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Book Description
This is Part 2 of "Serving the Soldier" – a five part Hot Alpha Military Romance Series by Helen Grey.
 
Alone in the house one morning, Angie succumbs to curiosity and snoops in Jax’s office, which has been deemed off limits to her. She discovers that Jax is rich – bloody rich. So why does he risk life and limb to be a soldier?
Her intrigue about him and his invitation for some extra-curricular activity is just too tempting and she surrenders to their mutual attraction. The sex between them is hot, wet, and passionate. Nothing like she’d ever experienced.
After a nice evening on the beach and a sizzling love-making session, Angie and Jax are on their way home when the threat on Jax’s life becomes very real.
Angie’s terrified. Not only for herself, but for the man she’s beginning to care about. What should she do? She has to make a decision.
Should she stay or should she go?
 
This book is intended for a mature audience, 18+ only.



Chapter 1
I didn’t see too much of Jax the following day. I’m an early riser, so was up just before the sun came up. I got dressed and quietly made my way downstairs to the kitchen, thinking to brew up a pot of coffee and see what Jax had in the way of breakfast fixings. Not much.
I would’ve settled for a bowl of Cheerios, a half-empty box I’d found in one cupboard. But when I went to the refrigerator for the milk, I found that he didn’t have any. I sighed.
“Sorry, I’m not very well stocked at the moment.”
I jumped, startled by his voice. I hadn’t heard a peep from him coming downstairs or heading into the kitchen. My heart thumping, I turned. There he stood, in his birthday suit. I pretended I didn’t care and gave him a quick and thorough inspection, shaking my head. “You have something against clothes?”
He grinned. “Not really. It’s kind of liberating, actually. I usually have to wear so much gear, in addition to the uniform. It’s a nice change of pace.”
I stared at him, making sure that my focus remained above his bellybutton. Again, he sent a grin my way.
“Does my nudity bother you?”
I closed my eyes, prayed for patience, and shook my head. “I guess not,” I admitted. “After all, it’s your house and you should be able to do anything in it you want.”
“Anything?”
I gave him another one of my looks, which I hoped conveyed the fact that I wasn’t going to fall for his odd sense of humor and innuendos. “I’ll make a run to the store today. If you want to make up a list and leave me some money, I can go early and get that out of the way. Unless of course, you want to go with me.”
He shook his head and made a face. “I hate shopping.”
“It would probably be good exercise,” I said. “How are you feeling this morning?”
He shrugged and padded his way to one of the cupboards over the sink. Opening it, he withdrew a coffee mug, not caring in the least that he graced me with another view of his gorgeous backside.
Despite my efforts not to notice, I couldn’t help it. I stared. He then stepped to the far end of the counter where the coffee pot had just finished gurgling and that fine ass kept my attention. After pouring himself a cup, he casually turned, and leaned carefully against the counter, crossing his legs while he sipped.
I shook my head and laughed. There he stood in all his natural glory, his large, round penis prevalent over the darkness of curls at his groin. How could I not look? He was practically throwing it in my face. This was definitely something I would have to get used to.
“Buy whatever you want. I’ll give you plenty of cash.”
“Well, what do you like to eat?” I asked. In my mind I amended, besides pussy I mean. Once again I forced my thoughts away from his sexuality and focused on my tasks for the day. “Are you a breakfast eater? Do you skip lunch? Do you like the main meal of the day at noon or dinner time?”
He shook his head. “Makes no nevermind to me, Angie,” he commented before taking another sip of coffee. He grinned and his eyes flicked down my body. “I’ll eat whatever’s put in front of me; whenever it’s put there.”
Holy shit.
“Okay then, it’s up to me,” I said, clearing my throat and putting my full attention back on my toes. “Anything else you need besides groceries? I don’t want to be gone too long in case you need to go somewhere.”
“Take the SUV and shop as long as you want,” he said, finishing off his coffee and placing the cup carefully in the sink. “I’ll be out with Michael for a while today, so do what you want. I won’t be back ‘til around four o’clock this afternoon.”
I nodded. Thoughts of breakfast forgotten, I turned to leave the kitchen.
“No coffee?”
I turned around, surprised. I had forgotten to pour myself a cup. Then again, the thought of standing next to his naked heat, pouring myself a cup of coffee probably wasn’t such a good idea. With my luck, I’d end up scalding myself. Or worse, his beautiful cock.
“No,” I said. “The coffee was for you.”
I left the kitchen, shaking my head, surprised at myself. Would I be able to spend more than five minutes at a time in the same room with the guy without getting all horny? This was ridiculous! I haven’t been here two days, and I was already so flustered and off my game that I began to wonder if I’d be able to do my job properly.
I decided that I’d better call Nancy at some point today and ask about his former nurse. I also needed to give her an update. Of course, I wasn’t going to tell her everything, but at this point, I wasn’t quite sure how all this was going to turn out.
I didn’t hear Jax moving around the house, but then again, I didn’t really expect to. I went into my room, leaving the door open as I sat down, pulled a small pad and pen out of my purse, and put together a shopping list. Just the basics, some possible ideas for dinner, and a few things for lunch, plus some fruit, chips, and snacks. I wasn’t sure what Jax liked to eat, but anyone in prime condition like he was probably wasn’t big on junk food. Then again, what did I know? I probably should’ve asked. To be honest with myself, I could do with a bit of junk food.
When I got stressed, I turned to junk; salty, sweet, sour, it didn’t matter. I went into ‘grazing mode’, munching on anything that was handy from potato chips to Ding Dong’s to ice cream. I had a feeling I would need to stock up on those, and make use of Jax’s swimming pool so I didn’t pack on the pounds.
My shopping list completed, I went in search of Jax to let him know I was leaving. I didn’t find him in his room, nor in his office, and thank God, not swimming naked in the pool. I went into the kitchen and left him a note that I had gone shopping, wrote down the time I left, and then looked in the small dish that he said held the keys to the SUV. I found them and opened the door that led from the kitchen to the garage, surprised to find two obviously new vehicles parked inside the three-car garage. One was a black SUV, the other a gray sedan.
I clicked the button on the key remote and heard the doors of the black SUV unlock. As I climbed up into the seat and adjusted it, I glanced up and saw the garage door opener attached to the visor. I pushed it and the garage door slowly opened, section by section. I put the key into the ignition and started the SUV, smiling at the responding purr. It was a gorgeous vehicle, and the dashboard reminded me somewhat of an instrument panel that should belong to an airplane, not a car. After making sure I knew where the windshield wipers were located, just in case, I put the car in reverse and backed out of the garage.
I had decided to wait until I got to the store to call Nancy. I didn’t want Jax to hear me asking a bunch of questions about him. The SUV had a GPS system, but I didn’t know how to use one, so I just followed the road from his house until I turned onto William Hilton Parkway which hugged the seaboard side of the island.
I drove along, taking my time, and eventually came to the Shelter Cove Town Center, which had a number of restaurants, department stores, a bank, and a supermarket. One of these days, I would have to explore the entire island. I knew I would find numerous resorts, spas, golf courses, and of course, waterways and rivers dotting the island.
I turned into the parking lot, found a space, and parked. Before I got out, I pulled my cell phone from my pocket and dialed Nancy’s number.
“Williams Nursing Agency.”
“Nancy, it’s me,” I said in a rush.
“Angie,” she said, sounding pleased to hear from me. “How’s it going?”
As I talked to her, I allowed my gaze to watch shoppers coming and going, willing the normalness of other people’s lives to transfer to mine. I took a deep breath, and I gave her a brief rundown. “In a nutshell, he likes to walk around naked, he’s stubborn, and before I even got unpacked yesterday, he was jumping into a swimming pool.”
Nancy laughed. “I told you he was noncompliant.”
“He’s noncompliant on steroids,” I said, joining in on her humor. “Well, we’ll see how we get on. I’m at the store at the moment, stocking in some supplies.”
“Well, just try to keep him on track with his rehab instructions, but you know as well as I do that we can only go so far encouraging patients to follow doctor’s orders.”
“I have to tell you, Nancy. Something he said last night caught me by surprise.”
“What was that?”
“He said that I was his new nurse,” I replied. “What’s that all about?”
“Oh,” she said. “I’m sorry I didn’t say anything yesterday, Angie, but I wanted to see how you two got along. Apparently, he did have another nurse from another agency, and before you ask, I won’t name it. Anyway, she spent about half a day with him and practically ran screaming from the house. His penchant for waltzing around naked was one of the reasons she apparently gave for not sticking around.”
“So you knew he’s an exhibitionist?” I raised my eyebrows at my phone.
“Welllll.” She stretched the word out until it was four syllables long. “It was mentioned that he was naked a time or two, but I thought she was exaggerating.”
I laughed. “So he’s tried this naughty boy routine before?”
She coughed, but I could hear the humor in her voice. “Apparently so.”
