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Chapter One

Being a Navy SEAL meant being part of a team and not having to go it alone. You always had guys guarding your back, keeping you safe while you did the same for them. Your teammates were there for you whenever you needed them. They would catch you if you fell and shove you back up again. They’d push you to move forward when you thought you’d reached your limit. You could count on them, always.

The teams had been there for him for the last several years, but Aidan Jones wasn’t a SEAL anymore, not in the way that counted for him. He was washed up and anchored stateside. And although his former teammates would be there for him if he asked, he had cut them loose for this mission. He had to do this last one all on his own.

The bar was just like any other in Key West on a Saturday night. He hadn’t picked it for any reason other than it was the first one in his path after the guys had dropped him off. They all had different plans for the evening anyway. He knew they were waiting for a call to go wheels up. Soon they’d be in the thick of things while he went back to base and picked up the remains of his career. He tried not to be jealous, an almost impossible feat, so he didn’t beat himself up too much when he failed. He knew, too, that the guys would have changed their plans to back him up in his efforts this evening if he had asked them. He hadn’t. God, how pathetic would that have been, asking them to hold his hand as he tried to pick up a woman?

They had already done more than he could have asked by including him in their R&R for the weekend and helping him practice water skiing. It had been a rush to be out on the water this afternoon, staying up, most of the time, as the boat pulled him around the coast. It was the one non-essential task he had relearned since his last mission. He still wasn’t as good as he had once been. Ice’s woman, Syn, had beat his ass a few weeks ago in their recurring competition. Still, getting back on the water had been just the boost his ego needed after weeks of painful rehab filled with failure and baby steps toward getting used to the new him. With his ex-teammates around him, he hadn’t felt as self-conscious as he had expected displaying his body for the world to see. Sure, there had been some stares, there would always be stares, but it hadn’t diminished his joy over his achievement.

Tonight would be different, though. It was already different. A few people glanced at him and then away in discomfort and embarrassment. He had expected it given that he had worn shorts instead of jeans. It was important to him not to hide his body, not tonight. If he was going to find a willing woman, he for damn sure was going to advertise what she was getting. The last thing he needed was to send some woman screaming from the bedroom when he took his pants off. Worse, infinitely worse, was to get a pity fuck. It had been many months of deployment, one misplaced step, and weeks in the hospital and rehab, since he last got laid. Learning how to walk and water ski again had been important milestones. Taking a woman to bed was the Holy Grail of his recovery.

Ignoring the furtive glances from strangers, he walked over to the bar and eased himself onto a stool. He’d done some scoping out already and knew there were a few prospects in the place. His prosthetic leg might be on display, but so was the rest of his body, and he had what women wanted.

Along with the shorts, he had worn a T-shirt that fit his upper body tight enough to show off his pecs and biceps. His hair was cropped short, and his face clean-shaven now that he wasn’t going into the hills of Afghanistan. His friends had ragged him about being a pretty boy. That hadn’t changed, and women had always flocked to him. The question for the night was whether women would still be attracted to his good looks and physique enough to get over the revulsion of fucking a guy with one leg. Okay, one and a half legs. They had amputated his left leg right above the knee while he was still in Afghanistan.

He knew they had tried to save the leg and that his friends had felt particularly bad they hadn’t been able to do more for him in the field. Fate was a stone-cold bitch when she allowed the team’s corpsman to step on the IED. But being one meant he also knew there was nothing anyone could have done to cause a different outcome. He was God damn lucky not to have lost more—more leg, both legs, his junk, his life. Compared to some of the guys in rehab with him, he had nothing to complain about. Still, the looks of pity, the winces, the whispers got to him. He needed to nut up, though. This was his new normal, and no woman was going to be interested in him if she sensed his unease.

A little Dutch courage in the form of a beer might help. He scoped out the area behind the bar to catch the attention of one of the bartenders. He spotted the one he wanted immediately. Not just the bartender he wanted, but the woman he wanted, too. She was small. Even with the raised floor behind the bar, she had to reach up on her toes to pluck a bottle from the shelf. Her dark hair was pulled back into a high ponytail, and there were odd looking bows littered throughout the mane. Her elfin face lit up with a smile when one of the customers said something. There was an Asian look to her face, the upturn of her eyes and the height of her cheekbones. Small, pert breasts spilled over the low neckline of her fitted T-shirt. Her body was slim, but with a hint of curves. She couldn’t have weighed more than a hundred pounds.

Aidan’s cock stiffened as he watched her twirl about, pouring beers, mixing drinks, and chatting with the cluster of guys at the other end of the bar. Okay, the votes were in. His body wanted the bartender. The question was, should he saunter down the bar to join the pack drooling over her or could he entice her down to his end?

“What can I get you?”

Aidan shifted his gaze to the bartender standing in front of him. Young, bleach-blond hair, with a face that some guys would kill for. Unfortunately, the bartender was also a guy. With a slight grimace, Aidan answered, “No offense, but do you think I could give my order to her?” He pointed toward the woman.

The bartender laughed. “This is what I get for working in a straight bar. No problem, man.”

Aidan watched the man approach the woman and whisper in her ear. She glanced down to where he was sitting and gave him a smile and a nod. Just that much hardened his cock to full mast. He tried not to squirm as he returned the look. A minute later, she walked up to where he was sitting. She placed her hands on the bar and leaned toward him with a mega-watt smile.

“What can I get you? And,” she raised her eyebrows at him sternly, “keep it clean, sailor.”

Aidan grinned. “How’d you know I’m in the Navy?”

“I’ve been working down here long enough to recognize the look.” Her gaze swept over the visible part of him. Appreciation showed in her eyes, and his body temperature rose a few degrees.

He coughed slightly in embarrassment. He was used to women showing their attraction, but this woman’s blatant perusal threw him. Or maybe he was vulnerable because he wasn’t sure he had a shot with her, not these days. “How about your house special?”

Pushing away from the bar, she gave him a nod. “I can do that. Frosted glass and a lime wedge?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She gave him a saucy smile and twirled away to fill his order. His attention focused on her pert little ass. He tried not to stare too blatantly. She was Asian, too. He was sure of it now that he had seen her up close. There was no hint of the South in her accent, nor the North, as far as he could tell. California maybe. She was younger than he, perhaps early twenties. He appreciated how she hadn’t taken immediate offense to the automatic honorific he had used. Lots of women stiffened up and proclaimed they weren’t old enough to be a ma’am. Really, it only meant that they were adult women, and in his world, ma’am and sir were the natural endings to practically every sentence when speaking to someone in authority.

And this woman definitely ruled her domain. The other two bartenders, both male, treated her with obvious respect. He could see it in their movements around her and the looks they gave her. They liked her, too, as did the customers. He realized the obviousness of it when he saw the bows in her hair were money. Apparently, customers tied bills around locks of her hair. It was the only explanation as she couldn’t have done it herself. His fingers twitched as he imagined running them through her shiny strands of ebony hair. He pointed to the bows when she placed his drink in front of him.

“Do guys do that every night?” he asked before taking a slug of beer. The cold brew slid down his dry throat and helped to settle his nerves the moment it hit his stomach.

She shook her head, and the money bows crinkled. “Yeah. One regular started it about a year ago when I first got here and now it’s kind of a thing.” She shook her head again and rolled her eyes. “It’s silly, I know, and depending on the customer, a little creepy. But tips help pay the bills, so…” She shrugged.

Aidan took another hit of his beer and smiled. “I bet it’s a great way to tell when to cut them off, too. As a sobriety test, tying bills around locks of hair must beat out walking a straight line.”

She giggled, and perfect white teeth flashed between her plump, pink lips. “I hadn’t thought of it that way. A good point. So,” she asked, arms folded on the bar, leaning into him, “would you like a menu? We have some great bar food. The slider combo is awesome. Add some sweet potato fries and you’ve got a perfect meal to go with that beer.”

He hadn’t planned on eating, having grabbed something already at the house where he and his buddies were staying. He didn’t care that she was trying to up-sell him because it meant he could stay put longer without drinking too much. If he were clever enough, he could learn when she got off work and make a date for later. “Sounds good.”

She smiled at him again, and the punch to his gut forced air between his lips. He covered by slamming more beer back.

“Great. I’ll place the order. Want another round,” she added with a nod to his almost empty glass.

