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People are like stained - glass windows. They sparkle and shine when the sun is out, but when the darkness sets in, their true beauty is revealed only if there is a light from within.



Elisabeth Kübler-Ross








Chapter One





Helena Flores leaned over the smoky glass table at the Vision Quest Modeling Agency and tried to see what had her shoot partner for the afternoon, Leonardo, so entranced. Leo was your typical New York hot model, practically perfect in every way: dark hair, Greek good looks, and a sparkling smile. He was the fashion worlds ideal man, which was probably why she wasnt attracted to him. She liked her men a little rougher, with real-world experience and character.

Strolling around to Leos chair at the conference table, she sat down across from him and admired the awesome new pair of Chanel black-and-white suede heels shed gotten as a token of appreciation for the shoot shed done for Vogue, modeling their spring line. Fifteen years ago she would have never even been considered for such a coveted shoot, but the fashion industry was slowly catching on to the fact that not everyone was white, ultra-thin, and almost six feet tall.

Helena knew her beauty was considered unconventional for the modeling world, with her curves, dark brown skin, and bold nose. Before shed landed the cover of the Sports Universe swimsuit issue two years ago shed been called everything from fat, to having tits like a porn star, to being told she might land a job if she were a little friendlier with the casting director. Shed always told them to fuck off, but she knew girls in the industry who gave in and did more than a few hours on their backs on those couches.

Modeling was not for the faint of heart.

Thankfully, the curves that made her an absolute no-go for the runway at traditional fashion houses, with their size-zero models, attracted the eye of the top high-end lingerie empire, Sirens. Leo and Helena were getting ready to go for a fitting with the Vivienne Vanity, the head designer of Sirens and someone Helena considered a mentor. The photo shoot they were going to do over in Hong Kong was a huge production and Leo was spacing out on her when she needed his head in the game.

Helena snapped her fingers in front of his face, breaking his eye contact with the screen of his tablet. Hey, wake up, chico. We need to get going.

He blinked up at her and gave her a sheepish grin. Sorry. I have this project Im working on, and it seems to be taking over my life.

They walked out of the office together, each moving with the studied elegance of a model on the job. Once she left the agency she went from being Helena, only daughter of a Brooklyn preacher, to Helena Supermodel. She had to psych herself up every time she went out in public and remember that half of how people perceived her was in how she carried herself. She no longer walked with a comfortable swagger. Now she lifted her chin and shifted her shoulders back, putting a slight sway into her hips that was exaggerated by the four-inch heels on her shoes.

Next to her, Leo did his version of the same transformation, standing straighter, his expression becoming more serious and yet still sensual. One of the reasons she loved working with Leo was that he was a professional. Neither of them had grown up with a silver spoon in his mouth and they both knew how fleeting the money from modeling could be. The only thing that would guarantee their longevity in the field was their professionalism and the ability to take a good picture.

They rode down together in comfortable silence. As soon as they entered the foyer, the noise washed over Helena and snapped her back to the present. Leo, a consummate gentleman, held the door open and escorted her across the vast space. Her driver and cousin, Gary, waited for them at the curb with her Mercedes sedan. As soon as they were both inside, they let out a breath at the same time.

Well, its nice not having to fight off overly-enthusiastic fans while youre here, Leo.

He nodded and returned to staring down at his tablet. Curious as to what had him so distracted, she leaned over to get a better look, but wasnt ready for her visceral reaction to the image of the man on the screen. Her breath froze in her lungs. The hair on her arms stood up. Then a warm tingle washed through her, and every cell and atom in her body began to buzz with excitement.

The guy on the screen was amazing, everything she found attractive in a man all wrapped up into one masculine image. He had a distinctly American badass look about him she loved. In the modeling world, everyone was a type, a brand to be marketed and sold. While Helenas type was considered seductive-ethnic, the man on the tablet would be called ruggedly handsome. And his eyes…. God, he had killer baby blues.

His sandy-blond hair was cut very short, shaved to his skull on the sides, and her gaze traveled down the harsh planes of his face, past his kissable mouth, to the dimple in his chin. She imagined kissing that dimple and had a sudden flash of heat, low in her belly. A silver chain hung around his neck, and she leaned over to study the two rectangles of metal dangling against his rock-solid chest. They were dog tags, and as she examined him further, she could detect scars on his body, some old and some new, along with a nose broken more than once. As her gaze wandered lower, skipping over the dents of his well-developed abdominals, she noticed the fatigue pants the model wore and wondered if he was in the military or if wore them because he was fucking sexy as hell in camouflage.

The good Lord knew she adored a man in uniform.

Leo gave her a gentle elbow to the side. Mind not climbing over me to drool over Seth?

Flushing, she sat back in her seat and made a show of smoothing her dress. Who is he?

Now it was his turn to look a little flustered. Hes a buddy of mine.

Annnndddd?

After blowing out a harsh breath, he turned to face her, excitement warring with a tinge of sadness. You know my brother was killed overseas, right?

She nodded. Everyone knew about Leos loss. For as vain, fickle, and utterly self-absorbed as the fashion community could be, they also had enormous hearts. The passing of Leos brother had struck them all.

Well, I decided to do a charity calendar for a group called the Fallen Warriors Family Fund. They help the widows and extended families deal with the loss of their loved ones, including financial support. While the widows do get some cash from Uncle Sam, it isnt enough to do more than barely get by, you know what I mean? So Im doing a beefcake calendar to try and raise some money for them. He turned back to the tablet and tapped the screen. Seth is one of my models.

Hes delicious.

Leos lips curved into a grin she knew meant nothing but trouble. Hes overseas right now with the Marines. Im sure hed appreciate a hot new pen pal.

Id love to. She cleared her throat and tried to regain her poise. Is he married? Or does he have a girlfriend?

Nope. No girlfriend, either. You may find this hard to believe, but not many chicks want to date a guy who is gone nine months out of the year.

Pretending to examine her nail polish for chips, she had to resist the urge to grab the tablet from Leo so she could stare at Seth some more. Her unusually strong reaction bothered her, but shed always been the kind of person who went with her gut, and in this case her gut was telling her to go for it. Her body agreed and moistened at the thought of touching Seths hard, unforgiving muscles with her tongue. She wondered if he was the kind of guy to take charge in bed.

Do you think hed like to correspond with me?

He laughed and patted her knee. Baby, hes gonna think he died and went to heaven.

Do you think you could keep it on the down low about who I am?

Why?

Id like to talk to him like a normal person. She stared out the window as they passed through Times Square and watched the tourists take pictures. You know how it is. Once someone figures out who you are, you go from being a guy named Leo to Leo the Supermodel.

Yeah, I get it. But you will tell him eventually, right?

Of course.



***



Later that night, Helena slipped on her comfortable blue terrycloth robe and grabbed her glass of milk and bowl of trail mix off the counter. Making her way across her big-by-New-York-City-standards living room, she took a seat at her chrome-and-glass computer desk. She set her snack aside and opened her e-mail, ignoring the stuff waiting for her in her in-box. All day during the fitting shed been thinking about Seth, wondering who he was and why she was suddenly obsessed with him. It wasnt like she was lacking for male attention. If she ever had the urge to scratch an itch between boyfriends, she even had a little black book with the names of men who could always be relied on to deliver in bed without the complications of a relationship.

She typed in Seths e-mail address, something shed already memorized, and paused. How exactly was she supposed to start this and not come off like a weirdo? More importantly, should she tell Seth what she did for a living? She didnt like lying but at the same time she wanted to see how Seth would treat her before he found out she was the owner of what Maxie magazine had voted the worlds best T&A.

Some guys couldnt handle her being famous. They either turned all fanboy on her, got pissed about her crazy schedule, or couldnt stand the attention that came from going out with her in public. Shed tried to explain she had to work as much as she could now because she planned on retiring in three years, but none of them had wanted to deal with her being on a different continent a couple times a month. For most guys, the idea of dating a supermodel was the stuff of fantasies, but the hard reality of it made for some really short relationships.

A quiet voice, the voice of the girl in high school who got dumped because her boyfriends white family didnt like him dating a black girl, popped up. What if he doesnt date outside his race? She squashed the voice and focused on the screen. Either Seth liked her for who she was on the inside or he didnt. She wasnt going to tell him what she did for a living so she would be Helena from Brooklyn, instead of Helena, Swimsuit Cover Model and Siren. She should probably use her middle name while writing him in case he made the connection. After all, she and Leo had done more than a few photo shoots together.

Then again, he might be angry if he felt she lied to him.

Chewing her lower lip, she mustered up her courage and decided to be herself and not really go into detail about her job.

It was so much easier.





Dear Seth,

Hi, my name is Mary and Im a friend of Leo Russo. He gave me your e-mail address and said you might like a pen pal. I hope you dont mind, and if this is an inconvenience or Im treading on anyones toes, please let me know.

When I was growing up, I had a pen pal from the Peru who Id write once a month. I loved opening up my mail and seeing a letter from her. It would make my day. I was hoping you might like to start a correspondence.

Well, Im not really sure what to say now, LOL. My old pen pal and I would talk about what kind of nail polish was available in our country and about music that came out two years ago in the United States and was just starting to reach Peru. You probably arent into that kind of stuff, unless you are, in which case I make no judgments. If you want to wear nail polish and look fabulous, then I say good for you.

Sorry for the rambling. Ive had a long day and I really need to get to bed. I have a busy day at work tomorrow and I get fussed at if I havent gotten enough sleep. I bet that sounds kind of shallow to you considering youre fighting a war and Im bitching about people making sure I get enough sleep. Honestly, Im really not that superficial. I grew up poor, like government-cheese poor, and I understand better than most just how absolutely blessed I am. I live in New York City and the difference between the haves and have-nots sometimes makes it feel like two totally different worlds existing in the same place.

Thank you for all you do to keep the United States safe. I know what an amazing, wonderful, and blessed place this is and Im so thankful you and your brothers in arms are fighting for our freedom. God bless.

Mary



***



The next morning Helena grabbed her black coffee and shuffled to her computer, barely awake but eager to see if hed written her back. Sipping the bitter drink, she clicked open her e-mail and gave an excited giggle. Hed written her twice since shed gone to bed. Clicking the first letter open, she set her coffee down and leaned forward to read.





Dear Mary,

Thank you so much for writing me. I cant tell you how nice it is to come back to the barracks and find something other than Viagra ads in my in-box. A lot of people dont know this, but sometimes war can be boring as hell. Lots of waiting and watching sand and boulders. Thinking about your letters will help to pass the time, and thats an invaluable gift out here.

You mentioned Peru in your letter. I was there briefly about five years ago between deployments. I love to travel, and South America is a particular favorite of mine. The people are so nice, and the food is amazing. I want to go back after I get out of the military in two months and maybe hit up Brazil this time. My mom will kick my butt for taking off as soon as I get back, but there are so many things I want to do before I die. That probably sounds morbid, but I spent a long time taking things for granted and Im trying not to do that anymore.