“So he’s acting like a little boy trying to get rid of the babysitter, is that it?”
Nancy barked out a laugh. “I knew you would have him pegged within a short period of time.” She paused before continuing. “In all seriousness though, Angie. It’s important that we always try to keep him as compliant as possible. If he has any chances of returning to his squadron, his injuries have to heal completely and correctly. Do what you can to convey the importance of that to him. I know it’s got to be difficult, but if anyone can do it, I know you can.”
Oh, I had no doubt regarding my capabilities to do my job, for the most part. Still, there was no way I was going to let on regarding my sexual attraction to Jax, nor of the potential danger he might be in because of his job. I would just have to wait and see.
“Is there anything else, Angie? I sense a bit of hesitation.”
I sighed. “Not really, Nancy, I guess it’s just getting used to a new live-in situation. Haven’t done that in a while, and to be honest, I’ve never had a client as young as Jax. He’s a handful.” I felt the heat of a blush make its way up my neck. God, I couldn’t say anything without it alluding to Jax’s well-endowed body. Good grief!
“You let me know if you have any difficulties. Keep me posted and let me know if you need anything, or if you need a break.”
“Will do,” I said. “Well, I’d better get to the shopping. He’s letting me drive his SUV, which is nice, and offers a nicer ride than my old clunker. If I need anything, I’ll holler.”
“You do that, Angie,” Nancy said, then disconnected the call.
I sat in the car for several more minutes, just watching people come and go. I needed to get my head straight. I needed to get past this intense sexual attraction to Jax or I wouldn’t be able to do my job. That was first and foremost. I was the nurse and he was the patient. He answered to me, or was supposed to, and not the other way around. If I couldn’t concentrate on my job or if I let him get away with things I ordinarily wouldn’t let another client get away with, then I was failing not only him, but myself.
Pushing thoughts of Jax to the back of my mind, I stepped out of the SUV, locked it with the remote, and entered the grocery store, my mind on nothing, for the moment, but the shopping list.
***
By the time I got back to Jax’s house, a couple of hours had passed. I had taken my time at the grocery store, just enjoying the brain break. It wasn’t as if I was mentally exhausted like I usually was taking care of a dementia patient. On the other hand, I was mentally exhausted for completely other reasons.
I realized that I had been on pins and needles ever since Jax opened the front door to me yesterday. The neurons in my brain had been firing constantly, until I had fallen into a deep sleep last night. The constant awareness, stimulation, and expectation of those feelings around Jax exhausted me as much as taking care of a patient in the throes of Sundown syndrome.
I felt the beginning of a headache building behind my eyes, and after I brought the groceries in, I went upstairs to my bathroom to take a few aspirin. Jax didn’t appear to be back yet, although the gray sedan was still parked in the garage. They had probably taken Michael’s vehicle since Jax wasn’t supposed to drive yet. Where they went or how long they’d be gone I had no idea, nor was it any of my business. As long as he wasn’t jumping out of an airplane.
I would put away the groceries, start something for dinner, and then probably just go sit in my room and read. I might even watch some TV in the den or sitting room, or whatever he called it.
It didn’t take me long to put away and organize the groceries and start a crockpot for chicken and dumplings. What Southern boy didn’t like chicken and dumplings? With some idle time on my hands and not finding anything interesting on television, I decided to take the opportunity to explore Jax’s home a little more thoroughly.
Leaving the kitchen, I returned to the front room, or living room — damn, this house was complicated — taking in the rich woodwork, the hardwood flooring, and passing my hand over the lovely fabric on the furniture. It all looked very expensive, but not the kind you couldn’t sit on or relax in.
From there, I meandered through the den/sitting room/library, where the huge flat screen TV was bordered by shelves of books. In a cabinet under the television, I found a number of DVDs, some of them X-rated. After a quick glance at the titles, I quickly put them back exactly the way I had found them.
Leaving the den, I ventured upstairs. Although Jax had asked me not to go into his office, my curiosity got the best of me. The door was open, so it’s not like there was anything top secret in there. Besides, he wouldn’t know I had snooped, would he?
Just to be sure I wasn’t tempted to touch anything, I shoved my hands in my jeans pockets and entered his office. I just wanted to look. This room, as opposed to any other room in the house, had more personality than the others. Other than some framed pieces of regional art work, no personal items hung on the walls throughout the rest of the house. In here though, it was different.
On the walls hung a variety of framed photographs. With my hands still in my pockets, I moved from wall to wall, gazing at photographs of Jax and his buddies in a variety of locations. In each photo, he wore combat fatigues. One looked like it was taken on a beach, the other in the desert, and yet still another in a jungle. There weren’t many photos of him in civilian clothes, nor did I see any photographs of him with anyone I would have assumed was family.
The room had an odd collection of modern items as well as what looked to be antiques, and I wondered about his family history. Had he grown up in this house? Was it his? Did it belong to a friend or acquaintance and he was just staying here to recuperate? Perhaps it belonged to a family member, but then again, with no family photographs… it was like the guy didn’t have a history. I knew he had to come from somewhere, but if he did, it certainly wasn’t acknowledged on these walls.
It looked like the guys in his special ops unit were his family. I studied one photograph which looked like it had been taken rather recently and wondered if it was Afghanistan. I saw Michael in the photo, as well as several other guys, wondering if they were the men Michael had been talking about at the dinner table last evening. Which one of them was dead? Which one of them had survived yet another combat tour and then come home only to be murdered, or at least die under suspicious circumstances?
After I had gazed my fill at photographs on the wall, I ventured behind the large oak desk situated in front of a window that looked out over the backyard and the pool. On the desk, I saw a variety of papers, envelopes, and memo pads. A rather haphazard stack of papers was piled on one side of the desk. Some looked like bank statements. A lined and blank yellow memo pad lay on top of the stack. However, a portion of what I assumed was a bank statement peeked out from beneath the pad and I leaned over to get a better look while scolding myself for being so nosy at the same time. It was none of my business how much money Jax had, and his bank account was certainly none of—
What the hell? My eyes widened, and I stared, blinked, then looked at the number again. Wait, that wasn’t thousands of dollars or even hundreds of thousands of dollars, but millions… no, it had another zero. Billions! How in the hell did a soldier earn that kind of money? They didn’t. Not even special ops. Not even with hazard duty or combat pay. Even a mercenary would have trouble amassing that kind of fortune.
My only conclusion was that Jax was rich, and I mean Old Money rich. Bloody rich. This house was probably his. I stood in stunned dismay. Sure, some of my clients were pretty well-off, but not like this. I resisted the urge to look through some of the papers, knowing that that would go way beyond acceptable, and quickly forced myself from behind the desk and out of the office.
I made my way back to my own room and closed the door. I sat down on the bed, staring out the window, frowning. Why in heaven’s name would someone with access to billions of dollars risk life and limb to be a member of a special ops squadron?
I couldn’t even imagine that kind of money. For several moments, I struggled with feelings of jealousy and envy. Here I was, struggling paycheck to paycheck to get by, and here was a guy who had more money than I could even imagine, ever, and it was just sitting there while he was off at war getting blown up. Why?
My curiosity was piqued. That kind of money, if it was old money, came from generations of hard work. While I wasn’t normally a snoop, I was definitely intrigued, and I definitely decided that I needed to find out more about Jax Andrews. Maybe this week I could go down to the local library and do some research on Hilton Head, or maybe even this property and Jax himself without him finding out. It was either that or come right out and ask him, and that certainly wouldn’t be appropriate.
After all, I was just his nurse. I wasn’t his girlfriend, I wasn’t a relative, and I really had no business digging into his background or his history. What would I accomplish doing that? Nothing really, other than to assuage my burgeoning interest and curiosity, not that I would act on it. My job might last a couple of weeks, maybe a week or two after that, but when Jax received the all clear from his doctor, I would be discharged and moving on to another client or two, back to my ‘regular’ routine.
It didn’t really matter who Jax Andrews was. Well, it kind of did, especially if he was into something illegal, but I doubted that. Everything about his background and his military career indicated an upstanding, patriotic, fiercely loyal and honest individual. Then again, what did I know? Still, it made me wonder about him.
Had he ever been married? If he had, did he have kids somewhere? Did it matter? No. Then again, once I got curious about something, I had a bad habit of gnawing on it like a dog gnawing on a bone. Besides, other than scolding Jax about what he was supposed to do and what he wasn’t, and doing a little cooking, perhaps some cleaning, and helping a little with rehab, what else do I have to do?
I decided a little exploring wouldn’t hurt. I wasn’t going to dig too deep, but just enough to amuse me, keep me occupied, and for heaven’s sake, keep my mind off his body and every attractive thing about it.



Chapter 2
Later that afternoon, I sat down at the kitchen table, working out some kind of a menu. I don’t think Jax would care what I fixed, but I was the type of person who liked to know what’s on the menu not only today, but tomorrow and the day after tomorrow. Actually, I had gotten used to this method of meal planning and preparation because of my work.