“Sure.” As he watched her wiggle her cute little ass encased in tiny shorts, he vowed to slow down and nurse the next beer.

****

Marissa smiled and laughed at something a customer said, although she had no idea what it was. Her mind was on the guy at the other end of the bar, the hot sailor with the boyish smile. She had noticed him the moment he entered and realized he was the guy she had seen earlier waterskiing on one leg. Holy crap that had been impressive.

Given that her shift was about to start, she hadn’t been able wait around to see him when he came off the water. Magically, here he was. He was more impressive up close, totally jacked and gorgeous. How much could nature endow one person with? The fact that he had lost half a leg didn’t detract one bit from his appeal, not as far as she was concerned. She admired how he didn’t try to hide it, either.

Damn, her shift didn’t end for hours. Some college girl was going to scoop him up before she had the chance. There was only so much drink and food she could ply him with to keep his perfect ass sitting on a barstool, too. If the women trolling the place tonight were stupid enough to ignore him, he would leave and head for another bar. If she had half a brain—and her dissertation professor assured her she had enough for two people—she’d let him know she was interested. Maybe he’d be willing to stick around or come back. Picking up customers was not her style, but this guy was the exception to every rule she knew.

Telling herself to be bold for a change, she placed his new beer in front of him and shot him what she hoped was a sexy smile. “So, are you meeting someone here?”

Glass halfway to his mouth, he cleared his throat and peered at her over the rim. “Ah, no. My friends had plans for the evening, and this looked like a good place to hang out for a while.” He dropped his gaze and took a swallow of beer. He seemed nervous, and understanding that he might be gave her more courage.

“My name’s Marissa.” She didn’t offer her hand because that struck her as being kind of lame, like they were meeting at a social event.

He put his glass down. “Aidan. Chief Petty Officer Aidan Jones, to be exact. My friends call me Jonesin’.” When she furrowed her eyebrows at him, he offered up an explanation. “It’s because I’m always jonesin’ for a fight.”

“You like to fight?” With his pretty face, it was hard to imagine. His features were perfect, not a broken nose or black eye to be seen. He had deep-set hazel eyes, and while his brown hair was cut short, a stray lock kissed his forehead. He looked more like a lover, to her. Her pussy throbbed in agreement as she gazed at him.

He shrugged his wide shoulders. “I’m a SEAL. We like to fight.”

Wow, why didn’t the news surprise her? He looked tough enough, except there was no way he still deployed. As if reading her thoughts, he followed up quickly with a caveat. “I was a SEAL. I’m out of the teams now.” He paused, studied his glass of beer. “I was injured a while back. Not that you can tell from where you’re standing,” he added.

“I saw you out on the water this afternoon,” she said quickly. It was clear to her now that his injury was an issue, or rather he thought it was. She wondered fleetingly if other women had been foolish enough to shoot him down. It was hard to believe given how gorgeous he was, and there was a certain boyish charm about him that was irresistible. Regardless, she wanted him to know his disability wasn’t a problem for her.

He looked at her in surprise, so she forged ahead. “Living down here, I have total water envy. I can barely swim, and I live vicariously through others, watching them water and jet ski, surf.”

“What brings you to Key West then?” The look in his eye told her he really wanted to know, he was listening. But experience told her he’d get bored fast, every other guy had.

She gave him the shortest, I’m-not-too-much-of-an-egghead version she could. “I’m writing my dissertation for an economics PhD.”

“Really? What’s your field?”

“Healthcare.”

He nodded as if interested. “A big topic these days.”

“Yes, it is. My focus is on public sector healthcare. Once my dissertation is approved, I’ll be heading up to D.C. for a job with the government or maybe a non-profit. I think this is the single most important economic issue of our time. I mean everyone needs this service sometime in their life.” And, look at who she was preaching to.

Way to go, Marissa. Your mouth ahead of your brain, as usual.

Her expression must have mirrored her thoughts because Aidan smiled at her and said, “As a recent recipient of public sector healthcare, I agree.” She winced in apology, but he waved her concern away. “Believe it or not, I was a corpsman, the team’s designated medical guy. Now that I can’t deploy anymore, I’m thinking of going to medical school and becoming a Navy doctor.”

Add one more thing Mother Nature had endowed this guy with, intelligence and compassion. Two things, actually. Before she could respond, another bartender, Will, elbowed her as he passed by. “Guy’s looking for a refill down at the other end.”

“Oops, got to go. I’ll check on your food, too.” He gave her a two-finger salute and stared at his beer once more. As she walked away, though, the back of her neck itched as if he watched her. Hoping he was, she put a little more swing into her hips, such as they were. She really hoped he liked petite.

She filled orders and bantered with her other customers the way she normally would, but half her mind and all of her hormones were focused on Aidan. Her skin tingled, and her breasts were heavy with mounting excitement. This was a first for her. She had rarely dated anyone she met at the bar and had never considered simply picking a guy up and taking him home. Normally her brain ruled her body. This night was different. Desire for the guy was so strong, she wanted to race around to the front of the bar and hop on his lap. She needed a reality check.

When Aidan’s food order was up, she grabbed it and nudged Will to one side. “Help me out here.” When he reached to take the plate, she pulled it away. “Not that kind of help. I need advice. You know the guy at the end of the bar? Don’t look!” she hissed when he automatically turned his head.

Will rolled his eyes. “Yeah, you mean Admiral Scrumptious? What about him?”

“I’m thinking of jumping his bones.”

“And you want to know whether you should do it here or wait until you get to a more private place?”

Marissa grimaced in exasperation. “You know me, and this is decidedly not me. Am I being too risky? Will they find my various body parts tomorrow in dumpsters around Key West?”

“What’s his name?” She told him. “Wait a sec.” She watched him walk over to Aidan and say, “Excuse me, sir. We forgot to card you before serving. May I see your I.D. please?”

“Seriously?” Marissa said it under her breath as she heard Aidan say it to Will. A wallet came out, a card was passed over the bar. Will smiled and thanked Aidan before returning the card and sauntering back to her.

“I.D. confirmed. Jump away. If you end up dismembered, I’ll know who to send the cops after.”

“Thanks,” she replied with a laugh.

Before she took a step, Will grabbed her arm and said in a low voice, “You know he’s disabled, right?”

“Yup. Not a problem.”

“I agree. Just wanted to make sure you knew.”

Marissa smiled at Aidan as she placed his food order in front of him. “Here you go.”

“Thanks, looks good.” He nodded toward Will. “What was that all about? I’m pretty sure I look older than twenty-one.”

Embarrassed that Will’s obvious ploy was so…well, obvious, she felt her cheeks pink up. She bit her lower lip, unsure of how to phrase what she wanted to say. God, she was such a dweeb sometimes. She may as well say it out straight. “He’s looking out for me. I don’t normally ask guys what I’m about to ask you.”

Aidan raised his eyebrows. “What would that be?”

“Do you want to come home with me tonight?”


Chapter Two

Aidan all but swallowed his tongue at the blatant invitation. Was it really going to be this easy? Although he was used to women making the first move with him, that was before he had become disabled.

No, he refused to think of his body in those terms. Differently-abled had seemed like a pointless change in terminology before it applied to him. He knew better now. He couldn’t do some of the things he had done before, but those were small in number compared to the skills he retained. He just had to do some of them differently, like waterskiing with one leg instead of two. Sex would be like that, the same with some minor modifications. Only, unlike anything else he’d tried since losing his leg, fucking required up close and personal observation of his body by another person. It was a distinction that mattered.

He must have mused a little too long because he saw her eyes go wide, and she backed up a pace. “Sorry if that was too blunt.” She blushed a dusky rose color under her tawny skin. “I totally get it if you’re not interested.”

Aidan laughed. He couldn’t help it. “You actually think I might turn you down? Why on Earth would I do that?” The obvious occurred to him. “Because of my leg?”

Her eyes got wider and her cheeks redder. “God, no! I meant because I’m half Asian, Thai, actually. Some guys aren’t into that.”

“You mean ‘some guys’ as in assholes,” he replied because who in their right mind wouldn’t fall to his knees in gratitude for a chance to be with her? Yet, she had picked him. He had seen a lot of good-looking guys with both their legs in the bar, so maybe her offer was based on the one reason he would turn her down. Leaning in closer to her, he asked in a low voice, “Are you making the offer because of my leg?” He held his breath, afraid of the answer because if it were a pity fuck, his answer would be no.