Anyways, let me tell you a little bit about myself. I grew up in Kansas, about forty miles outside of Kansas City. The town where I was born and raised, and where my parents still live, has a whopping population of 3,465 people. Everybody knows everybody, and that can be a good and a bad thing. I have two older brothers and a mess of nieces and nephews. I dont have any kids yet, but maybe someday.

Gotta run. It was nice talking with you, Mary.

Seth





Dear Seth,

I dont have any brothers or sisters, so I envy you all your nieces and nephews. My mom died when I was young and my dad never remarried. However, I do have about fifteen hundred cousins. My extended family has lived in the same part of Brooklyn since the 1850s so weve managed to populate about three city blocks with our kin. I moved to Manhattan a couple years ago and while I miss the close-knit community feeling of the place where I grew up, I dont miss everybody knowing my business the second I stepped outside of my door. I swear my aunts had some kind of crazy system of spies to let them know where us kids were at every moment of the day.

Certainly made trying to sneak my high school boyfriend into my house while my dad was out preaching an impossible thing.

Anyways, on a non-embarrassing memories note, I love Brazil! Ive been there six times for work and it is just gorgeous. One of the things on my bucket list is to go there during Carnival some year and shake my ass in one of those scandalous drum-queen outfits. I got to see one up close during a photo shoot and it was sexy, but super heavy with all the beading and embellishments they put on it. I tell you what, getting up for the sunrise on the beach is totally worth it. Have you ever seen something so beautiful it stunned you? Well that happened to me on the first day of the shoot and I fell in love with that country. The way the sunlight hit the water in every photo we shot was perfect. Maybe if you need a travel mate we could go together. ;) Just kidding, unless you want to, in which case Im serious. Youre hot.

Marywho has had a few too many martinis tonight at a dreadfully boring press event





Dear Mary,

Poor baby. I bet youre paying for that fun this morning. Hows the headache?

Id actually love to take a trip to you, and thank you for the compliment. I know you wont send me your picture because you think I might be a stalker, but I can assure you Im harmless. I hope the reason you arent sending one is because youre afraid I might be superficial, you know, typical guy. Im not saying Im some saint, but Ive realized a womans character is something to be valued beyond physical looks.

So what do you do for a living? Whatever it is, it sounds a hell of a lot more fun than what I do. I was having a real shitty day until I got your letter and it made me laugh. Some fucked-up stuff happened and I dont want to go into it right now, but you gave me something to think about other than the death. I know youre probably embarrassed over drunk e-mailing, but I assure you that you did me more good than youll ever know.

That said, I have a request for you. Could you just go outside and take pictures as you walk around the city? I need to see something normal, something that is just daily life in New York City. No rush, and if you dont feel comfortable about doing it thats fine too. I just…I miss home.

Sethwho probably sounds like a pansy





Dear Seth the Mighty,

I havent drunk texted anyone since spring break my senior year of high school. It is as bad now as it was then, and Im soooooo sorry you had to see…er read that. But Im glad it managed to bring you some comfort. I mean hell, whats more American than drunk texting?

I started a website and am putting my pictures up there in like a daily-journal type thing. Its password protected and password is Seth. Ill give you the link down below. I figured if I was going to do as you asked, I should do it right. I havent included any captions because Id be up all night tagging everything I took a picture of. This way, you can kind of imagine your own day as you look through the pictures. I know I imagined you were standing next to me today every time I snapped my camera. It was nice.

So…Im really bad at being coy about things but I just wanted to put it out there that I think youre really nice. For a thousand reasons I wish you were back in the States, but since youre not, Id like to ask you out on a virtual date. Ill kinda describe myself and what Im wearing and then tell you where wed go on our date. Feel free to find this lame, because it is, but its also kinda fun. I get to meet you without you being distracted by my cleavage, which I can assure you is excellent. I went around after work and took some pictures of where wed go on our date.

The weather in New York City flip-flops this time of year between nice and cold as fuck. Ahh, spring in the Big Apple. I think the first place Id take you would be to get something to eat. My dad always says a man with a full belly is a happy man. All my male cousins seem to agree so Id take you to this fanfuckingtastic diner in Brooklyn. Its been on the same corner for the last forty years and serves amazing home-cooked meals. Theyre really nice people and they help take care of the neighborhood. Thats an important thing where I grew up. There are some bad parts, but there are also places where good people live and do their best to make their places nice.

After that, Id drag you to Central Park to walk off your meal. I want you fed but not in a food coma. Id be wearing my jeans that ride low on my hips and a leather jacket that leaves about a half inch of my belly visible. It may be a first date, but I do like to tease a man. If you were very lucky, we might hold hands as we walk around the park and talk about all the different bits of history that have happened there. New York Citys history is one of my hobbies.

Yes, Im a nerd. But Im a hot nerd so I can get away with it. ;)

Marywho is going to go watch Star Trek





Dear Lt. Mary of the Starship Enterprise,

Ive just got one question. Do we kiss?

Captain Seth of the Starship Enterprise





Dear Jr. Sailor Seth,

I dont know. Do you have enough game to get a kiss on a first date?

Marywho is wearing only her lace panties right now





Dear Goddess Mary,

That is just cruel. In order to return the favor, heres a picture of me right now.

Seth the Not So Meek





Dear Seth the OMFG,

Are you wearing anything under that towel? Or smuggling a beer can under there? You cannot tell me all of that is you. If it is, I think I just soaked my panties…which you will not be getting a picture of.

Marywho is now very squirmy





Dear Mary,

Thats how I like to leave my girls on a first date. Wet and wanting. Makes the second date so much better. Baby, Id kiss you so good your toes would curl and youd be moaning my name. Just sayn.

Seth the Hung





Dear Seth,

Sounds like weve got a date tomorrow night. Ill be wearing my white sundress with nothing underneath. Show me what youve got.

Mary the Horny



***



Six weeks later



Dear Seth,

Wow, I cant believe youre getting out so soon! I would love to have you come visit me, please. I swear if I have to read one more dirty e-mail from you without you here to take care of business, I may fly over to Afghanistan and kidnap you. I know youve been begging me for a picture since youve sent me plenty of pictures of you without your shirt on for my pleasure, and I know Ive been putting you off…but its not because Im fugly or camera shy. I know you said it doesnt matter to you what I look like, that you find all women beautiful, but Im afraid youll think differently after you know who I am and that I havent been honest with you.

See, when I told you I knew Leo from the modeling business as an assistant, I wasnt being entirely honest. My real name is Helena Flores and Im a model. Im not sure if you even know who I am, so feel free to do an Internet search on me. Just be aware any porn pictures are doctored. I like being in front of the camera with my clothes on…or at least my underwear on. I also hope you dont believe the tabloid stories about me. Ive never been secretly pregnant, bulimic, had an affair with a prime minister, been a man, or been married to Sasquatch.

Im telling you this because you need to be aware of the kind of world I live in. People take pictures of me all the time, everywhere I go. I pretty much ignore them because having my picture taken is my job, regardless of my being in a studio or out at a club. I try to pretend they arent there and live my life. I only plan on modeling for a few more years before going back to school, so I really hope youll still want to come visit after you get out. You just need to be aware if were out in public together, youll also become a target of photographers. Not everyone can handle it and if youd like to back out of our visit, Id totally understand.

That said, Im enclosing a picture of me sitting at my computer desk with your latest e-mail behind me. I hope that convinces you I am who you say I am and I hope you forgive me for lying to you. Being able to talk with someone and be the real me has been more of a gift than youll ever understand. Oh, and if you dont tell me a bedtime story tonight, Im going to be really pissed.

Helena

PSHow do you like the bikini? Its the one I wore on the cover of Sports Universe. ;)





Dear Helena,

Holy fucking shit! Sugar, Im torn between being pissed at you for lying to me and freaking out. I know you, I mean I fucking know you. My only question is what the fuck are you doing wasting your time on a guy like me? Damn, I cant believe all the dirty fucking shit I wrote to you. Fuck. Look, I promise when I come visit, I wont do anything you dont wanna do, okay? I know you and I have talked about doing some pretty freaky shit but I dont want you to think Id really break into your apartment and take advantage of you in your sleep or anything. Ill stay in a hotel, and you wont have to worry about me stepping over the line, I swear.

Im having hard time putting the Helena I know from your letters together with the badass chick who has a butt Id like to…well lets just say I think youre beautiful. Inside and out.

All right, my girl wants a bedtime story so here you go.

If I was there right now, and you were sitting in your computer chair in that fucking hot red bikini, Id come up behind you and tie your hands together behind the chair with my belt. Id start to touch you, grab a handful of those fucking amazing tits, and thumb your nipples until you were squirming. Then Id slip a vibrator between your pretty legs and turn you around so I could watch you come. I can just see it now, your head thrown back, your lips parted while you strain to hold the vibrator closer with your thighs. I might take pity on you and help you out, rubbing your wet pussy with my hand while you come all over my fingers. Then Id make you lick them clean while I took a taste of your undoubtedly sweet pussy.

Night, sugar.

Seth








Chapter Two





Seth Morgan walked down the crowded concourse of JFK Airport to the baggage claim area with his heart pounding in his ears. He was torn between the desire to run to where Helena was supposed to be waiting for him and the need to appear cool and collected. Though how the fuck any man could remain calm when one of the most beautiful women in the world waited for him was beyond Seth.

He made his way through the crowd, his six-foot-four height making it easy to see above their heads, and scanned the bustling area for Helena. Almost instantly he found her and everything, every cell, every nerve, seemed to light up inside of him. If he thought she was good-looking in her modeling pictures, Helena in real life just about blew a circuit in his mind.

She stood a little back from the crowd, wearing a flowing white summer dress that made her dark brown skin glow but did little to hide her full breasts and the curves of her hips. Her shoulder-length hair was pulled back from her face in a high ponytail and he longed to grip it and use it to hold Helena still for his kiss. The gold bangles on her arm glittered in the sunlight coming through the widows as she shifted and glanced in his direction, ignoring the people around her taking her picture with their phones or just plain gawking.

He paused, letting people walk around him as he took Helena in. Seeing her in living color like this made their daily e-mails to each other seem all the more improbable. When shed first told him the truth about who she was, he hadnt believed her until he checked with his buddy, Leo, and found out yes indeed, his pen pal was one of the most desirable women on the planet. While he hated people lying to him, he could understand why she had done it.

In hiding her identity, shed allowed him to see her true self, a brilliant and funny woman whod stolen his heart. Now he needed to see if the feeling was mutual. He wasnt going to press it. If Helena seemed uncomfortable at all, hed insist on getting his own hotel room instead of staying at her place like shed asked him to. He still couldnt understand why someone as hot as her would want anything to do with him but hed be fucked if he was going to let this opportunity slip by. Beyond that, he really did like her. She was honorable, smart, and kind. At least she was in her letters.

