, like you just said, I don’t want to risk that.” 
Tyler reached for her hands. “Neither do I, babe. You mean too much to me and I don’t just mean the sexting. You’re so easy to talk to.” 
“I love talking to you, too.” They sat, holding hands, their eyes locked on each other, before she whispered, “Can’t we just carry on as we are?” 

Even as she said it, she knew they couldn’t. She couldn’t. Her feelings for Tyler were intensifying. However much she tried to convince herself it was just a casual bit of fun.

“I don’t think we can, babe. You’re becoming a big distraction for me.” He raised one of her hands to his lips and kissed it gently, sending a thrill all the way to her core. 

“Where does that leave us?” She tried her best to keep her voice steady.

“I think we both know where it leaves us.” 

Shit, he was ending it and he was right. They were so damn good together, but a sexting relationship couldn’t go on forever. And they’d both agreed to the rules and he wasn’t asking her to consider anything more.

“I’ve really enjoyed tonight. Perhaps we can still do this?” she said hopefully. The thought of not spending time with him, talking, or texting made her gut clench. 

“Friends?” The resigned way he said the word struck her. 

“Yeah, friends.” Why the hell did it feel like her heart was shattering? 

“Can friends still go to dinner, call, chat, text?” He smiled weakly. Yeah, he was not thrilled with the idea of just friends, either. 

“Yes, friends can do all that.” 

But no more sexting. Neither of them said it, but they both knew it. Ask me for more, Tyler. Ask me! Make me change my mind.


Tyler squeezed her hand and his beautiful blue eyes never wavered from hers. 

“Promise me things won’t be awkward between us. I couldn’t bear it.” 


Damn, why had this gotten so...complex?

Because you’re starting to have feelings for him. 

She pushed the thought from her mind. Not going to happen. 

She shook her head, a lump forming in her throat. God, this was ridiculous, they were never a couple. 

“I promise,” she whispered. 

Tyler signaled for the check and insisted on paying the bill before walking her to her car. 

“I guess I’ll talk to you soon,” he said, opening the car door for her. 

“Yes. Thank you for dinner. I had a really nice time.” 

“Me, too.” He leaned toward her and kissed her cheek gently. 

Impulsively, she placed a hand on his cheek. Their previous kiss flooded back to her. The way he had devoured her mouth. Owning it. Commanding it. Those same lips were mere inches from hers. He tensed, but he didn’t move. Her brain screamed this wasn’t a good idea, but she needed one last kiss. She craved it. Making the move, she brushed her lips over his. He stilled. 

She closed her eyes and did it again. This time, he growled before he cupped her face and took over. Slipping her arms around his neck, she sighed as his tongue plunged into her mouth, exploring, taking, tasting. Demanding. 

She kissed him back with equal force. He lowered his arms and pulled her against him. The heat of his body shot desire straight to her core. Just as she thought about dragging him into her car, he broke the kiss and leaned his forehead against hers. They were both breathing heavily and her heart raced. Finally, Tyler released her and stepped back. His blue eyes met hers.

“Drive safe, Mira.” 

He walked to his jeep and climbed in without looking back. As he drove out of the parking lot, he turned to her with a small smile and waved. Then he disappeared out of sight. 

Mira stared after him, with an overwhelming feeling of disappointment at what might have been. 

Almost on autopilot, she got in her car and started the engine. It took her just ten minutes to get home, but she barely remembered driving there. Just as she closed her front door, her phone pinged. 

Tyler: Miss you already. Xxx 

Being just friends was going to be tougher than she thought. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 3
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Tyler gave a slow wolf whistle as Ryan stepped out of his new car. The team had just arrived at Jerry’s Bar, Onyx’s favorite place to hang out.

Ryan strode toward him and the rest of Raven with a big smile.

“Those are nice wheels,” Tyler said. He and the team surrounded Ryan’s new gun-metal gray Mustang, making noises of approval. Ryan’s last Mustang had got torched on a previous op when he’d had to ditch it to get Dr. Sophie Summers, his now girlfriend, to safety.

