
  
    [image: Open Skies Box Set, Volume One]
  


  
    
      OPEN SKIES BOX SET, VOLUME ONE

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        BECCA JAMESON

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Becca Jameson Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Newsletter

      

      
        Introduction

      

    

    
      
        Layover

      

      
        Redeye

      

      
        Nonstop

      

    

    
      
        Author’s Note

      

      
        Standby by Becca Jameson

      

      
        Also by Becca Jameson

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Join my newsletter to stay up to date on all things Becca Jameson!

        Becca’s Newsletter Sign-up

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      The Open Skies series is a spinoff from a book I wrote in Susan Stoker’s world with an amazing group of authors! The characters in the Open Skies series were introduced in that book, Destiny’s Delta from Delta Team Three. If you’re wondering about Destiny and Trent’s story, you can read about them in Destiny’s Delta!

      

      
        
        Delta Team Three (Special Forces: Operation Alpha):

        Destiny’s Delta

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2020 by Becca Jameson

      Cover Artist: Originalsyn

      All characters and events in this book are fictitious. And resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental.

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

          

        

      

    

    
      Many thanks to my childhood friend Jason, whose name I used in this book. He provided me with amazing details of his time in Desert Storm, including how he acquired his nickname. I used several of these details when writing Layover, and I’m grateful for his contributions.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      Libby

      It was supposed to be a one-night stand with a buff Delta.

      A chance to experience the forbidden.

      Her parents would never approve. Her mother’s heart is set on her marrying a Guatemalan.

      But he rocked her world, and she can’t get him out of her mind months later.

      The chemistry… The way he made her feel… The control…

      When he steps into her path again, she can’t resist the temptation. She won’t.

      

      Jason

      No way was he going after a woman who snuck out on him.

      No matter how good the sex was or how well they connected.

      He needed to focus on his last few months in the Army.

      But she was never far from his mind, and now he’s moved to her town.

      He’s not about to let her slip through his hands a second time, but is she using him?

      He’s been screwed over before. He won’t make the same mistake twice.
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      “That one,” Libby whispered as she set her elbows on the high-top table where the two women stood and leaned in closer to Christa, her breath hitching.

      Christa glanced at Libby and then followed her line of sight. “The tall one?”

      “They’re all tall. You think it’s a requirement or something?” she joked, sitting up straighter. “Maybe there’s a height requirement for men who enter the military.”

      Christa rolled her pale blue eyes and tucked a lock of blond hair behind her ear. “There is no height requirement for the military.”

      Libby shot her a goofy glance. “I was kidding.”

      “You’re not wrong though. It seems like all of Trent’s friends are tall. And built. And…do these guys ever eat junk food?”

      The man Libby had her sights on glanced their direction. When he turned his body, she licked her lips. He had on khaki dress pants, a pale-blue, button-down shirt, and loafers. Casual but stylish. Like the rest of the wedding party at Destiny and Trent’s rehearsal dinner.

      Libby smiled at him. And then she melted a bit when he returned the smile.

      Christa jerked her gaze downward and muttered, “Shit. He caught us ogling.”

      “Ogling? We’re downright staring, and I don’t care if he did catch us. Me in particular. I hope he’s single.”

      Christa lifted her gaze back to face Libby. Her cheeks were pink, which happened often considering how pale Christa’s skin was and how easily she embarrassed. “Does it even matter? If all you care about is a one-night stand with one of these guys, what difference does it make if he’s single or not?”

      Libby gasped in mock horror. “I’m not stealing some other woman’s man.” Destiny, one of her best friends and the star of this weekend, hadn’t mentioned any of her fiancé Trent’s friends being married or even in serious relationships. So Libby wasn’t too worried. She was on a mission. Her goal for the night was to choose a willing, handsome, buff guy and then flirt mercilessly with him.

      Tomorrow night was when she intended to strike, after the wedding itself. Tonight would be too obvious in this more intimate gathering in the reserved room at the back of an Italian restaurant. Besides, it would be awkward tomorrow if she slept with one of the groomsmen and then had to face him at the wedding.

      She was pretty sure the man she’d singled out who was now glancing at her yet again was named Jason Nixon. It was nearly impossible to keep up with any one of Trent’s friends’ names since half the time he called them by their last name, and the other half of the time he referred to them by their team nickname. But she’d heard them refer to this tall, broad, breath of fresh air as Hatch.

      “I don’t know how you can possibly set your mind to having sex with a stranger before you’ve even met him,” Christa continued, her voice low, her eyes darting around as if the mention of the word sex might cause eyebrows to rise.

      “Girl, do you have any idea what kind of men I’ve dated? I’m twenty-eight years old. My mother has set me up with half the Guatemalan men anywhere close to my age in a thirty-mile radius. Every one of them has been a failure.”

      Christa giggled. “Your mom is persistent.”

      “That’s an understatement. She doesn’t seem to grasp that since I was born and raised in Dallas, I spent my life exposed to a far more diverse culture than she’s from.” Libby glanced at Christa. “The guys she sets me up with are always cocky and macho. They may act perfectly polite when they’re around my parents, but as soon as we’re alone it’s like they puff out their chests and start some sort of mating dance.” Libby shuddered at the reminder.

      Christa laughed harder. “Don’t forget, I’ve been with you on a few double dates. I’ve seen this mating dance in action. Your description is hilarious but spot-on.”

      Libby sighed as she glanced again at Jason. “I want to know what it feels like to be with a man who’s more interested in me than himself. That guy…” She nodded once again toward the man who’d grabbed her attention, “…makes me squirm. I like the way he smiles at me. It doesn’t hurt that he’s rock hard, muscular, and tall.” Libby sighed dramatically.

      “Not gonna lie. He looks pretty cocky himself.”

      Libby shook her head. “No. It’s different. He looks confident. Alpha, but not in a macho sort of way,” she mused. “I’ve always had a bit of a thing for men in uniform. I’m dying to roll around between the sheets with one of them.”

      “And you think if you sleep with one of these guys, you’ll get it out of your system? Seems like a risky idea.”

      Libby nodded. “That’s my plan.”

      “What are you going to tell your mom when you end up falling for him?”

      Libby cringed. “Not gonna happen. My parents would have a coronary if I dated a man like that cool drink of water. He has so many strikes against him, my mother would drop dead. He’s full-blooded American for one thing, and white.”