Resuming his approach, he tried to get his nerves under control. He knew how to sweep a girl off her feet and he wanted to make her as crazy for him as he was for her. That meant taking things slow even though he hadnt slept with a woman in over nine months and his dick was practically exploding at the thought of being inside of her. Hed just have to make frequent trips to the bathroom to jerk off during his leisurely seduction of Helena. By the time they did make love, he wanted her starving for his touch.

Someone bumped into him, and he had to keep himself from reacting aggressively. He was still getting used to being back in the States and hed made a promise to himself once he got out of the Marines after ten years of service he was never going to take another day for granted again. Life was short and he had so much he wanted to do, to experience, before his time was up. And if dating a supermodel wasnt the experience of a lifetime, he didnt know what was.

Helena noticed him and her tilted brown eyes widened, then her million-dollar smile lit her face. But this time it wasnt for some camera, it was for him.

Seth!

Before he could take another step, she closed the distance between them and launched herself at him, making him drop his carry-on so he could catch her. She didnt give him time to be intimidated, time to freak out at the knowledge of whom he had in his arms. Instead, his stunned brain had only a moment to register how good she felt, how she smelled like strawberries and flowers, before she buried her hands in his short hair and kissed him.

At the first soft press of her full, generous lips, he groaned and gave himself over to her gentle assault. She didnt try to tongue-kiss him or anything. Instead, she ever-so-gently stroked her lips over his, delicate caresses of her mouth almost like butterfly kisses. He placed his hands on the smooth curve of her waist, enjoying the heat of her skin through the thin fabric beneath his touch, even as his cock tried to punch through his jeans to get closer to her.

She broke their kiss and leaned back in his arms, her pelvis pressing against his. When she brushed his erection, she gave her hips a little wiggle. Oh my. You werent lying about being a big boy.

He stared at her, then started laughing and held her close, kissing the top of her head. Its good to see you to, Helena.

She flushed and glanced up at him through her lashes, sending a hard bolt of lust through him. He swallowed and looked away, becoming aware of the circle of people around them, staring openly. Discomfort at being watched had him releasing her.

Let me grab my bags and we can head out.

After he put his carry-on back over his shoulder, Helena slipped her hand into his as if it was the most natural thing in the world. He couldnt help but smile at her as her slender fingers wrapped around his own. His hands were calloused and scared from his time in the military, and on the farm before that, so he wondered if she was put off at all by his rough touch.

They strolled hand in hand to the baggage conveyer and by some miracle his bag was one of the first to come out. As he hauled it off the ramp he heard someone say, Ms. Flores, can we get a picture with you, please?

He turned to find a middle-aged couple staring at Helena with something akin to awe. She graciously posed with them, and as soon as she was finished another couple came up. He stood there for another ten minutes, wondering if he should interrupt her. Shed often said only half her job was the actual modeling, the other half was being the best PR she could for herself. Hed understood in theory, but now he kinda felt like these people were stealing her away from him.

She kept glancing over at him and after the fourth picture, this time with a Little League team who took a good amount of time to gather together, she mouthed the words, Help me.

Putting on his best drill-sergeant face Seth pulled his suitcase to her side and neatly placed himself between Helena and the growing line of people wanting a picture with her. Fuck, it almost reminded him of people lining up for a ride at an amusement park. He gave the line a good glower, one that had the people standing closest to them backing up.

Ms. Flores, youre going to be late for your appointment.

Her lips twitched as she hid a smile, but he could easily read the laughter and relief in her gaze. She turned to the two teenage boys gawking at her. Im sorry, but I have to run. It was very nice meeting you, John and Clint. I hope you enjoy your vacation in New York.

The boys stammered out some reply as Seth led Helena out the front doors to the curbside pickup area. The noise of the traffic washed over them and she took his hand again.

Thank you for rescuing me.

He grinned at her and gave her hand a gentle squeeze. You need a bodyguard, babe.

She rolled her eyes. Thats what Gary is always telling me.

Irrational jealousy skipped through Seths heart at the fond way she said the other mans name. Trying to keep his tone casual he said, Whos Gary?

My driver, who also happens to be my cousin. There he is now.

She waved over a black Mercedes Benz and it pulled up to the curb near them. They made their way to the car and an older black man in a smart gray suit got out with a wide smile for Helena and a suspicious look for Seth. He came around to the side of the car and opened the door for them.

Here you go, Helena. He nodded at Seth. Nice to meet you, Mr. Morgan, and thank you for your service for our country.

Seth cleared his throat, uncomfortable with the praise. Thank you. Nice to meet you as well Mr.…?

Just call me Gary.

As he shook hands with Helenas cousin, Seth noticed a growing crowd staring at them. Right, nice to meet you. If youll pop the trunk for me, Ill put my suitcase in, and we can take off before people start to mob the car.

She pulled at his hand. Let Gary get it.

Seth started to protest but Gary cut him off. Go ahead. If you start loading your own luggage, Helena may start doing the same, and next thing you know Ill be out of a job.

With a giggle, she tugged at Seths hand again. Until I learn how to drive, you will always have a place in my home.

As they piled into her car, Seth glanced around the plush interior. The back seat had far more legroom than he was used to and a smoked glass divider was up between their area and the drivers seat. Between the cream leather and dark wood accents with gold trim, the car reeked of luxury, and he felt very out of place. He was more of a beer-and-a-bonfire-type guy, while Helena was obviously high class all the way. The song Uptown Girl started to play in his mind as he examined her. Even in the bright sunlight, she was flawless.

She looked back at him and her lips softened. Im so glad to finally meet you.

He wanted to pull her into his lap and kiss her senseless, but he forced himself to be satisfied with reaching out and stroking her cheek. Her skin was so smooth, so soft. Hed never felt anything like it. Her eyes grew darker and she turned into his touch, placing a kiss on his wrist, threatening his ability to keep himself from falling on her like some sex-starved Marine, which, actually, he was.

Are you sure you want me to stay at your place? It really wouldnt be a problem for me to get a hotel room. Im not saying Im a psycho or anything, but I dont want you to feel uncomfortable around me. Lets face it, Im pretty much a stranger.

She took his hand in hers and rubbed her thumb across his knuckles. You know more about me than most people in my life. I know about your family, where you grew up, and a thousand other small details that make up who you are. For instance, your first car was a 1990 Chevy Malibu that used to belong to your grandmother before she moved to Arizona. It smelled like old lady and cheap air freshener no matter how many times you cleaned it. I also know youre kind, honest, courageous, and utterly kinky.

On the last word her voice dropped to a seductive purr that went right to Seths dick. He tried to shift as his hardening cock pressed against his worn jeans. Trying to lessen the sexual tension building between them, not wanting her to think he was only after her body, he looked out the window. You mentioned on the phone you had a surprise for me. Can I know what it is yet?

She moved, drawing his attention back to her. For a long moment she looked at him, then threw herself into his arms. He was too stunned to protest when she straddled his lap and kissed him until he could barely breathe, let alone think. Her lips were so soft, so full, and he stroked his tongue against hers until they were moaning into each others mouth. With a hungry sigh, she ran her hands over his shoulders, down his arms, and rocked her pelvis against him. He found himself surrounded by her warmth, enveloped in her sweet perfume, and going utterly out of his fucking mind with lust. She was perfect, amazing even, and when she kissed him like this he was about one second from jerking his jeans open and pulling her panties aside and shoving himself in her.

No. Slow.

They had to take shit slow.

Gritting his teeth, he put his hands on her shoulders and forced her back, groaning as she rocked her hips against him. Her eyes were heavy-lidded with desire, and she bit her very full lower lip, practically daring him to kiss her again. Resisting her charms was difficult, but he managed to keep from grabbing her hips and grinding her on his lap until she came.

She gave him an adorable pout. Why did you stop?

He took a deep breath and allowed himself the pleasure of stroking her arms. Sugar, you deserve to be romanced, not taken on the couch like I was a horny teenager. I want you to be sure before we do anything. In some ways I do feel like I know you intimately, but I dont want to rush this.

She pouted some more at him and wiggled her body against his, drawing out another groan from him. I do know you. I want you, Seth. Ive wanted you for months and now that youre finally here I dont want to wait. I need you inside me.

Youre killing me. He closed his eyes and tried to move her off his lap, but she refused to go, tightening her thighs around his hips.

Please, Seth. I havent touched myself in two weeks, like you asked. Im going crazy with the need to come.

Hed only been half-serious when he ordered her not to masturbate, but it intrigued him shed followed his directions. From their e-mail interactions, during what she liked to call her naughty bedtime stories, hed learned many of her fantasies involved a man taking charge of a situation. Hoping he was playing his hunch right, he grasped both of her wrists with his hands and pulled her arms behind her back.

You can wait a little while longer, sugar. She moaned and arched against him. No matter how much you beg, how much you plead, were doing things on my timetable.

She leaned forward and nibbled on his neck, sending a hard surge of lust through him and making him release her wrists. Does your timetable include an orgasm in the back of my car?

He laughed and gently removed her from his lap despite her protests. No. I want to savor you, to be able to devote myself one hundred percent to your pleasure without being rushed. Be patient, baby, and I promise itll be worth it.

She crossed her arms beneath her luscious breasts. Fine. Youre no fun.

Unable to resist touching her, he took her hand in his. So, whats my surprise?

With an excited bounce, she turned to look fully at him. I was wondering if youd like to be my guest at the Sirens fashion show tomorrow night.

He gaped at her. The big one on TV? I didnt know that was this week. The show doesnt usually air until the fall.

Youre right. They tape it now and show it in September. Id really like it if you came with me and hung out backstage. I wont be able to be with you much, but knowing youre watching me strut my stuff down the runway just flat-out does it for me. Besides, I want to show you off to my friends.

A surprised burst of pride tightened his chest and he smiled at her. Show me off?

Well, I might have been talking about you a bit with my friends. She flushed, looked down, and toyed with their linked fingers. I know it will be boring for you while I get my hair and makeup done, but Leo will be there as well, and the Rolling Stones are playing this years event.

Hold on, give me a sec to process this. He rubbed his face with his free hand and tried to organize his thoughts. You want me to come to the world famous Sirens fashion show, seen by over ten million people, and hang out backstage with the Rolling Stones?

Well, I dont know if the Rolling Stones will be hanging out with anyone. Theyll have their own separate section, but theyre really nice guys. I met them during rehearsal yesterday. So, will you come with me? Ill understand if you dont want to because of the attention from the press and all that.

The unsure glance she gave him reminded him of her letters about how her last couple of boyfriends had broken up with her because of the publicity surrounding her. Seth thought they were total fucking idiots, and their loss was his gain. Fuck, hed survived three deployments to the sandbox. Having his picture taken wasnt the worst thing that had ever happened to him. It would be nice to have someone shooting at him with a camera rather than a gun.

Im honored you want to take me. Cant say I understand why youd want to be seen with an unemployed, beat-to-shit old man but Im not going to complain.

Her brilliant smile made his heart skip a beat. Thank you. Oh, youre going to have so much fun.

