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Chapter one
Tactical Entry


The last student left forty minutes ago. I was still cleaning. 
I wiped the whiteboard slowly, spraying each corner even though it didn’t need it. The room was quiet, fluorescent hum and faint music from another classroom down the hall. My arm ached. I switched hands.
On my desk, a half-graded stack of math tests waited. I didn’t sit. My phone buzzed in my tote bag but I ignored it. Probably Lauren. Or one of the teacher threads trying to organize a happy hour. I didn’t want to go.
I needed to shower when I got home. Wash my hair. Finally shave. My toenails were chipped. I’d meant to repaint them last weekend but hadn’t. The polish had worn off in uneven patches— flashes of pale pink against dry heels and cotton socks.
It had been years since I really cared how I looked at the end of a workday. I dressed well enough. Wore lipstick sometimes. But it had been a long time since I walked into a room hoping someone might look at me and want.
Ten years since the divorce. Lauren had just turned nine. Now she was off at college, living in a shared apartment in Nashville and calling once a week when she remembered.
I reached for the spray bottle again. My hand trembled.
I’d been thinking about Ryan more than I meant to.
He was graduating Basic next weekend. His last letter had mentioned it, and I’d tapped it into my calendar without thinking. He said he’d try to call when he could. Said he wished we’d met before he left, even just for coffee. I’d said no. He was too young. I wasn’t ready. I wasn’t sure I’d ever be ready.
But now, months later, he still filled my head when I couldn’t sleep. His voice. His words. That picture he sent me in uniform. I couldn’t forget it. I didn’t want to.
“Amy.”
The sound of my name stopped everything. The rag slipped from my hand and hit the floor.
I turned. Fast.
A man stood in the doorway.
My brain couldn’t make the connection. His voice was exactly right: low, calm, warm. But the body it came from? Real. Tall. Built. Uniform pressed and perfect. Skin darker than I imagined, jaw sharp, arms thick with muscle. His short hair was slightly grown out. Stubble along his jaw. A soft glint in his eyes.
Ryan.
I didn’t say it out loud. Couldn’t. My lips parted but no sound came.
He stepped forward slowly, hands out and calm, like I might bolt. “Hey,” he said, softer now. “Sorry if I scared you.”
“You—” My mouth opened and closed. My pulse kicked hard. “You’re real.”
“I hope so,” he said, smiling a little. “Unless I hallucinated a plane, two taxis, and a guy who tried to sell me a frozen lobster out of his backpack.”
That laugh bubbled up too fast for me to catch it. I caught it anyway, halfway through, pressing my hand to my mouth. “You’re not supposed to be here.”
“I know.”
“You said graduation wasn’t until next Sunday.”
“I lied. It was a few days ago.”
He shifted his weight and pulled something from behind his back.
A single red rose. Slightly wilted from travel, but still vivid. Still whole.
“I wasn’t sure if this was too much,” he said, scratching his neck. “But I couldn’t come empty-handed.”
My chest tightened. I took it from him slowly, fingers brushing his. “It’s wonderful.”
He smiled, quiet and steady. “Good. I hoped you’d think so.”
I stared at him. His chest rose slow under his dog tags. He looked taller than I expected. His eyes hadn’t left my face once.
“I didn’t think—” I stopped myself. My throat felt tight. “You flew all the way here?”
“I had leave. I had to see you.”
I tried to breathe, but it caught halfway.
“I know you didn’t want to meet before,” he added. “And if you want me to go, I will. I’ll turn around and disappear right now. No hard feelings.”
I stepped forward. Not a big step. Just enough.
“Do I get a hug?” he asked.
My legs moved before my brain caught up.
He met me halfway, one arm wrapping around my back. The other slid up my shoulder. His hold was firm. Warm. Bigger than I expected. He smelled like clean soap and starch and skin. No cologne. Just him.
I tried to get my footing. My cheek pressed to his chest.
“I’m here,” he whispered.
I didn’t answer. My fingers curled in the edge of his jacket. He tightened his grip.
The tension in my back didn’t break. It just slid lower, burning hot in my stomach.
He pulled back just enough to look at me. His hand stayed on my back.
“Can I kiss you, Amy?”
My mouth went dry. My skin buzzed. I searched his face, trying to focus on his eyes, his lips, but the way his thumb traced slow circles against my spine short-circuited everything else.
I nodded.
He kissed me like he’d been holding it in for weeks.
His mouth was warm, steady, a little rough. He tasted like mint and airport coffee. My lips parted and he deepened the kiss, tongue sliding slow, careful but hungry. My knees almost gave out. I held onto his jacket like I needed it to stand.
He kissed me harder. His hands moved from my waist to my ribs, then the edge of my jaw. His body pressed against mine, solid and sure, like he’d wanted this for a long time. Like he wasn’t going to waste a second of it.
I made a sound I didn’t recognize: deep and involuntary. I felt it more than heard it.
My hands moved to his chest. I pushed. Not hard. Just enough to breathe.
He stopped. Eyes on mine. Waiting.
“Are we really doing this?” I managed.
He didn’t blink. Didn’t look away.
“Only if you say so.”