      “Might I remind you that you’re full-blooded American too,” Christa pointed out. “It’s not a race.”

      Libby laughed. “To my mother it is. ‘Guatemalans must stick together,’” she began in her mother’s authoritative tone. ‘It’s time for you to find a nice man from our country and settle down. I’m not getting any younger. I need grandbabies.’”

      Christa winced. “Yeah, your mom does kinda sound like that.”

      “And the crazy thing is that she was born in the US too. I guess the fact that she lived in a less diverse community growing up caused her to absorb more of the traditional Guatemalan ways of thinking. I thought maybe she would lighten up after her parents passed away, but noooo. If anything, she lays it on even thicker.”

      “Shit. He’s coming this way,” Christa whispered.

      Libby sat up straighter, smoothing her hands down her dress, over her thighs. She hoped her makeup looked okay. She hadn’t reapplied lipstick since they’d finished dinner.

      Suddenly, she felt a bit silly and presumptuous. It wasn’t like her to pick out a man from across a room and set her sights on him. She honestly hadn’t dated any white guys. Nor had she dated anyone as formidable as this man.

      His gaze was definitely set on her as he approached, his swagger slightly cocky, his lips tipped up almost in a smirk. Maybe he was no different than the macho guys she was used to, but somehow he had a different vibe. Her body had come alive more and more throughout the evening. By now, she was buzzing with arousal. Most of the men she’d dated made her cringe and shrink away from them within minutes. Not this one. By the time he reached their table, Libby was no longer breathing. She had to tip her head way back to meet his gaze.

      He turned toward Christa. “I haven’t had a chance to meet you two yet.” He held out a hand. “Jason Nixon.”

      At least Libby had his name right in her head.

      Christa shook his hand in her small pale one, barely managing to murmur, “Christa Boyce.” She took a step back, pointing over her shoulder. “I’m just gonna go get a drink.” She fled so fast it was a wonder a breeze didn’t hit Libby in the face.

      Jason turned his attention toward Libby once again and took her hand next. “And you are?”

      “Libby. Libby Garcia,” she stammered, loving the feel of his firm handshake. His hand was darn near twice the size of hers. Granted, everything about her was petite. She was four eleven and proportionately dainty. Most of the time that fact drove her crazy, and she worked hard to make up for her size with personality. With Jason, she suddenly didn’t mind. He seemed huge and powerful, and she liked it.

      “Libby. Is that short for Elizabeth?”

      She shook her head and cleared her throat. “No. Libertad.”

      “Ah, Hispanic. Libertad. Liberty. I love that.” His accent was nearly perfect.

      Her eyes widened. For one thing, no one ever loved her weird name. And for another thing, Jason Nixon apparently spoke at least enough Spanish to correctly pronounce and translate Liberty. Interesting. “Thank you,” she managed to murmur as he released her fingers.

      “Nice to meet you, Libby. Save a dance for me tomorrow night?”

      She nearly choked as she stared at his raised eyebrow. She was not going to chicken out. She was so totally going to lay it on thick with this hunk. “Absolutely. Looking forward to it.”
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      Twenty-four hours later…

      

      Libby slid her palms up and down Jason’s back as soon as he’d tugged off his uniform jacket and draped it over the back of the one chair in his hotel room. He was as hard as she’d imagined. Every inch of him rock solid. Muscular. Fit. Her mouth watered. A frantic yearning to have more of him consumed her.

      He hadn’t even kissed her yet, but she could tell by the hungry look in his eyes that was about to change. He cupped her face and stared into her eyes in the dim light.

      After hours of flirting mercilessly with each other at the wedding and then the reception, they had finally broken away from the party to sneak upstairs to his room. The sneaking part probably wasn’t necessary, nor did she suspect they had pulled it off. She doubted any of her friends or his had any doubt about where and how she and Jason intended to spend the rest of the night.

      He stepped closer, taking her breath away as he flattened her to the wall. His huge hands came to her face, cupping it reverently, his gaze intense. “I’m going to kiss every inch of your body,” he informed her in a gravelly voice.

      “I hope so,” she whispered in response. She’d been aroused all evening. No. She’d been aroused since she’d set eyes on him last night at the rehearsal. She’d tossed and turned all night dreaming about what it might be like to have his hands on her, his lips on hers, his cock inside her.

      Thank God he’d gotten the message from her not-so-subtle suggestions last night because she wasn’t sure what she might have done if she’d arrived at the wedding today to find him ignoring her entirely.

      He’d done nothing of the sort. In fact, when she’d first spotted him among the crowd of groomsmen gathered outside the church, he’d smiled at her. Confident. Knowing.

      Her heart had fluttered from that moment on. Thousands of glances later, with no words spoken between them, he’d finally taken her hand and led her to the dance floor near the end of the evening. “You promised me a dance,” he’d murmured as he began to rock her back and forth to the slow song.

      His hands had been everywhere, sliding up and down her back, over her ass, around to stroke the sides of her breasts. Anyone paying attention would think they were an item. It had been raw. Heady. Exciting.

      After three dances in which they’d exchanged only a handful of words, he’d lifted a brow. “Take five minutes to say goodbye to your friends.”

      Her panties had melted at those words. Not a question. Not even an inquiry. Just a firm demand. She’d shuddered and then licked her lips. “I don’t need to. I’ll see them tomorrow.”

      He’d smiled slowly before spinning her around and angling her toward the ballroom exit. “Purse?”

      “Nope.” She’d left everything in her room upstairs. The one she was sharing with Christa. Their other two friends, Bex and Shayla, were in the adjoining room. The four of them, along with Destiny, worked for the same airline, Open Skies. That’s how they’d met several years ago.

      All of Libby’s friends were fully aware of her intentions for the night. She’d waxed on and on about wanting to have sex with a military man for years. This was her chance. She was taking it.

      She had no doubt the three of them would spend plenty of time teasing her both behind her back tonight and in the morning. She didn’t care. This was going to be one of the best nights of her life.

      Jason drew her thoughts back to the present when he stroked his thumb over her bottom lip. “Open for me, Libby.”

      She shivered as she parted her lips, letting his thumb slide inside. Every syllable coming from his mouth made her hotter. Her damn traitorous nipples had been hard all evening under the silky material of her black evening gown. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and that heightened her awareness.