The warmth of the sun shining on his skin through the window vanished as they pulled into an underground parking garage. He let out a low mental whistle at all the expensive cars parked close together. Not for the first time, he wondered why the hell Helena was attracted to him. There was no way he could provide her with the lifestyle she currently lived, at least not yet. Hed managed to get his business degree while in the service and had a bunch of interviews set up for a job, but he wouldnt start out making six figures. Uncertainty tried to turn into doubt but he forced his mind back to the present.

A moment after the car was parked, Seth went to open his door but Helena stopped him. Let Gary do it.

Okay, but why? I feel stupid having someone do it for me.

At that moment the other man opened the door, and she gave Seth a forced smile. Later.

Confused, he nodded. Roger that.

After an uneventful trip up the elevator to her apartment, Gary placed Seths suitcase against the wall next to her door. Ill be heading out now, Helena. If you need anything, give me a ring.

She gave her cousin a kiss on the cheek. Thank you, Gary. Say hi to Aunt Laverne for me.

The men shook hands, and Gary gave him a narrow-eyed look. You be good to her, you hear?

She socked Gary in the arm but Seth laughed. I hear ya.

Muttering about men, she put her key into her apartment door as the other man made his way back to the elevator. As soon as she had it open, Seth held it for her, then followed her into her apartment with his luggage. He paused in the small foyer, taking in the pale wood floors and soft lemon yellow walls of the open-area kitchen and living room. Hed seen this room before in the pictures she had sent him, so it was kind of surreal to actually be here.

She hung her keys on a modern silver key hook next to the door and let out a sigh. Thanks for letting Gary help. He got laid off from his job last year and hates feeling like a charity case. I hired him as my driver because I really did need one, but I know he thinks its out of pity. He also runs my dad around the city.

I can understand that. When my sister was getting a divorce, I helped her out with the money for a good attorney. She hated taking every penny but she didnt have a choice. It was either let me help or risk losing her kids.

She smiled at him and he couldnt help but want to kiss her. Fuck, the smell of her filled the room, and she looked so damn good in that feminine dress. He wanted to touch her, taste her, and make her scream his name. Her gaze darkened, and she toed off her heels before moving to stand in front of him.

Well, now you have me alone. What are you going to do with me?

He fairly shook with the effort at keeping a leash on his libido. Ask you for a tour?

She giggled and moved closer, their bodies barely touching. Of my bedroom?

Goddamn it, she was going to kill him. Not yet.

With a soft sigh, she laced her arms around his neck and played with the back of his head. Why not?

Honey, Im trying to take things slow with you.

She leaned up and nipped at his lip, her lush breasts crushing into his chest. Please kiss me, Seth. Please touch me. Ive dreamed about you for so long.

His hard dick wanted nothing more than to be inside her undoubtedly sweet pussy, but she had to know he wanted her for more than her body. Then she looked up at him with those big brown eyes. The need he saw there tore at his self-control. Fuck, hed dreamed about this moment as well. Dirty, raw dreams including fucking her until she was exhausted and still begging for more.

She must have sensed him relenting because she began to rub her pelvis against his in a way that had him gritting his teeth. Please? Dont make me beg, Seth.

Struggling to regain the upper hand he smiled down at her. Oh, but I like it when you beg.

Her pupils dilated and she went soft, molding her body to his. Please, Seth. Please make love to me.

No.

She stiffened and her pleading look turned to a glare. Hey, you said you would if I begged.

I said I liked it when you beg. Shit, you drive me crazy. He leaned down and brushed his lips over her cheek, inching his way toward her mouth as he spoke. You have been such a good girl, not coming like I asked you. I think you deserve a reward.

He began to nibble on her lips and she eagerly opened her mouth, kissing him with a passion that left him breathing hard. He had to touch her, do something to ease this tension between them yet still leave her wanting. It was time to start learning her body and showing her what he could do for her. He wasnt a fool. There was a fine line between teasing a woman and pissing her off. Right now she was getting pretty close to that pissed-off point, so he needed to ease her down a little bit.

Time to put phase one of Operation Seducing Helena into action.








Chapter Three





Helena groaned into Seths mouth as he took charge of the kiss, stroking his lips against hers in a way that had her practically climbing him. He was even better-looking in person than in his pictures, and she cupped his cheeks as she kissed him back, loving the faint hint of stubble beneath her hands. The warmth of cedar came from whatever soap or body wash he used, and she melted when he bit her lower lip hard enough to sting.

He murmured, Be still, sugar.

A shiver raced up her spine, leaving hot desire in its wake. He knew exactly what to say to drive her crazy because shed told him all of her sexual fantasies while they corresponded. It had started out with mild flirting, and then shed come home very tipsy from an industry party one night and written him a long and rambling letter including her fantasy about a man taking charge in the bedroom. Not that she was into the whole BDSM thing; she just liked it when a man knew what he was doing and what he wanted her to do.

So as he kissed his way across her cheek and down her neck, she fought the urge to writhe against him. He held her waist with one hand, slowly stroking her skin through the thin fabric of her dress with his thumb, making her melt. He brushed his chin along the side of her neck, lightly scraping her and awakening even more nerves. Then he turned her and slammed her up against the wall, hard enough to startle her but not enough to hurt.

He pinned her hands above her head and resumed kissing her, but this time slowly grinding his pelvis into hers. The sensation of his thick erection pushing on her sex had her moaning into his mouth. It had been two very long weeks since she last had an orgasm, and her body was primed and ready in record time. With a grunt, he released her hands and reached between them, not breaking their heated kiss. She gripped his shoulders as he slowly pulled her dress up her thighs. Soon her panties were exposed, and he bunched the dress around her hips.

A slight flush of embarrassment went through her as she wondered what he would think of how wet her pussy got. According to the men shed slept with, she was much wetter than the average woman, and not all of them seemed turned on by it. Seth inched his fingers along her upper thigh, drawing little circles over her skin as he got closer to her sex.

She moaned into his mouth, a needy sound that made him chuckle. While she was tempted to bite his tongue, she didnt want to do anything to stop the wonderful track of his hand. He paused right before touching her aching flesh, and stiffened.

Fuck, beautiful, I can feel the heat of your pussy like a fire against my hand. Her response fled as he stroked the front of her panties. And so wet for me.

He cupped her sex with one hand and lifted her leg with his other so she half straddled him. Those wonderful, talented fingers began to play with her through her tiny panties, and she rocked into his touch, unashamed of her wanton behavior as need burned through her. She tried to kiss him again but he pulled back.

No, I want to watch you come for me.

Groaning, she turned her head to the side and gave herself over to the sensation of his thick fingers playing with her. A moment later, he gently slid the panel of her panties to the side and delicately touched her outer labia.

So fucking soft.

He massaged her sex, avoiding her clit until she was a trembling mess. Seth, please.

Please what?

She whimpered and forced her eyes open, looking up into his baby blue gaze. Please make me come.

His wonderful lips curved into a smile. Your wish is my command. Hold on to me. I dont want you falling.

The solid mass of his shoulders bunched beneath her hands as he shifted them into a position that gave him greater access to her sex, but didnt release her leg around his hip. Using his thumb, he slowly rubbed her clit in a circular motion, varying the pressure and speed until she was mindless, pleading with him, begging him to make her come. She felt amazing, more turned on than shed ever been and all without either of them taking any of their clothes off.

He teased the entrance to her pussy with one thick finger, drawing out a needy moan, which made him groan in return. With his thumb, he continued to pet her stiff little nub he adjusted his technique, paying attention to what made her lose control. She tried to push down, to get him to enter her, but he was too strong. Every time she tried to move hed tighten his grip and lean into her, effectively pinning her to the wall, forcing her to endure his touch.

This had to be the hottest thing shed ever done with a man, by far. Something about Seth made her burn, and she reveled in the sensations he was pulling from her. As he stroked her cleft he began to nibble on her neck, little bites and licks, following by caressing her skin with his lips. Then he began to bite the junction of her shoulder and neck, not hard but with enough strength to make her moan for him. He began to press harder as he played with her stiff nub and she tensed against him, gripping the back of his head as he teased her with one hand while holding on to the solid strength of him with her other.

Seths calloused hands were so masculine, so strong and demanding. He didnt allow her to wiggle away from him or do anything but open herself fully to his touch. His presence surrounded her, making her want to cry out with joy that he was finally here. Shed fallen in love with her pen pal during their correspondence and to actually touch him, smell him, and taste him was her own tiny bit of heaven.

But even in her wildest fantasies about this moment shed never imagined it could be this good.

He began to finger-fuck her, and she lost what little control she had left. Oh God, youre going to make me come.

Do it, beautiful. Come all over my fingers. I want to feel this hot pussy clench down on me.

With one more firm press on her clit, he made her do as he ordered, and she was bowled over by the strength of her orgasm. The sensation of him stroking her, both inside and out, combined with the lust radiating off him had her practically convulsing against him. Pleasure turned her bones to mush, and she collapsed against him, confident in his ability to hold her. He pulled her close, gently kissing her lips, laughing softly when she twitched in his arms as he withdrew his touch from her sensitive sex. She opened her eyes and tried to smile at him, but it was just too much effort.

Feeling this good had to be illegal.

A low growl vibrated through his chest as he lifted the hand hed pleasured her with and painted her lips with her own arousal. Before the shock of his kinky action could even settle in, he began to devour her mouth with an intensity that roused her again, something shed thought impossible. After a good orgasm, she was the one most likely to roll over and go to sleep, but not with Seth. She matched the stroke of his tongue and began to rub her pelvis against his still-rock-hard erection. His self-control thrilled her, and she had the devilish urge to tempt him, to see if she could make him speed things up like she needed, instead of slowing them down like he wanted.

She slid her hands down his back, over the narrow span of his waist, and stroked the tips of her fingers beneath the edge of his jeans, playing with the top of his very tight ass. Breaking their kiss, it was now her turn to nibble along his jaw as she spoke. Please, Seth, let me take care of you.

He groaned with frustration then took a step back and released her leg. She wobbled for a second as her knees refused to hold her, but he scooped her up before she tipped over, cradling her to his chest. This was a rather novel sensation for her. At six-foot-one in heels, with generous curves, she wasnt exactly petite, but Seth lifted her as if she weighed no more than a doll.

Sugar, I promise youll take care of me in more ways than youd ever imagined possible, but first lets get something to eat. Its almost four oclock, and I havent eaten since breakfast.

Wiggling her butt, she grinned at him. Oh, I have something for you to eat.

He barked out a laugh and shifted her so she was standing instead of being held. Naughty girl. And dont you have some kind of an appearance to make at a dance club?

Yeah. She blew out a frustrated breath. You sure you want to go? I can call off sick.

No way. You promised me if I came to visit you wouldnt go canceling a bunch of shit.

She stuck her tongue out at him. Youre no fun.

And youre a brat.

Laughing, she took a deep breath then smoothed her dress. Well, even though for some weird reason you wont let me reciprocate, thank you for the wonderful orgasm.

It was entirely my pleasure. The wolfish smile he gave her set her stomach aflutter. He moved farther into her apartment. This place is amazing.