If I didn’t have an evening shift or a live-in job, I never really felt much like cooking by the time I got home from a long day’s work. Because of that, I tended to hit a drive-thru, but I got tired of that fairly quickly and missed the foods I had grown up with. I decided after that that on one of my days off, I would spend the day planning my entrées for the week, shopping, and preparing them. After they were prepared, I portioned them into serving sizes in plastic containers and then put them in the freezer.
Simple and easy. In the morning before I left for work, I took one out of the freezer and put it in the fridge. By the time I got home, I could nuke it, fix a salad or a side and it was done. Quick, efficient, and healthy.
So there I sat at the wooden kitchen table in one of the cushioned chairs, working on menu ideas for the foods I had brought home and put away from the store just that morning. Suddenly, a shadow crossed over my paper and I glanced up, startled.
“Will you please stop doing that?” I exclaimed, one hand over my pounding heart, the other clasped over my mouth.
“Doing what?”
I stared. I couldn’t help it. Jax was standing next to the kitchen table, again completely naked. As a matter of fact, his dick was probably no more than twelve inches away, on a direct level to my eyes. In response to my stare, it moved. I shook my head and glanced up, scowling. “Must you always run around naked?”
He shrugged. “No, but I do rather enjoy it, especially when it gets your attention.”
I began to sputter a reply, to deny such an accusation, but I would be preaching to the choir. The plain truth of the matter was that I was fascinated, not only by his penis, but by his entire body. If I didn’t feel so self-conscious, I probably could’ve spent hours admiring every contour of his body; the way his muscles rippled when he moved, the way his transverse obliques hugged his rib cage, and the slight bulge of the transverse abdominus muscles where they pulled in his lower abdomen from his hips down to his—
“Okay, I won’t offend your feminine sensibilities,” he said. He turned and walked toward the kitchen sink.
I could only stare now at his butt, his gluteus maximus in all its glory. From his narrow waist upward I watched the muscles of his back ripple as he reached up into the cupboard to retrieve a glass. I ogled the broad shoulders, well-defined delts, the way his triceps made a little knot when he straightened his arms. His legs were just as attractive, his thighs perfectly formed, strong, and thickly muscled. I saw the obvious indentation where his calf muscle or gastrocnemius inserted into the top of the Achilles’ tendon. Was there no aspect of this guy’s body that wasn’t perfectly formed? Oh, I’m not talking about the scars, those were superficial, but the musculature beneath was so incredibly admirable that I—
“Are you staring at my butt now?”
I glanced from his buttocks and legs back up to his head just as he turned around, grinning. He was incorrigible! Again I shook my head. “Okay, you’ve tested me. I’ll admit it. You’re an attractive guy and you have a great body. Now what? Is this how you scared your first nurse out of the house?”
He laughed and casually walked to the refrigerator where he poured himself a glass of orange juice. “You found out about that, did you?”
“Of course I did,” I said. “I needed to know what your care plan instructed since the moment you left the hospital. What did you do to her?”
He downed half the glass, then turned casually but carefully, and leaned against the kitchen counter, crossing his legs, not caring at all that he was fully exposed to me once again. By the time my eyes rose back to his face, I saw his lifted eyebrow. “Sorry,” I said. “I’m sure I’ll get used to it sooner or later.”
“I believe the nurse’s name was Melody,” he began. He took a few more sips of orange juice. “And no, I didn’t prance in front of her naked—”
“Then why are you doing it to me?”
He ignored my question, placing the now empty glass back down on the counter. “I think I intimidated her—”
“I can’t imagine why,” I interrupted.
He said nothing, but merely shrugged before continuing. “I get the fact that I’m not the easiest patient to deal with,” he admitted. “But she was getting to be quite a nag about it. I guess she told her supervisor, and long story short, the supervisor notified my doctor, and then it went back to the nurse, and I got the feeling that she just wasn’t interested.” He pushed himself away from the counter. “She pretty much hid up in her room for the rest of that day. Didn’t come to see how I was doing, didn’t make any food, didn’t say anything about exercising.”
I listened, not interrupting now. This is the most he had spoken about his situation since I’ve gotten here. I knew that some home health care aides and nurses were not particularly suited to the home-based environment, and while they could be perfectly good at their jobs in a hospital or in a healthcare facility, they kind of fell apart when in someone’s home. I couldn’t really understand it because to me, patient care was patient care, and environment didn’t matter. For some, however, it was quite intimidating and scary.
“Anyway, the next morning she was gone.”
That did surprise me. “She left without saying a word?”
He nodded and I frowned. “She just up and left you here by yourself? How long after your discharge from the hospital did this happen?”
He shrugged again. “A couple of days, maybe.”
Now that really pissed me off. If I knew the name of that nurse or the agency she worked for, you could believe that I would be calling them now and reporting her. She had abandoned her patient! That was just not done. If a nurse felt that he or she couldn’t do the job, it was mandatory to always make sure that someone else was on site before they left.
“What are you frowning about?”
I glanced up to find Jax watching me with interest. I schooled my expression. “As nurses, one of our primary duties is to make sure that our patients are taken care of and provided for. To just leave like that… it equates to abandonment.”
“Abandonment?” he asked, his eyebrow lifted again.
I desperately tried to keep my gaze above his waistline as I sought to explain. “Let’s say the shift I’m working at the hospital or the long-term care center is over at two o’clock. The nurse who is supposed to show up at two o’clock is late. I can’t just leave. I have to wait for that nurse, to pass the baton so to speak. If I leave before other nurses arrive, even if my shift is over, I can be charged with abandonment of my patients.”
“Okay, I get that, but this isn’t a hospital or a facility. This is my home. Why would it still apply?”
“The fact that it’s a home scenario is even more important. Regardless of your status or your ability to take care of things on your own, if you’re assigned to certain hours, and nobody has arrived to replace you or to fill in for you, you are not allowed to leave.”
“Even if your shift is over?”
I nodded. “Let me put it this way. One time I was caring for an older woman with Parkinson’s. She needed supervision when she was up and about because she was a fall risk. She spent most of her time lying down in bed watching television. I had a four-hour shift with her in the late afternoon, before her husband came home from work.” I paused and noted that he was listening with apparent interest. “One day, the husband didn’t show up on time like he usually did.”
“So what did you do?”
“I called my supervisor and let her know that the husband hadn’t arrived yet. Nevertheless, I couldn’t just leave the woman by herself because I didn’t know when the husband would arrive home. He might’ve come home five or ten minutes after I left, but what if he had gotten into a car accident? What if something had happened to him and no one showed up for hours?” I shook my head. “My duty requires that I either stay until someone comes to replace me or a family member could be notified to take my place. The only problem with that was the family lived about three hours away and the weather was already bad.”
He didn’t say anything and I continued. “So regardless of the fact that you’re able to ambulate… walk around on your own, and you have all your faculties, and you don’t have dementia, or any cognitive issues, the nurse that just left without contacting anyone or letting her supervisor know, or waiting for a replacement could be constituted as patient abandonment.”
He waved a hand as if it didn’t matter. “I didn’t like her much anyway. Way too snooty for my taste.”
I smiled, but shook my head. “That’s beside the point.” I cast my gaze down to my menu plan and then looked back up at him. “As a matter of fact, if your friend, Michael, hadn’t been here this morning to pick you up and take you to wherever it was you guys went, you were the one going shopping with me.”
He made a face and slowly padded over to the kitchen table. He sat down across from me, frowning. “Are you telling me that you can’t leave me alone for a minute?” He shook his head. “I was by myself for several days before you came.”
I nodded. “Unfortunately, that’s true, but definitely not recommended according to your care plan.”
He scowled. “I don’t need a babysitter.”
“No, but you do obviously need some oversight. Do you know how many patients of mine permanently injured themselves because they refused to be compliant to their care plans, or to the advice of their doctors, nurses, and physical therapists?”
“Nope,” he said, apparently unconcerned. He glanced at the papers on the table. “What are you doing?”
“Making a menu plan for the week.”
“Why?”
“Because I like to be prepared,” I said. “I’ll spend this afternoon or evening doing some cooking, and then I’ll separate them into portions. Some can go in the freezer, others in the fridge. Saves time.”
He made a face and then smiled. “Sounds terribly efficient.”
“It is, and it alleviates the need to try and come up with something to fix you for dinner, only to find out you don’t have some of the ingredients.” He stared at me for several moments, until I began to grow uncomfortable. “What?”
“You take your job very seriously, don’t you?”
I made a face this time. “Of course I do! It’s my job!”
He said nothing for a moment, but his next comment took me by surprise.
“Is it also your job to go snooping around people’s houses?”