      None of them had worn a bra. The dress had two straps that tied at the base of Libby’s head but her back was completely bare all the way to the top of her butt.

      As he had on the dance floor, Jason slid one hand away from her face to flatten it on the small of her back, angling her body closer to his, pulling her a few inches from the wall. “Suck.”

      She moaned around his thick thumb and he fucked her mouth with it, letting her tongue glide around the tip and down the length, her gaze never leaving his.

      Jason’s eyes heated and his grip tightened, his fingers pressing against her back, slipping lower to reach a few inches below the edge of the dress. “That’s so fucking hot.” He stroked her butt cheek with his fingers. “Your skin is so smooth. I can’t wait to run my tongue along it. You ready for that?”

      She gave a garbled response around his thumb, nodding slightly.

      He smiled. “You’ve been ready all night, haven’t you, little one?”

      She swallowed around his thumb as he pressed it deeper. There was no need to respond, but she shivered again when his hand slid up her back slowly until he reached the knot at the back of her neck.

      He held her gaze as he easily worked the silky material loose. The moment he released the knot, the dress shimmered down her body and hit the floor, leaving her in nothing but her black lace thong and gold heels.

      Her nipples puckered further than they had been all evening as the air hit them. Seconds later, Jason cupped one small breast and squeezed, his thumb and finger finding her nipple and pinching it.

      She rose onto her tiptoes as the instant sting washed through her body. Her thong was soaked, and every movement caused the lace to rub against her clit.

      Jason held her gaze for long seconds before lowering his face to her breast. After releasing the grip he had on her nipple, he thrummed the swollen bud with his thumb. “Gorgeous. I love how your nipples react to my touch.” His thumb popped free of her mouth as he dropped to his knees in front of her.

      She didn’t have a moment to think before his enormous palms held her torso while his mouth descended to her nipple.

      Libby gasped, her mouth falling open. She set her hands on his shoulders and then slid them into his thick, short hair. It didn’t escape her attention that she was nearly naked while he was still fully clothed.

      For a moment, he twirled his tongue around the swollen, tight bud, making her whimper, but then he suddenly sucked it into his mouth. Hard. Almost too hard. Just exactly hard enough.

      Libby had craved an evening with a military man for years. Nothing had prepared her for this. Already she knew she was going to be ruined for other men. She’d visualized his hardness, his firm body, a thick stiff cock, but not this heady dominance. The kind of thing she thought only existed in books. The kind of thing she’d craved but never expected would happen in real life.

      It snuck up on her, and she fucking loved it. If someone would have asked her an hour ago if she was submissive, she would have laughed them out of the ballroom. But the moment he’d commanded her to say goodbye to her friends, the air around them had shifted. Her usually strong, opinionated, assertive self had disappeared in a heartbeat, leaving behind someone she didn’t recognize. Someone who would gladly kneel before this man and do anything he wanted.

      God, this was a dream. The perfect sort of dominant. Not the cocky, macho, vain men she’d dated in the past. Not even close.

      Goosebumps rose all over her skin as he stroked the underside of her other breast with his thumb. His mouth popped free, releasing the offended nipple, but only long enough to capture its twin. This time, his teeth bit down, again with the perfect pressure. Another sharp, delicious pain made her shiver.

      Libby’s brain could hardly keep up with Jason’s movements. One second he was stroking her breasts; the next second his fingers were gripping her butt. He molded his palms to her flesh, squeezed, pulling her cheeks apart, tormenting her further with every passing second.

      When he slipped his fingers under the elastic of her thong and drew it down her thighs, she moaned. He tapped one ankle and then the other to remove the skimpy garment.

      This entire night was surreal. Part of her thought if she pinched herself, she would wake up and find she hadn’t even attended the wedding yet. But Jason had pinched her skin so many times, that idea wasn’t possible.

      In another frenzied change of pace, Jason released her nipple, gripped the backs of her thighs, his palms halfway on her ass, and lifted her off the floor as he stood.

      She cried out as her feet left the floor.

      He was grinning at her as he flattened her to the wall, her head level with his. “Wrap your legs around me, little one.”

      She complied, crossing her ankles at the small of his back.

      “Good girl.” He spun around and carried her across the room to the bed where he deposited her on her back.

      She had a tight hold around his neck, but as her body hit the mattress, he commanded, “Arms above your head, baby girl.”

      Libby was shaking as she released his neck and lifted her arms. She marveled at the terms of endearment he’d chosen. Coming from anyone else, they would have sounded insulting. She would have slapped any previous man who dared call her little or baby. She was self-conscious about her size most of the time. But not with Jason. Somehow it was different with him. He made her feel protected and cherished. She clasped her fingers together above her head, causing her small breasts to rise on her chest. Wetness pooled between her legs.

      “Spread your legs, Libby. Wide for me, baby.” He held her gaze as if taking her pulse at all times. Every ounce of his attention was on her.

      This. This was what she’d been missing. A man who made it obvious he was far more interested in her needs than his own. He was bossy, but not in the way she’d previously experienced. He hadn’t ordered her to take off his shoes or make him a sandwich, ensuring she was put in her place. He’d basically ordered her to…enjoy herself.

      She released the grip she had with her ankles at the small of his back and opened up for him, shocked by her ability to be so easily controlled. Once again, she reminded herself how different this experience was. She’d slept with a few men. Three to be exact. None had made her burn like this. None had made her come at all.

      Jason lifted off her, stood at the side of the bed, and dragged her closer to the edge. His fingers circled her ankles and then danced up her legs. “Damn, you’re so fucking tiny,” he murmured.

      There was no arguing that point. She was petite. Every part of her. And though she’d had sex before, she was a bit concerned about how big his cock might be when and if he finally removed any of his clothes.

      He trailed his fingers up her thighs and pressed them wider, making her glad she’d decided to shave—everywhere—that morning. It was unnerving lying there panting while he stared at her naked body, soaking in every inch of her, his gaze wandering up and down before landing again at the apex of her sex.

      She half-thought she might orgasm before he touched her. When he parted her labia with his fingers, she gasped and arched her chest, her head tipping back at the intimacy.

      Instead of touching her where she most needed contact, his fingers trailed back down her legs to her ankles. He went to work removing her dainty gold heels next.

