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Book Description
This is Part 1 of "Serving the Soldier" – a five part Hot Alpha Military Romance Series by Helen Grey.
 
Twenty-six-year-old Angie Meadows knows her stuff. An experienced nurse who provides live-in care for homebound clients, she’s thrown off her game when she’s assigned to a young, hot, sexy Special Forces soldier on medical leave.
While Angie is confident she can do her job and help Jackson ‘Jax’ Andrews recuperate from his combat injuries, she’s not quite as confident she can ignore his great physique, his sexual charisma, or his flagrant habit of walking around naked.
Even when it’s discovered that Jax and his squadron may be the target of a terrorist sleeper cell, Angie takes her oath as a nurse seriously. She opts to stick around and care for this beautiful soldier, even if doing so puts her life in danger.
 
This book is intended for a mature audience, 18+ only.



Chapter 1
“Okay, okay. I’ll do it,” I said into the phone, feeling my forehead creasing into a frown. I had been hoping to take a short vacation, but it just never seemed to turn out right. Either I had the money but a full schedule, or I had some downtime but no money. I could never seem to find the perfect balance.
I loved being a home health care nurse, and often traveled to neighboring counties, even neighboring states on occasion. But to be honest, I had lately begun to wish I had just stayed at the hospital in Augusta. Steady hours, steady paycheck, knowing what was expected of me day in and day out. But no, I’d wanted to be brave and daring, and venture beyond my hometown and nearby Fort Gordon military reservation where my father was stationed. And where, by the way, he expected me to stay.
Dammit, I was twenty-eight years old. I needed to break away from the familiarity, the constancy, and the security that my parents offered at home and make an attempt to explore and experience life on my own.
Sure, Charleston wasn’t that far away from Augusta, barely three hours if you took the interstate through Columbia, even less if you drove a more direct route on one of the state highways. Still, in the last six months, I had rather enjoyed my independence. I’d found a small, cheap studio apartment north of downtown with easy access to the Savanna Highway, which was perfect since most of my clients were scattered along the banks of Charleston Harbor and surrounding neighborhoods.
“Give me the details,” I said to Nancy, my supervisor. I reached for the pad of paper and pen on the far side of the kitchen counter as I sat sipping my coffee, ready to take notes. I was a sap, plain and simple. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not naïve, at least I didn’t think so, but it was so hard for me to say no — to anything or anybody. No, I was a people pleaser, which often left me little time for myself or my own pursuits.
Yeah right… as if I had my own pursuits.
I didn’t have a steady boyfriend, or any hope of finding one. In my experience, most guys are little boys. I had standards and knew exactly how I wanted to be treated. In the past year, I had gone through three so-called boyfriends, one in Augusta that I had finally broken up with because, well, he turned out to be a jerk who had given me one excuse after another as to why he couldn’t find a job. More like didn’t want to find a job. As in he expected me to do all the work while he stayed at the apartment he shared with a roommate and played video games and drank beer.
The other two? Not as bad as the first, but nothing to write home about. I sighed. All water under the bridge, wasn’t it? None of those three guys had really captured what it was I was looking for in a guy, and I suppose that was my fault because I didn’t know exactly what I was looking for.
I suppose my father’s work ethic had instilled in me the desire to support myself, work hard, and find some stability in life. Being a military brat, I had grown up within a strict but loving household where old-fashioned values still guided my parents in their decisions. I didn’t think of myself as old-fashioned, but I suppose I did have some preconceived notions of what I wanted in a husband.
Someday.
Not today, not tomorrow, but someday. Someday, I wanted to find a guy who was passionate for his work, and of course, one who would love me with the same passion. Not cloying or bossy or jealous, but one who made time for me, listened to me, supported me—
“Are you listening?”
“Sorry, Nancy” I said, shaking myself out of my reverie. “Could you repeat that please?”
Nancy sighed the deep sigh of one heavily put upon. “You’ll be providing live-in care services for a man, but Angie, he’s quite a bit younger than you’re used to.”
“How young?” I asked with piqued interest. Most of the gentleman I took care of were in their seventies or older. One of my clients — a dear old man in his nineties who had lost most of his marbles due to Alzheimer’s — was nevertheless sharp as a tack when it came to beating me at dominoes.
“He’s in his thirties—”
“His thirties?” I interrupted, then cleared my throat. “Sorry, go ahead.”
“From what I understand, he’s active military and was injured in Afghanistan. Shrapnel from an IED or something. He fractured one lumbar vertebra and received severe muscle damage to his back and one side of his hip and thigh. He’s spent two weeks in the hospital. He’s recuperating at home now, was discharged about a week ago, and has been receiving regular physical therapy at the hospital.
“He’s supposed to be going to outpatient rehab, but he’s not shown up for his last two appointments. The surgical incision is still seeping, so he has a dressing over it. It will need daily attention, and you’ll need to daily chart the status of the other wounds and how they’re healing. Make sure you take accurate measurements of the wound edges.” She paused. “I’m warning you ahead of time, he’s been noncompliant with a number of issues regarding his treatment.”
“How noncompliant?”
“Well, let’s just say that getting him to take his medications can be quite a challenge. He’s on pain pills, antibiotics … he’s not following the schedule provided by the physical therapists, and while he should be in a wheelchair or using another mobility device, he’s insisting on getting up and walking.”
I thought about this. A live-in situation with a patient in his thirties, and a medically noncompliant one to boot? I wasn’t sure about this. In fact, it was a first for me. I didn’t have a problem with twenty-four hour live-in care. After all, I was a home health care nurse and had performed such services dozens of times, but never with such a young man.
“Let me explain, Angie,” Nancy said. “The man’s name is Jackson Andrews, but he prefers to be called Jax.”
“Jack?” I interrupted her, not sure if I heard her right.
“No, Jax. J-A-X. He was injured during his fourth combat deployment to the Middle East. One in Iraq, three in Afghanistan. He’s Army Delta Force.”
“Why isn’t he receiving care at Fort Bragg?” I asked. I knew the home base for Delta Force squadrons was in Fort Bragg, North Carolina. They operated under the oversight of Joint Special Operations Command or JSOC. I knew enough about the military to know the mindset. All of a sudden, the things Nancy had said about the client began to fall into place.
“He’s on medical leave, recuperating at a home in Hilton Head—”
“Hilton Head!” I interrupted again, surprise ringing in my voice. Everyone around here knew about Hilton Head, a resort community located on an island just off the banks of the Savanna River. It was a rich man’s getaway for sure, but to own a home on Hilton Head? “How does a guy from Delta Force afford to live there?”
“Not my place to ask, Angie,” Nancy gently scolded. “Maybe he’s got family, or a friend who’s letting him recuperate there. It doesn’t really matter, does it?”
I sighed, wishing I could back out of the job. I had a feeling that Jackson Andrews would prove to be quite a handful. “Oh great, so what you’re telling me is that he’s going to be a pain in the ass, is that it?”
Nancy laughed gently. “Give it a chance, Angie,” she said. “This is a private pay job—”
“No Tricare?” I asked, surprised and more than a little excited. Military medical and health insurance was provided by Tricare. I had provided care for a couple of older Vietnam vets since I arrived in Charleston and knew that squeezing money out of military or veterans benefits could be a long-term and headache-filled endeavor.
But private pay? I knew that the health care agency normally received the bulk of the payments for the care I provided, and it was not often that I made more than twenty-five to thirty dollars an hour. Still, when I took jobs privately, my fee for private duty nursing averaged fifty dollars plus an hour. And his care plan demanded round-the-clock care?
“His insurance is paying for his rehab,” Nancy continued. “I should warn you, Angie, he’s trying to get back up on its feet as soon as possible so he can rejoin his squadron.”
“Oh great,” I said, shaking my head. Military veterans could be the most stubborn patients, and that was merely from my experience dealing with the older ones. I could just imagine how much more difficult a younger, active duty soldier would prove to be, especially when he was hell bent on hurrying through his rehab.
“This is going to be a challenging job, Angie, no doubt about it,” Nancy admitted. “It might make you feel better to know that, in addition to the fee the agency will pay you, the client has offered you additional pay, depending on how you two get along for your private nighttime care. You’ll have to make private arrangements regarding your length of service.”
I listened in stunned dismay. Wasn’t that double dipping? Couldn’t I get into trouble?
“The agency has contracted two weeks with him for twelve-hour shifts from six o’clock in the morning until six o’clock in the evening. Mister Andrews has arranged to pay you privately for the six o’clock in the evening to the six o’clock in the morning shifts. After the initial two weeks, it will be up to him whether he retains our agency services for another stint. If he doesn’t want the agency, but wants you to stay on, that will be up to you. You can renegotiate at that point. Is that agreeable to you?”
I was surprised. It didn’t normally work this way, but if Nancy was telling me it was okay, I guess it was. The thought of making a bit of extra money was enticing. While I made enough money to live independently, it would be nice to tuck a little bit extra away in an emergency fund or save for a house someday. Or finally splurge on something for just me.