Thank you. She brushed past him and into her small kitchen, giving the clean black granite counter an unnecessary swipe with her hand. The entire apartment I grew up in was the size of my living room.

He shook his head and wandered over to the windows with the view of downtown Manhattan and the river a couple of buildings down. I cant imagine being so on top of each other. Then again, where I grew up it was a ten-minute car drive to our nearest neighbor.

After opening a drawer, she pulled out a stack of restaurant menus shed collected, then put them on the small breakfast counter dividing the kitchen from the living room. Here, pick out where youd like to go.

His eyes widened at the size of the stack of menus. I take it you like to eat out?

Part of the fun of living in New York City is I can order pretty much anything, from anywhere, at any time of the night.

Must be nice.

It is, but that doesnt mean I dont pine for my Aunt Tanishas cooking. The woman can whip up a mean Riz Djon-Djon.

Whats that?

A traditional Haitian dish with rice and mushrooms. Theyre expecting us for dinner in two days, so get ready to wear your sweat pants. By the time you leave her house, youll be waddling.

He hesitated, then turned to face her fully. You said some of your family would give you shit for dating me because Im white. Are they going to be there?

Embarrassment over her cousins ignorance heated her cheeks. They will, but if they say one word to you or about you with myself, my aunts, or my dad, or my other cousins around, youll see why my father is considered a fire-and-brimstone preacher. My dad not only preaches about the Golden Rule, he lives it, and he wont tolerate any kind of hateful ignorance.

Running his hand through his still-military-cut blond hair, he glanced back out the window. Sugar, I dont want to cause you any problems with your family, but if someone hurts your feelings around me, Im not going to be able to stop myself from defending you. Me, I dont give a care what they say, but if they give you any grief, Im afraid I wont be able to stop from telling them to shove it where the sun dont shine.

Her heart warmed with happiness even as her stomach continued to churn at the idea of Seth fighting with her big male cousins. Nothing good would come of it. Look, some people want to remain ignorant. You can tell them all the facts in the world, appeal to their sense of right and wrong, and theyll still spout hate. Ive had to deal with it my whole life and Ive learned I should only give a shit about what those who love me think. Dont get me wrong, in their own way my cousins love me, but they get militant about black women dating white men. I dont understand it, and I dont want you to stress about it.

He gave her a long look, then nodded. The only thing I care about is making you happy, so I wont let them start shit with me as long as you promise you wont let them insult you.

Are you sure? I mean, I can tell my aunts to keep their sons at home.

No, theyre your family. Besides, you cant change someones mind about something unless youre willing to show them how wrong they are. The best thing you can do with people who judge others based on the color of their skin is ignore them and live a good life. Dont feed into the drama and hate.

She shook her head, not quite sure what to make of Seth. He was either one of the most honest people shed ever met or a great bullshitter. You sure? Cause if someone acts like a racist asshole around me I let them know, in a very ladylike way of course, they can go fuck themselves.

He grinned at her and his blue eyes seemed to glow from within. Its nothing to get so worked up about.

How can you not get worked up about it?

Gazing out the window, he let out a slow breath. The war has changed the way I see the world. It started out as small things, but now that Im out and living among civilians again I find that I dont care about the petty stuff so many people stress over anymore.

How so?

Well, its just when youve been in a place where a wrong decision, a wrong call will get you and your men killed, the copier breaking right before a presentation isnt that big of a deal. Is anyone going to fucking die if the copier is broken? No? Well then, get the fuck over it.

Tension radiated from him and she watched him struggle to swallow his anger. She wanted to go to him, to hold him, but right now he needed her to listen. With a preacher father, shed grown up watching him give advice to other people. Hed once said the rarest of all people is a man or woman who can really listen to what others have to say without thinking too much about themself. That had stuck with her, so now when someone needed to talk, she did her best to give them her undivided attention and not interrupt.

He glanced in her direction and smiled with such warmth it made her breath catch. You have no idea how much your letters meant to me out there. Even before I knew who you were. Id haul ass home every night to see if youd written me back. It was nice to know someone out there gave a shit about me and my men.

I loved getting your letters as well. I mean, it was much better when we were able to Skype together those few times you had a stable and secure link, but just reading your letters made me feel like you were sitting next to me, talking to me about your day.

Sugar, if Id been here we wouldnta been talking.

The deep bass note to his words had her clit hardening as desire spun through her blood. The abrupt change in his demeanor, from vulnerable to aggressively sexual, made her blink.

What would we have been doing?

He gave her a savage grin that caused a little rill of fear to mix with her arousal, and she loved it. He took a step forward, then stopped and clenched his hands. You are too fucking tempting.

Clearing her throat, and trying to get her mind off deliciously naughty things, she grabbed a menu at random. How does some authentic Italian served in a family-owned restaurant sound? Its plastic chairs and cheap tables, but the food is killer.

Sounds great.

She hesitated, torn between needing to ask him a question and not wanting to offend him. But she had to know, had to prepare herself for a possible negative reaction. Seth, is your family cool with you dating a black girl?

Yep. My parents were big-time hippies back in the day and theyre accepting of pretty much everyone. Why do you think they run an organic farm and gave me the middle name of River?

The image of big, bad Seth in his combat fatigues standing next to two aging hippies had her giggling. Really?

I know, kinda threw them for a loop when their son decided to join the Marines after graduating instead of going on tour with some band of tree-hugging musicians.

Unable to help herself, she laughed. So joining the military was like your form of rebelling?

Pretty much. I got yelled at to stop cutting my hair instead of getting a haircut. When I was seven, I had hair down to my ass. My mom had never cut it. Then I entered the first grade and the other kids gave me shit about it, so the next day, I hacked it off. My mom just about had a heart attack.

When I was nine, I tried to pierce my own ears with a sewing needle.

Yikes. How did that go?

My dad found me next to my bed with blood all over me. He freaked out, but the very next week my Aunt Tanisha took me to get my ears pierced. I think my dad was afraid if I didnt get it professionally done, Id end up killing myself.

Giving her a bemused smile, he shook his head and said, Come here.

He held his arms open and she left the kitchen, then crossed the living room. Cuddling against him, she placed a kiss over his heart. One thing Ive learned from modeling is what really counts about a person is more than skin deep. Beauty, fashion, all that stuff is just window dressing. The substance of a person comes from their soul, and you have a very good heart.

Holding her so tight she almost couldnt breathe, Seth placed a gentle kiss on her forehead. I have no idea what I did in a past life to deserve someone like you.

His stomach growled loudly, and she looked up at him. Ready to go eat and then do some schmoozing and dancing?

I could eat about a dozen Big Macs right now, but Im not so sure about the schmoozing and dancing part. Kinda have two left feet.

Making sure she put a sultry purr in her voice, she leaned up and whispered in his ear, Honey, if you can fuck, you can dance. All you have to do is move with me.

He turned his head enough so their lips were almost touching. Well, when you put it that way, how can I resist?








Chapter Four





Seth cursed inwardly as Helena exited the vehicle in a careful move guaranteed to keep any of the photographers from getting an up-skirt shot. The move also thrust her round ass into his face. A black sequined skirt reached just past the bottom curve of her of her tight, perfect butt. It was still early enough in the evening that the sun had begun to set, so at least Seth wasnt blinded by the explosion of flashing lights as Helena greeted the crowd. She shifted, and the gold chains that made up the back of her pitiful excuse for a shirt swayed over her back and he wanted to kiss every available inch of her ebony skin.

As he stepped out after her, the paparazzi were already hollering at her to turn this way and that, to smile, throw the peace sign, and all manner of things. Helena worked them like a pro. She flirted with and greeted some of the photographers by name, posed for a couple of the younger photographers, and generally charmed everyone around her. She had that special kind of inner light that attracted people to her, like moths to a flame. Then she turned and he got the full-frontal impact of her outfit, again.

She wore some kind of black gladiator heels which further elongated the long, luscious legs that seemed to go on forever. Paired with the tiny black skirt and equally tiny top, she was every wet dream hed ever had come to life. Shed done something with her eye makeup that made her already slanted eyes tilt even more. With only a light touch of a red lip gloss, her mouth was begging for his kisses.

Hed almost expired on the spot when shed strutted out of her bedroom at her apartment wearing that outfit, but hed managed to keep his shit together.

Barely.

She crooked her finger at him and he stepped forward with a bemused grin, enjoying the reaction of the crowd as she slid her hand into his. Her breasts swayed with her walk and he had a hard time keeping his eyes off the hints of her cleavage. Giving his fingers a squeeze, she led him into the club and they paused together, once they were inside, to take it all in and let their eyes adjust.

A pounding bass rhythm rolled over the crowd on the three dance floors. The largest one was in the center with two separate elevated areas next to it. Lucite railings kept people from falling off the platforms, and a woman was doing an aerial routine using a swing that swept her over the club. She had some kind of glittery streamers attached to her barely-there outfit, giving the illusion of glitter flying around her.

A man in his late thirties with bleached-blond hair and a seriously deep spray tan came up to them. He wore a green silk suit that somehow didnt look absurd on him. He was flanked by two stunning Asian women who were obviously his arm candy. Normally Seth would have been staring at the women, but his attention was focused on the man approaching Helena.

Seth tensed, ready to intercede if she appeared at all distressed, but she gave the man a kiss on each cheek.

Gustav, so nice to see you.

You are looking delicious as always. Gustav glanced over at Seth. Whos your friend?

This is Seth Morgan. Hes my date. She grinned up at Seth with such pride and happiness he couldnt help but smile back.

Gustav chuckled. Ahhhh, young love. Come with me. The Sirens are back in the VIP section.

They made their way up to an area roped off from the rest of the crowd and guarded by three very big men in black suits. There were a couple people he recognized as they were let beyond the ropes and he had to stop himself from staring at one of his favorite quarterbacks casually talking to a retired linebacker who was a legend among football fans. Then he got an eyeful of how many supermodels were there and he really felt like hed fallen down the rabbit hole. Gustav led them to a rounded black leather booth toward the back. A glass table stood in the center of the booth and koi fish swam among water lilies beneath the surface.

He slid in next to Helena and she snuggled close, pulling his arm over her shoulders so she could rest her cheek on his chest. Fewer than five seconds later, people swarmed the table and Seth found himself being introduced over and over again. The reactions of the different people stopping by to say hello to Helena varied from curiosity to jealousy to happiness. She chatted with all of them and once again he was astonished by her memory for details about people. She knew something personal about everyone and made sure to inquire about children, parents, and boyfriends.

An older but still smoking-hot woman, dressed in a geometric-print red dress and wearing enough diamonds to open a small jewelry store, sat down across from them. Though she was in at least her fifties, the man she was with was easily twenty years her junior. He had an innocent look about him, with his full cheeks and pouty lips coupled with his mop of sandy-blond hair, but he seemed happy enough with the older woman. The affectionate gazes they exchanged struck Seth as genuine.

Helena sat up straighter and he casually removed his arm from her shoulders, sensing her change in body language. Something about this other woman had Helena putting on her game face and he was curious as to why she was reacting like this. He sat up straighter as well and leaned forward so he could hear their conversation better over the music.