      He glanced at her, his eyes dancing with mirth. “Love these shoes. I’d leave them on, but I’m afraid you might stab me with the pointed tips while I eat your sweet pussy.”

      Another shiver. A rush of wetness.

      He dropped the second heel to the floor and then grasped her thighs and lowered his face between her legs. With no warning or pretense, he suckled her, licking and tasting and flicking his tongue everywhere.

      She cried out, gripping her fingers together, afraid she might forget his demand and lower her arms. It was hard to focus on that order, but she wasn’t in the mood to find out what he might do if she disobeyed him. She wanted to know what he could do with his mouth first. And then his cock.

      His lips curled around her clit, holding it captive, suckling, flicking, tormenting the tiny nub.

      Her body started shaking. She whimpered as she neared orgasm quickly. This was so unlike her. She’d never come without a vibrator. She’d never come in the presence of another person. It was exhilarating. There was no way to stop it or even slow the pace.

      When Jason started flicking his tongue rapidly over the bundle of nerves, she tipped over the edge, her entire body pulsing with the release as she moaned. He was relentless, not releasing her until her orgasm subsided—choosing the exact moment when the contact would have switched from glorious to too sensitive.

      He lifted his face, swiped his mouth with the backs of his fingers, and then dragged her farther up the bed as if she weighed nothing. Which she did, compared to him. The man probably benched twice her weight.

      Jason crawled onto the bed and up her body, nudging her legs wider before settling between them. His next frenzied assault was on her lips. The moment his mouth landed on hers, she opened for him, tasting herself on him. The sheer naughtiness of this encounter made her shudder as he angled his head to one side and devoured her.

      He kissed with the same level of urgency as he’d sucked her nipples and then eaten her pussy. This first kiss was more of a tsunami. Mind-blowing. Life-altering. She was fully consumed by him. His taste. His soft lips. The power behind his every movement. The way his cock nestled between her sensitive folds as he pressed against her. Why the hell was he still dressed?

      Jason cupped her face with both hands, angling her head where he wanted it. He tasted every inch of her mouth, frantically deepening the kiss with every passing moment as if he were dying of thirst and she was his last drink.

      When he finally broke free, he shoved to standing again, his gaze penetrating hers as his hands went to work on the buttons of his shirt.

      She lifted her arms, suddenly feeling exposed and wanting to roll to her side or shield herself in some way.

      “Don’t move an inch, little one,” he admonished. “Keep your arms where I put them. Legs open. You’re so fucking sexy. Every inch of you. Let me watch your chest rise and fall while I remove my clothes.”

      She sucked in a sharp breath, surprised by her willingness to obey him. It was impossible not to. He commanded it. This was his show. He was that powerful. It didn’t occur to her to disobey him. It wasn’t an option.

      She splayed her legs open wider, pressing her knees into the mattress as she drew in deep breaths.

      He dropped his dress shirt to the floor finally and slowly lifted his white T-shirt over his head. For some reason, he didn’t seem to be in nearly as big of a hurry to remove his clothes. He was performing for her. Stripping. The sight was amazing.

      Libby let her gaze wander down his hard, defined pecs, noticing his only tattoo was on his right bicep. She recognized the insignia as some sort of military tattoo—a skull wearing a beret with a knife between his teeth. Every inch of his skin was perfection. Gloriously masculine and all Alpha.

      He undid his dress pants and lowered them next as he kicked off his shoes. Socks disappeared, and then his hands went to the waistband of his briefs to shrug them over his hips.

      When his cock sprang free, she gasped before she could stop herself. He was huge. Jesus. Thick and long and so hard. His erection bobbed in front of him as he let her look. Finally, he bent over, grabbed his pants, and pulled a foil packet out of the pocket. When he stepped closer and used one knee to climb back up onto the bed, she was no longer breathing.

      He nestled between her legs again, this time his warm, hard flesh pressing against her pussy. He landed on his elbows and cupped her face. “Your eyes are very wide. Are you a virgin?”

      She shook her head. “No. Just… You’re bigger than I’ve seen before.”

      He smiled slowly. “Don’t worry. I’ll work you up to it. If this is what you want, I mean. Tell me to stop and I will.”

      Her eyes popped wider. Stop? Is he crazy? “God no.”

      His grin widened. “Okay. Just checking. I know I’m demanding when I fuck. I like to be in control of everything, but I don’t take what isn’t freely offered.”

      “I’m yours.” After those words slid out, she sucked in a breath. They were too intense for this one-night stand.

      He didn’t flinch though. In fact, his gaze searched her face. “I like the sound of that, little one.”

      She licked her lips. “For the night, I mean.” Obviously. She didn’t want him to think she was getting ahead of herself or that she was clingy. This was a one-night stand. She was clear on that.

      Ignoring her explanation, he continued, “I’m going to stretch you with my fingers nice and slow, and then I’m going to fuck you. You’re not going to move an inch while I do so. If you do, two things will happen.” He lifted a brow.

      She took the bait. “What two things are those?” Her words were barely audible. Breathy.

      “I’ll come too fast if you try to control things or squirm, and then I’ll flip you over and spank your bottom for disobeying me before I let you come. Understood?”

      She nodded. “Yes.” One word. Breathed out. The thought of his palm spanking her bottom caused a rush of arousal to run out of her. She shuddered. No one had ever come close to dominating her like this. Even verbally he was a master of her body.

      In her wildest dreams, she’d never imagined this night going down like this. Him dominating her. Her obeying his every word.

      Her liking it.

      Craving it.

      Wanting more.

      Part of her wanted to feel the sting of his palm on her bottom. More of her wanted to feel his cock in her pussy.

      Jason rose onto his knees and then kneeled between her legs, pressing them wider again. He held her hip down with one large hand while he found her folds with his other fingers.

      He held her gaze for a long time as he eased a finger into her, and she marveled at the way he could manage to so precisely drive her mad with desire while his gaze remained on hers. And then she realized why he was doing so. He was gauging her reaction, making sure she was okay. It was endearing.

      He glanced down and watched as he drew his finger in and out of her several times. “May I add a second, little one?”

      “Yes. Please,” she begged, instinctively trying to lift her hips.

      He held her down, one brow lifting. He didn’t say a word, but she felt the reprimand and stopped fighting him, forcing herself to relax into the mattress as he fingered her. “Sorry.”

      He gave her a knowing smile and scissored his fingers.