“Okay,” I finally sighed. “I guess I can give it a try. When do I start?”
“First thing tomorrow morning,” she said.
“But what about my other—”
“I’ve already arranged for another nurse to take over your current two clients.”
I quickly did the math in my head and knew I wouldn’t be losing any hours. In fact, I’d be gaining them by a lot. Still, I would be paying rent for an apartment I wasn’t staying in. That seemed silly, but if the job only lasted a couple of weeks, it made no sense to move. I wouldn’t have to spend money on groceries or gas to my other client’s houses, which would also save me some money.
“Okay,” I said. “Give me the address. I’ll be on his doorstep at six o’clock tomorrow morning.”
“Thanks, Angie,” Nancy said. “Log in and out on the phone like you usually do, but after six o’clock in the evening, you’ll be on your own payment schedule, so charge whatever you want.” She paused. “Angie, if you feel at all uncomfortable about the situation, I want you to let me know.”
I wondered about her comment. Why would I feel uncomfortable? Because the guy was younger? He had a back injury, so I doubted I would be in any danger from him physically. Then again, he was Delta Force. I shook my head. You’re being silly, I told myself. Well, he needed help, and I would damn well provide it for him. If I got even an inkling that the situation wasn’t on the up-and-up or if I felt uncomfortable, believe me, I’d be the first one to say something about it.
***
I pulled in front of the address Nancy had given me for Jackson Andrews’ home. All I could think was ‘Oh my God’. The directions had been a little complicated with numerous turns and I drove my small used Honda past numerous estates that must have cost well into the millions. With every estate, one larger than the next, my curiosity over my client increased.
He was staying at a residence located on the south end of Hilton Head, across Calibogue Sound. From my location on the road at the moment, I could see the edges of Bull and Daufuskie Islands across the harbor. Needless to say, I was impressed.
I parked in front of Jackson’s home, staring up in amazement. The home was situated on a high point overlooking Sea Pines Beach, with an immense and well maintained garden and lawn surrounding the home itself, offering a gorgeous view of Hilton Head, spread out below. I sat a moment in my car, appreciating the beauty, wondering what it would be like to have so much money.
I shook myself out of my state of awe and got out of the car, feeling self-conscious in my scrubs, no matter how well they fit my figure. Scrubs were scrubs, but until I knew what was expected of me, I didn’t want to overdress. I was a nurse, after all, so anybody expecting me would not be put off to find me wearing scrubs, or at least I hoped not.
I made my way from the circular driveway and walked along a granite stone pathway between well sculpted miniature King palms and other deciduous native flora toward the large granite patio. The home itself was gorgeous. It wasn’t modern in design, probably built in the 1950s, possibly earlier, not that I was an expert in architecture or anything. Still, it was solid and well-maintained.
The double-wide front doors were painted a lovely maroon that was welcoming and intimidating at the same time. The style of the home itself was not what I expected. I’d expected a traditional old-style Southern colonial, but this house actually looked like a ranch type construction, encompassing I don’t know how many square feet. The front side of the house boasted numerous plate glass windows of varying sizes. Two narrow windows draped with sheer white curtains stood on either side of the door.
I always felt a little nervous before meeting a client and certainly didn’t know what to expect here. I pressed the doorbell and waited nervously. In a matter of moments, I heard the door unlock and then open.
I stared. Oh my God. This is my client? The man who opened the door wore only a pair of swimming trunks. He was hot! Broad shoulders, narrow waist, gorgeous pecs and of course, six pack abs that invited my gaze to dip lower. I was proud of myself for resisting the urge. The guy was probably six-three or six-four, so my eyes were on level with his chest.
When I looked up, I felt a surprising tingle in my nipples. My pulse accelerated and I’m sure my blood pressure went up.
Odd, I’d never felt such a reaction to a guy before. Still, he oozed s-e-x. I idly wondered what it would be like to be kissed by such a handsome, well-built, and obviously fit, barring the wounds, guy. A strong face, the traditional army haircut framing the dark eyebrows, high cheekbones, a strong jaw line, and a nose that looked like it’d been broken a time or two.
His lips were typical lips, and at the moment, they weren’t smiling. In fact they were frowning. I focused on them as he uttered two crisp words. “You’re late.”
I felt a moment of startled dismay, glanced down at my watch, and saw that it was two minutes past six o’clock in the morning. I glanced up at him and offered an embarrassed shrug and raised eyebrow. “Sorry about that, I was admiring the scenery.”
He said nothing, but gave me a look that swept from the top of my head to my toes and back again. His gaze left a blaze of fire everywhere his eyes went. For a second, I felt as if he was imagining me naked. What the hell? In my mind’s eye I tried to imagine him naked.
Shit.
I had never felt sexually attracted to any of my clients. Okay, so most of them were old, but still. No doubt about it. I felt an immediate attraction to this guy. This wasn’t good.
He stepped back, opening the door a little wider to allow me entry. I stepped in, looking up at him. “My name is Angie Meadows.” I offered my hand. He looked at it for a moment and then reached out to grasp it; shook gently, retrieved his hand and then backed up.
“Jackson Andrews. Call me Jax.”
He closed the door and stood unmoving. I glanced up at him again, again lifting an eyebrow, a nervous habit of mine, I’m afraid. Normally, I didn’t feel so awkward. Normally, I was familiar with taking charge, ensuring the client that I knew what I was doing, and was able to provide solid and firm direction as to what they should expect from me.
For some reason, maybe because of his age and his looks, I felt a little off balance and unsure. I attempted to break the silence, gesturing toward my car on the other side of the door. “I have a few things…”
His dark brown eyes continued to stare down at me as if assessing me and whether I was right for this job. For a second, I felt a brief surge of alarm that he would tell me I wasn’t going to work out. Maybe I wasn’t what he had expected. I had no way of knowing what that was, but perhaps after I got settled in we could sit down and get acquainted.
“Let me show you where you’ll be staying, and then we’ll deal with your luggage.”
With that, he turned and walked slowly down the hallway that branched off from the marble tiled foyer. I glanced at his back, my eyes widening with alarm when I saw the scars. When Nancy said he had a back injury, she wasn’t kidding. A five-by-five gauze pad covered what I assumed was the surgical incision over his lumbar spine at the base of his back, a portion of it disappearing beneath the waistband of his swimming trunks, which he wore low on his hips. He walked with a straight back, although his steps were slow, almost as if he was testing his weight with each step before moving forward.
I was distracted from admiring the surroundings of the home as I studied his back. One sickle-shaped and jagged scar ran from the mid part of his back down toward the base of his spine. Several additional three- to four-inch scars were visible near the curved scar on one side of his back. A couple of shorter yet ridged and angry-looking purple scars stood out on his left side, while another fresh looking scar ran from beneath his trunks and down his right thigh, curving toward the back of the knee.
In addition to the newer scar tissue, I also saw signs of older scar tissue; one on the back of his shoulder, the others on his arms and legs. I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised, considering his background, but still. He was anxious to get back to duty?
I knew he’d been assigned a mobility device, two actually; a walker and a cane. I would have to bring this up when we had our first sit-down chat. Nancy was right. He was noncompliant. I had gotten a more complete history of his injuries and his plan of care from Nancy and his therapist yesterday afternoon.
The therapist made no bones about the fact that Mister Andrews — Jax — was noncompliant, impatient with the slow pace of her proposed plan of therapy, and pretty much did as he pleased. She said she had warned him several times that his determination to start walking and engaging in otherwise normal activities sooner than recommended could result in permanent injury. He had shrugged off her concerns. I also knew that she had warned Jax that if he continued to be noncompliant, there would be no point in her continuing her restorative efforts with him.
I followed Jax as he slowly took the gently curving staircase up to the second floor. He took his time, placing one foot carefully on each step before attempting another. I followed patiently behind. After we reached the landing he offhandedly commented about the rooms we passed. Library in here, his office in there, master bedroom down at the end of the hall. My room, the guest bedroom, was situated across the hall from his and a few steps further down. He opened the door and stepped back, allowing me to look inside. My eyes widened in amazement although I schooled my features so as not to express my awe.
The room was gorgeous, painted in a soft green with thick white crown molding at the ceiling line, wainscoting along the middle, and a small print patterned forest green wallpaper between the wainscoting and the four-inch baseboard molding. The floors were highly polished walnut or mahogany, I wasn’t sure which. An old-fashioned four-poster bed, heavy dresser, side tables, and a desk filled up the space without seeming too overcrowded. All of the furniture looked decades-old, but highly polished and well maintained.
“I hope this will be suitable for you,” he said.
I nodded. “It’s just fine, thank you,” I said, turning to him. “I’m going out to the car to get my things, and then maybe in a little while we can sit down and chat and get acquainted, okay?”
He gave me another one of his inscrutable looks and then nodded. “You’re the boss.”