The older woman smiled at them. Helena, darling, so good to see you again.

You, too, Ms. Vanity.

Seth looked closer at the woman and it suddenly clicked. This was Vivienne Vanity, the owner and head designer of Sirens. No wonder Helena was nervous. Even Seth knew who Ms. Vanity was, and he was pretty much clueless when it came to anything fashion related.

Ms. Vanity arched one perfectly plucked blond brow. Who is this handsome young man with you?

Helena appeared flustered. Im sorry, this is Seth Morgan. My boyfriend.

Seth stood up enough to reach across the table and offer his hand. Nice to meet you, maam.

With a bemused twist to her red-painted lips, she shook his hand. Nice, strong, calloused hands. Definitely not a model.

Helena grabbed his other hand beneath the table. No, he just retired from the Marines.

The haughty expression dropped from Ms. Vanitys face, leaving behind a still elegant but far warmer woman. Thank you for your service, Seth.

Thank you, maam.

Damned if he wasnt fighting a flush from the sincerity in her words. He never knew what peoples reactions would be when they found out he was former military. It ranged from a polite thanks to people asking him if hed ever killed anyone. He fucking hated the question, but what he hated even more was the way some people asked it. Like they were thrilled by the idea of killing someone, enthralled at the act of ending a life.

With her brows scrunched down, Ms. Vanity looked closer at Seth. You seem familiar….do I know you?

Ah, no, maam.

But I swear Ive seen a picture of you somewhere. She sat back and tapped her carefully painted red lips.

Helena grinned at Seth. Maybe if he takes his shirt off youll recognize him. Seth is Mr. March in Leos calendar.

Of course! Ms. Vanity smiled at him and her blue eyes sparkled. Sirens is partnering with Leo to help sell the calendar. In fact, it will be for sale at our fashion show tomorrow.

A hot flush burned Seths face, and he hoped the lighting hid the visible evidence of his embarrassment. He had no idea so many people would be interested in Leos calendar. It had just never occurred to him it would be anything more than a small fundraiser. Certainly not something featured by Sirens. He struggled to give Ms. Vanity a smile. Thats great.

How fortunate youll be there. It will be a great PR opportunity for you. I could set up a table for you to sign calendars at the pre-show if youd like.

UhIm more of a keep-to-myself kinda guy. She raised her eyebrows, and he spoke in a rush. No offense meant at all. Im extremely grateful youre giving the calendar so much publicity, but Im afraid Im not very good at being a spokesperson. Id have no idea what to do.

Its very simple. You sit there and look pretty.

Helena giggled. I can coach you.

He gave her a narrow-eyed stare while she batted her lashes at him. Thanks.

Ms. Vanity nodded at a passing model who Seth recognized, then turned her attention back to him. Think about it, Seth. People are much more likely to buy a product if they can identify with it. You being there, talking to them, and just being your usual hot self would do wonders for sales.

Helena slipped her hand into his and gave him a reassuring squeeze. Speaking of sales, I was wondering if we could discuss the new Ethereal line. I have a couple ideas for it and wanted to shoot them past you before I took them beyond the concept stage.

Grateful for her running interference for him, Seth squeezed her hand back.

Fine, fine. But dont think Ive let you off the hook, Seth. You have a very interesting face and if youve kept in shape, your kind of body could sell underwear to a blind woman.

Seth had met generals who were less persistent and intimidating than Ms. Vanity. Yes, maam.

Ms. Vanity peered over her shoulder. Taylor, why dont you take Seth with you and go talk with your brother. Im sure hed much rather be having a beer with the menfolk than listening to Helena and me discuss fashion.

Clearly having been dismissed, he gave Helena a kiss on the cheek before sliding out of the booth. She smiled at him then gave her lower lip a slow lick that made his cock twitch. Coughing, he turned away and tried to pretend he wasnt hiding his erection. Taylor chuckled and motioned for Seth to follow him.

They wound their way through the crowd to three large men lounging on a big U-shaped couch with about a dozen of the most beautiful women Seth had ever seen. The man in the middle, a blonder and older version of Taylor, stood up. Hey, baby bro. Wheres that badass bitch of yours?

Seth swallowed hard as he realized Taylors brother was this years Super Bowl MVP, Robert Mavis. Seth forced himself to breathe and tried to get his bearings, totally thrown for a loop by being in the presence of football greatness. The two men flanking Robert were also pro football players and they smiled up at Taylor and gave Seth a curious look. For a second, Seth was afraid he wouldnt be able to help himself and would go all überfan on them and end up embarrassing Helena.

Taylor slung an arm around Seths shoulders, pulling him forward. Shes talking business with Helena Flores. This is Helenas boyfriend, Seth. Hes the Marine shes been writing to over in Afghanistan.

The football players all turned their attention to Seth while Robert grinned. Welcome, man! Have a seat. He made a shooing motion to a trio of peroxide blondes who lounged on one side of the couch. All right, ladies, time to move out. Find someone else to buy you champagne.

They all gave Robert a sultry pout but did as he asked. As they walked away Seth shook his head. You didnt have to get rid of them. Id be happy just standing here. I mean youre fucking Robert Mavis.

Robert shook his head and gave Seth a bemused, almost sad, smile. Dont sweat it. Those chicks are bottom-feeders. They attach themselves to any celebrity they can in hope of fame and fortune. I wont lie, theyre good for a lay, but not the kind of girls you bring home to Mom.

The tension went out of Seths shoulders, and he took a seat. Thanks.

One of the other men, a big black man named Vandil, who was also a football player, leaned forward and pushed a silver bucket filled with brown bottles in his direction. Hey, man. Welcome home. Have a beer.

Disoriented by the dreamlike quality of the company he currently found himself in, Seth grabbed a bottle and twisted the cap off. He took a long drink and let out a low sigh, the smooth liquid washing the dryness from his mouth. When he looked up he found the four men watching him intently.

Taylor grinned at him. So, what are your intentions with Helena?

What?

Laughing, Vandil lifted his beer in Seths direction. Shes a good friend of ours, and we look out for her. We need to make sure we dont have to kick your ass.

Anger tightened Seths muscles as he fought off a wave of jealousy. Just how close was she with these men? Helena is a grown woman who can decide for herself who she wants to date. He leaned forward and smiled at Vandil, letting the other man see an ass-kicking wasnt going to scare him. And if you want to fight, Id be more than happy to, because you arent going to scare me away from her.

Taylor held up his hands. Whoa, whoa. Easy, man. We dont mean any harm. Helena is one of Viviennes muses and Ive spent a lot of time around her. Weve become good friends.

Robert tipped his beer in Seths direction. And any friend of Taylors is a friend of ours.

Sighing, Seth leaned back on the couch. His nerves were getting to him, and the absurdity of challenging Vandil to a fight had him laughing. He looked at Vandil again, all two-hundred-twenty-plus pounds of muscle, and the other man raised a brow. Sorry, man. No offense meant, but I tend to get a little defensive where Helena is concerned. I dont want her having to deal with any bullshit because of me.

Robert studied him then nodded. I believe you. So, what do you think of New York City?

After that Seth found it easy to hang out and bullshit with the other men. They were fun and Seth laughed more than he had in a long time. The only thing irritating about hanging out with these famous guys was the constant stream of scantily clad women trying to throw themselves on them. Including Seth because they obviously thought he was somebody. How flirtatious would they be if they found out he wasnt a football star or a sugar daddy who could afford to keep them happy?

Seth tried to ignore the brunette inching closer to him on the couch. She was pretty, but compared to Helena she might as well be a little girl playing dress-up in her mothers clothes. He ignored her and shifted away to try and give her the hint. By the time he was on his third beer the woman still hadnt gotten that he wasnt interested.

She leaned over and whispered in his ear, Id love to suck your dick.

Startled by her bluntness, he gave her hard look. No thanks. I have a girlfriend.

Come on. Itll be between you and me. If you like, I can get my friend Chrissy to join us, and well both suck you off.

Stunned, he leaned away. Didnt you hear a fucking word I said? I have a girlfriend.

She shrugged. Its just a blowjob.

Before he could answer, Helena strode up, working her heels with such a sensual roll of her hips that he wanted to fuck her raw. She gave the brunette such a heated glare the other woman stumbled to her feet and slunk away. Seth tried to hide his grin at the territorial way Helena looked at him, then at the retreating womans back. She stood in front of him and held out her hand.

Lets dance.

Seth set his beer down. Gentlemen, Im being summoned.

The guys gave him a good-natured ribbing but he ignored them. He followed the sway of Helenas ass as she worked her way through the crowd to the dance floor. From the edges of his vision, Seth noted they were being trailed by two guys in STAFF T-shirts. It was really fucking weird to have so much attention on him, but they kept the gawkers back and let Helena secure a spot on the dance floor.

She turned on her heel. The booming bass from some down-and-dirty dance song pounded hard enough to vibrate his bones. The beat was infectious, and he took a step forward, then froze in his tracks as she began to dance. With a liquid roll of her hips, she turned around and began to move her ass in a motion so sensual it should be illegal. She gave him a mischievous grin over her shoulder.

Naughty girl. She knew exactly what she was doing to him.

When she spun around again, he snatched her by her waist, pulling her lush body to his. She was right, dancing was like having sex with his clothes on. She pressed closer to his pelvis, leaning back and giving him a heated look that would have tempted a saint into sin. Unable to help himself, he pulled one of her legs up around his hip and ground his aching erection against her core, grinning when she gasped and went pliant in his arms.

Not giving her any time to recover, he turned her so her ass was against his pelvis and rocked with her to the beat, skimming his hands down the exquisite, silky skin on her arms. The crowd swelled and he soon found himself bumping elbows and hips with strangers. Annoyed, he leaned closer to Helenas ear and said, Is there any place we can go thats a little less crowded?

She nodded and grabbed his hand again, pulling him across the dance floor. When they emerged from the crowd, the security guards were waiting. Helena smiled at them and led Seth through the club until they reached a set of wrought-iron stairs leading to the second level overlooking the dance floor. Another pair of security guards blocked the top of the stairs, but let them pass. She led them down a small hallway, then paused and glanced over her shoulder.

Id like some privacy, please.

Both men moved back to the entrance of the hallway and turned around. Seth gave her a curious look, but she only giggled and opened a door to her right. He stepped with her into a small room filled floor to ceiling with boxes of alcohol. Before he could ask what the hell they were doing in here, Helena flung her arms around him and began to kiss him with abandon, making his already rock-hard cock hurt with the need to fuck.

She nipped at his lower lip and a growl worked itself out of his throat. The aggressive way she touched him, the needy whimper as he stroked her nipples through the thin silk of her top, had to be one of the most erotic things hed ever experienced. He wanted her, bad, but he had to stick to his timetable. Speaking of which, he could probably move up phase two of Operation Seducing Helena to right now.

With a grunt, he pulled away and took a step back. Hold on.