      She moaned at the stretch. Even his two fingers were bigger than any previous cock she’d had.

      “So tight, baby. Gonna add a third now.”

      She nodded consent, her teeth gritted against the combination of pain and pleasure he seemed fond of doling out. As he entered her, her lips parted on a gasp.

      “That’s it, little one. Relax. Take my fingers. My cock is smaller than how far I’m stretching you now.” He pushed them deeper.

      She held her breath.

      When his palm flattened against her clit, she whimpered. “Such a good girl. Has anyone ever dominated you like this before, baby?”

      She shook her head.

      “Did you know you were submissive?”

      She shook her head again.

      He smiled. “You’re so delightfully pliant. I’ve never seen anyone as deliciously submissive as you. Your obedience pleases me greatly. I will reward you.”

      Her body trembled.

      “Are you ready for my cock, little one?”

      “Yes,” she breathed.

      He eased his fingers out, reached for the condom, and rolled it down his length.

      “I’m not a missionary kind of guy,” he stated, “Not usually. But something about you makes me want to assume that position. Hover over you so I can gauge your reaction, watch your face. Your expressions are so precious.” He lowered over her body again, nestling his cock at her entrance as he slid his hands up her arms and then pulled her fingers apart.

      He flattened their combined hands against the mattress and kissed her again, slowly this time, as if savoring her.

      Without warning, he thrust into her to the hilt.

      She cried out at the intense pressure. The stretch. The twinge of pain.

      “Relax around my cock. Let yourself adjust… That’s a girl.”

      Her body gradually accommodated him, making her grateful he hadn’t taken his time entering her. He held steady until she started to squirm with the need for friction.

      He gave her a slight grin. “Don’t be greedy. Stay still. I’ll decide how much you get and when you get to come.”

      She shuddered, violently this time, his words penetrating deeply. He wasn’t simply dominant; he was powerfully controlling. And damn good at it. She wondered if other women dared to defy him, and then she wondered what the consequences were like.

      When she gave up the fight and settled, he finally eased almost out and then thrust back into her. For the first time, she saw a crack in his armor. His lips parted and his eyes rolled back. Before this moment, the only way she could have been sure how much she affected him had been the stiffness of his cock.

      He eased back out again, seeming to gain some control, though when he met her gaze, he whispered, “You slay me. Your pussy is so fucking tight. So perfect. I’m not going to last as long as I would have liked.”

      How was he even able to give such a speech? Her own words were stuck somewhere, unwilling to follow the synapses of her brain to her mouth. All she could do was blink and hope he moved again soon. Harder. Faster. Anything.

      It was one thing for her to have come against his mouth, but it would seem she was going to orgasm again with his cock inside her. Unexpected. All-consuming.

      His eyes slid closed as he picked up the pace, pursing his lips and gripping her hands tighter. She doubted he realized how firm his hold was. She didn’t care. Her hands might be sore tomorrow. It would be worth it.

      Jason’s lips parted on a gasp, telling her he was close. Just when she thought he would orgasm, he stopped moving, holding his erection deep, grinding the base against her clit. “Come, baby girl. I want to feel your orgasm around my cock before I release.” He pressed harder against her with his words.

      She shattered, as if his command were capable of making her orgasm. Her pussy gripped at his erection, pulsing around him while her vision swam and nothing but white-hot pleasure filled her body.

      Seconds later, he moved, faster, harder, deeper. And then he gasped, holding himself fully buried in her, his forehead landing on the mattress next to her face. His entire body jerked with his orgasm. She swore she could feel the pulses of his cock.

      Time stood still, the earth shifting a bit on its axis as Libby fully grasped the seriousness of this situation.

      She’d meant to have a one-night stand with a man in uniform. A pleasant fuck with a white guy who was tall and buff and built.

      She wasn’t going to see him again. He lived in Fort Hood, when he was in town. He was active military. She lived in Dallas. A flight attendant with a busy schedule and a family who would never hear of this interlude and would look down upon her with scorn if they ever found out.

      She put those thoughts out of her mind. For now, she just wanted to savor this experience as long as she could. Every moment of it.
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      “You just snuck out?” Christa asked as the two of them shoved their suitcases in the back of her SUV early the following morning.

      “What was I supposed to do? He was dead asleep. The sun wasn’t even up,” Libby told her friend as she stepped out of the way so Bex and Shayla could add their overnight bags to the mix.

      Shayla leaned over the suitcases to push everything to one side. Ironically, at five-eight, she was the tallest of the four of them. Ironic only because she was half-Asian. Her mother was barely taller than Libby. Her father, on the other hand, was a six-foot-two white man. Shayla was graced with a few extra inches thanks to him. She was also graced with the most gorgeous skin, hair, and eyes. They all envied her. She tucked her long, pin-straight hair behind her ear as she righted herself. “So he never even knew about your full-on walk of shame,” she teased.

      Bex, the quietest of them all, managed a giggle. “I still can’t believe you had sex with a man you met twenty-four hours earlier. I’d never have balls that big.”

      Libby shrugged, glancing at the front of the hotel. She wanted the four of them to pull away before Jason woke up and found her gone. She half-expected him to come out the front door any second, looking for her.

      As soon as they were all situated inside the SUV, Christa driving, Libby in the front passenger seat, Bex and Shayla behind her, Libby blew out a sigh of relief.

      “Why do I get the feeling you’re in a rush to escape?” Christa asked as she pulled out of the parking lot.

      “Not escape, really. Just… I don’t know what I’m doing.” Libby wasn’t kidding. She was still trembling from everything that had happened, not even close to processing her feelings. Unexpected was all she could come up with so far.

      “He seemed incredibly nice and totally into you. Did he suck between the sheets?” Christa asked.

      Libby laughed. “God no. Best sex of my life, hands down. I’m seriously ruined for all other men.”

      “And how is this a problem?” Bex asked.

      “I’m worried about shaking him from my mind is all.”

      Shayla grabbed Libby’s seat from behind. “Why do you have to?”

      Libby sighed as she closed her eyes and leaned her head back. “You know how my parents are. My mom would have a stroke if she found out I wasted my time even dancing with Jason. If she thought I had feelings for him, she would drop dead on the spot.”

      “You have feelings for him?” Bex’s voice rose.