I sat stunned for a moment, confused. “Snooping? What are you—” then I remembered. Against his direct instructions, I had ventured into his office, and yes, I had snooped, but how did he know? I felt another deep blush rise from the bottom of my throat up into my cheeks. “I didn’t touch anything—”
“No, I don’t believe you did,” he said, still watching me carefully, those chocolate brown eyes boring into mine. I coveted the color of his eyes, and even more so his long, dark eyelashes. They were just damn sexy. Compared to his short-cropped brown hair, mine was downright mousy, but my mother had always told me that my green eyes perfectly matched my sandy brownish-blond hair. Still.
“Then how did you know—?”
“I smelled you.”
Smelled me? My eyes widened. Did I stink? I didn’t wear perfume, and even chose non-scented deodorant and hand lotion because sometimes scents and perfumes bothered my clients.
“You have a natural smell about you, not unpleasant at all, don’t get me wrong. I don’t know if it’s the lingering scent of shampoo or just your particular body scent, but I noticed it in my office.”
The fact that he could smell me was a little embarrassing, but it wasn’t as if he was telling me that I stank of BO. “I apologize, Jax, but I’m just trying to get to know you a little better. I saw the pictures on the wall and wanted to take a peek.”
“And you also lingered over my desk, glancing at my papers, didn’t you?”
For a brief moment, I wondered if he had hidden cameras in the room. How in heaven’s name would he have known that I looked at his financial papers? Just in case there were cameras, I supposed there was no denying it, so I didn’t even try. “Yes, I saw a few…” I dropped my head in embarrassment, staring down at the tabletop. He said nothing and I glanced up in curiosity. “Okay, so forgive me for being so blunt, but why is someone as rich as you risking life and limb to be Delta Force and go out on covert and deadly missions in the Middle East?”
He answered simply. “Why are you a nurse?”
“Because I love it—” I stopped and nodded. “Okay, I get it, I think.” He said nothing, but merely nodded and then stood. Once again, I became the lucky recipient of a full body view. This time, I didn’t react, but gave him a slow once-over, just to show him that his nudity didn’t bother me. He wasn’t going to scare me off like he had the other nurse.
I should’ve known better. The minute my gaze landed on his penis, it wiggled again. In a matter of seconds, it began to rise from its nest of curls. My eyes widened. What would he do if I—
“You want me, don’t you?”
I yanked my gaze away from his obviously interested cock to his face. I shook my head, although I had to wonder if I even believed it myself. “You’re my patient, Jax.”
“So? Who’s going to tell?” He took a step back. “I live fast and hard, Angie,” he said, the deep timber of his voice driving straight to my groin. He turned to walk toward the kitchen doorway and out into the hallway. “I learned a long time ago that life is short. If you want something, you go after it. I’ll be blunt.” He paused and turned back toward me “I won’t try to seduce you. But just so you know, I happen to find you very attractive. I certainly wouldn’t mind getting to know you a little better, and no one has to know. Purely physical. No strings. Nothing wrong with that.”
With that, he left the room. I stared after him, my pussy on fire, the veins in my neck pulsing with desire. He had effectively told me that he would have no problem if we made a connection, but that was just it. Not only that, but he had intimated that if anything was going to happen, I would need to make the first move. He wasn’t going to seduce me. He could allure me, tempt me, and intrigue me, but he wouldn’t make any overt moves to seduce me.
In essence, what he was telling me was that the ball was in my court. Did I want to play? No doubt about it. Was it professional? Absolutely not. Still, once the thought was in my head, it was just about impossible to drive it out.
I was burning with desire for him, and wondered if I just got it out of my system whether we could settle into a relatively calm working environment. Forbidden sex with a patient. Basically, that’s what it was. Was it that very aspect of it that tempted me so? Was it the very allure of having sex with Jax the reason for such intense desire? Of breaking the rules for the first time in my life?
I’d been around naked men before, no doubt about that. Had I ever had a patient as young and well-formed as Jax? No. What did that say about me? That I was so superficial that a guy’s looks would tempt me to pretty much forget about my rules, let alone the rules of the agency I worked for?
Then again, if I had sex with Jax, it wasn’t as if the situation could be construed as sexual abuse against my client. He had just as much said that he was open to it. I wasn’t exactly the victim of sexual misconduct on his part either, so I figured that neither one of us would be breaking any rules. That it was frowned upon was beside the point.
The more I sat at the kitchen table and considered, the hotter I got. The thought of Jax touching me, kissing me, exploring every aspect of my body with his tongue made me wet. My pussy started throbbing with desire and he wasn’t even in the room! Oh, to hell with it. Maybe I just needed to get him out of my system. Maybe once my curiosity was assuaged, I could focus on my job and his rehab, and not on his body, every ripple of his muscles, the sexual charisma that seem to ooze out of every pore. The fact that he ran around naked certainly wasn’t helping, and I still couldn’t determine whether he was just testing me or not.
I forgot my menu, shoved the papers away, and stood. My heart was pounding. Was I making a mistake? Most certainly. Did I care? At the moment, no. The repercussions? I had no idea, but the truth of the matter was, I wanted Jax. I had known him for a day and had never felt such a sexual desire or attraction for any man in my life. I didn’t know if it was because of his bad boy persona, his Delta Force background, or just the fact that he was so damn good looking. The plain and simple truth was that I wanted to jump his bones and feel him inside me more than I had ever desired any man.
I made my decision. I would deal with the fallout later. Well, whatever. I was on birth control pills, but before things got too far I wanted to see if he mentioned condoms. Right now, every cell in my body was strumming with anticipation and desire. I made my way slowly to his office, then stood just in front of his open door, knowing that I could change my mind. He couldn’t see me yet.
Right this minute, I hadn’t overstepped the boundaries. Right this second, I could turn around and go back to the kitchen and plan my menu like I was supposed to do. Then, taking a deep breath, I stepped into the doorway.
Jax sat, still naked, behind his desk, working on paperwork. He glanced up, put the pen down and stared at me. His eyes tore right through me; made me feel things that I had never felt before. I wanted to jump into his arms and run away at the same time. I didn’t say a word, but just stared at him with wide eyes, praying that I wasn’t about to make the biggest mistake of my life.
After several seconds of silence, he slowly stood. I wasn’t terribly surprised to find that his cock already stood at attention, as if reaching out toward me.
“Come here,” he said softly.
I did.
In a matter of steps, I stood in front of him. Of its own accord, my hand reached out and grasped his cock. Warm. Solid. The veins running through it were engorged. I felt the thickness of them in my palm.
I rubbed my thumb over the tip of his head. It oozed liquid. He continued to stare down at me, then he lowered his head and kissed me. My hand left his cock and wrapped around his naked shoulders as his warm tongue stroked my lips and then delved between them, encouraging me to open my mouth. I did. His tongue darted inside, making slow, swirling circles around my own. As our tongues played tag, his hands were busy.
My blood surged and pounded through my veins. My ears rang from the sensual kiss, but then he suddenly broke off contact, reached for the bottom of my scrub top and pulled it gently over my head. Then, with deft fingers, he unfastened my bra and pulled the straps off my arms.
I didn’t feel self-conscious. My nipples were already hard, aching for his touch. The anticipation was torture. He stared down at my breasts, then up to my face, gently leaning forward to kiss me again. His lips were warm and soft, firm, and demanding, but not as if he were in any hurry. No, he seemed to be taking his own sweet time. My chest rose and fell with my excitement. Seconds later, I felt one of his huge hands cup my breast and lift it slightly, as if testing its weight.
My breast filled his palm, and then he tested the other one with his other hand. All the while his lips maintained contact with mine. Then he lowered his head and swept his tongue across the tip of my left nipple. He blew gently on it and electricity surged through me. Then his tongue traced the outside edges of my areola. I hissed, my sharp intake of breath causing him to chuckle, the sound burgeoning from deep in his chest. He repeated the process with the other nipple. I wanted to scream with passion, but clamped my lips shut, reveling in the feelings that raced through me.
My pussy throbbed with longing. He lifted his head and kissed me again, quickly, hard, filled with need. When his lips left mine, I almost protested, but while his fingers continue to tweak my nipples, his tongue traced a slow, sensual trail along my jawline and down my neck. Then, sitting on the edge of his desk, he pulled me closer.
I now stood cradled between his legs, his cock pressed against my lower abdomen. He took one of my nipples in his mouth and I moaned and arched my back, offering my breasts to him as a feast. My head tilted back as I relished the sensations that his very gifted tongue evoked inside me.
The buzzing in my ears grew louder. My hands stroked his short-cropped hair, pressing his head more closely into my breast. They began their own explorations; tracing along his muscled neck, down along his shoulders, caressing and relishing the musculature of his shoulders and biceps. One of his hands left my breast and I almost protested until I felt it slowly make its way toward my scrubs. He untied the shoe lace style string to loosen the waistline and then slid his hand underneath the waistband of my scrubs.