I didn’t believe it for a minute.
He gestured over a shoulder toward his office space down the hall. “I’ll be in there. I’d offered to help you with your luggage, but I’ve been warned,” he said.
His lips twisted with sarcasm and a flash of frustration or impatience, I couldn’t tell which, marred his otherwise perfect face. “No worries, I don’t have much, just a small suitcase on wheels and a backpack. You go on about your business. I’ll find you.” Again, he gazed down at me, his eyes studying my face. For a brief instant, I wondered what it would be like to be wrapped in his embrace, and then shook my head. What the hell was I thinking? He’s my client. A patient. No doubt about it, this situation would take some getting used to.
***
Less than an hour later, I had finished unpacking. I hadn’t seen hide or hair of Jax anywhere during that time. It felt awkward. Was he against the live-in situation or just the fact that he required a full-time nurse while he recuperated? Was his sense of pride injured as severely as his body?
I knew the military mindset. I had grown up on numerous military bases during my growing up years and had been immersed in the military life forever. I classified the younger guys into two groups; mainly jerks who bragged endlessly about real or imagined exploits, or the quiet ones. Some were in the middle, but I immediately got the impression that Jax belonged to the latter group.
He had no visible tattoos emblazoned on his body announcing to the world what he did, but I wasn’t surprised about that. Delta Force often engaged in clandestine missions and having a tattoo designating your military affiliation wasn’t highly encouraged. Anyway, I had yet to spend five solid minutes with the guy.
After I unpacked, I looked around the room, once again admiring the décor. The bed was super comfortable. I had already tested it. In fact, I stared at it longingly for a moment, wishing I could lie down and rest for a few minutes.
With a sigh, I moved to the bedroom window. The window looked out into the back yard. It was landscaped as beautifully as the front yard; a kidney shaped, sparkling blue swimming pool surrounded by huge granite or whatever type stone slabs, a rose garden off to the right, lawns with flower or shrub edgings on the other sides, and beyond the pool, a tennis court. Whoever the house belonged to, they were loaded.
I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and turned again toward the swimming pool. My eyes widened and I gasped out loud when I saw Jax approaching the pool. What was he up to? Moments later, I found out. He yanked down his swimming trunks, bending slowly as he stepped out of them. He stood at the edge of the pool while I fought to tame my erratic pulse. Crap. He was gorgeous… those broad shoulders tapering down to a trim waistline and buttocks that just made me want to reach out and squeeze them. Strong thighs, well defined calf muscles—
“Wait!” I nearly shouted, quickly turning from the window and hurrying from my room. He couldn’t go swimming, not with the incision. Dammit! Which way should I go to get out to the backyard? I turned toward the front of the house, looking for the kitchen. Most kitchens had a door leading to an outdoor patio or porch. I didn’t glance into any of the side rooms, though I wished I could explore the interior of this gorgeous house at my leisure. Maybe later.



Chapter 2
I found the kitchen and entered, quickly spotting a door that opened to the back patio and rushed through it. “Wait!” I shouted. Too late. I heard a splash. Shit. I made a beeline for the swimming pool. “Mister Andrews! Jax!”
I heard the sound of splashing again and hurried along the winding stone pathway until I emerged on the other side of a shoulder-high stand of shrubs. I stopped dead in my tracks when I spied Jax casually swimming the length of the pool, using a long, smooth overhead stroke to propel him through the water. He didn’t kick his feet too much, but I barely noticed as my gazed was fixed on his physique. Damn. I felt a surge of desire rush through me, and to my horror, felt a throbbing low in my belly. I shook it off.
“Mister Andrews!” I shouted, hurrying around the side of the pool to keep pace with his long, strong strokes. “Mister Andrews!”
He paused at the end of the pool, looked up at me and then pushed off the side and stroked his way back to the shallow end. I could do nothing but follow on the stone decking, sputtering in outrage. What the hell was wrong with him? “Stop!” I ordered. “Mister Andrews, you stop swimming right now!”
He ignored me, one long, graceful stroke after another. I followed him to the shallow end.
“Mister Andrews!” I shouted once more. He paused as he reached for the edge of the pool and glanced up at me.
“Jax,” he said.
I scowled down at him. “Jax,” I said, hands on my hips. “You shouldn’t be in the pool! You need to get out.” He stared up at me, his lips twisted in amusement.
“Why? It’s good, non-weight bearing exercise.”
I groaned low in my throat. “Mister—Jax, you have a surgical incision that hasn’t healed completely and I haven’t gotten a look at the other healing wounds either. There are germs in that pool. You’ll get infected—”
“You want me to get out of the water?” he asked.
“I do!”
He did just that. I gaped as he casually made his way to the steps leading out of the water onto the stone decking, not in the least mindful that he was naked. Oh my God. I tried not to look, really I did, but I couldn’t help it.
Water glistened on his tanned torso. Propelled by gravity, beads of it hung onto his chin and dripped slowly down onto his rock-hard chest. One drop of water hung onto his nipple and then dropped even further downward, taking my gaze along with it.
I’d seen cocks before, lots of them, but most were old and shriveled with age. His was… well, admirable. Nestled in a cluster of black hair, his dick was thick and perfectly formed, as if the water hadn’t bothered him a bit. Two large balls descended from behind his penis, round, plump and—
He cleared his throat, and I jolted back to awareness, feeling the heat of a blush flood upward from my neck to my cheeks. “I’m… I apologize, Mister Andr—Jax,” I fumbled over my words. I forced my gaze to remain on his face. “I—” I shook off my embarrassment over having been caught ogling. “You shouldn’t be in the pool until that incision has completely healed.” I gestured. “The bandage is already coming off—” He surprised me when he reached behind his back and ripped it off the rest of the way.
“Jax—”
“You have to replace it anyway, don’t you?” he said innocently.
He didn’t fool me a bit. I frowned. “I have been warned about you, Jax,” I informed him.
He didn’t bother to reach for his trunks, lying in a puddle of rayon on the stones near his feet. I did, lifting them gingerly between my thumb and forefinger.
“And just what have you been warned about, Miss… Miss… sorry, I forgot your name.”
“My name is Angie. Angie Meadows.”
“Well, Angie,” he said, standing with his feet slightly spread, arms crossed over his chest.
“What have you been warned about me?”
I returned his stare. Better not to give him any indication I was off my game, distracted, or a pushover. “That you’re being noncompliant with your care plan—”
“Me? Noncompliant? As in not doing what I’m told?”
I made a face, giving him my best ‘nurse’ expression. “I’m no newbie, Mister… Jax. So don’t think you can take advantage of me—”
“I wouldn’t think of it,” he grinned.
Again his gaze swept from my head to my toes. I wondered what he saw. What he thought of me. What would he think if he saw me naked? Then again, maybe I didn’t want to know.
“Please. Let’s go inside and I can take a look at that, get it cleaned up, and put a dry bandage on it, okay?”
He tilted his head, as if contemplating. Contemplating what, I wondered. How far he could push me? How much it would take until I quit? Well, I wasn’t about to quit. Jax Andrews would be a handful — wait, that didn’t sound right. I knew the guy was going to be a stubborn pain in the ass, but to be completely honest with myself, I needed the money. Besides, he was so handsome. Intriguing. He could be a jerk, but I hadn’t spent enough time around him yet to make that determination. Time would tell.
Without a word, Jax shrugged. Then he uncrossed his arms, turned around and began to walk back toward the house. I still held his swimming trunks in my hand. I shook my head, trying to prevent myself from grinning as I followed him back to the house, admiring the shape of his buttocks the entire way.
“Where do you want to do this?” he asked, glancing over his shoulder.
“I don’t care,” I sighed. “Where you’d feel most comfortable, I guess. Let me locate the bag of supplies that you should have brought home from the hospital and make sure I’ll have everything I need.” I stayed a few feet behind him, not wanting to make him feel rushed. “Otherwise, I’ll grab my own kit.”
Besides, I was admiring the view. None of my other boyfriends had looked like this. That was for sure. The fact that Jax was not at all self-conscious about prancing around in front of a total stranger naked made me wonder. Was he always so obnoxious, or was he testing me?
Probably testing me, I decided. I was beginning to get the impression that Jax Andrews did what he wanted, when he wanted, and how he wanted. I’m sure he knew how to follow orders or he still wouldn’t be in the military, let alone a special ops unit.
Did he cut loose and act like this when he wasn’t on duty to counterbalance the intensity demanded when on a mission? Living it up, so to speak, because with every mission he went on, he might not come back? I had no idea, but I had a feeling that Jax was full of secrets.
No doubt about it, he intrigued me. Unfortunately, I didn’t really have any girlfriends that I could talk to about this. My life kept me pretty busy and socializing was low on my list of priorities. I was usually so tired from the constant mental stimulation of continuously providing oversight for my elderly patients and helping them physically that when I got home from work, all I wanted to do was lounge around on my sofa and watch TV. Brainless activity. Nevertheless, I often needed the total mental and physical downtime.