      Libby shook her head. “No. Of course not. I mean…no. It was good sex. That’s all. How could I have feelings for a man I exchanged less than a dozen words with? It was nothing more than a one-night stand. I’m sure he would agree.”

      Christa glanced at Libby. “Did you ask him?”

      Libby shook her head. “We seriously didn’t discuss a single thing. We had amazing sex and then he held me in his arms. I couldn’t even fall asleep for the longest time.” It took her over an hour just to calm her racing heart. “But he’s military. Probably travels more than he’s home. And I live two hours away in Dallas. I also travel more than I don’t. It’s not like I could have made plans to see him again later this week. I’m scheduled to work the next four days in a row.”

      “Aren’t we all,” Shayla groaned. “Taking these two days off all at the same time was an amazing feat in and of itself.”

      Christa ignored Shayla, her focus on Libby. “That sure was a long list of excuses. I mean, I know how your parents feel about you dating men who aren’t specifically from Guatemala, but you can’t cater to them your entire life. At some point, you have to stick up for yourself and do whatever makes you happy. If you like this Jason guy, go out with him again. See where it leads.”

      Libby nodded. “I’ll think about it.” She turned her gaze to stare out the window as they sped down the highway. She wouldn’t think about it. Not for a moment. Everything about what happened last night needed to be erased from her mind.

      Besides the distance, their busy work schedules, and her parents’ inevitable disapproval, Jason had awoken something in her she wasn’t willing to face.

      Sure, she’d read erotic romance novels. She’d looked up anything she didn’t understand on the internet. She grasped the concept of BDSM. It appealed to her on a visceral level. However, she’d never considered herself submissive. That didn’t suit her at all. She’d always thought she was the polar opposite of submissive. She was a strong, independent woman. She’d worked her ass off to put herself through school and then flight attendant training. She was still pretty low on the totem pole with the airline, but she intended to climb up in the ranks. She was assertive and a good leader.

      Not submissive.

      Right?

      Last night had caused her to doubt herself. Who did that sort of thing? What possessed her to permit Jason to order her around, force her to keep her hands in one spot and not squirm? She squirmed a bit now at the memory. Order her to come when he was ready? Threaten to spank her?

      Lord, she was out of her mind. She felt raw and vulnerable this morning. Out of control. It had been too intense. She couldn’t let something like that happen again. Not with him. Not with anyone.
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      “She snuck out? You didn’t even notice?” Kraft, whose real name was Mack Carter, cringed as he took a giant bite of pancakes. Kraft had rightfully earned his nickname as soon as their Delta team formed. The man’s favorite food, which he ate several times a week, was boxed mac and cheese. At least this morning he was having pancakes. Though Jason doubted the hotel restaurant served mac and cheese at this hour. “Hatch, dude, that’s brutal. When was the last time a lady snuck out of your bed?”

      Jason groaned after setting his coffee cup down. He wasn’t hungry. His omelet was still untouched in front of him. “No woman has ever had the opportunity to sneak out of my bed.”

      Kraft chuckled. “For real? No one?” He shoveled another giant mouthful of syrupy pancakes in and chewed.

      “Nope. I don’t bring women back to my place. I go to theirs. If there’s any sneaking, it’s me.” Jason was scowling. He knew it. He couldn’t stop it. He was in a foul mood. The only reason he’d packed up his suitcase and come downstairs to meet up with Kraft was because he’d made that arrangement earlier in the day yesterday. They would meet for breakfast and then head back to base.

      That was before. Before Jason knew he wouldn’t feel like eating breakfast. Before he’d hooked up with Libby. Before she’d rocked his world in his hotel room. Before she’d slipped out of his room while he slept.

      When he’d woken up, he’d bolted to sitting, knowing instantly she was no longer in the room. Her scent lingered. The floral smell of her shampoo was on the pillow. The bed was still warm next to him. Other than that, not a trace.

      Why?

      Jason had dropped onto his back and stared at the ceiling. He’d just had the best fucking night of his life and the woman he’d shared it with was gone. Had he said or done something to make her flee like that?

      And why the hell did he care? He hadn’t brought her to his room last night with the intention of anything more than a one-night stand. He felt confident she’d returned the sentiment. They’d flirted. Danced. Fucked.

      Except it hadn’t been a simple fuck like he’d expected. It had been far more. He hadn’t known she would be submissive. He hadn’t considered the possibility that he might dominate her. Not until he had her in his arms on the dance floor. Not until he instructed her to tell her friends goodbye.

      He still wasn’t sure what possessed him to test her like that. But the moment the words were out of his mouth, her heart rate picked up and she sucked in a breath, her gaze holding his while she licked her lips and shivered.

      His cock had gone rock hard, and the situation had escalated from there. Small talk had flown out the window when he’d flattened her to the wall in his room and started removing her clothes. Emboldened by her reactions, he hadn’t stopped there. He’d continued adding to his demands. She’d obeyed his every word.

      Jason had never dominated a woman who wasn’t already in the lifestyle and with whom he hadn’t negotiated before having sex with her. There were two possibilities where Libby was concerned. Either she was familiar with dominance and submission and therefore fell into step. Or—and he was inclined to believe this latter option—she’d been just as shocked by her reactions as him.

      Either way, she’d rocked his world unexpectedly. And now she was gone.

      “So, you gonna call her?”

      Jason shook his head. “Ball’s not in my court. She’s the one who left without a word. If she wants to see me again, she can call me.”

      “Did you at least exchange phone numbers?”

      “Nope. But obviously, she knows people who could get her my information.”

      Kraft leaned back in his chair and sighed, holding Jason’s gaze. After a few moments, he rubbed his forehead with two fingers. “Gotta be honest with you, Hatch.”

      “What?” Jason sat up straighter.

      “I don’t think she’ll call. If she was that good and you want to see her again, you’ll have to hunt her down.”

      “What makes you say that?” Hunting women down was not something Jason ever did. If a woman wanted to go out with him, she needed to put herself out there. He wasn’t about to turn into some pansy and go after a woman who snuck out of his hotel room without a word. No matter how good a lay she was.

      Kraft sighed. “I overheard her friends talking after you two left last night. I was in the men’s room. The other women were a bit tipsy and probably didn’t realize they were kind of loud outside the women’s bathroom.”

      Jason could picture Libby’s friends. Her posse of flight attendants. All friends of the bride, Destiny, who was also a flight attendant for Open Skies. “What did they say?”