Oh my God, I could hardly stand it. The palm of his hand caressed my pubis and nestled in my curls. When his finger caressed my clit, I became unraveled. I was already wet, but the sensation of his finger caressing my lips down there caused more liquid to flow over them. One of his fingers slid deep inside me.
I gasped and automatically reached my hand down for his throbbing cock. While I gently stroked his thick shaft, my thumb occasionally brushing over the tip in its own wetness, his hand kept busy. His fingers stroked slowly in and out and then his thumb found my clitoris, rubbing it in slow, gentle circles. My hand tightened on his cock and I began to stroke harder.
For several moments, all I heard was the pounding of my own pulse in my ears, and then a moan. Surprised, I realized that the sound came from me. My hips began to rock against his palm of their own volition. I couldn’t stop it any more than I could stop a boulder from rolling downhill.
I maneuvered my left hand in between our bodies and cupped his balls. I squeezed gently, rolling them in my hand. They were heavy, full and taut. His lips returned to my nipples, caressing first one and then the other.
I was swept along on waves of pleasure such as I had never experienced before. His finger moved faster, and I felt my muscles clench around it. His thumb worked magic on my clitoris while his tongue did the same on my nipples. My grip on his cock tightened until I was afraid that I would hurt him, but his answering moan encouraged me. Faster.
Suddenly, I felt it building and another moan escaped my throat. I spread my legs a little wider, pressed my breast closer, harder, deeper into his mouth. The waves continued to build to a crescendo. My hips rocked, his finger dipped in and out, my pussy wet and hot and throbbing. Then I came. I threw my head back, growling low in my throat as I reached orgasm. His finger thrust deeper while I continued to stroke his cock, and seconds later, I felt hot liquid surge through my fingers as he too reached climax.
I stood frozen, stunned by the powerful orgasm I had experienced, and one evoked only with his fingers. I could only imagine how glorious it would be to experience the feeling of his huge cock deep inside me. I pushed the thought from my mind. My body felt weak, my knees wobbly.
He stood, grasped my shoulders, and sat me down in the chair. He quickly left the room but returned moments later with a wet washcloth. Without a word, he knelt beside the chair and washed off my hand, then swiped it over his dick. Then, he tossed the washcloth in the trash can beside the desk and smiled.
“Well, I must admit that was a bit of a surprise,” he said.
I could only stare dumbly up at him. A surprise? That was the understatement of the year. I had never felt a climax like that before. I gazed at him, at the earnest, serious expression on his face.
“Are you okay?”
I nodded, and then suddenly remembered that I was topless. His gaze passed over my breasts again and my nipples immediately snapped to attention. Crap. Suddenly feeling self-conscious, I crossed my hands over my breasts.
“Kind of late for that, isn’t it?” he grinned.
Nevertheless, he slowly reached down to the floor for my bra and handed it to me, and then repeated the process with my scrub top. I clutched both to my chest, as if they could form a barrier, and a flimsy one at that.
“I… I don’t know what to say,” I stammered. “I’m sorry—”
“I’m not,” he said.
“Be that as it may, it won’t happen again,” I said, trying to stand. He took a step back, his eyes never leaving mine.
“I certainly hope not,” he said, the grin broadening.
I shook my head as I stood, clutching my bra and scrub top to my chest. “That shouldn’t have happened, Jax.” I felt guilty.
“And why not?”
He sat down in the chair I had just vacated. “Because you’re my patient, my client. You’re paying me to do a job. You’re not paying me for sex.”
He shook his head. “No, I’m not. But it is a nice little perk.”
I frowned. Perk for who? Me? Most definitely. Him? It wasn’t as if he was living the life of a monk. He’d just had sex with that beautiful Swede the day before. “Be that as it may, it won’t happen again.” As I turned to leave the room, I heard him mumble.
“I certainly hope not.”



Chapter 3
The next couple of days passed without event. I got the impression that as far as Jax was concerned, the sex between us was no big deal. I, on the other hand, tingled and thrummed every time I got within a couple of feet of him. This absolutely would not do.
His wounds were healing nicely, and he had, so far, obeyed my orders not to go back into the pool, and I changed the bandage over his surgical incision every evening. Still, I felt nervous and stimulated every time he was near. Damn him to smithereens!
Over the next few days, I slowly got into a routine at his house. Most of the time, he shut himself off either in his room or in his office, so it’s not like I was bumping into him every minute. I wondered about the threats made against his squadron, but nothing seemed to be happening. Michael hadn’t come by since that first day I was here, but I could tell that Jax was still on his guard. Every morning, and several times throughout the day, and then again before it grew dark, he paced the perimeter of the house, checking windows and making sure doors were locked.
One evening, passing by his office to get to my bedroom, I noticed him sitting at his desk, staring at his computer screen. I waved hello and he gestured me inside. I wasn’t sure I wanted a repeat performance behind his desk. Nevertheless, for a change, he was fully dressed, so I didn’t think that anything would happen. He looked at me and then pointed to his computer screen.
“Want to see?”
“Do I want to see what?” I asked, stepping closer to his desk and peering toward his monitor. I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised to see a surveillance system. His computer screen was now divided into four quadrants, each of which displayed a large portion of his property; the front and the back of the house, the driveway, and the side with the garage. I hadn’t realized he had cameras mounted outside. I had never seen any indication of surveillance equipment.
“Ultra-high-tech,” he commented. “They’re nearly invisible. Clear picture huh?”
I nodded. “You haven’t noticed anybody lurking around have you?” I asked, suddenly worried. Maybe I had been too quick to brush off the warning. I then glanced down at him. “You haven’t heard of any more… accidents or anything happening to other members of your squadron, have you?”
He shook his head. “Doesn’t hurt to be careful though.”
I agreed.
“I have a doctor’s appointment tomorrow afternoon. After I’m finished, you want to go down to the beach, hang out for a little while? Get out of here and enjoy some fresh air and feel the wind in your hair?”
I thought about it a moment and then shrugged. Why not? “Sure,” I said. “Sounds fun. Should I pack a picnic basket or something? I can make up some fried chicken and potato salad tomorrow morning before we have to go to your doctor’s appointment.”
He thought about it a moment and then nodded. “Sounds like a plan. Put a bottle of Merlot in the basket too, why don’t you?”
Before I could respond, he gazed back down at the computer screen. It seemed as if I had been effectively dismissed. I turned and left the room, confused. Why the abrupt silence?
I wasn’t sure if I should have accepted an invitation to go down to the beach with him. For sure, I should have dissuaded him from the wine because he was supposed to be on his meds. Then again, an evening away from the house on the beach and enjoying the breeze and the sight of the ocean might be a good idea, give us a chance to get to know each other a little better.
***
Because Jax wasn’t cleared to drive just yet, I drove him down to his doctor’s appointment in Brighton Beach, across the Harbor River. I waited in the lobby while he went in to see the doctor. He wasn’t in there too long, but when he emerged, he wore a scowl. I didn’t say anything while he stepped up to the receptionist’s desk, handed her a piece of paper, and was told to come back in another week.
It wasn’t until we are out of the building and back in his SUV that I asked. “What did he say?”
Jax said nothing for several moments, but I didn’t press. Obviously, Jax hadn’t agreed the physician’s assessment of his recuperation or rehab. He remained silent, still scowling as I turned back onto State Highway 78, heading back onto Hilton Head Island, trying not to smile as I heard him muttering under his breath.
Instead of turning south toward the Sea Pines Resort and his neighborhood, I headed directly eastward toward the seaward side of the island. The road meandered this way and that and I found I enjoyed the drive. The late afternoon sun cast a gorgeous glow over the golf courses, the tendrils of the Harbor River crisscrossing the area, along with numerous waterways that riddled this portion of the island.
The choices for our location for an early evening picnic were unlimited. I didn’t really pay attention to what road I was on, because no matter which one I took, I knew that sooner or later Jax would point out a good spot on the beach, which I could see from the driver’s side window.
I had driven about a mile when I finally glanced at him in impatience. “Unless you want me to pick a spot, you better choose now.” That seemed to jar him out of his grumpy musings. He glanced out his window, then mine, and then pointed.
“Turn onto Mooring Buoy and then take a left on any of the streets you want. The beaches down there are all perfectly fine.”
I followed his directions and we eventually ended up on Bass Head Beach. We’d just passed the Marriott Resort and Spa and the Omni Oceanfront Resort, along with other gorgeous properties that I could only imagine in my most outrageous dreams.
I parked the SUV in one of the resort hotel parking lots, where it tended to blend in with other guest vehicles. As he slowly climbed down from his side of the large car, I got out and then opened the rear passenger door and reached for my makeshift picnic basket.
No wicker baskets to be found in Jax’s home, which had not surprised me a bit. I had substituted by placing our food into Tupperware containers that I then stacked into plastic grocery bags. I grabbed both the bags, loaded with food, wine, and paper and plastic eating utensils, including two plastic wine glasses. Last, I pulled out an old, rather threadbare blanket that I had found in one of the hall linen closets.