She arched her brow when he moved around a few of the heavy crates filled with bottles. Once he was satisfied with the arrangement, he stepped back from the boxes and took off his shirt. Immediately, she reached for him, but he shook his head. Be patient, sweetheart. Dont make me tie you up.

Please do. Her husky murmur drove him crazy.

He laid his shirt on the box to make sure no splinters could harm Helena, then lifted her to sit on the box. She giggled, and her curious look turned into shocked understanding as he sank to his knees. At this height, his mouth was level with her pussy and when he jerked her hips forward, she let out a low moan.

Oh my fucking God.

Not giving her time to think, he began to kiss his way up her long, long legs. The faintly sweet taste of her skin reminded him of honeysuckle nectar. The woods behind his grandparents house had been full of honeysuckle bushes, and Seth and his brothers had loved to go out there in the summer and drink from the tiny flowers. Helenas skin held the same sunshine as those warm summer days.

She spread her legs wider, giving him unimpeded access to her sex. When he looked up and saw her black lace panties were crotchless, he swallowed hard. Nice panties…or lack thereof.

Smiling at him, she arched her back and scooted her hips forward until her butt was half hanging off the box. The position opened her wide for him and he had to keep himself from falling on her like a starving animal. Instead, he rubbed his face back and forth on her dark, firm thighs and inhaled a deep lungful of her musk.

Hed never wanted to fuck someone as bad as he wanted to fuck her, but he could wait. He didnt want their first time together to be in a storage room. Besides, he wanted her tied up and begging for him before he took her. Using the tip of his tongue, he traced the soft crease of skin where her thigh met her pelvis and grinned as she undulated her hips, trying to get his face closer to her sex.

She was already wet and at the first touch of his tongue to her pussy he had to grip the edges of the box to keep his own desire under control. Even in this secluded room, the bass from the music playing downstairs trembled through him like a mild electric shock. He sat back on his heels for a moment, admiring her sex. It was as beautifully shaped as the rest of her, with nice, thick outer lips and a pretty clit just begging for his tongue.

Before he could decide if he wanted to tease her some more or get to the good stuff, she decided for him by gripping the back of his head with both hands and shoving his face into her sex. While he could easily have resisted her, he decided to let her have what she wanted, what they both wanted. His balls drew up tight as he gave her the first full lick, the lace of her panties tickling the sides of his mouth as he pressed his tongue deeper to find the hard nub of her clit in all the softness of her pussy.

He experimented with gentle and hard licks, focusing on her clit and playing with just the edges of the hood, then fucking her with his tongue. Her responses guided him, and soon he found himself holding onto her hips and exerting some real effort to keep her still. She went wild beneath his mouth, filling him with pride and lust at the knowledge he was doing this for her, it was his touch driving her crazy, and she was calling his name in a sexy little voice as he ate her out.

Normally hed torment her a little more, take his time with making his woman come, but he had no idea how long they had before someone interrupted them, so he was ruthless with his mouth. Soon she was tensing beneath his onslaught, her harsh pants filling the small room. He latched on to her clit and sucked the tiny nub while sliding one finger into her hot, wet, and oh-so-fucking-tight cunt.

She gripped his finger with her delicate inner muscles and trembled, then moaned when he added a second finger and searched for her G-spot. He knew hed found it when she grunted and her legs stiffened. Hooking his fingers, he began to press rhythmically on the dense bundle of nerves and she came with a wail, her pussy sucking on his finger, her hands buried in his hair, and her hips snapping so hard he had to move with her like a rodeo rider swaying with the bucking of his horse.

When shed finally settled, he drew away with a grin and arranged her scandalous excuse for panties as best he could over her still hot and wet sex. Standing, he smiled down at her, loving the dazed look in her beautiful eyes. The orgasm had softened her all over and the tension present since the moment theyd entered the club dissipated.

He helped her stand and when she leaned forward he bent to kiss her, but she shook her head. Stay still, please. I cant have you going out in public like this.

Curious as to what she meant, he did as she asked, then groaned as she began to lick her juices from around his mouth. It was so fucking erotic his cock jerked in his pants and he couldnt resist the temptation of rubbing his pelvis against hers. She fit him so well and when her mouth finally met his, he kissed her with all his pent-up desire and need. They rubbed against each other, dry-humping like two kids back in high school. He was so turned on he was in real danger of coming in his pants and he so for fucking sure did not want that happening in front of Helena.

Breaking their kiss, he took a couple of steps back and ran his hands through his hair. Goddamn, woman, youre driving me crazy.

She gave him a mischievous wink. I hope so. Her hips rolled as she took a step forward. I have two orgasms to your zero. I think its time we even things up a bit.

Not here, sugar.

She rolled her eyes. Of course, not here. I think its time we blow this pop stand and go back to my place. Where I swear if you dont shove your thick cock into me, Im going to have to take some drastic measures.

Despite wanting to do exactly that, he was curious as to what she had in mind. What do you mean by drastic measures?

Youll see.








Chapter Five





Helena locked the door behind her and tossed her keys onto the small ebony table in her minuscule foyer. She didnt turn the lights on. Instead, she watched Seth through the illumination coming through her windows. New York City was never truly dark. He smiled at her and she melted, then rallied her willpower and managed to resist throwing herself in his arms. It helped that she was still a little sticky from their earlier encounter and wanted to clean up. She also had a rather naughty plan in mind and she needed Seth to get in the shower in order to enact it.

Im going to take a quick shower and wash off the funk from the club. Why dont you do the same? The guest bathroom is the first door to the right down the hallway.

Got it.

Her hormones urged her to jump him right now, but she managed to walk past him, doing nothing more than pinch his oh-so-fine ass. His jump made her giggle and his glare had her almost running to her room. Once there, she quickly stripped and took a fast shower, making sure everything was shaved and as smooth as could be. After shed toweled off and put on her strawberry-and-freesia lotion, she threw on a silky red robe.

With her heart pounding in her throat, she made her way to the guest bathroom and listened for the sound of running water. The water was off but light beamed from under the door. She knocked twice before opening the door and catching Seth wrapping a towel around his waist. Her breath caught as she took in the sexiest man shed ever seen.

Water still dripped down his body, creating fascinating trails through his chest hair, and her fingers itched to touch him. The towel rode low, exposing his hipbones to her gaze, and she loved the golden-brown happy trail leading from his six-pack abs down to disappear behind the terrycloth. When her gaze returned to his face, the desire burning there made her momentarily afraid. His look was so savage, and he was so big, he could hurt her if he wasnt careful.

How totally awesome.

She crooked her finger and led him into the hallway like she held an invisible leash. Neither of them said anything as she pulled him into her bedroom, the warm chocolate-and-gold tones of the decor flattering his coloring. Shed lit a couple of vanilla of candles on her dresser, and the mellow light bathed them both. The greedy part of her wanted to rip his towel off and see what he was packing, but she forced herself to wait. Being with Seth, finally, was something to be savored, and she intended to blow his mind because hed sure as heck already blown hers.

Seth, hold your hands out in front of you, please.

He did as she asked with a curious tilt to his head, then grinned as she took the belt of her robe off and tied his wrists.

Are you sure you dont want them free? His voice came out husky despite the teasing tone of his words.

With her robe gaping an inch or two, she raised his bound hands to her mouth and rubbed her lips over his knuckles. No, I want you like this. Remember the fantasy you shared with me about with a woman taking advantage of you?

His grin lit up his face. I seem to recall something about that.

Now it was her turn to smile. She loved to experiment with sex, and having a partner who would indulge her love of role-playing was a treat. With a low growl in her voice she said, Get on the bed. Now. If you dont, Im foreclosing on your home.

He laughed. Well, I guess an evil banker is more in line with today than an evil queen.

She merely looked at him and the grin faded, soon replaced by that intense hunger of his. Yes, maam.

The brown silk duvet cover allowed him to slide easily across her bed, even with bound hands, and he reached behind him to grab hold of the brass railings of the headboard. The sight of him stretched out, so large and physically intimidating but under her control, stroked her the right way. Dont let go of those bars. You let go, and I stop doing what Im doing.

The gleam of a challenge shone from his gaze, and he nodded.

With a soft sigh she slipped her robe off, letting it glide down her body. She watched him as her breasts and sex were bared to his gaze and swallowed a groan as the hard muscles of his forearms flexed when he pulled against the rails of her headboard. She was proud of her body, proud of all the work shed put into it, and a delicious sense of feminine power filled her as she strolled over to the bed.

He licked his lips and she was tempted to straddle his face and let him eat her, but what she really wanted was tenting the fabric of his towel. She crawled up and sat back on her heels, between his legs. Without preamble she ripped the towel from his hips and her mouth watered at the sight of his straining erection. Hed trimmed back his pubic hair so his cock stood out from his body, thick and perfect. She loved how aroused he was, how his heavy balls drew up tight beneath her gaze. A tiny drop of precum wet the tip of his shaft, and she grasped his cock, pumping him.

Youd better not come yet. If you do, Im putting your house in foreclosure status right now.

After blowing a harsh breath through his nose, he nodded with a teasing look in his eyes. Yes, maam. I wont let you down.

Unable to resist any longer, she slowly enveloped the length of his dick with her mouth and sucked hard, making him groan. Hed done such a wonderful job giving her an orgasm that she took extra care while tasting him, exploring him with her mouth. The smooth slide of his flesh beneath her tongue had her squirming, and her pussy throbbed to the beat of her heart.

It seemed like the more she tormented him, the more turned on she became, until they were both straining and little noises of need spilled from her. Seth rocked his hips toward her mouth and shuddered. The scent of his cologne mixed with his musk filled the air, and she took a deep breath, loving the masculine fragrance.

He froze beneath her delicate sucking. Babe, I cant hold out much longer.

She reluctantly pulled back. Do you want this pussy?

No, Helena. I want you.

The unexpected tenderness in his tone warmed her from the inside out. She slowly crawled up his body until she lay pressed against him and began to kiss him, trying to put into her actions how much he meant to her. Shed fallen in love with him during their letter-writing and having him here with her, in her bed, with his tongue dancing against hers, made her happier than shed been in a long, long time. Though she was constantly surrounded by people, shed been incredibly lonely. Seth had been there for her in a way no one had ever been before and she never wanted him to leave.

Without breaking their kiss, she reached beneath the pillow next to his head and pulled out a condom. They both shifted so she could open the package and slide it on him. She kept her touch light, teasing as she smoothed the latex sheath over his rock-hard cock. She cupped his face between her hands and gave him a tender kiss, loving how he gentled in response to her needs.

Reaching down between them, she grasped his cock and lined it up with her slit. He bucked beneath her then gritted his teeth. Take me, beautiful. Im all yours. Use me as you wish.

The thick tip of his erection breeched her entrance, and she nearly wept with pleasure. Inch by inch, she sank down on him until he was all the way in, stretching her in a most delicious manner. Then she began to ride him and her bed groaned in protest as he gripped the headboard hard enough to make the tendons in his arms stand out. The feel of him inside her was too damn good, and she closed her eyes, losing herself in the sensation of his body filling hers.