      “First of all, mostly they were jealous. They thought you were smokin’ hot—their words, not mine—and they fully supported Libby’s choice.”

      Jason narrowed his gaze. “How is this a bad thing?”

      Kraft cringed. “They also laughed about her choice to pursue a one-night stand with a man in uniform. Apparently, Libby’s plan was to get between the sheets with a military man. Her girls were hoping she knew what she was doing and didn’t end up falling for you because it wasn’t her goal.”

      Jason blew out a breath and turned his gaze toward the window at his right, staring out at nothing. He couldn’t really be angry. When he’d lured Libby upstairs last night, he’d had nothing on his mind but a fuck, too. She didn’t even live nearby. She was from Dallas, more than two hours away. She had a busy schedule. So did he. Pursuing her beyond last night hadn’t been on his radar.

      Not until he’d had her.

      No. Even that wasn’t true. He’d known she was special far earlier than that. Within moments of pulling her into his arms on the dance floor, he’d felt the spark. She’d gone from just a pretty girl flirting with him to a sexy woman whose gaze locked on his and didn’t let go.

      “Maybe she’s just a base bunny.” Kraft shrugged. “Sure sounded like it. She can now say she’s bedded a soldier.”

      Jason cringed and shook his head. “No way. Not Libby.” Right? Was there merit to what Kraft was suggesting? Jason certainly wouldn’t have cared one way or the other before they’d headed upstairs. But now… Jesus. He shuddered. He wasn’t willing to entertain that possibility.

      Nope. What he’d shared with Libby last night had not been superficial. Even if she’d intended it to be. It hadn’t remained that way.

      His uncontrolled feelings had clenched when he’d issued his first demand and she’d reacted with a shudder instead of slapping him.

      By the time he’d had her naked underneath him, his face buried in her pussy, her fucking sweet taste on his tongue, he’d been a goner for her.

      The joke was on him apparently. She was the one who was gone before dawn. He couldn’t blame her. They hadn’t discussed a single detail about future plans. Hell, they hadn’t exchanged many words at all. What did he expect? That she would wake up in the morning, smile at him, and agree to be his girlfriend?

      What a joke. Jason didn’t do girlfriends. He didn’t have time for them. When he got out of the Army, maybe then he would think about finding a woman to spend his nights with, but until then he wouldn’t even consider a relationship with any permanence.

      He cringed as he recalled the one and only serious relationship he’d ever been in. It had been three years since he and Veronica broke up, and it still smarted. He’d never let himself get involved with a woman like that again.

      He knew nothing about Libby really, other than the fact that the two of them were incredibly compatible in bed. She didn’t seem like someone who would treat people the way Veronica did, but how much did Jason really know about Libby?

      He took a deep breath and shook the thoughts of last night from his head. He was a fool to mope. He needed to eat this damn omelet and get on the road.

      Libertad Garcia was cute and all, but he didn’t know her well enough to let her take up space in his head. At least that’s what he chose to tell himself.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Six months later…

      
      He felt her presence even before he saw her. It didn’t matter that it was illogical. No one could possibly sense a woman he hadn’t seen in six months and spin around to find her standing behind him. But that’s exactly what happened.

      Granted, there were other factors. Like the smell of her shampoo maybe, or the distinct tone of her laughter.

      In any case, Jason found himself face-to-face with Libby in the middle of a crowded bar in Dallas. For several seconds, he stared at her. She looked fucking amazing. Her long, nearly black hair hung in thick waves down her back. She hadn’t cut it since he’d last threaded his fingers in those silky locks. She was wearing a killer black dress that hugged her curves perfectly. And that same sexy pair of gold heels was on her dainty feet, making her stand all of about five-three, tops. Even with the heels, she was nearly a foot shorter than him.

      “Hey,” she breathed out, licking those soft lips, the ones he remembered as if he’d tasted them yesterday instead of months ago.

      “Hey yourself,” he replied, feeling like a moron. Of course, that was the exact moment his date wrapped her fingers around his arm, reminding him of her existence. Her bleach blond hair dangled over his arm. Her fake tanned fingers gripped his biceps.

      Jason didn’t even spare her a glance. He didn’t even care if he was being rude. His gaze was locked on Libby until it slid to the man who set a possessive hand on the small of her back.

      Jason’s reaction to Libby was completely unexpected. He thought he’d finally purged her from his head. Apparently not, because now all he could think about was the feel of her skin beneath his palm when he’d danced with her at the wedding. She’d been wearing a backless dress, affording him the luxury of enjoying her smooth skin.

      She was the one to finally break the spell, physically shaking out of their trance. She shifted her attention to the man at her side. The guy seemed younger than her. Maybe twenty-five. He had the same dark skin as Libby and black hair.

      Libby spoke. “Eduardo, this is Jason. I met him at my friend Destiny’s wedding a while back.”

      Eduardo reached out a hand. “Eddie. Nice to meet you.”

      Jason took the man’s hand, noticing his firm grip. He wasn’t as tall as Jason, but he pulled his shoulders back and pumped out his chest. He was wearing a deep purple silk shirt, the top three buttons undone.

      “Oh, how fun. What are the chances we would run into friends of yours?” Tiffany said at Jason’s side. She stuck out a hand next, her hot pink manicure catching his eye. Libby didn’t have fake nails. He would remember. After all, she’d dug those nails into his biceps when he’d finally let her move them from above her head. Libby didn’t have fake anything. Her skin was the same shade over every inch of her body, including her amazing ass and tits. Her hair wasn’t dyed or permed either. It was soft as silk. And her small breasts were just the right handful, not filled with silicone.

      “I’m Tiffany,” his fake date said.

      Libby shook her hand politely, her smile forced. Jason wondered what she thought of his date. The only thing the two of them had in common was they both spoke English. And even that comparison was bad since Jason figured Libby also spoke perfect Spanish.

      “What are you doing in Dallas?” Libby asked.

      “I moved here about a month ago.”

      Libby’s eyes widened and she licked her lips in a way that made him want to yank her out of Eddie’s grip and pull her against his chest to remind her what she craved. “Oh.” Her lips were still parted like she wanted to continue speaking, but she glanced at Eddie and then Tiffany and closed her mouth.