“Oh, she’s a beauty,” Ryan said. “Pretty sure I can get her to do zero to sixty in under five seconds.” 

The team laughed. There was no doubt Ryan would have tested his theory.

“So, no minivan yet?” Donnie teased. “I mean, you being all settled down now with Sophie, thought you might drop the playboy car, get ready for a family.”

“Yeah, he’ll be buying a house with a white picket fence next,” Tyler added.

“Sophie happens to love a Mustang. And for the record, if we do decide to have kids one day, there is no chance in hell I am buying a minivan. A man has to keep some street cred.” Ryan grinned.

“I’m with you.” Tyler smiled. Not that he was ever having kids. Not in this lifetime.

The boys headed into Jerry’s to find Nyx already there, having returned from their op yesterday. Both teams settled in to make the most of some down time. It wasn't often they all got to hang out together. The members of Raven and Nyx were firm friends. Yeah, there was some friendly competition between them, especially between Dex and Liam, Nyx’s team leader, but it was all harmless fun. At the end of the day the two teams had each other’s backs. If one team was in trouble, the only people coming to rescue them would be the other one. With what they did, there was no guarantee SEALs or DELTA could come to their rescue. Most of the time, they were on their own. 

The guys spent the next few hours shooting the shit, drinking, eating, and generally having a good time. Tyler leaned against the bar, watching the pool game between Dylan and Steve. Mackie stood next to him. 

“Twenty bucks says you don’t make that shot,” Mackie challenged. Dylan, Nyx team’s second in command, moved around the pool table and set up to sink the eight ball. 

“Make it fifty bucks and you’re on.” Dylan paused in position, waiting for Mackie to answer. Tyler looked at Mackie as he took a swig from his beer bottle. No way Mackie would back down from that bet. Mackie didn’t disappoint.

“Deal.” Mackie slapped a fifty on the table edge.

Raven and Nyx gathered round to watch. Tyler moved behind Dylan to get a better look at the angle. It was a difficult shot and could easily go either way. But if he was betting, he would bet on Dylan making it. 

Dylan took the shot. The white ball smoothly rolled along the table, bouncing off the cushion, then kissing the eight ball in exactly the right spot with just enough pressure to sink it perfectly in the top right pocket. Mackie groaned and the rest of the guys cheered. 

Tyler fist bumped Dylan with a grin. “Nice shot.” Then he settled back on a bar stool and ordered another beer. Out of habit, he took out his phone to text Mira. Quickly, he put it down. They were just friends. Friends didn’t text each other all day every day. Fuck, holding back the past couple of days had been much tougher than he’d expected. He missed her. A lot.

Dinner with Mira had been one of the best evenings he’d ever spent with a woman. She was beautiful to look at, the conversation had been easy, relaxed, and he’d had more fun than he’d had in a long time. He rarely took a woman to dinner. Drinks, maybe. But dinner always seemed a bit too intimate, and he hadn’t wanted to give them the wrong idea.

Breaking it off with Mira and agreeing to be friends had been the right thing to do, but God, that kiss. He knew it was a goodbye kiss, in the sense that the steamy sexting part of their friendship was over but, damn, he couldn’t get it out of his mind. It had felt so right, like their mouths were made for each other. Everything was different with Mira. She stirred feelings inside him he’d never felt before. Feelings like what if they were in a relationship? What if he did want more? 

Tyler shook the idea from his head, taking a drink. He’d been caught up in the moment. He could never be the man Mira deserved. No one had ever wanted him in their lives permanently. He lost everyone he ever dared to let himself get close to, and he didn’t want to lose Mira. Being her friend was better than nothing at all. 

His teammates were the only people in his life he cared about and trusted. It had taken him years to build that trust, and they were close as a team. Brothers. But he still constantly worried about losing them. None of them knew his history. Dex knew a little, but none of them were aware of the full story, all the details. Not even Mackie, his best friend. That’s the way he planned to keep it. He didn’t want their pity or sympathy. He had learned to keep a lid on that box, and he had no intention of letting anyone in. That included Mira. 

It had been a relief to get out today, hang with the boys and keep his mind occupied. The teams were on top form, and a
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