Her eyes narrowed as if she were annoyed. She leaned toward him so that they were mere inches from each other. Her voice was equally soft. “I don’t sleep with guys just because I feel sorry for them, which for the record, I don’t feel for you. I asked you to come home with me because I have this almost overwhelming urge to climb into your lap.”

“Oh.” It was hardly a word, more like an exhalation of breath as her confession shot right to his groin. Already half-hard, his cock surged up and pressed against his fly. Good thing he was sitting down. “Okay,” he managed to choke out as he stared at her, falling into the deep, dark pools of her eyes.

The tip of her tongue slipped out, and she ran it along her lower lip. “My shift finishes in a couple of hours. Can you sit tight until then, or do you want to come back?”

He wanted to trace his own tongue along where hers had been. Instead, he pulled back, aware that she was at work and he shouldn’t press his luck or freak her out. “My T-shirt isn’t long enough for me to get up right now. I’ll wait.”

He saw understanding in her eyes. She smiled and nodded. “I’ll be back.”

As he watched her saunter away, he took a swig of his beer and willed his body under control.

By the time Marissa announced she was off duty, Aidan was only partially aroused. He had spent the time waiting, mentally taking various weapons apart and putting them back together. He hid a grimace, just barely, when he hoped off the stool and irritated his stump. It was still tender and would be for a long while he had been warned. It wasn’t the pain he minded so much as the reminder that his body was different. Everything was different now, including sex. He had thought it through, of course, knew how he would go about doing it. Still, he was uneasy. He hid it behind a smile as he followed Marissa out the door.

Nightlife was teeming all around them. They had to walk single file until the end of the block, where she stopped and turned to him. “My apartment is a few blocks from here. I usually walk. Is that okay with you?”

“It’s fine,” he answered more sharply than he had meant. Damn it, he was too defensive. He shot her a rueful grin. “Sorry. It’s okay, I can walk that no problem.”

She nodded in understanding and surprised him by slipping her delicate hand into his before leading him back into the stream of pedestrians. The feel of her warm, soft skin against his proved surprisingly stimulating. His cock roused from its nap and took notice, but he didn’t care if it was visible. To be honest, his prosthesis would catch people’s attention before the bulge in his shorts did. They walked slowly down the sidewalk, the noise of carousers and music from the bars making conversation too difficult to attempt. What would he say, anyway? Nerves made him tongue-tied. He felt irritated, too, that she set such a slow pace as if he needed it until he realized she walked slowly because she had short legs. Her head barely reached his shoulders. If he wanted, he could pull her toward him and plant a kiss on the crown of her head.

The urge to do so gave him a solution to his nervousness and his mounting desire. At the next corner, he took the lead and pulled her under the awning of a store. When she looked up at him in surprise, he cupped the back of her head. He stared down at her, and she met his gaze. They both kept their eyes open as he drew her face to his and took her mouth. His eyes closed as he fell into the pleasure of his first kiss in many months, too many. He had missed this simple pleasure of slanting his lips against a softer, sweeter pair.

He traced his tongue along the seam and moaned softly in appreciation when she opened up for him and welcomed him inside. She deepened the kiss by twirling her tongue around his and clasping his arms with her small hands. Her body all but melted against his. They tasted each other for long seconds, long enough for his cock to throb in earnest. But they were on a sidewalk and he heard some whistles and claps from passersby, so he broke away reluctantly.

They were both breathing hard as they once more stood and stared at each other.

Marissa was the first to regain her senses. With a grin, she grabbed his hand and tugged him back into the stream of people. They walked faster with unspoken agreement, and soon she had him inside her building. He swept her into his arms once more as they rode the elevator to the third floor. This time they were alone, so he dared to slip a hand under her shirt and caress her smooth back. Her hands landed on his butt. She dug surprisingly strong fingers into his flesh and pressed him against her body as much as their height difference would allow. They practically stumbled out when they reached her floor.

With reluctance, he let her go so she could get the door open. Once they were inside, he scooped her up before she could turn on the overhead lights. A small bulb above the sink in the galley kitchen allowed him to see where he was going. He carried her over to the countertop that divided the kitchen from the living room. She gasped and then giggled as he plopped her down. Now she was eye level, perfect for more kissing. He dove in hard and heavy, plunging into her willing mouth, both hands inside her shirt. He found the clasp of her bra and flicked it open with practiced ease. Some skills never left you. He slid his hands around her soft sides and traced her pert breasts with his thumbs. Her nipples were hard, and she gasped again inside his mouth when he stroked them.

He broke the kiss long enough to ask, “Do you live alone?” When she nodded, he yanked her shirt and bra off. Then he stood and stared. This was another simple pleasure he had been without too long. Small enough to fit in his palms with dusky tones surrounding the hard nipples, her breasts were a feast for a starving man. Leaning in, he tugged one mound into his mouth and laved the bud with long, loving strokes.

Marissa groaned above him and clasped her hands to his head, holding him in place, urging him without words. He licked and sucked, first one breast and then the other until she moaned incessantly and writhed against him. She dug her nails into his scalp and pulled at the short strands of hair, testament to the effect he was having on her. His cock jerked, anxious to get in the game, but he had other ideas. Pulling back, he placed a trail of kisses from her lips down her throat to reassure her he wasn’t done yet. Then he unsnapped her shorts and tugged at the zipper.

Her tummy was flat and silky like her breasts, and holy crap, how had he missed the belly ring? He’d get back to that later, though. First, he wanted her completely naked. With a bit of wrangling and some laughing, he managed to peel the skin-tight shorts off her lovely bottom, along with a black thong, the sight of which almost made him come. She sat on the countertop, beautifully nude, breathing heavily and blushing, he realized. She was shy.

He swept his gaze from top to bottom, letting it linger on the moist lips with a narrow strip of dark hair nestled between her thighs. All he had to do was free his rod and plunge it inside the place it yearned to be. But that wasn’t what he wanted. This woman deserved more, and there was one thing he loved to do that didn’t need two legs, or any for that matter. He tipped her chin up so that their eyes met.

“You’re beautiful. I want to go down on you. Is that okay?”

****

The question, asked in a hushed, almost reverent tone, sent a shudder through Marissa’s body. Already aroused so much that his mere look almost sent her over the edge, she couldn’t find her voice. To answer him, she leaned back on her elbows and slid her ass closer to the edge of the counter. She closed her eyes and focused her concentration on the feel of him. His fingers with their rough pads stroked her breasts in quick bursts, coaxing whimpers of pleasure past her lips. His soft tongue, in contrast, lapped slowly down her middle and swirled around her belly ring. He stayed there awhile, teasing her, feasting on her skin as if he had no other goal. When she bucked her hips in frustration, he chuckled against her body.

“I’m getting there,” he whispered, his warm breath taunting her to higher pleasure.

He raised her hips with his strong, firm hands, gripping and holding her steady. She felt his tongue twirl around her shock of pubic hair, and his teeth nipped at her cunt lips. Then he slid between the folds, over her clit, and down into her pussy. When she moaned and squeezed her legs to urge him on, he reversed course and licked up and out. She grunted in frustration, kicked her heels against his shoulders, only to hear him chuckle again.

“Patience, Marissa. I haven’t done this in a long time, and I’m a hungry man. I intend to make this meal last.”

Her new groan morphed into a long moan of pleasure as he lapped the area of taut skin between thigh and pussy. He traced a path around her mound and finished between her folds once more. He flicked her clit with short strokes of his tongue, making her jerk and writhe. His firm grip held her in place, and the restricted movement helped to heighten her arousal. Her fingers scratched at the smooth countertop, setting a rhythm she silently urged him to meet. He ignored her entreaties and took his time bringing her close to the brink, only to back off before she came.

“Aidan,” she hissed.

His response was to blow against her damp curls before latching his lips around her swollen clit. As if sensing she was truly at the end of her rope, he suddenly sucked and stroked with the energy and speed she craved. The orgasm tore through her. She bucked her hips against his face and tossed her head as she screamed out her pleasure. Her cunt clamped down on a cock that wasn’t there, and her body shook with the force of the waves of climax rocking it.

When the pleasure began to wane, he renewed his assault and brought her up and over again. Less intense than the first one, this orgasm spread a warmth from her core throughout the rest of her body. She went limp when it subsided and let her head drop on the counter.