My older patients could be quite challenging, physically as well as mentally. Having to constantly watch after them, especially the ones with dementia, required me to always be on my toes, making sure they stayed safe.
One of my clients, a nice old lady in her eighties, had dementia, and was currently going through Sundowner’s phase. I had the night shift with her and didn’t get much sleep those nights because she tended to get up in the middle of the night and leave the house to “catch the train to work”, not remembering that she had been retired for nearly thirty years. Waking up out of a sound sleep and trying to convince her with a variety of excuses that she didn’t need to get out the door and go to work was so challenging and draining that I was often mentally exhausted the following day.
Still, I loved my job, and every one of my clients was a pleasure to serve. Well, at least most of them were. I wasn’t sure how this thing with Jax would turn out. I got the distinct impression that he was going to test me at every turn. Noncompliant my ass. He was just pushing everyone’s buttons for his own amusement. Well, if he thought he was going to push my buttons, he was mistaken—
“After you.”
He had reached the back door to the house. The one I had just charged through only moments before. He stood in front of me, holding the door open, slightly turned toward me, as if once again daring me to ogle him. I deliberately kept my eyes focused on his face as I offered him a smile and walked into the house in front of him. Now it was his turn to stare, although I was sure that my scrubs didn’t offer nearly the enticing view that his naked buttocks had.
“Most of the supplies I brought home from the hospital are in the master bath,” he commented. “I guess we might as well take care of this in my bedroom.”
Now it was my turn to glance over my shoulder at him. “That’s fine,” I said, although I had to admit that the thought of taking care of him in his bedroom, naked at that, elicited a number of sensations that began to thrum through me. I felt that hot and heavy feeling burgeoning again, low in my belly, and a fresh image of his thick cock caused a friction of excitement to immediately harden my nipples. Stop it!
I was appalled at this instant physical attraction and reaction to him, but had no time to stop and analyze it now. Shoving his good looks and sexuality into the nether recesses of my mind, I forced myself to concentrate on the task at hand. Clean the incision site, make sure he hadn’t pulled any stitches lose, re-bandage the site—
I headed up the stairs, trying to ignore the fact that I felt his eyes on me the entire way. Feeling slightly wicked and wanting to get back at him a little bit, I sashayed my hips a little more than necessary as I mounted the stairs.
Then again, maybe that wasn’t such a good idea. Maybe he would take it as an invitation. The last thing I needed was to get physically involved with a client within a few hours of meeting him. Not only could I get fired, but it was against my personal standards. Nurses didn’t get involved with their patients. Period.
“Third door on the left,” he reminded me.
I pushed open the door to his bedroom, not surprised by the masculine decor. No sign of anything feminine; bare hardwood floors, Persian style throw rugs on either side of the bed, the walls bare of any personal photos or mementos, and the four-poster bed similar to mine except bigger, with a dark green, plain comforter.
The bed was made to perfection, nothing lying around, no clothes on the floor. Opposite the bed stood a low, long walnut-colored dresser on top of which stood a huge flat screen TV. Beyond the dresser was a doorway that I assume led to the bathroom. Another door on the wall to my left probably led to the closet. Between the closet and the corner of that wall stood a tall matching chest of drawers.
“Make yourself comfortable,” I said, motioning to the bed while I continued to head toward the bathroom door. “I need to see what kind of supplies you have here.” I didn’t even look to see if he had followed my instructions as I continued into the bathroom.
Larger than expected. I paused just inside the doorway, admiring the step down combination tub and Jacuzzi, a glassed in shower stall lined with one-inch marble tiling and glistening white grout, and a smooth black and silver marble countertop with two matching sinks and glistening clean faucets. Over the entire length of the sink counter hung a mirror.
“All the stuff you need is in the cabinets under the sink,” he said from the bedroom.
I crouched down and opened the cabinets one at a time. Even the supplies and accessories underneath the cabinets were neatly arranged. On the left; shampoos, soap, wash cloths, and towels. In the middle, the piping. On the right I found two white plastic bags with pull strings that looked like those the hospital gave you to bring supplies or personal belongings home. I pulled the bags out from underneath the counter and placed them on the countertop, looking inside each one.
I rummaged around for several moments, found several paper packages containing sterile squares of gauze, a small role of one-inch webbed surgical tape, a pair of surgical style scissors — good, I wouldn’t have to go back to my room to get my own pair. I also found the antibiotic ointment and a small, metric plastic measuring square.
I grabbed what I needed and quickly made my way back into the bedroom, startled once again. He lounged on the bed, arms crossed behind his head, a pillow behind his back, and his legs crossed at the ankles, still stark naked.
His dick lay flaccid in its nest of dark curls, but this time I resisted the urge to stare and glanced up at his face. Was he smirking at me? What to do about it was another question entirely — one I didn’t have the energy at the moment to deal with.
I was a professional, I reminded myself. I was a practiced, trained, and experienced nurse. I had dealt with a wide variety of clients, personalities, and challenges. Unfortunately, I’d never dealt with anyone quite like Jax Andrews.
With a sigh, I approached the side of the bed upon which he lay, arranging the supplies side by side on the oak bedside table. A small lamp stood on one corner of the table, a small digital clock with red glowing numbers on the other.
“What do you want me to do?” he asked.
I had a feeling that he’d been through this routine enough to know exactly what he was supposed to do, but if he wanted to test me, so be it. “Turn over and lie on your stomach, please,” I instructed.
Without a word, he did as I bade. I saw a brief wince of pain cross his features before he turned his head away from me and slowly rolled over, like a log slowly rolling in the water. Good. He’d learned that much at least. Once again, I was graced with a view of his glorious buttocks. For a second, I wryly wondered if a coin would bounce off them. No doubt it would. What would it feel like to run my hand over those hard mounds?
I cleared my throat and focused my attention on the surgical incision in his lower back. It was about four inches long, running at a slight angle at his lower back, just above the two dimples near the top of his buttocks.
The edges of the surgical incision were clean, unlike the still healing and puckered scar tissue over other gashes on his back. The gashes had been caused by shrapnel, but not the spinal injury. He lay with his head turned away from me, his face toward the window.
“How did you break your vertebra?” I asked.
He didn’t say anything for several moments, and I figured he would ignore my question.
“Our Humvee hit an IED,” he mumbled. “I was blown out of it and landed on some rocks. That’s when I broke the vertebra.”
I didn’t know what to say. He had answered the question so simply, as if it was nothing. It must have been a horribly frightening experience, but he related the incident without a tinge of emotion. Simple. Matter of fact.
I said nothing, kept my questions to myself. I didn’t ask about anyone else in the attack. Didn’t ask how he had gotten from the scene of the injury to the camp aid station. Didn’t ask about how he was evacuated back to Germany and then to the states. I knew better.
I reached for the small notepad and pen I always kept in the side pocket of my scrubs pants and placed them on the table next to the supplies.
I yanked a couple of surgical gloves from the box I had retrieved from the bathroom, pulled them on, and then carefully measured the length and width of the surgical scar, jotted down my notes, remarking on the color of the skin and healing scar tissue around it. Then I pulled off the gloves and replaced them with a fresh pair, only then reaching for the tube of antiseptic ointment. I squeezed some onto the tips of my fingers.
“Sorry, this might be a little cold,” I said, and then gently dabbed the ointment over the length of the incision. I felt just a brief contraction of his muscles as I applied the ointment. “The incision looks clean, but I’ll keep an eye on it for a day or two.”
I finished with the ointment application, removed that glove, and replaced it with yet another. Next, I reached for a package of 5 x 5 square gauze and tore open the paper wrapping. “Please don’t go into the pool until this is completely scarred over,” I instructed as I retrieved the gauze square and gently laid it over the incision site. In a matter of moments, I had the new bandage taped into place.
I briefly glanced at the other healing scars that I could see, but knew I also needed to check the ones on his right hip and thigh. Closing my eyes and stealing myself, I spoke. “Can you roll over please?”
He did, slowly, once again crossing his arms behind his head, watching me. I knew he was watching every reaction, so I schooled my features and refused to give him any satisfaction. I was here to do a job, and I would do it to the best of my ability, no matter how aggravating the guy could be.
I was used to getting tested by my new clients, and if not by the client themselves, by their family members. It was kind of like a “getting to know you” interaction that didn’t so much involve me as it involved clients and their families trying to figure out if I was professional, skilled, patient, slow to anger, or whatever.
This was especially true of family members of those with dementia. I understood. They wanted to make sure that I was the right fit for their loved one and that I would be patient, understanding, and compassionate. Still, this experience with Jax was totally new. I had a feeling that he was testing me for altogether different reasons.
I carefully eyed and measured the jagged and freshly scarred wound threading down his right hip and then the one on his thigh, curling around to the back of his knee. I ignored, or tried to, the fact that his cock was only inches from my hand.