My pulse thumped once, sharp and loud. Every part of me tilted toward him, even as I stood frozen.
I didn’t answer yet. Not with words.
But my hands stayed on him.
He kissed me again, harder this time. No hesitation. Nothing held back. His hands slid to my hips, pulling me against him as he moved forward. I stepped back until my thighs hit the desk.
My skirt had already started to ride up. I didn’t fix it.
He broke the kiss long enough to look down. His fingers traced the edge of the fabric, skimming my bare thigh. The look he gave me sent a jolt straight to my core.
I tilted my head back as he kissed down my neck, but my eyes caught movement in the doorway.
The door.
It was still open.
I froze. My hand pressed to his chest. “Ryan, wait.”
He stopped immediately. “What’s wrong?”
I nodded toward the hall.
He turned, saw the open door, and understood instantly. No teasing, no smirk.
He crossed to it in three strides. The door clicked shut, then locked.
When he turned back to me, the look in his eyes had sharpened. He didn’t say anything.
I was still standing where he left me, one hand braced on the desk, chest rising fast.
He returned to me slowly, deliberately.
“You’re sure this is okay? I have permission to touch you all over?”
I searched his eyes. The weight of it all pressed heavy against my chest. I didn’t answer. Not with words. But I didn’t move away.
His gaze didn’t waver.
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Chapter two
Target Locked


I swallowed, then nodded once. 
“Permission granted, soldier.”
His breath hitched. That was all he needed.
His mouth covered mine: hot and insistent. His hands were everywhere. One cupped the back of my neck. The other slid under my skirt, bold and sure. His fingers found me easily. I gasped.
“Fuck,” he breathed. “Already soaked.”
My knees wobbled. He crouched quickly, one hand braced behind my thigh, the other tugging at my waistband.
“Wait—” I said, hesitating.
He looked up, brows drawn.
I winced. “I didn’t shave.”
Ryan’s eyes didn’t move from mine. “Don’t care.”
Then he kissed the inside of my knee and pulled my panties down slow, like he was unwrapping something precious. I steadied myself on the edge of the desk as he worked them past my ankles. He slid his hands up my calves, over the backs of my thighs, palms wide, like he wanted to feel everything.
He rose, lifting me easily, like it was nothing. I felt too heavy for that, but he didn’t flinch. My skirt bunched at my hips as he set me down on the edge of the desk.
“Jesus,” I breathed, fingers curling on the edge.
“You feel perfect,” he said, already pressing between my legs.
He kissed me again, slower this time, like he wanted to savor it. His hand moved up the inside of my thigh, pausing just before he touched me. He pulled back enough to look down, then met my eyes again.
“You’re beautiful,” he said.
I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. His mouth was at my throat now, then my chest, teeth grazing the edge of my bra. My shirt was half undone. I hadn’t even noticed him doing it. His fingers slid under the cup, finding my nipple, rolling it between calloused fingers until I whimpered.
Then he dropped to his knees.
The sight of him there—broad shoulders, dark eyes, that uniform stretched across his back—made everything else go still.
He spread my thighs and kissed me like he meant to ruin me.
The first stroke of his tongue made my hips jerk. I clutched the edge of the desk, then one hand flew to my mouth, stifling the cry that broke loose when he flicked my clit again.
My head tipped back. I bit down on my fist, trying to stay quiet. His tongue moved faster, lips sealing around me, sucking with perfect pressure. My thighs trembled. My breath came in sharp, shallow bursts.
The orgasm slammed into me. Hot. Sudden. Unstoppable. I cried out against my knuckles, eyes squeezed shut.
He didn’t stop until I pushed at his shoulder, breathless.
He rose slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. His eyes were still locked on mine. Dark. Hungry. Reverent.
My thighs still trembled, slick with heat and aftershocks. Each breath came jagged. My skirt was bunched high at my hips, panties still dangling from one ankle. My blouse hung open, bra askew. I didn’t try to fix it.
Ryan stepped between my knees, resting his hands on the desk behind my hips. His lips brushed my jaw.
“Okay?” he asked, voice rough with restraint.
I nodded. Pulled him in by the collar.
He kissed me hard. I tasted myself on his mouth, sharp and warm. He pulled back just enough to unfasten his belt. My breath hitched as I watched him push his pants down. His cock was thick, hard, already slick at the tip.
He stroked once. Then again. Slid a condom over the length of it. Then looked up.
“You sure?”
I reached for him. “Please.”
He lined himself up and pressed into me slowly. My breath hitched. My body stretched to take him, inch by inch. My hands gripped his shoulders.
“Jesus,” he groaned.
My legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging in.
“I’ve wanted this,” I whispered. “Since the first call. Since your voice in my ear. I wanted this.”
His mouth found my neck again. “You’ve got it.”
He started to move: slow at first, letting me adjust. I met every thrust, gasping each time he filled me. My nails scraped his back through his shirt. His cock hit deep, each stroke pushing me higher, leaving nothing but the next thrust.
The desk rocked beneath us. Wood creaked. Papers slipped from the edge and fluttered to the floor. I didn’t care. Couldn’t think.
“Harder,” I breathed.
He obeyed.
His
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