Aidan continued to hold her legs, stroking her thighs with a feathery touch. He kissed the inside of each knee and sighed. “That was—you are—delicious,” he murmured. “Ready for round two?”

In answer to his question, she pulled her legs out of his grasp and sat up. He stared at her with a kind of dazed expression that told her he wasn’t conning her about enjoying eating her out. His mouth was still a little moist from her juices. She leaned over and traced her tongue around his lips before kissing him. She twined both her arms and her legs around him to pull him toward her. He slid his arms around her back and caressed her while their tongues mated. Pulling her hair free of its scrunchy, he laced his fingers through the strands and tugged her head to one side to deepen the kiss. Her sensitive nipples rasped against his shirt, reminding her that one of them was overdressed.

She yanked up the fabric to run her fingers along the hard planes of his back. His skin was hot, but smooth. It quivered under her touch. She dared to dip lower, past the waistband of his shorts, and found a taut ass waiting to be kneaded. She dug her nails in, and he rewarded her with a deep groan inside her mouth. The hard ridge of his cock just barely bumped against her once more aching clit. She wiggled against it and grunted in frustration.

Breaking the kiss, she said, “Let’s take this to my bed and get down to some serious business.”

He pressed his forehead against hers and laughed. “I take eating pussy very seriously, but if you mean giving my cock a chance to get inside you, then I’m all for it.” With a tight grip around her waist, he slid her off the counter and spun around. “This way?”

She nodded and clung to his neck. It was pretty dark inside the apartment, yet he seemed to have excellent vision, carrying her straight to her bedroom. She wondered how difficult it was for him to hold her. She could certainly feel his uneven gait. He obviously wanted to do it, though, and she figured he knew his limitations. When he pulled back her covers and plopped her down on her bed, she reached over to turn on her bedside lamp.

“Ah, mind if we keep the lights off?” he asked hesitantly.

Okay, this was his limitation. She needed to respect his boundaries even though she wanted very much to see him naked. In her mind, there was no way his injured leg could detract from the rest of him, but he obviously felt differently.

Sliding over to the middle of the bed, she patted the edge next to her. “Take off your shirt, sailor, and stay awhile,” she purred.

He laughed at the invitation, as she had hoped he would, and sat down. He whipped off his shirt and tossed it on the floor. Dark as it was, she could barely make out the contours of his upper body. His shoulders were broad, and his waist was narrow, the perfect V-shaped torso. Saliva pooled in her mouth. Sitting up, she leaned over to place her hands on his shoulders. She nuzzled the back of his neck, while she slid her palms down his chest. Firm pecs with small pebbly nipples greeted her. She rubbed her thumbs over them and felt his appreciative moan deep in her own chest.

She moved her mouth to one of his ears, and as she nibbled his lobe, she stroked down toward his shorts. Damn, she was too short to reach. So she pulled back and encircled his waist instead. She pressed her face against his back and slid her hands past his waistband. His cock was there waiting for her, hard and moist at the tip. She clasped it in one hand and tugged up slowly. With her other hand, she cupped his balls and squeezed.

“Stop,” he begged with a chuckle. “My first time having sex since getting out of the hospital isn’t going to end with my coming in my shorts.”

Stunned, Marissa drew back and let him go. She leaned against her headboard. “This is your first time since…” She let her voice trail off.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. He did not just do that. He did not just confess to her what this meant to him. Fuck! Aidan couldn’t look at her, but he did have to answer her truthfully. “Yeah, it’s my first time since losing my leg.”

He heard her blow out a breath. “Wow. It hadn’t really occurred to me.”

He snuck a peek at her over his shoulder. She was staring off into space. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to freak you out.”

She looked him then and shook her head. “I’m not freaked out.” When he merely stared back, she shrugged. “Okay, I’m a little freaked out. But only because I don’t want to mess this up for you.”

He barked out a rueful laugh. “Oh, sweetheart, it is literally impossible for you to mess up anything with me. You already sent me to the moon and back.”

She pouted at him, her adorable and barely visible lips pursed in annoyance. It made him smile. He had always had fantastic night vision. He just hoped she didn’t. “Does this mean you don’t want to fuck me?” she asked in a falsely plaintive voice.

He laughed again, this time in delight. She had a knack for disarming him. “I want to fuck you so badly I might die from it.”

“Okay, then, sailor, let’s get this party started. If you think I’ve only got two orgasms in me, you are dead wrong.”

“Music to my ears.” He snapped open his shorts and undid his zipper, freeing his aching cock. But he stopped, uncertain again. The room wasn’t completely dark. “Would you mind if we did this under the covers?”

There was a pause. “Sure. I mean, no, I don’t mind.”

The next request was harder. “Would you mind closing your eyes for a minute?” God, he was pathetic, but he couldn’t bare the idea of her seeing his leg once he took the prosthesis off.

There was a longer pause. “Okay, just so long as I don’t have to keep them closed. I’m not missing out on catching a glimpse of that hard-on you’re sporting.”

He laughed once more because that was her intent, and when he saw she had actually closed her eyes, he quickly shucked his sneakers, socks, and shorts. The artificial part of him was harder to remove. He’d had a bit of practice, had even gone so far as to practice getting it off quickly in anticipation of this very event. He placed it quietly down beside the bed and slid under the sheets next to her.

“Thanks,” he said into the quiet dimness. “I know I’m being kind of dope about this.”

Anything more he would have said was cut off by her looming over his body and planting a deep kiss on his…dick. She sucked his flesh into her mouth, robbing him of his words, his breath, his very thoughts. His eyes rolled into the back of his head as he lay there and savored the sensation of a tongue laving the underside of his rod. Delicate fingers ran over the ridges of his abdomen, making the muscles jump in time to her sucking lips. He lost himself in the pure pleasure of her assault until she straddled his body with her own. Her soft, round ass stuck up in the air while her thighs pressed on top of his. It put her perilously close to his stump and that alarmed him.

He clasped her head and gently tugged her face up and off his cock. “As much as I’m loving this, I want to come inside your pussy, not your mouth,” he said, and it was the truth. “Do you mind being on top?”

“Mind? It happens to be my favorite position.” She leaned over and opened her nightstand drawer. He glimpsed a condom packet in her hand before she opened it and slid it over his cock. Her touch was delicate and teasing, making the necessary precaution more like foreplay. “I have my best orgasms in this position,” she added as she nudged his cock to where she wanted it and slowly descended.

Warm. Tight. Welcoming. She seated him fully and sat there on his body, splaying her fingers across his stomach. Her fingertips tickled his nipples. She squeezed and relaxed the muscles of her cunt several times in a slow rhythm that heightened his arousal. He slid his hands up her thighs and circled fingers and thumbs around her tiny waist. She was so small and delicate compared to him that even if he’d been able to slide his body between her legs, he still would have preferred her to be on top, setting the pace, keeping him in check.

He stroked her stomach and ribcage with his thumbs all the way to her nipples. She moaned and leaned forward, her body lifting off of his. He thrust up with his hips to keep them connected, but he needn’t have worried. She wasn’t letting him go. She pressed down again and began to ride him while she rubbed her chest in his hands in silent urging for him to minister to her breasts some more. Eager to please, he raised his head and shoulders to latch his lips onto a nipple. Sucking it inside his mouth, he flicked his tongue against the hard bud. She mewed her delight and increased her rhythm.

He switched to her other breast, sucking and licking, then pressing his teeth against the nipple in a gentle bite. He held onto her for long seconds before releasing her again. Her gasp as the blood flowed back into her nipple led him to soothe it with long, wet strokes. He repeated the mild torture with the other side while he clasped her waist and increased the speed in which her cunt caught and release his throbbing cock.

She gasped and groaned and writhed as she bucked wildly against him. Her hands gripped his arms, and her nails gouged his skin. With a violent throw of her head, she came undone in his hands. Sobs spilled from her mouth, and the walls of her cunt contracted around him, milking him, urging him to join her. The climax tore out of him. He shouted around the mouthful of flesh he slavishly worshipped still. His arms wrapped around her, and he pulled her body tight into his as they rode out their release together.

He held her, and she held him in return as if they were lost at sea and had only each other to stay afloat. They rocked together as the waves of orgasm crashed over them until their breaths eased and their bodies stilled. When he collapsed back, he brought her with him and rolled her body against his right side.