Suddenly, out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement. What the hell? I briefly shifted my gaze to the movement and realized that his dick was moving, slightly, but moving nevertheless.
For a brief moment, I wondered what it would feel like to wrap my fingers around his penis. It looked so soft and velvety, but I could imagine that upon full arousal, it would be huge, hard, and thickly veined, throbbing with passion. I imagined what it would be like to cup his balls. Would they be heavy? Then I wondered how long his dick would be when fully aroused.
From the size of him, I imagined his cock would be pretty big as well. I imagined what it would be like to sit on it, to lower myself onto it, to feel him fill me up, to make love to him. I tried to stifle my wild imaginings, but just the thought of having sex with him, imagining his tongue swirling around my nipples, his penis pumping hard into me made me wet. The pulse in my neck throbbed, and I caught my breath. My eyes widened in surprise.
I glanced at Jax’s face and saw him watching me with what I could only term as an expression of wry amusement.
“I can’t help it, it has a mind of its own,” he said.
I made a face, straightened, and stepped into the bathroom. Reaching under the sink counter, I grabbed a fluffy blue towel. I returned to the bed, extended the towel, and lifted an eyebrow. “Cover yourself please,” I said. He made no move to reach for the towel, so I unfolded it halfway and without a word, dropped it over his privates.
He laughed. “I’m sure you’ve seen your share of cocks,” he commented.
I glanced again at him with a nod. “That I have,” I agreed.
“Then what’s the problem?”
“No problem at all,” I replied, trying to maintain a cool demeanor even though I felt a bit off-balance and unsettled. I gazed down at him with curiosity. “Are you always this bold?”
He shrugged. “My squadron is often in close quarters with no expectations of privacy. I guess I’ve just gotten used to it.”
“I’m sure you have,” I said, gathering the trash and crumpling it in my fist. “Nevertheless, I’d appreciate it if you would at least make an effort to keep yourself covered while I take care of your wounds.”
He continued to smile. “Are you a prude, Angie?”
I frowned. “Not at all, but I just met you, for crying out loud. Have you no sense of shame?”
He laughed again. “Shame? About what? My nudity? What you see is what you get,” he shrugged, his arms still crossed behind his head. “Don’t you ever just let it all hang out, walk around your apartment with no clothes on?”
I shook my head. “Nope.”
He stared at me, his gaze once again roaming over my body. There went that tingling sensation again, so I quickly turned and made my way back to the bathroom, where I threw away the trash. I couldn’t believe how blatant he was. This would take some getting used to, no doubt about it.
I gathered my emotions and then reentered the bedroom to gather up a few of the supplies and return them to the bathroom cabinet. When I returned, he was sitting up in bed, his feet on the floor, his hands braced against the bed on either side of his hips.
My eyes widened with surprise as he stood and I saw his penis standing at half attention. I glanced up at his face in alarm, but he merely waved a hand at me, gesturing that all was okay.
“You’ll have to excuse my dick,” he commented. “As I just mentioned, it has a mind of its own. You’re an attractive woman, Angie, but you have nothing to worry about with me. I won’t take advantage of you… unless, of course, you ask me to.”
I felt the heat of a blush warm my cheeks, and despite a weird sense of pleasure that he found me attractive, I wondered if this situation was a mistake. Could I do my job in such a sexually charged atmosphere? I was in uncharted waters here. My own attraction to him was undeniable, but I had to maintain a professional relationship and demeanor.
I was a nurse, dammit!
I was also a woman, but I couldn’t allow myself to be swayed, influenced, or in any other way open to any physical relationship with Jax Andrews.
As he slowly made his way over toward the tall chest of drawers standing in a corner of the room, I quickly finish cleaning up the supplies and then returned the bags under the sink. By the time I exited the bathroom, he had retrieved a pair of boxer briefs from the dresser and was slowly making his way back to the bed. He glanced up at me, as if he anticipated my next question.
“I don’t need any help,” he said.
His tone was almost gruff now. His mood had changed. I had to wonder about that too, but before I could process it, he glanced up at me again.
“A friend of mine is stopping by in a little while. He might be staying for dinner, although I’m not sure. Your supervisor told me that you often prepare meals for your clients. Is that true?”
I nodded. “Yes, and since I’ll be here full-time, I expect that I’ll be preparing all your meals. I assume that your cupboards and refrigerator are stocked?”
He shook his head. “Not really, but I’ll give you money tomorrow and you can go out shopping for whatever you need. For tonight, something simple and light is just fine. My friend won’t care either, as long as it doesn’t have sand in it.”
Sand? Then I realized he was referring to Afghanistan. They were probably used to eating K rations. “I’ll head down to the kitchen and see what’s available and cook up something. I’ll make enough for everyone.”
He nodded, but said nothing. I glanced outside, saw that it was nearing late afternoon. “You don’t expect me to eat with you or anything, do you?”
“You can eat anywhere, anytime you please,” he said, sitting on the side of the bed, the boxer briefs still clenched in his hand. “I usually eat on the back patio when the weather is nice, and you’re welcome to join me anytime you wish. If you don’t, you can eat in the kitchen, or up in your room. It makes no difference to me.”
With that, he focused on getting his skivvies on, leaning forward slowly as he lowered his hand holding them toward his feet. “Didn’t they give you a grabber?” I asked as I watched him struggle with the underwear.
“A what?” he asked, looking up with a frown.
“A grabber… it’s a long device with a handle on one end, like a bike brake handle, and a claw on the other… it’s often used with elderly patients with arthritis,” I explained. “Makes it easier to pull on socks, underwear—”
“I don’t need any grabber!” he interrupted, his scowl darkening.
“Okay,” I shrugged. I decided to leave him be and see what was available in the kitchen. As I neared his bedroom door I glanced over my shoulder.
“What time is your friend coming? I’ll make sure something’s ready by then.”
He glanced up, the scowl still present. “Whenever he gets here. Just have something ready and I can take care of the rest by myself.”
I nodded and quickly left the room, exhaling a huge sigh of relief as I headed down the stairs and back along the hallway to the kitchen.
I busied myself in the kitchen for a while, trying to cool down the sexual heat that had nearly gotten the best of me. Never in my life had I experienced such wild imaginings. I explored the cupboards and the refrigerator, trying to figure out what to make for dinner.
A short time later, I heard the doorbell ring and figured it was his friend. I remained in the kitchen. Let him answer his own damn door. I didn’t hear anything after that and busied myself making up a stew.
Before I knew it, an hour had gone by. I didn’t hear any sounds in the house. With a stew simmering on the stove, I quickly looked into the living room and the small den area, seeing no sight of Jax or his friend. I wondered if he had come and gone already. I slowly headed up the stairs, thinking I’d let Jax know that dinner was ready anytime he wanted it.
I headed down the hallway toward his bedroom and saw that the door was half open. I heard a noise coming from inside and stepped into the doorway, preparing to knock. Stunned by the sight that met my eyes, I froze and could only watch in stunned fascination.



Chapter 3
I should’ve turned away from the door, crept silently back down the hallway, but I couldn’t. I’d never seen anything quite like it. I wondered if this was similar to watching an X-rated movie, which I’d never seen in my life.
Jax lay on his bed, naked of course, but it wasn’t his friend from Delta Force who was with him, but a voluptuous blonde who looked like she had just stepped off an airplane from Sweden. Neither one of them noticed my presence at the doorway. If they did, they couldn’t have cared less.
Jax was on his back, the woman straddling him on her hands and knees, but facing backward. She had taken the head of his cock in her mouth, her head bopping slowly up and down his thick shaft while her other end was, well, receiving similar treatment from Jax’s tongue.
I tore my gaze from his mouth and allowed it to travel down along his broad, well-muscled shoulders, his tight pecs, and down along his sides. I admired the musculature even along his ribs. Of course, I knew anyone in Delta Force would be in great shape, but his body was magnificent.
Just looking at it got me hot. My gaze continued downward, admiring the slight dip of his abdomen below his rib cage, and then his hips and, of course, his erect cock, at the moment receiving the full attention of the woman’s mouth and tongue. Her hands were supporting herself on either side of Jax’s thighs, her huge, pendulous breasts swinging above his belly. With every dip of her head, her breasts jiggled of their own accord, her nipples hard and erect thanks to Jax’s fingers, which alternately teased and tweaked the nipples and then groped her breasts as if they were overripe oranges.
His tanned fingers against her white skin was a fascinating sight. His fingers were gentle, and he alternated rolling her nipples along his open palm and then his fingertips would flick, tweak, and otherwise stimulate those oversized, hard, and erect nipples to the point where I almost sensed the same sensations in my own.
The woman made a moaning sound in her mouth as she gave Jax a blow job. I was impressed that she could take so much of him into her mouth and could only imagine that part of him was in her throat. She didn’t give any indication of gagging, which I probably definitely would have. I watched in fascinated arousal as, every once in a while, her tongue swirled around the shaft of his cock. His head was engorged, glistening with her saliva, and seemed to react of its own accord to every movement of her tongue.