By the time I closed the door, Jax had ventured around to my side and held out a hand.
“Here, let me take those.”
I shook my head. “Didn’t the doctor give you a weight limit?”
He swore. “Do I look like a baby to you?”
I smiled. “Not in the least, Jax, but doctors set weight limits for a reason. Any extra pressure added to your spine might cause injury, or at the very least delay healing.” He frowned. No, that was a downright scowl. I shook my head. “Deal with it, Jax. I’ve got it. Now you do your job and find us a nice spot to have a lovely picnic dinner and enjoy the evening breeze like you promised.”
After muttering under his breath, Jax finally turned, scanned the beach, and then pointed to a spot about fifty yards to the south of the parking lot.
“That looks like a good spot.”
I gestured and he led the way, walking slowly over the mounds and dips of sand. He had picked a spot near some sand dunes. The sea grass growing on top of them and along the sides blew gently in the ocean breeze. The sound of the water rhythmically cascading onto the beach made me smile. It was amazing how close I lived to such beauty and yet I rarely got out to enjoy it. I had always loved going to the beach as a child, but I hadn’t been in years.
Jax took his time navigating the uneven sand, which I was glad to see. I knew that he was still in pain, but what level I didn’t know, and he was too stubborn to comment on it. Maybe later I’d ask, if he was in a better mood.
We found a suitable spot in the shade of one of the sand dunes. I spread the blanket down on the sand and he slowly sat down and then stretched out, leaning carefully back onto his arms, his legs outstretched. He wore cargo shorts, a t-shirt, and slip-on canvas shoes. I wore a pair of loose salmon-color linen pants and a white, sleeveless, button-down linen top.
As we got settled, he stared off at the ocean. It looked to me as if his thoughts were a million miles away. I began to take the Tupperware containers out of the grocery bags, making sure to weigh the empty bags down with the containers so they wouldn’t blow away. In addition to the bottle of wine he had requested, I had also packed a couple of water bottles.
When I turned to glance at him, I was startled to find him watching me. Carefully. “What?” I asked.
He shook his head. “Nothing, just watching.”
I smiled. “You hungry?”
“Always.”
In a matter of moments, we both had a paper plate in front of us, loaded down with fried chicken, potato salad, and some raw mini carrot sticks. I pulled the plastic wine glasses from another bag, filled them half way with the Merlot, and then carefully set the bases into the sand so they wouldn’t spill. I also handed him a bottle of water and kept one for myself. I had no intentions of getting drunk out here on the beach with Jax Andrews.
We ate in silence. I enjoyed the company, the ocean breeze rippling through my hair, the scent of the sea filling my nose. I even enjoyed the occasional bite of sand that the wind kicked up and threw onto my food. After nibbling on a chicken leg and finishing off my potato salad, I stuffed my used plate into one of the plastic bags and turned to him. “This was a really good idea. I’m having fun.” I glanced down at his plate, also empty. He held it loosely in his hand. “Want more?”
“Not food,” he said
Oh boy, there he went again, giving me one of those looks. Dusk was fast settling over the beach, bathing the sand dunes in purplish shadows. “Don’t even think about it,” I said gently.
“Why not?”
“Because… because, it shouldn’t have happened the first time.”
“Again I ask, why not? We’re two consenting adults, aren’t we?”
“Jax, I’m your nurse!”
He grinned. “So let’s play doctor.”
I had to laugh and shook my head. “You’re incorrigible! Really Jax, if I get caught…”
“Then let’s not get caught.”
He reached for my hand and tugged me closer. Despite my somewhat lackluster resistance, I allowed him to nudge me nearly onto his lap. Before I knew it, he had pulled me down for a kiss. As before, I felt a thrill as his warm lips touched mine, now tinged with the taste of Merlot.
As his tongue swept inside my mouth, brushing against my teeth, I felt that familiar, burgeoning sensation tingling in every single one of my sensitive points. My nipples hardened, aching once again for his touch. My pussy immediately announced interest with a slight contraction of anticipation.
I still couldn’t understand what it was about Jax that got me so hot, but I wasn’t about to start questioning it at the moment. I would accept it for what it was. Hot, wet, passionate sex. Before I knew it, I had straddled him, my groin pressed up against his erection. My breasts squished against his chest while the kisses grew deeper, wetter, and more urgent. His hands left my waist and made their way beneath my top.
While I relished the feel of his warm hands cupping my breasts, I looked up briefly just to make sure that no one was around. From where we were situated near the sand dune, it was unlikely that anyone from any of the businesses, hotel, or restaurants further up the beach would be able to see us. I had never had sex out in the open and found myself strangely titillated, yet afraid at the same time. I didn’t typically behave like this, and I wanted him to know it.
“Jax,” I gasped as his fingers rolled my nipples between them. “I want you to know that I don’t normally behave like this.”
“Like what?” he purred, gently squeezing.
“Like a wanton slut,” I said, leaning down for another kiss. Of its own accord, my hips began to rock, nudging my clitoris along the length of his cock. His hands left my breasts and reached down to unbutton and unzip his cargo shorts. Lying on his back, it was an easy enough chore that wouldn’t hurt his back. I was left with a bit of a conundrum. I didn’t want to break contact, but I needed him to gain access. Before I could even decide what to do, his dick was exposed and his fingers were reaching for the buttons of my own pants.
I was already wet with anticipation. His hands skimmed down my waist and hips, pushing my linen pants and thong down with it, but he couldn’t shove them past my knees. Impatient, guttural noises issued from my throat as I quickly reached down and untangled my leg from one of the pant legs, leaving one leg bare, the other still encased in its pant leg. I was so hot and ready I couldn’t stand it.
“Wait,” he muttered.
Wait? Wait? I couldn’t wait! I was ready for him. Now. Then I realized one of his hands had left my breast, digging into the side leg pocket of his cargo shorts. He pulled out a small, square cellophane package. A condom. While he rolled the condom onto his engorged cock, I nuzzled the side of his neck. The moment his hand returned to my breast I knew he had the rubber in place. While I was pleased that he had thought of protection before I had to say anything to him about it, it wasn’t long before my thoughts strayed to the purely physical.
Without even waiting for him to say anything, I lowered myself onto his cock.
I was wet and his cock slid into my pussy easily, even with the condom. In a matter of moments, he had filled me. Oh my God, I had never felt such exquisite sensations. I press myself down further, trying to make my clitoris rub up against his nest of curls. He filled me completely, stretching me to my limit. Slowly, his hips began to rock. I stopped him.
“No, you’ll hurt your back,” I gasped. “Let me do it.”
He stared up at me, a small smile turning up the corners of his mouth. Balancing my body weight on the sand on either side of the shoulders, I began to lift myself up, and then slowly lowered myself onto his thick, throbbing cock. He hissed every time I did so, giving me an odd sense of power and control. He was at my mercy. I grew bolder. His hands returned to my breasts, pushing my bra up above them, rubbing his palms against my nipples and then tweaking them gently with his fingertips. I wanted more than anything to have his mouth on my nipple, but in order to do so, I would probably lose my grasp on his penis.
I took my time; up and down, up and down, slowly, and then I shifted my position slightly, adjusting the placement of my knees and lowering myself even further onto his cock. I couldn’t believe he filled me so completely, to the point where I felt him at the pit of my stomach, although I knew that certainly wasn’t possible.
I began to slowly gyrate in a circular motion, eliciting a deep groan from the center of his chest. He closed his eyes and tilted his head back. I grew even bolder. I rocked my hips faster, lifting myself up and then lowering myself harder, more forcefully. At the bottom of each motion, I rotated my hips, pumped twice fast, and then lifted myself up again.
I bit back my own groans as his cock slid so easily up and down. I clenched my pelvic floor muscles tighter, trying to grasp a more firm hold on his cock, but pretty soon my own emotions took control and I began to pump faster, harder, the gyrations becoming more frequent. He lay perfectly still beneath me, and before long, I panted with exertion, passion, and an increasing sense that I was going to orgasm quickly. I wasn’t disappointed.
In a matter of seconds, I felt the waves building to a crescendo. My muscles tightened around him even more. He groaned and gritted his teeth, gave one solid pump with his hips, and I was tipped over the precipice. I pressed myself down onto his cock, rubbing my clitoris against his own pubis, gasping as the waves of pleasure washed over me as steadily as the ocean waves slapped at the beach. Seconds later I felt him climax. My muscles clenched in a steady pulsing, overwhelming burst of pleasure, and we both rode the waves of ecstasy until the pulsations decreased in intensity.
Exhausted yet still holding his cock inside me, I fell forward onto his chest, cushioning my body weight with my forearms as I nestled my head into the crook of his shoulder. I heard his breath in my ear. As soon as my heart rate decreased a bit, I moved myself up, back onto my hands, still with his penis trapped in my pussy. I gazed down at him while he looked up at me, a small smile on his lips.