Slick and spent, they lay side-by-side, Marissa’s face tucked into his shoulder. A deep sense of peace enveloped Aidan. He felt himself drifting off. He vaguely thought that he should get up, clean up, thank this wonderful woman for a great time, and take off. He thought it and then thought nothing at all.


Chapter Three

Marissa blinked her eyes to better see in the darkness of her bedroom. She could barely make out Aidan’s body. He sat at the edge of her bed, reaching down for something. She realized it was his movement that had woken her and also that he was in the process of reattaching his prosthesis in order to leave.

Damn, what was it with guys? How come they always snuck out in the middle of the night? Or at least the ones she really liked seemed to make a habit of it. Usually, she’d pretend to be asleep so as not to make it more awkward than it already was. For some reason, she didn’t feel like being such a patsy this time.

She bolted upright and snapped on the night light. Aidan jerked in surprise and whipped the sheet across his lap. Something thunked against the floor. He covered up so fast she caught only a glimpse of his amputated leg. It looked like just about any other male thigh, except there was no knee hanging over the edge of the bed. It wasn’t any more startling than the sight of one leg of his baggy shorts being pinned shut at the end while he had waterskied. Still, he clearly thought otherwise as he sat there staring back at her. He hadn’t bothered to make sure the tip of his hard cock was covered. It peeked out from the sheet as if it were playing a game of hide and seek and really hoping she’d find it.

“Sorry,” Aidan said. “I was trying not to wake you.”

Marissa combed her hair off her face with an impatient swipe of her hand. “No problem.” She paused and narrowed her eyes at him. “You got some place you need to be at nearly,” she glanced at her nightstand clock, “four in the morning?”

He grimaced. “Um, no. I just figured you’d appreciate it if I was gone before morning.”

“Huh!” She flopped back down. “In the whole history of humanity, has any woman ever been the one that wanted the guy gone after fucking?”

“Um.”

“That was a rhetorical question, Chief.” She waved at him. “Look, if you want to go, go. I had a great time, but no strings attached. I get it.” Part of her did, but part of her was hurt, and that was plain dumb because she had propositioned him. She knew he was on vacation and looking for a quick lay like just about everyone else who came to Key West. It wasn’t fair to fault him for wanting to leave once he had gotten his rocks off.

“Hey.” He reached across the bed and clasped her hand. “I don’t want to leave. I really did think you might prefer it.” He rubbed his thumb in slow circles around her inner wrist. “It will be light soon, and I’m not the prettiest sight first thing in the morning.”

She rolled her eyes. “As if anyone is. I know,” she added before he could say it. “You don’t want me seeing your leg. I can see your cock, though, and it looks eager to play some more.”

He gave her a sly grin. “You do seem to inspire it. Besides, I want you to look at my dick. It’s one of my best features.” His grin faded. “My leg’s not. It’s kind of…ugly.”

She wanted to argue the point and knew it was futile. It wasn’t fair, either, for her to push him on it. He’d taken a big step in coming to a bar and then coming home with her. If she insisted he go outside of his comfort zone, she’d drive him away. She wasn’t his girlfriend or even a casual date. This was a one night stand, but if she played her cards right, maybe it could be more. Leaning over to turn off the light, she said, “Grab a condom and come back to bed.”

She settled down with her eyes closed to give him whatever space he needed to position himself back by her side. She heard the drawer open and the crinkle of the wrapper. The mattress dipped as he slid in beside her. With gentle hands, he turned her on her side, her back to him. He bent her top leg, pressing her knee close to her chest. Then he slid his cock into her pussy with one long, slow stroke. His pubic hair tickled her bottom as he set a pace of steady thrusting. He wiggled one arm under hers to clasp a breast, his thumb and forefinger squeezed the already hardened nipple. His other hand slung over her hip, and he dipped his fingers between her folds to tease and stroke her clit.

The pleasure built slowly, pulling her up to the peak without making her surrender the languor of having been recently asleep. She remained passive in his embrace, happy to let him do all the work, believing it mattered to him, too, that he was in command. It was only when her breaths became shorter and harsher, testament to her mounting climax, that his pace increased. His thrusts became stronger, his body slapping against hers with greater urgency. As she felt the first wave of orgasm crest, she pressed her body back in a counter rhythm to force him harder into her eager cunt. She squeezed the walls around his cock as tightly as she could and cried out. He slammed his cock in one more time before he shouted above her head, his fingers pressing into her flesh.

The need to sleep pulled her under even before the last spasm subsided. This time, she felt Aidan’s arms firmly around her body and knew he wasn’t going to sneak away.

****

He was gone when Marissa woke up the second time. Light shone through her curtains, telling her it was morning before she even looked at the clock. Normally she’d sleep in later on a Sunday, and if it weren’t for the smell of coffee and the sound of Aidan talking quietly in the kitchen, she might have rolled over and willed herself back to unconsciousness. He hadn’t left her after all, only her bedroom.

She jumped out of bed and pulled on a cotton camisole and panties. As she walked into the living room, she tied her hair back with a scrunchy. She stopped, stared and grinned at the sight of her guest standing in her kitchen, sexily rumpled, bare-chested, and talking on the phone.

“No worries, dude, I’ll find my way back to the house and get my stuff. Stay alert out there.” He hung up and pocked the phone in his shorts. “Sorry, did the call wake you?” His tone was casual, but his heated gaze made her blush.

She sauntered toward him, aware that her nipples pressed against the thin material of her shirt and her panties were already sticking to the folds of her wet cunt. Damn, she wasn’t usually a morning sex person. The sight of this man encouraged her to reassess her viewpoint.

“Not really,” she said in answer to his question and couldn’t help cooing in delight when he poured her some fresh coffee. Sliding onto a bar stool at the counter, she grasped the mug with both hands and inhaled deeply.

“I hope you don’t mind my starting breakfast,” he said as he handed her the carton of cream. “I have eggs ready to scramble and English muffins waiting in the toaster.”

“Mind?” She eyed him with an arched brow. “What woman minds a guy cooking for her?”

“Well, some people are proprietary about their kitchens. Which reminds me,” he added, leaning against the counter with his own mug in hand. “I used some of your toothpaste this morning.”

Marissa ran her tongue along her own fuzzy-feeling teeth. “That’s not a problem. I should do the same, and I could use a shower.” She looked at him over the rim of her mug and said, “Maybe we can take one together.” As soon as the words were out of her mouth, she realized what she had said. Before she could sputter an apology, he shook his head with a smile.

“A tempting offer. I’d love to soap you all up, but,” he shrugged. “It’s easier for me to shower sitting down. Plus I need grab bars high up.” He shrugged again and looked away.

And he didn’t want her seeing his leg. Boy, how dumb was she? They’d covered this territory already about a million times. Keeping it light, she hopped off the stool with her coffee. “If you’ve got the food covered, I think I’ll grab a quick shower. Why don’t you take a PTA bath after we eat?” When he looked at her in confusion, she clarified. “Pits, tits and ass, PTA. It’s a Maine expression I think. I’ve heard my father say it my whole life when talking about a sponge bath.”

“So you’re from Maine? I couldn’t place the accent.”

“I’m from nowhere and everywhere, actually. My father is career Navy. He’s chief engineer on the U.S.S. Intrepid.”

Aidan gave her a brilliant smile, all anxiety over the shower talk gone. “You’re a Navy brat, huh? Should have known. That’s the real reason you pegged me so quickly.”

“Maybe,” she allowed. “Are your friends going wheels-up?”

“Yeah, it’s a training mission.”

Sure it was if by training he meant fighting terrorists in Afghanistan. She knew the drill, though. SEALs’ missions were top secret. She could tell how much it hurt him to be excluded from the action. So maybe she’d convince him to spend the day with her until her shift started. There were all kinds of ways she could keep his mind occupied.

“I like my scrambled eggs dry and my muffins crisp,” she said and walked back to her bedroom swaying her hips as much as she dared.

“You keep wiggling that adorable ass of yours and breakfast will be delayed,” he called out.

“Big talk from a guy standing in a kitchen,” she tossed over her shoulder.