Her hand, grasping his shaft, stroked up and down, sometimes slow, sometimes faster. As her hand moved, her own hips rocked gently, her pussy situated slightly above Jax’s mouth, which at the moment appeared to be sucking on her clitoris. Then I saw him shift his head. His tongue stroked the length of her clit and then it disappeared inside her vagina, his tongue mimicking the appearance and disappearance of his own dick inside the girl’s mouth.
Oh God. His hips moved only slightly, and at the back of my mind, I applauded him for his restraint. So he had maneuvered his positioning and sexual needs to cater to his injury. Good for him.
I felt an increasing tingle in my own breasts, wondering what it would feel like to have Jax suckling on my own pussy, those strong fingers gently pulling, twisting, and tweaking my nipples into hard little pebbles. I had never assumed that position with any of my former boyfriends. No, call me dull and boring, but the extent of my sexual experience with those former males had, more often than not, tended to the wham, bam, thank you ma’am kind of sex.
I imagined, just by watching Jax with his Swedish whoever she was, that having sex with and making love to him would be a stimulating experience, if my current feelings were any indication. Finally, after staring at them for several moments, awed and horrendously stimulated, I quickly backed away and quietly made my way to my bedroom. I quietly closed the door and leaned my back against it, hot, horny, and unbelievably stimulated.
Slowly, I reached up under my shirt and caressed my own breast, feeling its weight in my hand. Would it feel like that to him? I brushed my fingertips softly over my nipple, trying to imagine what it felt like if Jax did the same thing. My groin throbbed with heat and I couldn’t get the sight of Jax and his blonde out of my head.
I had to find release, and soon. I quickly scrambled onto the bed, unbuttoned my pants, and shoved my hand in beneath my underwear, cupping my pussy with the palm of my hand. I was already wet. I had never done this before, but what the hell? Spreading my knees slightly apart, I lay on my back, my left hand up under my shirt and bra, playing with my nipple while my other hand began to stroke my clitoris.
In response, my hips began to rock slowly. It wasn’t the same as doing it with a guy of course, but I guess it was a close second. In my mind, I kept imagining the sight of Jax’s tongue lathing the Swede’s labia one second, and then sucking on her clit the next. I imagined his hands on my own nipples, gently pinching, teasing, and encouraging them to reach out for attention.
Before long, I felt the blood surging through my veins and a steady and burgeoning heat continued to grow in my groin as my hands took the place of Jax’s obviously skilled tongue. The last image I fastened in my mind before I felt the waves of an orgasm rush over me was the site of his cock in the Swede’s mouth, hard, thick, veined, and slowly pumping upward in response to her own gifted tongue.
In a matter of moments, I reached orgasm. Waves of pleasure washed over me, leaving me gasping for breath. If I could do that to myself, I could only imagine what someone as skilled as Jax could accomplish. Finally, as my muscle contractions gradually slowed and the pulsing in my pussy declined, I removed my hand from my pants and from under my shirt. I lay staring up at the ceiling, feeling slightly ashamed and embarrassed. Still, what was a girl supposed to do?
After several more minutes, I slowly heaved myself off the bed and headed into the bathroom where I washed up, straightened my clothing, and then stopped one more time at the sink to splash cold water on my face. My cheeks were a little flushed, my pupils dilated, but in a couple of minutes I would surely be back to normal, whatever that was around here.
For a brief moment, I felt a twinge of jealousy for the Swedish woman, and then decided I didn’t care. Jax was my client, my patient. I was here to provide him care, fix food, and otherwise make sure that he stayed on track with his recovery. Other than that, I didn’t really care what he did with his personal and private life. It was none of my business. It was not my place to judge.
Or to want, my mind whispered.
Nevertheless, as I stepped out of my bedroom and made my way quietly back down the hall and then downstairs toward the kitchen, I couldn’t halt the frown that I felt furrowing my brow. I scolded myself, literally ordering myself not to get emotionally involved with Jax Andrews. He was not the type of guy I was interested in anyway, at least not for the long-term. He was a thrill seeker, an adrenaline junkie. That much was obvious. He was not the kind of guy that a girl could rely on for the long haul. No, I didn’t know anything about him or his background, but I knew his type. Elite forces guys were not long on commitment. They lived fast and hard.
I headed into the kitchen and glanced into the stew pot. Good thing I turn the heat off underneath the pot before I’d gone back upstairs. That wouldn’t have been funny, trying to explain why the stew had burned, or why the kitchen filled up with enough smoke to set off the smoke alarm, and then having to explain to Jax what had been so important or occupied so much of my time that I allowed such a thing to happen. I imagined having to explain that one and felt a flush of heat rise up my chest and into my cheeks.
“Everything okay down here?”
Startled, I gasped and spun around, my hand reaching for my throat. “Oh my God, don’t do that!”
“Sorry,” Jax said, striding into the kitchen wearing a pair of khaki, knee length cargo shorts.
The waistband of his shorts hung low on his hips, as if daring me to once again imagine what lay beneath, but I forced my gaze upward. “Everything’s fine. There’s a pot of stew here anytime you want.”
“My buddy will be here soon. Is there enough for him too?”
I gazed down into the pot, half filled with stew. “Plenty.” I watched as he made his way closer toward the stove. He crowded close to me to peer into the pot.
“Looks good and smells even better,” he commented. “Good thing you can cook, because I sure as hell can’t.”
He looked at me, his expression as unreadable as ever. I didn’t know how to respond to that, so merely nodded.
“You’re going to join us, aren’t you?”
My first reaction was to shake my head, but I thought better of it. If I was going to live here for the time being, I might as well get used to the comings and goings of his friends. No use hiding in my room like a frightened little mouse. “If you would like me to join you I can, but I can also eat up in my room if you require privacy.”
He stared again for several moments and then grinned. “So formal,” he commented. “Are you always so formal, or do you let it all hang out once in a while?”
I immediately thought of what I had just done in my bedroom and felt the heat of a blush once again travel upward from my neck to my cheekbones. Trying to keep my voice calm, I responded. “I know how to have fun, but I’m on duty. Duty first, you know.”
He nodded, serious now. “Always.”
Just then the doorbell rang and he turned toward the sound. “That’ll be Michael.” He glanced at the wooden kitchen table and gestured with his chin. “We can eat in here.”
I nodded. While Jax went to open the door and greet his friend, I began to open the cupboards, looking for the dishware. I idly wondered how the Swedish woman had gotten out of the house so quietly. Maybe she hadn’t. Maybe she was still in Jax’s bed, waiting for his return and Round Two.
I shook my head and pushed her out of my mind. I set several plates and bowls on the table and had just turned to look in the rollout drawers for the silverware when I heard the sound of voices and footsteps in the hallway, heading toward the kitchen. One hand in the silverware drawer, I turned to look over my shoulder and once again found myself staring.
What the hell? Were all Special Forces so handsome? Michael had broad shoulders like Jax, but he was leaner. He had a swimmer’s physique, a high forehead, gorgeous green eyes, and a long aquiline nose that looked like it belonged on a Greek statue. While the opposite of Jax in coloring, Michael looked almost angelic. If he’d had an external glow and sported wings, I wouldn’t have been surprised.
“Michael, this is Angie Meadows, my new live in nurse, maid, cook, Jill of all trades, whatever you want to call her.” He gestured to his friend. “Angie, this is Michael Weathers. He’s one of my buddies from my squadron.”
I had begun to smile, but got stuck on Jackson’s term “new” live-in nurse. So he’d had one before? Nancy hadn’t told me anything about that. What happened? Why wasn’t she here any longer? Before I could even begin to analyze his comment, Michael stepped forward, hand extended. He wore a devilish smile on his face and I steeled myself, prayed for strength, and returned his handshake with a smile.
“Pleased to meet you, Michael. I hope you’re hungry, and I certainly hope you like beef stew, because that’s what we’re having.”
“Told you,” Jax commented to his friend.
Again I glanced at Jax, confused. “Told him what?”
Jax looked at me with a deadpan expression. “I told him that you were little bit bossy, but that you are easy on the eyes, you know your stuff, and you have orders not to let me get away with shit, at least not too much.”
I stared at him in stunned dismay. He thought I was bossy? I began to frown but then Michael spoke, distracting me.
“Someone’s got to keep him in line, Angie, and better you than me,” he grinned. He seated himself at the table, his expression sobering. “After dinner, Jax, we gotta talk. It’s serious.”
Jax gazed at his friend a moment, offered a slight nod, and then sat down across from him at the table. Looks like I had my choice to sit next to Michael or Jax. I ultimately decided that the end of the table was probably the safest and set the silverware and plates accordingly.
As I served up brimming bowls of beef stew for Jax and his friend, I wondered about his former nurse. He’d only been out of the hospital for a little while and he’d gone through one live-in nurse already? That didn’t bode well. I frowned, wondering once again why Nancy hadn’t said anything to me about it. Maybe she thought I’d have declined the job.