“Well,” he said, the smile growing wider.
“Well indeed,” I agreed. Slowly, and watching as I did so, I slid myself upward until he fell out of me. He quickly removed the condom and tucked it under the corner of the blanket. I merely lifted my eyebrow.
“Not to worry, I’ll take care of it,” he grinned.
As I rolled onto my side, I glanced down at his still engorged cock, its thick elongated veins and velvety surface glistening with semen. Neither one of us said anything for several moments as I stared up into the darkening sky, wondering how I had managed to end up on the beach with a guy like Jax.
Too soon, Jax reached for the front of his pants, zipping them back up and fastening the button at the waist. I got my pants pulled up as well, and then silently began to gather our belongings. It was coming on to full dark now. Time to get back to the house.
Jax slowly rose to a sitting position, bracing himself as he maneuvered his way onto his knees and then slowly stood. I watched carefully and nodded in approval. Apparently, something had stuck when it came to his therapy. He reached for one of the grocery bags, quickly scooped a handful of sand up with the used condom, and then dumped everything into the bag. Then he tied the handles tightly into a knot and gestured with his chin toward where we’d parked the car. “We can get rid of the trash in the parking lot. I saw a trash can there when we pulled in.”
I nodded and pulled the grocery bag of remaining food and supplies back onto my arm and leaned down to pick up the blanket. I felt his hand caress my ass. I smiled. Of course, he couldn’t see the smile in the dark, but I’m sure he sensed it.
I handed him the blanket to shake out, which he did, grinning at me while he did so. “You know, Angie. There’s something about you…”
That was funny, because I thought the same thing about Jax. It was a quiet, easy moment and I wasn’t embarrassed or regretful of making love with him. He was an excellent lover, and could only imagine how much better he would be when he was back to being one-hundred-percent healthy. I shook my head. I wasn’t going to be around that long.
I let him lead the way along the beach and back to the parking lot where I had parked the SUV. He moved off to dump the bag with the sand and used condom in a trash can and then casually walked back to the SUV. The lot was more crowded with vehicles than it had been earlier. One of the lamps lighting the parking lot near the SUV was dark. In the wan glow of light cast by the next lamp a short distance away, I saw the glitter of glass. That was surprising. A place as ritzy as this would never allow a parking lamp to go broken without quickly repairing it.
Pressing the unlock button for the SUV, it made a slight chirp, and the lights flashed briefly. Jax climbed in on his side while I opened the back door and stowed the bags on the floor. I shut the door, then opened my door and scrambled up behind the wheel. Inserting the key in the ignition, I turned on the vehicle, then switched on the headlights.
“I had a nice time, Jax. Thanks.”
“It was my pleasure,” he grinned.
I saw the flash of teeth and shook my head. “I was talking about the picnic on the beach.”
“And the sex?”
I sighed as I put the vehicle in reverse and began to back out of the parking space. I cast a quick glance at him. “That was nice too.”



Chapter 4
He laughed and I said nothing more as I slowly drove out of the parking lot and back onto the highway. It was full dark now, no moon. A fog bank rolled in from the sea. I drove slowly on the now quiet road, not sure where the curves were located as I’d never driven this road before. Jax didn’t seem to mind. It was nice and peaceful in the cab, with the dull glow of the panel casting dull blues and reds through the interior.
Crash!
Without warning, something hard slammed into the back of the SUV, eliciting a scream from me and a curse from Jax as he was jolted forward, the seatbelt stopping him from cracking his head on the windshield. The sudden movement provoked a growl of pain from him. At the same time, he looked in his side rearview mirror and I looked in the rearview mirror to see what the hell had happened. I saw a dark shape behind the SUV. Had someone just hit us? I didn’t see any headlights—
“Floor it!” Jax shouted.
For a second, I was frozen in indecision, but then I pressed my foot down on the accelerator and turned the headlights on high beam. What the hell was happening? Behind me, head lights suddenly appeared in the rearview mirror. Someone had been following us, and then deliberately hit the back of the SUV!
“What’s happening?” I cried, casting a quick glance at Jax. To my surprise, he reached for the glove compartment. When it popped open, he pulled out a gun.
“Drive!”
I tried to focus on the winding road ahead, my heart suddenly in my throat, my pulse pounding in my neck. Why would somebody try to hit us—?
I heard the sound of a car revving and, glancing into my side mirror, saw a dark sedan moving alongside the SUV. I pressed the accelerator again and surged forward, but the sedan also accelerated. Suddenly, the sedan swerved toward my side of the SUV and the sound of metal on metal filled my ears.
The impact nearly sent us off the road, but I hung tightly to the steering wheel, my eyes wide with panic. “What the hell!”
“Try to stay ahead of him!”
I was, really I was. I didn’t know who was trying to run us off the road, but if I didn’t keep my wits about me, they would likely succeed. I focused on the road while Jax twisted slightly in his seat, pressing the automatic window buttons. They all rolled down. The wind whipped at my hair.
I’d never been as scared in my life as I drove erratically along the winding road toward the south side of the island. The distant lights of the resorts passed us in a blur and then the night grew blacker and blacker. No cars around either, behind or in front of us. The sedan inched forward again.
“There’s a road up ahead to the right. Take it!”
I peered into the darkness beyond the glow of the headlights and saw the road just before we were about to pass it.
“Hang on!” I shouted, turning the wheel drastically in my hand, so sharply that I felt the right side tires come slightly off the ground.
Don’t overcorrect! Don’t overcorrect, I ordered myself. I kept my grip on the steering wheel and tried not to allow myself to panic. I straightened the car out as it took the turn at a crazy angle. The sedan shot past.
“Are they gone? Are they gone?”
“Just go!” he gritted out.
Jax had twisted completely around in his seat, his gun aimed toward the rear of the vehicle. In a matter of moments, my heart sank when I saw the glimpse of headlights in the review mirror. Then they disappeared. I had no doubt that the car was behind us. The sedan had turned around and was in hot pursuit again, lights off.
As it gained ground, I forced myself not to look in the rearview or side mirrors. I had to focus on what was ahead of me, totally out of my element. I had no idea where this road went or where the curves were located.
“They’re gaining on us! Can’t you go any faster?” Jax shouted.
“Yes, I can go faster,” I shouted back. “But do you want to get home alive? I don’t know where this road goes! I have no idea where the curves are—”
Another hard jolt pushed the SUV forward as the front bumper of the sedan bumped our rear. My forehead almost hit the steering wheel and Jax swore again when he was jolted forward, but this time he held onto the back seat with his hand.
He fired three quick shots from his handgun, shattering the back window. My ears rang as the stringent odor of gunfire filled the car. I stifled a scream. I heard the squeal of tires, then returning fire. The ping of metal hitting metal caused me to instinctively hunch my head down into my shoulders. They were firing back!
“Keep your head down!” Jax shouted.
I didn’t reply, too scared to speak. I saw another curve to the left coming up and once again focused my gaze only on the curve. Jax had to deal with whoever was pursuing us, trying to run us off the road. I didn’t look in the mirror even when I heard the engine of the pursuing car surge forward, but I definitely felt it when some part of the sedan made contact with the left rear side of the SUV. It pushed us to the right. I tried desperately to correct the swerve. Unfortunately, it wasn’t enough. The right rear tires hit the side of the road, and then the SUV spun one-hundred eighty degrees as the sedan swerved drastically to avoid us and then surged past us on the right. Jax grabbed the dashboard with one hand, the door handle with the other. Both of my hands gripped the steering wheel until I thought my fingers would break.
“Don’t overcorrect, Angie,” Jax urged. “Take it slow!”
With every cell in my body focused on not overcorrecting, I applied the brakes — but not slamming them too hard. I held my breath as the SUV continued to spin and complete a full three-sixty degree circle. Just as the circle was completed, the right front tire left the side of the road and headed down into a ditch.
“Hang on!” I shouted.
The SUV left the road, became airborne for the briefest of seconds, and then landed on all four tires. Thank God there weren’t many trees around and I was able to steer into a sandy clearing where only low brush and seagrass grew. Moments later, the SUV came to a stop, engine still running, headlights carving out a slice of light in the surrounding blackness. My heart beat so fast I thought it would burst. Adrenaline surged through me and my hands shook, and then my teeth began to chatter.
I think we both sat there for a full minute, me waiting for whoever had slammed into us to return while Jax kept looking out of every window, swearing as his gun followed his gaze. He reached for the door handle.
“Shut off the lights and turn off the engine.”
I didn’t question, but did exactly as he said. He got out of the car and stood in front of it, peering off into the distance.
My breath came in sharp gasps as I fought to get my heartrate under control. I was trembling so wildly, the SUV was nearly rocked with my tremors.
What the hell just happened? Someone had tried to run us off the road. Someone had tried to kill us! A thousand questions swirled through my mind. The terrorists that Michael had warned about? But how had they known where to find us? Had we been followed? If so, how long had they been watching us? To say I was terrified was an understatement.