She entered her bedroom and set her mug on the nightstand before going into the bathroom. Turning on the shower, she leaned in to test the water and shrieked when an arm of steel wrapped around her waist and yanked her back. How the hell had he come after her so fast and so quietly. Damn SEAL! He spun her around to face the vanity. She could see his fierce expression reflected in the mirror.

“Questioning my manhood, are you?” For a heart-stopping moment, she thought he was serious. Then he gave her a feral grin, and she knew he was only playing. But oh what a game!

She grasped the counter top as he pulled her panties down. She watched him work his cock free and cover it, or at least she saw his arms move and his gaze lower. It was impossible to see exactly what he was doing, and the almost helplessness turned her on. Without even thinking about it, she jutted her ass out. He rewarded her by grabbing it with both hands. His fingers dug into her flesh.

His gaze met hers in the mirror. “Your ass is perfect. I want to bite it.” Her pussy wept at the admission. Other guys had made her feel wanted and desired, of course, they had. Somehow this guy was different. There was an intensity to the way he looked at her and in his tone of voice that told her she was the only woman in the world worth having. It made her want him with a degree of passion that was new to her and made her eager to please him. She squirmed in his hold.

“Like that idea, do you?” he whispered into her ear.

Her eyes closed and a shiver ran through her. “Hmm,” was all she could say.

“To bad this angle and my leg make that virtually impossible. But I have another idea.” His voice was low, almost soothing. It made what he did next wildly startling.

With the palm of his hand, he smacked one side of her ass. Marissa yelped, and her eyes popped open. He smiled like a hungry wolf back at her. He did it again as they stared at each other. Another cry ripped from her throat. Her body jumped and quivered in his grasp. She didn’t tell him to stop, though. He was waiting for it, gave her time to say it before he did it again, this time on the other side of her butt. And still she didn’t stop him. This was a new experience, and if she’d been asked, she’d have said, no, she didn’t like being spanked.

She would have been wrong, dead wrong. Her clit throbbed at the stinging sensation infusing her bottom. Far from dampening her passion, it ratcheted it up. Her pussy ached and clenched in desperate need of a cock to fill it. Closing her eyes, she concentrated on the feeling of the next smack. She moaned and gnawed her lower lip between her teeth. Her breath came out in staccato cries as he continued the assault. Soon she was gasping and pleading, although for what she didn’t really know.

Aidan did.

He stopped the spanking abruptly, and as he ran his thumb around her ass cheeks, his fingers dug into her hips and pulled her to him. He thrust his cock deep inside her pussy and set a punishing pace. His skin and shorts rasped against her tender flesh, but that only increased her pleasure, pushing her higher to the peak of her climax. Not high enough, however. She was near the edge, yet couldn’t quite get to it. She pushed against him and yowled in frustration like an animal.

He understood. Releasing her hip with one hand, he reached around to slide his fingers between her folds. He captured her clit between them and rubbed the swollen nub at the same fast pace of his thrusting. The orgasm ripped through her. She screamed and pounded her palm against the sink as her body bucked wildly between hard counter and hard man. He roared into her echo and latched his mouth and teeth onto her shoulder. His body jerked into hers, trapping her against his hot skin. He didn’t let her go until they both stopped moving.

He placed a gentle kiss on the same spot he had bitten. “Sorry to interrupt your shower,” he said with a still-breathless voice. “I’ll go make the eggs.” He pulled out of her and staggered over to the toilet. Marissa stepped to the shower on shaky legs. She turned when he called her name. “I was wrong before when I said your ass was perfect. But it is now,” he added with a wink.

Looking over her shoulder, she smiled as she realized what he meant. Her ass was now rosy pink.

****

Although Marissa tried to hide the wince when she sat gingerly on the stool, Aidan still caught it and grimaced in sympathy and guilt. Holy fuck, what had he been thinking? Spanking was one of those things that you maybe, maybe tried with a long-standing girlfriend, not someone you barely knew. He was damn lucky she hadn’t run screaming out of the bathroom after the first smack to dial 911. A small woman like her had to be leery of the physical power of men. She hadn’t, though. She had not only let him continue, but had seemed to honestly enjoy it. Still, guilt poked at him.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

They were sitting side by side at the counter. She turned to look at him and gave him a sly smile that dimmed as she squinted to look deeply into his eyes. “I’m trying to think of something clever to say but you look worried.”

“I am worried,” he admitted and cleared his throat in embarrassment. “I got a little rough in there. You barely know me, and I want to make sure I didn’t scare you or get too aggressive. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

She leaned over and gave him a sweet kiss. “My mother says my first word was no. I haven’t lost my knack for using it since.” With a quick wiggle of her butt, she added, “There’s something wickedly arousing about still feeling your hands on me even when you’re not touching me anymore.” She sighed and picked up her coffee. “It’s possible you’ve spoiled me for other men.”

He grinned. “In that case, maybe I’d better stick around for a while longer to keep you happy. It’s the least I can do.” He tried to make the statement casual, sipped at his own coffee to cover his nervousness. It was a bold offer to throw out there after only one night. She wasn’t the one on vacation, either. She had work, probably that very night, and for all he knew, she was silently counting the minutes for him to haul his sorry ass out of her apartment and out of her life. By her own admission, however, she wouldn’t have any trouble answering in the negative.

Her fingers curled around his neck, so he turned to look at her. Her answer was clear to see in her eyes. He still took a quiet breath of relief when she said, “You know I don’t usually pick guys up at the bar. Maybe it was because I had seen you earlier in the day and had admired you already, but it was one of those you-had-me-at-hello moments.”

His body tightened at the confession. Amazingly, he had a strong urge to pick her up again and carry her back to bed. “Do you work today?” he asked instead.

“My shift starts at four. When do you to take off?”

“I have a week of leave. I was sharing a house with my buddies. Now that they’re gone, I was going to get my stuff and find a hotel for the rest of my vacation.”

She rubbed the back of his neck with soft strokes. “There are plenty of nice places to stay around here, although none of them comes with me.” She licked her lips in feminine invitation.

His cock stirred, and tempting as it was to make her wet again and find heaven within her sweet pussy, he knew he had to cool it. He had ridden her hard this morning, and he didn’t want her soreness to go from titillating to irritating through his lack of control. “I think you’ve become an essential amenity to any place I bunk down in.”

Her lips parted in a wide smile before she gave him another sweet kiss. When she would have pulled away, he clasped her by her shoulders and kept her in place, deepening the kiss. His tongue chased hers until they both had to come up for air. “God, you make me hard faster than any woman I’ve ever known.” Okay, as true as the statement was, what had happened to playing it cool? He let her go and hopped off his stool. He bit back a groan when pain shot up from his stump.

“Are you all right?” She frowned at him in concern.

Obviously, he hadn’t hidden his discomfort well enough. “I’m fine. Really,” he added when she looked skeptical. “Sometimes I forget my body isn’t in the same shape it used to be.” He sighed and looked away. “It’s one of the toughest parts of accepting the loss of my leg. I always took pride in being physically tough. I could handle anything any other SEAL could, and because I was secure in my abilities, it was easy being the healer in the group. I liked taking care of my guys.”

He paused, shrugged. It was weird how easy it was to talk to Marissa when he’d clammed up with everyone else. It was nice to have the outlet even though he had insisted to everyone that he was fine, that he didn’t need to “talk” out his feelings about his disability. “I know it’s kind of stupid, but I feel like I lost more than my leg. Part of my manhood, maybe.” And now, he had officially entered the land of self-pity. Awesome. All the girls loved going there with a guy.

Surprisingly, Marissa didn’t hop down and hug him with murmurs of platitudes about how he was still a hero in her eyes. Instead, she snorted with derision and scooped up the last of her eggs. “I have a sore ass and pussy that testifies to how totally wrong you are about that.” When he looked at her, stricken again with concern for how rough he had been, she waved her fork at him. “In a totally I-feel-well-fucked sort of way. Go wash up. We can get your stuff, take a walk along the beach, grab some lunch at my favorite outdoor café. Then you can come to the bar with me and be my inspiration.”

Her casual dismissal of his pity party relaxed him. “Sounds like a plan. Inspiration for what?”

“It’s Sunday night. Will and I do flair bartending to draw people into the bar.”

“Seriously?”

“I have hidden talents. Maybe I’ll show you some of the more private ones later.” She winked at him.

His cock cried out in desperation to be let loose to play. Later, he told it and went to do as bidden.