In my book, there was nothing more challenging, emotionally and physically, than a difficult client. Sure, I understood that illness, injury, and living with pain got on the nerves of my patients, but some of them turned downright ugly, difficult, argumentative, and sometimes even violent. The last thing I needed in my life right now, especially with a live-in situation, was what I called a ‘problem child’.
I dished up half a bowl of stew for myself and then sat down at the end of the table. I ate quietly while Jax questioned Michael about friends who I assumed were other members of their squadron. It was small talk, really, nothing stimulating. It didn’t involve me, but it did help me gain a sense of the camaraderie I sensed between the two. That was nothing new to me either.
Soldiers relied on their buddies, and the term implied way more than friendship. Growing up in the military, I knew that the term, in a way, defined a bond between soldiers that was often closer than that of brothers. In combat, you relied on your buddy to not only have your six, but to rely on at all times, in all situations, in combat, peace time, and anywhere in between.
“You in there, Angie?”
I startled, realizing that I was holding a spoonful of stew over my bowl. I straightened my shoulders and glanced at Jax, and then at Michael. “Sorry, just daydreaming.”
“About me?” Michael grinned.
I tried to prevent the smile from lifting the corners of my lips but failed. Great. A charmer on one side and a noncompliant and hot, sexy patient on the other. “Nope,” I said, lifting the spoon to my lips. I realized that both of the guys had nearly devoured their stew already. I swallowed and made to rise. “You guys up for seconds?”
“I am,” Michael said, lifting his bowl toward me.
Jax shook his head, staring at his friend. “I know you just didn’t come by to check out my new nurse or to snag a free meal. So what’s up?”
Michael glanced at me and then back at Jax, gesturing slightly with his chin. “Maybe we ought to take this into your office.”
Jax leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms over his chest. “Angie’s going to be living with me full time for a while. If it involves me, this house, or the property surrounding it, I figure she has as much a right to know as I do.”
Michael thought about it for a moment and then slowly nodded. “Okay then, I’ll just spit it out.”
He glanced at me, lifting an eyebrow. “I hope you’re not high-strung.”
I stared at him a moment with a lifted eyebrow. “I’m a nurse. There’s not much that rattles me.” I glanced quickly at Jax and saw the expression on his face. “Don’t even think it,” I warned, narrowing my eyes at him.
Michael glanced between a grinning Jax and me and then shook his head. “I don’t even want to know.” Then he grew serious, placed his spoon back in the bowl and put it down on the table, seconds forgotten.
“You asked me about the guys,” Michael said, watching Jax.
Jax nodded. “And?”
“Well, I haven’t told you about Benz.”
Like Michael, Jax placed his spoon beside his bowl, apparently finished. “What about him?”
“Well, he headed off to California when we got back. To visit his family.”
“And?”
“And after he’d been gone for a few days and we hadn’t heard anything, Gaithers called him to ask how long he was staying.” Michael paused a moment, frowning. “Benz didn’t answer the two calls or the voicemail that Gaithers left him. The next day, Gaithers called Benz’ parents.” Michael paused again, fingering his spoon before he looked up at Jax. “His parents haven’t heard from him.”
I glanced between Michael and Jax, sensing the sudden tension. Jax frowned. He had just opened his mouth to ask a question when Michael continued. “Needless to say, we did some digging. He was supposed to get on a plane a couple of days after we got stateside, but none of us could find a plane ticket in his name.”
“What the hell?” Jax muttered.
“I went by his place the next day. His car was still in the garage, all his stuff still there.”
Jax swore. “Why haven’t I heard anything about this before now?” he demanded.
Michael gestured at him. “Jax, you were in surgery, then recuperating, and you just got home. There’s nothing you could have done. The guys and I are on it.”
“Done about what?” Jax asked, leaning slightly forward now.
“Jax, Benz is dead.”




Chapter 4
I sat stunned, and I could only imagine how Jax felt. I assumed that Benz was part of his squadron. Jax frowned, but I saw the wince that briefly twisted his features.
“How? When?”
“Not sure about the when, but we do know the how. Long story short, we finally found him up in an old family cabin in the Virginia woods—”
“Virginia?” Jax exclaimed. “How did he end up there when he was headed to California?”
“We’re still working that out,” Michael explained.
Jax said nothing, but glanced at me before returning his gaze to Michael. “What happened to him?”
Michael lifted a hand, palm out, stopping the question. “I’ll save that for later. There’s more.” He paused a moment, glanced at me uncertainly, and then with a nod from Jax, continued. “Just last week, Benning was poisoned. He got to the hospital in time, but it was a close call.”
I glanced between the two men, my alarm increasing. Jax had turned dark, and to say I wasn’t intimidated would be a lie.
“Who’s targeting us?” he asked, the words forced out between gritted teeth.
Michael shrugged. “I can only assume that it’s a covert stateside terror cell.”
Terror cell? Covert? What were they talking about? My eyes widened as my gaze switched between Michael and Jax. Neither seemed particularly panicked, although my blood pressure had increased exponentially as the discussion proceeded. What were these guys into? Wait a minute. That was a stupid question. They were special ops.
“Would foreign forces or covert terrorist cell members specifically target members of a specific unit here? Why?” I blurted.
“Are you really so surprised?” Michael asked, glancing at me. “Ever since 9/11, the risk has increased. In the last year alone, the FBI has identified at least five Al Qaeda groups operating here in the states.”
“But—”
“Did you know that over tens of thousands of Iraqis and Afghanis, Saudi’s and other Middle Easterners now live in the US? Just last year, the FBI questioned about fifty thousand of them in their effort to find sleeper cells here in America. Joint terrorism task forces are nothing new, and domestic terrorism in the post-9/11 era keeps not only various federal agencies busy, but us and other special ops units as well.”
I shook my head. That many? I was certainly not naïve nor uninformed, but I guess I had never really thought too much about it.
“Domestic terrorism is alive and well in the US,” Michael commented, glancing at Jax.
Jax turned to me, obviously saw my concern, and spoke. “I’ll understand if you want to quit, Angie,” he said. “Helping me recuperate is one thing, but putting yourself in danger is quite another. Your call.”
Well, no one had ever accused me of being a quitter. Besides, they weren’t sure what was happening. I glanced at Michael. “Do you have any definitive proof that someone is targeting your unit?”
“No,” Michael said. “But it seems likely. We’re all taking extra precautions.” He looked at Jax. “You should too. Just in case. In the meantime, the rest of us and the squad commander is looking into this. If there is someone targeting us, you can damn well be sure we’re going to find out about it and quickly.”
Jax turned to me.
“Like I said, Angie, it’s your call. I won’t think any less of you if you decide to leave.”
I was still trying to process all this extra information and now he was asking me if I wanted to quit. Well, the plain truth was, I didn’t. I shook my head. “Unless there’s a definitive threat, or you feel it’s no longer safe, I’ll stick around for a while, if you don’t mind.”
He grinned. “I don’t mind in the least.”
The look he gave me was enough to have me picturing him upstairs in bed with the Swedish lady again. I quickly shook that image from my thoughts, grabbed their bowls, and headed toward the sink.
I stood there for several moments, not knowing what to say or do. I decided to go back to my room, let Jax and Michael discuss things among themselves. Besides, I had some thinking to do.
I excused myself, telling Jax that I would come down and take care of the dishes later. I bid goodbye to Michael and then nodded to Jax as I left the kitchen. I didn’t linger, but quickly headed up to my room.
I stepped inside and closed the door, frowning. I had talked myself up downstairs, but did I really want to stay in a place where I might be in danger? I was a nurse, not a covert operative. I knew nothing about Jackson Andrew’s world.
My thoughts also wandered back to his earlier comment about me being his “new” nurse. I glanced at the clock on the wall and realize that it would be too late to call Nancy. She would’ve left the office for the evening and it wasn’t an emergency, so it could wait until morning.
Making a mental note to call her first thing in the morning and ask about the disappearing nurse, I sat down on the bed, my fingers gently caressing the soft bedspread, trying to process everything that had happened today.
I sat there for quite a while, and it wasn’t until a knock on the door jolted me out of my reverie that I realized that dusk had settled, casting long shadows through the bedroom window. Without thinking, I responded. “Come in.”
The bedroom door opened and I turned. Jax stood in the doorway. He stared at me for several moments and then stepped into the room.
“You comfortable here? All unpacked?”
I nodded. “Has Michael left?”
It was Jax’s turn to nod. He stepped closer to the bed. To my surprise, he sat down next to me, leaving barely a hand’s breadth of distance between us. I resisted the urge to scoot away and increase the distance between us.
“Like I said downstairs, I’ll understand if you don’t want to stick around,” he said.
I was silent for several moments, arguing with myself. Perhaps it would be better if I left, but for some reason, staring up at his face, his eyes searching mine, I didn’t want to appear like a coward to him.