      Jason couldn’t know exactly what she was thinking, but he agreed with her on one thing. He didn’t want to share any conversation he might have with her in front of anyone else. He wished Tiffany and Eddie would disappear.

      Jason was seriously fucked-up. He thought he’d finally gotten Libby out of his mind and here she was, dragging every detail back to the forefront. His imagination wandered to visions of her lying beneath him. The way her small body accepted his cock. How her gorgeous hair spread out on his pillow. How she writhed beneath him when he made her come.

      The bar was crowded. It hadn’t been Jason’s first choice of places to go this evening, but Tiffany had suggested it. She’d wanted to go dancing. Oddly enough, though they’d been here for half an hour and had been heading to the bar behind Libby to get another drink, they had yet to dance. Jason wasn’t feeling it. At least not with Tiffany. Libby on the other hand… Shit. He would pull her onto the dance floor without any coaxing. And he had. Six months ago.

      Someone bumped into Libby from behind. While Eddie spun around to grab the drunk guy by the shoulders, Libby stumbled forward. She reached out to keep from falling, her palm landing on Jason’s chest. She hesitated for several heartbeats before slowly removing her hand. “Sorry.”

      He reached out to squeeze her fingers as she withdrew, releasing her reluctantly after a second. “Not your fault. It’s crowded in here.” It was also loud. The only reason they could hear each other was because they were a ways away from the dance floor.

      Eddie, however, wasn’t as calm. He snarled at the man who’d bumped into Libby before turning back to face her, his brow furrowed, shoulders back again. A tough guy. “You okay?” Eddie asked.

      Jason couldn’t decide if the guy was trying to impress Libby, or if he had a temper.

      “Yeah. I’m fine.” Libby replied.

      “We were about to grab a table, if you want to join us,” Tiffany suggested.

      Jason stiffened. The last thing he wanted to do was awkwardly try to make small talk with Libby’s date. He’d had his mouth on her pussy. He’d tasted her. Swallowed her moans when she came. Had Eddie?

      It was kind of Tiffany to make the suggestion, however. He certainly couldn’t complain about her as a person. She was gorgeous and fun and apparently extremely polite. As blind dates went, he’d done well. Until he’d been reminded that she wasn’t Libby.

      Libby opened her mouth as if to respond to Tiffany’s suggestion, but Eddie cut her off.  “We’re with other friends, actually. Maybe some other time.” He set a palm on Libby’s lower back and turned as if to steer her away.

      Libby chewed on her bottom lip, not glancing at Eddie, but not making eye contact with Jason either. Her gaze seemed to wander up and down his torso. Was she remembering his naked body the way he was remembering hers? The world stopped spinning for several heartbeats.

      The music changed to a slow song at that moment. Tiffany’s face lit up. “Finally. A slow song. Will you dance with me now?”

      “I thought we were going to get a drink,” he pointed out, nodding toward the bar, his gaze still flicking to Libby every few seconds.

      Damn, she looked good.

      Tiffany shrugged. “That was before the music changed. Let’s dance first. We can get a drink after.”

      For a heartbeat, Jason considered telling Tiffany to fuck off. But he wasn’t that kind of guy. By the end of this night, she was undoubtedly going to want to throttle him, but he wasn’t willing to tip that boat just yet. He would be a total dick if he ditched her.

      Besides, there were no guarantees Libby would even speak to him further, let alone behave rudely to her date. “Nice seeing you. Enjoy your evening,” she said, her gaze on his far longer than necessary.

      “So nice meeting you guys,” Tiffany added.

      Jason’s heart was pounding as he watched Libby disappear, another man’s hand on the small of her back. Jason had to force himself to turn and walk away. It was the last thing he wanted to do. But it was necessary.

      When he and Tiffany reached the dance floor, she set her hands on Jason’s waist and stepped closer. He planted his palms on her back but made no effort to draw her against him.

      Apparently, Tiffany wasn’t daunted by Jason running into Libby. She didn’t mention it. Instead, she started making small talk again. Perfectly normal. After all, they’d just met a few hours ago.

      Honestly, Tiffany was a nice enough woman. He couldn’t really complain about her. She wasn’t stereotypically ditzy or anything. She worked for a bank. She was pretty. He supposed most men would give anything for a date with her. But his mind was on Libby now, and nothing was going to change that development.

      It was simply bad luck for Tiffany that Jason had his eyes on another woman. One of his coworkers had set them up. The truth was, he’d only agreed because he hadn’t been on a date in months. He’d been on several missions in a row with his Delta Team, and then he’d dealt with leaving the team and moving to Dallas.

      “…and then my girlfriend, Jazmine, she thought it would be funny if we went skinny dipping.” Tiffany giggled. “The water was so cold. My nipples were hard for hours.”

      Jason offered her a smile. She was flirting with him. Heavily. She kept patting his chest and leaning in closer than necessary to speak. When her hair brushed against his cheek, he was shocked to find that it was kind of stiff. Like it had received far too many treatments and had a lot of hairspray in it.

      As the song wound down, Jason spotted Libby over Tiffany’s shoulder. She was heading toward the hallway where the restrooms were located. She was also alone.

      Jason jerked his attention back to Tiffany and then nodded toward the far wall. “Why don’t you find us a high-top table over there? I’m going to use the restroom, and then I’ll get us some drinks.”

      She nodded. “Okay. Sure.”

      As soon as she walked away, Jason hurried toward the corner where Libby had disappeared. He got lucky. She was just exiting the women’s room as he approached. She lifted her gaze and smiled.

      That was all the encouragement he needed to grab her hand and pull her farther down the hallway toward the rear exit. He shoved the door open and stepped out into the night, keeping her close.

      She looked over her shoulder as the door closed behind them. “Jason, what are you doing? I can’t just leave.”

      He flattened her against the brick wall and cupped her face, angling her head so he could see her eyes. “We’re not leaving. I just wanted a moment.”

      “Okay,” she whispered breathlessly before glancing around.

      No one else was standing nearby. Certainly not Eddie, who undoubtedly thought she was in the bathroom.

      “You snuck out of my bed,” he began.

      She licked her lips. “I thought it would be easier than dealing with the morning-after chat and a pile of empty, fake promises to call or something.”

      He slid his hand around to cup her neck, his fingers threading in her hair. “I would have called.”

      She sucked in a breath. “Yeah?”

      He frowned
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DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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