Chapter Four

Aidan sat awestruck as he watched Marissa and her fellow bartender, Will, dazzle the crowd with their synchronized moves. He had seen bartenders do this kind of thing before, but this was the first time he’d taken the time to really appreciate the intricate moves. It was juggling when all was said and done, and his lady had flair to spare. She smiled broadly as she twirled and tossed bottles and shakers, swizzle sticks and fruit pieces. She laughed, too, showing how happy she truly was performing. Wow, how had he lucked out, finding—being picked up by really—such a smart, sexy, talented woman? Sitting at the bar, nursing his own beer, he could watch her all night.

When she took a break to cheers and applause, she sauntered over to him and rested her arms across the bar. “How’s it going?”

“You were fantastic. Seriously,” he emphasized when she shrugged the compliment off. “Where did you learn it?”

“At bartender’s school. It helps to have extra skills when competing for jobs down here. It allows me to command a higher salary actually, which helps pay the bills. How’s your burger?”

“Great. I’m eating slowly to justify my taking up a seat all night. I’ll order more beer and food in a little while.”

“Please.” She rolled her eyes. “I’m shift manager, so it’s my call having you stay. I like it,” she confessed with a shy grin.

He leaned in and said in a low voice, “I guess I can always make it up to you later.”

“Hmm, sounds interesting.”

“Watch it, asshole!”

They both looked over at the scene unfolding a few feet from where Aidan sat. A middle-aged guy faced a younger man whose beer had obviously spilled down his shirt.

“Sorry, buddy, but you’re taking up too much of the bar. I want to order a drink. You were in my way.”

“Fuck you. I paid for my drink. I have a right to take up whatever room I want. And now you owe me another beer.”

“Fuck you!”

The younger man shoved the older one, causing more of his own beer to spill.

“Uh, oh. Time for the shift manager to bring the peace,” Marissa said with a loud sigh. She headed for the end of the bar to come around front.

“Hey, watch out. Don’t get between those two,” Aidan warned.

Paying no attention to him, she stalked up to the two men who were squaring off. “Okay boys, no fighting in my bar. Break it up or take it outside.”

The words had barely left her mouth when the younger man threw what was left of his beer in the other guy’s face before slamming the mug down on the bar and throwing a punch.

“Hey!” Marissa yelled.

Aidan dropped off the stool, ignored the pain, and hurried over to the confrontation. Fear gave him speed. He wasn’t fast enough, though, and saw red when the belligerent younger man dared to shove Marissa when she whipped her body in front of him. Aidan roared and launched himself at the other guy. As Marissa steadied herself, he grabbed the guy’s arm and twisted it. At the same time, he kicked the back of the asshole’s knee. He followed the momentum of the guy’s fall in order to hold him down by gripping him by the back of his neck and holding his arm up high behind him. The guy howled in anger.

Ignoring his prisoner, Aidan snapped his head around to find Marissa. He saw her standing only a few feet away, staring at him wide-eyed. “Are you okay?” he demanded.

“I’m fine. Is he okay?”

“I haven’t broken anything, yet,” he growled back. He emphasized how quickly that could change by twisting the man’s arm a little harder.

“Okay.” She looked around the bar. Everyone was staring at the spontaneous entertainment. “I guess I should call the cops.”

“Already did,” Will called out.

“Good.” She nodded and then caught sight of the other man who was still lying on the floor where the punch had landed him. She walked closer to him and looking down, asked, “Are you all right, sir?”

There was no answer, just a lot of wheezing, his hand clutched to his chest. Then there was nothing. He stopped making any sound, his eyes closed and he was perfectly still. “Shit!” Aidan said. “I think he’s gone into cardiac arrest.”

“What? No, no.” Marissa dropped down on her knees and gently shook the man. “Sir, sir, can you hear me?”

Aidan cursed. No one was doing a damn thing. Everyone was still just standing and watching. “He needs CPR and I can’t do it because I can’t let this idiot go.” The moron was still cursing and struggling, threatening to tear Aidan apart.

Marissa looked at him wild-eyed. “But I don’t know CPR. I keep meaning to take classes. I just never find the time.”

“No problem. It’s easy. Place your hands between his pecs, palm down, hand over hand, fingers laced. That’s it,” he said when she complied. Christ, she was so tiny, yet she instinctively was up on her knees for leverage. “Now start pressing down, fast. Faster and harder. Lock your wrists, keep your arms straight,” he said when her movements were too tentative.

“Like this?” she asked in a steady voice with just a hint of fear.

“Better. You need to keep up the rhythm. Use the tempo from Staying Alive.”

“What?” she looked at him as if he were crazy.

“It works. Trust me.” Singing was not his talent, but he tried anyway. He started in on the lyrics, surprised he could even remember them, and emphasized the beat.

After a few seconds of hesitation, she joined in, her lovely high voice doing far greater justice to the original falsetto version. Her head bobbed to the song as her hands compressed the man’s chest.

“You got it,” he said.

“Let go of me, you one-legged freak.” His captive twisted violently to free himself.

“Stop squirming, shithead, or I swear I’ll break your arm,” he hissed into the younger man’s ear before he picked up the song again. Now he was just bleating out nonsense as he had reached the limit of his memory on the actual lyrics. Holy fuck where were the cops? He wasn’t worried about himself. It was Marissa. She was sweating now as she sang and pumped.

“Called the EMTs, too,” Will said, coming around the bar, joining in, clapping in rhythm to the song.

Soon everyone in the bar was singing and clapping. Most people were a bit fuzzy on the lyrics, but it didn’t matter. The beat stayed steady, and Marissa didn’t waver. It was only once the cops and EMTs arrived to take over, that she collapsed back onto the floor and scurried away from the action on her lovely, but probably still sore ass. As soon as the cops had his little bundle of joy under control, Aidan raced to help her back to her feet.

She looked up at him and grinned. “Wow, that was different.”

He pulled her in for a tight hug. “You were amazing.”

“Me? You’re the one who subdued the asshole.” She stood on her toes and kissed him. “My hero, and I mean that.”

****

Marissa sighed with delight as Aidan scooped her up in his arms and carried her into the apartment again. Resting her head against his shoulder, she said, “If you’re not careful, I’m going to get hooked on all of this pampering.”

He kissed her crown. “After a night like this, you deserve it.” He sat down on the sofa with her in his lap. “Have I told you how crazed I was when that asshole shoved you?”

With a surreptitious eye-roll, she nodded. “I’ve lost count how many times. Seriously, it was no big deal.”

“Seriously, he could have hurt your beautiful fanny, and you know how much I love that part of you.”

“Hmm,” she purred and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Maybe you should spank me for putting myself and my backside in harm’s way.”

Chuckling, he shook his head. “No ma’am. There is a fine line between pleasure and pain, and I don’t intend to cross it tonight. We’ve got days together to plan another spanking for when your skin has had a chance to stop being sore.”

She squirmed a bit in his lap and had to acknowledge he was right. A sting lingered, enough to heighten the arousal already building inside her. It wouldn’t be a good idea to overdo. Still, talk of it or maybe simply her body pressed against his had made Aidan hard. His cock rose between them, inviting her to play. She shifted to rub against it and felt the ridge of his prosthesis along the edge of her thigh. Apparently sensing the contact, Aidan shifted her closer to his torso with the hand that had lain loosely over her hip.

That simple gesture gave her courage to finally address the thing that lay between, the thing that wasn’t his cock. “It doesn’t bother me, you know,” she said looking up at him.

“What?”

“Your leg, your artificial one. I don’t mind it touching me,” she clarified.

“Um, okay. Good,” he replied and looked away.

Oh, no. They needed to face this head on or they’d spend the rest of the week with him trying to keep her from seeing him as he truly was. She cupped his chin and forced him to look at her again. “Aidan, if we’re going to spend any more time together, you have to stop hiding from me. You can’t keep me from seeing you without all your clothes and the prosthesis off. I don’t want it to become this big ‘thing’ between us. I can handle it.”

Clasping her hand in his, he planted a kiss on her palm and sighed. “I thought about this a bit while at the bar. If I try and you cooperate, I can keep you from seeing what’s left of my leg. It’s not exactly a turn-on.”