I lifted my chin slightly and shook my head. “I’ll stick around for a little while,” I said. “But believe me, if things get hairy, I’ll be the first one to run up here and pack my bags.”
He grinned, stared at me for several more moments, and then asked a question that jarred me. “Did you like what you saw?”
I frowned and nearly forgot how to breathe. While I had an idea what he was talking about, I didn’t even want to contemplate it. “What I saw?” Was he talking about his nudity at the swimming pool or the raw sex I had viewed between him and the Swedish woman?
“You were spying on me and Hilda.”
Seriously? Hilda? That gorgeous blonde with a knockout body was named Hilda? I felt yet another flush warm my cheeks. I made a face. I hadn’t blushed so much since I was a teenager. What the hell was wrong with me?
I was tempted to lie and fought a desire to run from the room. Instead, I opened my mouth and stammered a reply. “I didn’t mean to… I mean I—” I sighed. “I’m sorry, Jax, I didn’t mean to invade your privacy. It’s just that I’ve never… I’ve never—”
“You’ve never watched other people have sex?”
I shook my head. How embarrassing!
He raised an eyebrow. “You’ve never watched porn? Never watched an X-rated movie with an old boyfriend?”
I shook my head. He probably thought I was a prude.
He gestured with his head. “I’ve got a few downstairs in the den, if you ever want to pop in a DVD,” he said, looking perfectly serious.
He had dirty movies? I don’t think I had ever met anyone who had dirty movies, but then again, should I be surprised? He was young, healthy, obviously well equipped, and sexy as all get out. Still, my exposure to sexual ‘adventures’ were limited.
“You never tried that?” he asked, a smile tugging at the corners of his lips.
“Tried what?” I asked, curious in spite of myself. “I already told you that I’ve never watched an X-rated movie.”
He shook his head. “No, I meant that position.”
Dammit, another flush of heat, this time it spread to my toes. I quickly shook my head, plucking at the fabric of the bedspread in nervousness. “No, never tried that,” I said. “To be honest, I’m not that experienced with sex, and the few boyfriends I’ve had were never really interested in—”
“Pleasing you instead of just themselves?”
I glanced at him and began to nod, then suddenly stopped. Mortified. Why the hell was I having this conversation with him? I was his caregiver, not his girlfriend. This topic was so far over my personal boundary, I couldn’t find it with a map.
I straightened my back and frowned. “I don’t feel comfortable talking about such personal things with a total stranger,” I began. “As a matter of fact—”
“A total stranger?” he asked with a short laugh. “You’ve seen me naked, you’ve seen me sucking on another woman’s pussy, and you’ve seen my dick in her mouth. How can I be a total stranger?”
Just the image his words created caused me to grow wet again. Dammit! Yet another flush of heat. I quickly stood, putting some distance between us before I turned around and gazed down at him sitting so casually on the edge of my bed. Placing my hands on my hips, I attempted to speak firmly. “Jax, I’m your nurse. I’m not your girlfriend, and it’s none of my business what you do or with whom you do it. I’m here to do a job and that’s it.”
Smiling, he lifted his hands in mock surrender. Seconds later, his smile disappeared and he grew serious. It took me by surprise. His moods could change on a dime. Something else I would have to get used to. One minute teasing, the next minute dead serious.
“Angie, I just want you to know that if anytime you want to leave, you’re perfectly free to do so. I won’t hold it against you, and you don’t even have to give me notice. Michael and I don’t think there’s much chance of anybody finding me here, but I’ll be keeping a careful eye out. If I get even a feeling that things will get hinky, I’ll let you know. I’ll pack your bags myself and send you on your way. Okay?”
I nodded. He was so serious now and I frowned. “Do you really think someone’s targeting the members of your squadron? Why would they? Why would they take the chance of exposing themselves? And why your squadron?”
He shook his head. “We just got back from a mission, which of course I can’t tell you about, but let’s just say we more than pissed off a few people. Word travels fast. We still haven’t verified that the incidents against the squadron are due to a terror cell, but until we find out for sure, none of us is taking chances. We have each other’s backs, and Michael will keep me updated.”
I nodded and blew out a breath I’d been holding. I guess it wouldn’t hurt for me to do a little extra research, become a little more aware of what was going on in the world around me. I had been so busy taking care of homebound clients over the past year that I rarely even watched the news. Nothing like keeping my head buried in the sand.
Jax stood. “Well, I’ll let you be. You can have the run of the house, go where you want, although I would just like to ask you not to go into my office.”
I nodded. “Okay, no problem. Tomorrow, I’ll probably need to run to the store and grab some groceries. You don’t have much in your pantry.”
“No problem. You can take the SUV in the garage. The keys are in a dish on the kitchen counter.”
“You need anything?”
He grinned.
“Don’t be a smart alec,” I frowned. “I mean do you need anything from the store?”
“Nope,” he said, making his way to the door. “I’m going to take it easy tomorrow. I think I might’ve tweaked my back a little bit this afternoon.”
I stared at his back as he left the room, laughing. Of course, his comment put the image of him and Hilda back in my head, probably just as he’d intended. I couldn’t help but smile. There was something about Jax Andrews that appealed to me. I had a feeling he was going to be a major pain in the ass, but at the same time, he seemed okay. Then again, I had only spent part of the day with him. There was a good chance that after a few days, I would be changing my mind about him completely.
I needed to talk to Nancy, get her opinion. Not only was she my supervisor, but I considered her a friend. In her mid-fifties, Nancy was a no-nonsense and experienced nurse who had opened her own health care agency a few years ago. She had always wanted to go into business for herself, but I had always wondered about her choice. You didn’t make a lot of money running a home health care agency. While she got a decent enough cut from private pay families, Medicare, and other third-party payers, she still had plenty of overhead, not to mention the cost of insurance coverage.
Nevertheless, she seemed to enjoy it, and had slowly built her business over the past few years. She’d gone from two home health care aides to now employing twelve certified nurse’s aides, two nurses, an occupational therapy specialist, and she even had a doctor on a small retainer for emergency situations or questions.
Nancy would be able to provide me with some good advice. I supposed it would be okay to talk to her about the situation, but I should’ve asked Jax first. I thought about leaving my room to go find him and then decided against it. I had seen enough of him for one day, literally. I could ask him in the morning before I called Nancy.
I sighed and sat back down on the bed. I didn’t hear any sounds in the house and wondered if Jax had gone to bed himself. I didn’t feel like dealing with the dishes tonight and decided I would leave them until morning. I got ready for bed, changing into shorts and a tank top to sleep in, then went into the bathroom, took care of business, and brushed my teeth.
I climbed into bed, relaxing into one of the most comfortable mattresses I had ever slept on. The sheets felt like butter against my skin. Before long, I slipped into a half conscious state, between half wakefulness and sleep, and automatically my thoughts drifted once again to Jax.
I saw him standing naked in front of the pool, recalled his tight buttocks, and then, perhaps not surprisingly, my memory once again returned to the sight of him and Hilda on the bed, having sex, each of them pleasing the other with no sense of hesitancy, embarrassment, or shame.
I wondered what it would feel like to have such free sex with someone and then tried to imagine myself in Hilda’s position. I couldn’t. Well, I could, but I had never engaged in such sex before, so couldn’t so much rely on physical response as fantasy.
Nevertheless, fantasizing about having such sex with Jax got me all hot and bothered again. Before I knew it, my nipples were tingling and I felt that now familiar heat burgeoning low in my belly. For the second time that day, I resorted to pleasuring myself, holding in my mind’s eye the image of Jax’s tongue on Hilda’s pussy, his cock in her mouth, her own tongue swirling, sucking, and stroking the length of his shaft while my hand had to suffice to release my sexual tension.
As the waves of pleasure washed over me, I realized it was only a second-best, and that the sensations I felt would probably, no likely, be much more powerful in real time. As my waves of pleasure lulled me closer to the edge of sleep, I shook my head. I had no business thinking such thoughts about my client. I was only going to be here for a short while. I was getting paid to provide care for a wounded soldier, not provide him with a sex partner.
Come tomorrow morning, I would have to corral my wild imaginations, get myself under control, and act like the professional I was. I didn’t know anything about Jax Andrews, other than what he had divulged. I didn’t know if this was his house or someone else’s, but then I guess it didn’t really matter. I would do my job, collect my paycheck, and then ultimately, move on to yet another client.
In the meantime, I decided that I would enjoy the change of pace of having a younger patient to look after. The fact that he was sexy as hell was a bonus, but I refused to act on it. That would be the epitome of unprofessionalism.
No, I would oversee Jax’s recuperation, help him with his rehab and his therapy until he could do more on his own. It was none of my business and certainly not my place to get involved in his past, his career, his secrets, and most of all, with him. The fact that he was the most handsome and intriguing client I have ever met was beside the point. He was just that. A client. Nothing less and nothing more.
End of Part 1
To Be Continued in Part 2…
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