Finally, Jax moved from the front of the vehicle and walked over to the driver’s side door.
“You okay?”
Too afraid to speak, I nodded, my hands still gripping the steering wheel. They felt stiff and cramped, but I couldn’t make myself let go. He reached inside and placed one of his hands on mine, as if silently urging me to relax. After several seconds, I took a deep, heaving breath and loosened my grip. He continued to hold my hand in his as he continued to peer off into the darkness.
“Are they going to come back?” My voice sounded strange even to me; tremulous, shaking, frightened.
“Doubt it,” he said. “They had their chance, and the advantage, and they lost it.”
I stared at him, amazed that he could appear so calm. Someone had just tried to kill us! Then again, such situations were probably nothing new to Jax. For me, it was a first.
With a sigh, he made his way around the vehicle, checking the damage, and then climbed back inside.
“Come on, let’s get back to the house.”
I stared at him in surprise. “Aren’t we going to report this to the police?”
He shook his head. “In due time,” he said. “First, let’s get back to the house. We’ll be secure their. Then I’ll call the police, and then Michael. Give him a head’s up.”
Jax fastened his seatbelt and then glanced at me. I reached for the keys, my hands shaking so bad I had to try several times before I was actually able to grasp it and turn the ignition.
“You want me to drive?”
I shook my head. “No, Jax, you can’t drive yet.” I saw his impatient expression. “I’m okay. Just tell me where to go and I’ll drive home.”
Home.
That was just it. It was Jax’s home, not mine. This was his fight, not mine. He said nothing as he merely pointed the way out of the clearing. Once back on the highway, he uttered one word directions, telling me to turn here, turn there, and within a matter of minutes, I had pulled into his driveway. He reached for and pressed the garage door opener on the visor over my head, and I slowly drove into the garage. After a quick look around, he pushed the button again and the giant door slid closed.
“Stay here while I check the house.”
He climbed out of the vehicle while I sat in the driver’s seat with my seatbelt still on. I turned off the car, staring at every corner of the still lit garage while he entered the house. I don’t know how many times I re-inspected every shadow, every box, and every hiding place that someone could use for shelter, not realizing I had been holding my breath until he reemerged.
He moved to my side of the car, opened the door, and gestured for me to come out. After two tries, I managed to unfasten my seatbelt and slid out of the SUV, nearly toppling to the garage floor because my knees were shaking so bad. I caught onto his arm for balance.
“You sure you’re okay?”
I nodded shakily. “I’ll be fine, Jax,” I said. “It’s just that nothing like that ever happened to me before.”
“Me either,” he said.
I glanced at him in disbelief.
“I mean, being forced off the road.”
He closed the driver’s door and for the first time I got a look at the SUV. My eyes widened in dismay. “Your car is ruined!” I exclaimed. The entire rear panel was severely dented, and as I moved around to the back of the SUV, saw the huge indentation caused by the two rear-end impacts.
“I’ll take care of it,” he said, his soft tone belying the hardness of his face.
He clasped my elbow gently and led me up a few steps into the kitchen. The room was ablaze with light as were other lights in the house. He closed the door to the garage and then locked and turned the dead bolt. Grasping my hand, he led me through the kitchen, down the hallway, and upstairs into his office.
“Sit down,” he ordered.
He didn’t have to tell me twice. My knees were going to give out anyway. I collapsed into the desk chair while he reached over me for the computer keyboard and tapped a key. The monitor sprang to life. The outdoor surveillance showed no movement. I couldn’t believe the relief that surged through me.
“You don’t believe they’re on your property, do you?”
“Probably not, at least not for a while. They’ll probably regroup, come up with a new plan. By then, I’ll be more than ready for them.”
I stared at him in dismay. “Call the police.”
“I will,” he promised. “First, I need to get you settled, and I’m going to call Michael. Before that though, there’s one thing I need to show you.”
“What?” I asked, my voice sounding weak and trembling. I cleared my throat, not wanting to sound like a weak, scared ninny.
He pulled open one of his desk drawers and retrieved a small, silver gun, placing it on the desk blotter.
“It’s a Sig Sauer,” he explained. “I’ll show you how to use it.”
My eyes widened and I began to shake my head. “I don’t want to learn how to shoot a gun!”
“You want to leave?”
Did I? The thought of leaving Jax now left me feeling adrift and uncertain. I had only known the guy a few days, but I had a ready grown attached to him. Then again, there were killers after him. I could very well get caught in the crossfire.
“Do you?” He put the gun down. “In fact, Angie, I think you should leave. The sooner the better.”
I stared up at him, my gaze taking in his strong features and his intense expression.
“No, I won’t leave,” I said.
I couldn’t quite believe that the words came out of my mouth. What the hell was I doing? I was just a nurse!
I took a deep breath and sat up straighter. That was it —I was a nurse. I couldn’t abandon my patient, and I certainly wasn’t going to let another nurse walk into a dangerous situation. I was already here. Jax still needed help, whether he wanted it or not. If he didn’t continue with his therapy and recuperate properly, he could be crippled for life. He could end his career in Special Forces.
“I’ll stay for now,” I said. “But I’m not going to learn how to shoot that gun. I’m a nurse, Jax, not Black Ops.”
“You need to be able to defend yourself if necessary. If the situation gets any worse, you’re leaving, whether you want to or not. You got that?”
I nodded, staring wide-eyed at him as he glanced down at the Sig Sauer.
“We’ll talk about the gun again tomorrow. For tonight, I think a good stiff drink would do you some good. Then you get to bed and try to get some rest.”
“What about the police? They’re going to want to talk to me—”
He shook his head. “For now, I want you to stay out of this. I don’t want them to know you were with me. The less attention on you now, the better.”
“But—”
“No buts about it, Angie. If you stay, you have to follow my directions. Is that clear?”
I nodded tremulously and watched as he reached his hand down for me. I clasped it and then stood, amazed that my legs held me up.
“Go to your room, take a nice hot shower, and I’ll make a drink and leave it on the bedside table,” he said. “When you’re done, you drink it down and go to bed, okay? I’ve got things to do.”
I nodded dumbly, still stunned by the events that had transpired in the past hour. Somebody had tried to kill him — us…
Jax walked me to my bedroom door and I stepped inside. He closed the door behind me. I couldn’t believe this. I shook my head as I made my way to the bathroom, pulling off my clothes and leaving them in a heap as I went. I made my way into the bathroom, turned on the light, and then reached into the shower, turning the knobs and adjusting the water temperature until it was warm, but not too hot. Shedding the last of my underwear, I stepped into the shower, allowing the warm water to wash away some of my anxiety.
Suddenly, my shoulders started shaking and I began to weep. I allowed myself to do so, knowing that it was the residue of the adrenaline. I sank to the tiled floor and surrendered to it, the water raining down on me, sobbing quietly into my hands.
Several minutes later, I stepped out of the shower, grabbed a towel, and briefly towel-dried my hair. I wrapped the towel around me and stepped into the bedroom. I saw that the bedroom light had been turned off, but the bedside table lamp was on low. A small shot glass of amber liquid stood on the table. I smiled.
I heard the sound of Jax’s voice coming from the office down the hall and supposed he was either speaking to the police or to Michael. The sound of it brought me some comfort. I had a feeling that he had everything under control, and certainly wouldn’t be caught off guard next time.
I had no doubt there would be a next time.
Someone was after Jax’s squadron, and the thought of something happening to him made my heart squeeze. Refusing to allow my mind to go there, I reached for the glass of amber liquid, my hand still slightly shaking. I lifted it to my mouth. Tilting my head back, I drank it all in one gulp, shuddering and grimacing as the hot, rather awful tasting liquid went down, burning my throat and leaving a warm trail of sensation following it. The warmth burgeoned in my belly and in a matter of moments, I began to feel a greater sense of calm. I placed the empty glass back down on the bedside table. With a sigh, I removed the towel wrapped around me and slipped into bed, naked.
In a matter of moments I felt an overwhelming sensation of lethargy overtake me. I still wasn’t sure whether I should stay or go, but for the moment, I opted to stay. If things got really dangerous, or if anything like this happened again, I would have to leave. It wasn’t just a matter of my own safety. I knew that if Jax was more worried about my safety than his, I would distract him from his ability to be aware of, or even prepare for another attack on his life.
Half between sleep and wakefulness, I tried to still my racing thoughts. Perhaps in the morning, I would feel better. I tried to focus my mind on our lovemaking on the beach, and I succeeded for several moments as the sensations those memories evoked pushed thoughts of crazy gunmen and terrorists out of my mind.
Just before I dropped over the edge into sleep, I had an overwhelming feeling that, come what may, Jax would do his best to keep me safe. The thought brought a smile to my lips as I sank into a deep but fitful sleep.
End of Part 2
To Be Continued in Part 3…
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