“I know. I don’t want you to think I’m pushing you on this because I think amputated limbs are hot. I mean there are people for whom it is a turn-on. And, if that’s your kink, then okay. But that’s not me.” She groaned in frustration. “It’s just that I want you to be relaxed with me and right now, you’re not, not completely.”

He nodded curtly. “You’re right.”

A few seconds ticked by with them both still. He stared out into space as if waging a war within. Finally, he lifted her off his lap and placed her on the couch beside him. With a rueful grin, he whipped his t-shirt off and tossed it aside. Then bending over, he pulled off his sneakers. His prosthesis was the skeleton type, and the lower half was visible beneath the hem of his shorts. She could see now, though, how the foot part looked like a real one, sort off, in order to fit a regular sneaker. Not wanting to stare, she looked at his face.

“That’s the easy part,” he said with a quirk of his eyebrows. His chest rose and fell on a heavy breath before he stood up and unsnapped his shorts. He let them slide down his legs to pool at his feet then stepped out of them. True to SEAL lore, he was going commando. His cock was still semi-erect, his balls fairly snug between his legs.

“You’re beginning to get my attention,” she murmured with her gaze fixed squarely on his package.

He laughed as she had hoped he would. It was obvious he felt awkward standing in front of her with his artificial leg on full display. It was a complex mechanism with joints and straps. She could see where his leg sat in a cup designed to hold his stump, but the thigh above it looked like any other male thigh. The only noticeable difference to the whole leg was that it looked a little thinner. He probably hadn’t been able to use it as much and rebuild muscle.

Sitting back down beside her, he said, “This is where it gets a little tough.”

She placed her hand on his arm. “Take your time. I’m not going anywhere.”

He looked at her with a hopeful smile. “I know.” With what appeared to be well-practiced moves, he disengaged the prosthesis from his leg and placed it on the floor. He sat back and put his arms on the back of the sofa. His eyes focused on a point across the room.

They sat in silence for a few seconds as Marissa tried to think of what to say, what to do. In the end, she went with her gut and placed her hand on top of his thigh. He flinched, but otherwise remained still, almost distant from her as if it were too painful to gauge her reaction. She slowly slid her hand close to the scarred stump where his knee had once began. She didn’t dare go farther, not because she was repulsed but out of fear of causing him pain. The skin looked sensitive.

“Does it hurt?” she asked in a low voice, then literally smacked herself on the forehead with her free hand. “God, stupid question.”

He shifted his gaze to her and chuckled. “Not so stupid. It doesn’t hurt the way it used to. I have to be careful not to overdo it, and I get massages to help keep the blood flowing. When things get bad enough, I have meds. Fortunately, it’s much better, although I still get phantom pain now and then where the rest of my leg used to be.”

“I’ve heard of that,” she commented with a nod. Because words seemed inadequate to convince him that his disability didn’t matter, she decided to use her body. Without warning, she moved her hand to the base of his cock and leaned over to suck it into her mouth.

“Ugh,” he bit out above her. A few seconds later, he relaxed against the couch and placed his hand on her head.

She wasted no time, taking him deep into her throat as far as she was able. Her tongue laved the underside of his rod as she sucked. She rolled his tightening balls between thumb and forefinger. Another gasp, followed by a groan, punctuated the rippling of his abs against her head. The angle was awkward, leaving her strained and frustrated that she couldn’t work his cock and balls as well as she wanted. Releasing him briefly, she slid off the couch and knelt between his open thighs. She was careful not to brush his stump as she pressed her torso across his lap and swirled her tongue around the smooth head of his cock.

She murmured her delight when a pearl of pre-cum peeked out. Licking it up, she took the hard length back into her mouth. One hand worked the base of the cock while the other continued to minister to his ever-tightening sac. Both of Aidan’s hands caressed the top of her head, his voice urging her on with low-voiced praise. His stomach heaved with increasingly harsh breaths as his climax built.

Knowing the effect she was having spurred her to pick up speed. She sucked and laved with short, fast bobs of her head. She pressed her forefinger into the skin stretched between his balls and anus, tickling his prostate in rhythm to her oral feasting.

The quiver of his thighs, the quickness of his breath, and the hardening clasp of his fingers told her that he was near his climax. Redoubling her efforts, she braced for the splash of semen. When it hit the back of her throat, a hot and eager testament to her success, she swallowed with greedy gulps, happy to have given her guy this pleasure. Above her, Aidan swore and rocked forward. His hands were still entangled in her hair, twisting and tugging. She didn’t mind. She simply held on for the ride until his movements subsided and he slumped against the couch.

With a delicate tug, she released his cock and sat back on her heels. She looked up at him with a smile. He looked back at her with eyes at half-mast.

“You swallowed,” he said in an almost accusatory tone. She licked her lips and winked. He shook his head. “No woman has ever done that for me before.”

“Given you a blow job?”

He chuckled. “No, swallowed.”

“Oh, well, I like being the first.” With a mischievous grin, she stood up, leaned over and said, “How about a kiss?”

Aidan knew Marissa expected him to shake his head in horror. Instead, he grabbed her around her waist and pulled her onto his lap. He captured her lips in a deep kiss. Along with a bit of himself, he tasted her—her warmth, her sweetness, her heart. She had given him more than a blowjob or even fantastic sex in the last twenty-four hours. She had given him back a part of his self-confidence that had been shakier than he had even been able to acknowledge to himself. Part of it had been accomplished by pure happenstance. He broke the kiss and looked into her eyes.

“Thank you, not just for the best hummer even, but for letting me protect you in the bar.” When she looked at him in confusion, he explained, “When that guy put his hands on you, all I thought about was taking him down, keeping him from hurting you again. Before losing my leg, that would have been no big deal. When I was first injured, I knew I’d lose something but shock kept me from dwelling on it. When I woke up for the first time lucid in the hospital and realized it had really happened, I’ll admit my ego took a hit. I felt less than I had been.”

He paused and slid his hands under her shirt. Cupping the soft mounds of her bra, he stroked her hard nipples through the fabric. She rewarded him with a soft moan. “I could listen to that sound all day,” he admitted. “Anyway, I knew my life and my career wasn’t over. And, being a doctor is a good fit for me, but it’s not the same as deploying with the teams.”

“Hmm, you liked being big and strong and bad,” she purred his thought for him with her eyes closed.

With a flick of his fingers, he had the bra undone and his hands directly on her flesh. “Yeah, that’s right. Tonight, I realized I’m still all of those things, too.”

“I could have told you so. In fact, I did earlier today when you first mentioned this. Harder, faster,” she demanded. Her pelvis ground against his lap.

“I know you did, but I guess I needed a fight, even a small one, to bring the point home.”

“Men,” she murmured with a shake of her head.

He chuckled. “Yeah, what are you women going to do with us?”

“This particular woman has an idea about what to do with this particular man, and it doesn’t involve another bar fight.” She undulated her hips to press her point home.

His cock started to recover and prepare for round two. Eager to please Marissa as much as she had him, Aidan whipped off her shirt and bra and tugged at the clasp of her pants. With her help, he had her stripped naked, his cock sheathed in a condom and her back on his lap in seconds. Raising her, he slid his rod into her wet and waiting core. He went in balls deep and latched his mouth onto a nipple as she rode him with frantic need. With her fingers entwined in his hair, nails digging into his scalp, she pumped and shimmied herself to orgasm. When he heard her shout and felt her cunt grasping his dick like a vise, he pushed himself over the edge and joined her.

They stayed with their bodies entwined for long minutes as the vibrations of the mutual climax slowed and stopped. He hugged her tight with his eyes closed and let his imagination go. Never before had he thought in terms of forever with a woman and maybe now wasn’t the time to think of it. A lot had happened to him in the last twenty-four hours, most of it due to this woman in his arms. Maybe his emotions were running too high for him to accept the mounting feelings for Marissa as real and permanent.

Maybe.

“What’s going on inside that head of yours, sailor?” she asked in sleepy voice muffled by the crook of his neck.

He cleared his throat to stall for time and marshaled his thoughts. “I was thinking,” he began slowly, “that there must be a bunch of jobs out there for someone with a doctorate in healthcare economics and I know there are a lot of medical schools a washed up SEAL could attend.”

She pulled away from his neck. “And?”

“And maybe those two things could end up in the same city or at least within commuting distance of each other,” he said tentatively. God, he was being an idiot, taking things too far, too fast.

She smiled at him broadly. “Maybe.”
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