Time ceased to matter as she rode him, her pleasure building until she ground herself on his pelvis, chasing her orgasm. She shrieked when he suddenly flipped them over and when she opened her eyes, she noticed the robe tie had been discarded. He gripped her hips and sat back on his heels, lifting her pelvis and fucking himself with her body.

Play with your clit. Come for me, sweetheart.

The determination, the strain in his face, drove her higher and when she gave her throbbing clit a hard rub, she orgasmed. Wave after wave of intense pleasure crushed her, left her gasping in its relentless grip. Through it all, Seth kept whispering how beautiful she was, how perfect, how special to him. Then he jerked and roared, gripping her hips hard enough to hurt as he came.

A few seconds later, he rolled to his side a bit and collapsed on top of her, surrounding her with his body, his warmth. After a few moments of cuddling, Seth moved off her bed and went to use the bathroom, returning a few moments later to gently clean her aching pussy with a warm, wet washcloth. She hadnt had sex in a while and the vigorous ride shed given him, combined with his generous endowment, left her feeling pleasantly sore and sensitive to his touch.

He tugged the sheets and comforter down before hauling her next to him and wrapping both arms around her so tight she could hardly breathe.

Seth, Im not going anywhere. You can release your death grip on me.

Chuckling, he let her go and drew the sheet and blanket back over them, cocooning her in softness and his warmth. Sorry. Im having a hard time believing this is real.

Me, too.

He turned to look at her, his rough features beautiful in the candlelight. Im just some dumb leatherneck

She placed her fingertips on his lips, silencing him. You are an amazing man, Seth. I dont think you know how much you mean to me.

Ditto. He kissed her fingertips and cuddled her closer. Now you need to get some sleep. You have that big Sirens fashion show tomorrow, and I dont want you being too sleepy to strut.

Baby, I can strut in my sleep.

Im sure you can. He rubbed her back and the combination of his touch, his scent, his presence soon lulled her into a deep relaxation extending all the way to her soul.



***



Seth tried to keep his cool as Helena sat in her chair before a well-lit vanity at the Sirens fashion show. Makeup and hair people buzzed around her like bees around their queen and next to him, a model was stripped down to her tiny underwear as she put her costume on. Of course he didnt look at the women getting changed but he was aware of them and felt out of place. Everyone seemed so nonchalant about the models getting nude, but for a farm boy, the whole atmosphere was a little hard to get a grip on.

A heavy hand landed on his shoulder. Seth! I didnt know Helena was bringing you here.

Seth turned to find his buddy, Leo, standing there in a pair of artfully worn jeans and a well-tailored black silk shirt. He looked right at home among the high-class chaos, and Seth couldnt help giving him a quick hug. It was so nice to see someone who didnt either ignore him entirely or try to kiss his ass because he was with Helena.

I got into town yesterday.

Leo gave Helena a mock glare as one of the assistants put sparkling blue crystals into her braided hair. You should have told me he was coming up.

She flushed, and her hairdresser gave Seth a curious stare. Im not sharing him.

With a laugh, Leo threw his arm around Seths shoulders. Helena, can I borrow your man for a few minutes? Ms. Vanity would like a word with him.

A makeup artist scolded Helena and told her to hold still. Moving as little as possible, she said, Go ahead. I need to get in the right headspace for the show anyway.

Seth brushed past the makeup artist and gave Helena a gentle kiss, being careful not to smear her lipstick. Ill be right back.

She blew out a low breath. Sorry were not spending more time together.

Dont worry about it. This is your job, and Im a big boy. Ill be fine.

She gave him a distracted smile then settled back into her chair, closing her eyes as her team set to work finishing off her look.

Leo led him through the maze of supermodels, industry professionals, and people who seemed to be there just to hang out. The crowd ranged from the outrageous leather-clad fashion divas to ordinary women he wouldnt be surprised to see attending Little League games with their kids. Soon he pushed his way through a thick cluster of people, following in Leos wake and trying not to elbow anyone.

When they broke through the mass Seth found himself face to face with Ms. Vanity. She wore a severe black dress with gold-lined circles cut out here and there, showing her still toned and amazing body. Taylor, her boyfriend, wore a similar outfit, but his was a suit with the stomach cut out to show off his impressive abdominal muscles. They both smiled at Seth and he could practically feel the envy of the crowd pressing at his back.

Being watched so carefully by so many people was fucking weird.

Seth, darling. Ms. Vanity kissed him on either cheek. Have you agreed to my offer?

Confused, he frowned at Leo. What offer?

Ms. Vanity shot Leo a glare that would have turned most men to stone, but his friend merely grinned. Trust me, itll be better if it comes from you.

She sniffed and faced Seth. I want you to walk in the show with Helena.

Seth had to resist the urge to bolt for the nearest door. What? Uh, sorry, maam, but there is no way I could do that.

Leo stepped closer. Hear her out, man.

Turning the full force of her gaze on him, Ms. Vanity leaned closer. If you walk in todays fashion show, Mr. March, it would boost sales of the calendar immensely. Think of all the families youd be helping.

Im not a model. He shot Leo a pleading look. I dont know what the fuck to do out there. I could screw up big-time and hurt both of your businesses.

Leo slung his arm over Seths shoulders. Helena will be there with you. Shell lead you. All you have to do is follow after her like a puppy dog.

Seth elbowed Leo in the ribs. Asshole.

Ms. Vanity cleared her throat. Will you do it? We dont have much time to get you dressed.

Dressed?

Take off your shirt.

What?

Ms. Vanity sighed. Seth, darling, were running out of time. I need to see your body so I know what to dress you in.

Flushing hard enough to fry an egg on his face, Seth did what Ms. Vanity asked. She walked around him, inspecting him in a way that made him feel like a horse up for auction. He was surprised she didnt open his mouth to check his teeth. Around them, the crowd watched like they were witnessing a performance at a circus.

Excellent. A little beefier than the models I usually work with but your frame will go well with what I have in mind.

I havent said yes yet.

She examined him with a slightly amused tilt to her red-painted lips. Would you really turn down the opportunity to earn potentially millions of dollars for the foundation?

Well, no.

Seth clutched his shirt, trying to keep his panic at bay. He took a deep breath, reminding himself this was not a life-or-death situation. At the very worst, hed fall and make a fool of himself. No one would die if he fucked up. The thought helped him get control of his nerves. He also knew how much good the money would do and how desperately it was needed. Besides, his buddies would shit themselves when they saw him walking down the runway with Helena.

So, where do you want me?

An hour later, Seth stood next to Helena. She looked like a sexy-as-hell mermaid. Her outfit consisted of a navy blue leather corset that matched his leather pants and teeny, tiny sparkly blue panties. Her five-foot train was the signature of the Sirens line, a sweeping expanse of glittering cloth resembling a mermaids tail.

Her makeup was done in shades of navy and teal blue that gave her an otherworldly appearance he found extremely hot. Or at least normally he would have. At this moment, his stage fright was back in full effect, and he was trying to fight off the nausea churning in his stomach.

Ahead of them, a stunning brunette with narrow hips and mile-long legs swept her train behind her as she climbed the steps, her gold-and-pink outfit flattering her coloring. Helena reached over and grabbed his hand, forcing him to meet her steady gaze.

Youre going to be fine, Seth. Theyre going to love you. He tried to smile at her, but it must have looked as sick as he felt because she laughed. Dont worry. If you fall, Ill pop a titty out, and theyll forget all about you.

Her humor helped him to let go some of his tension. Thanks.

One of the stage coordinators rushed up to them. Ready? Remember, just follow Helenas lead.

Seth nodded and forced himself to breathe as they took the steps up to the stage. Deep, bass-heavy music played, and he glanced over at Helena. Her transformation as they climbed those few steps amazed him. She went from teasing girlfriend to sultry Siren, and by the time they reached the entrance to what seemed like a two-mile-long catwalk, she was fully in her supermodel mode. When she took her first step he followed her, his mind totally disconnected from his body, until he almost felt like a passenger rather than a driver. The bright lights partially blinded him to the crowd and when he fell into step beside her, the cheers and whistles from the audience washed over them.

He grinned at Helena, and she smiled back before nailing the crowd with her signature sensual pout as she stalked down the runway. The approval of the onlookers allowed him to come back to himself a little and actually put a strut into his stride. It was easy to fall into the rhythm of the walk that had been drilled into his head as a Marine and with every step he enjoyed himself more.

Left-left-left-right-left.

The high was amazing, and he understood why Helena enjoyed modeling so much, if this was what it always felt like.

They reached the end of the runway, and she turned this way and that, striking perfect poses while he stood next to her and tried not to drool. She moved in front of him and gave him a mischievous grin before placing a kiss on his lips, one that threatened to give him a very unwelcome erection. In these leather pants, his assets were already visible enough.

She smiled at him, radiant with happiness, and slipped her hand into his as they walked back. He almost stepped on her train but managed to correct himself at the last moment, hoping no one saw him stumble. Pride filled him as he strolled down the runway with her, and the sudden knowledge that all of his military buddies would see him with Helena helped him get over his embarrassment at being bare-chested and clad only in a pair of leather pants in front of a couple million people via their TVs.

After what seemed like ten yearsor a matter of secondsthey reached the stairs, and he let out a long sigh of relief as they went down them together.

After leading him out of the way, she cupped his face in her hands and gave him a smile that melted his heart. You were wonderful.

Only because you were with me, sugar. He wanted to hold her but was afraid of messing up her outfit. Instead, he placed his fingertips on the sides of her neck and stroked her velvet-soft skin. I love you.

He hadnt meant to say it, but the words popped out. Cursing himself for pushing her too fast, he started to pull away but she stopped him. When he met her gaze again, he found tears swimming in her eyes. I love you, too.

They went to kiss but Helenas team descended on her, getting her ready for her next walk. He stood back and watched them fuss over her while she never once broke eye contact with him. A rather silly grin curved her lips, and he probably wore an equally goofy expression. Happiness filled him until he thought he might burst, and he shook his head. Never in a million years had he thought hed end up here, with a woman like her, but he intended to savor every minute he had with the woman whod not only stolen his heart, but also his soul.
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Outback Dirty by JoAnne Kenrick





Chris Ruter's plan for Australia Day is to beat the heat by letting the beer flow. His New York ex, Janine, seems determined to drive the heel of her sharp stiletto right through the wall he's built to avoid memories of her--but does she want him in front of her camera or in her bed?

Janine Red is ready to get outback dirty to win back her sexy ex. Following him to his plantation, their bushwalk turns into a trip down memory lane. Can the magic of the outback heal her sprained ankle--and their hearts?
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February Lover by Rebecca Royce



Aidan Roux fled New Orleans fifteen years ago, leaving behind a woman he loved. Planning to keep it light because he has no intentions of sticking around, hes caught off guard by his mothers health crisis. Forced to stay, he challenges Stacey to be his lover for February with no expectations of anything else.

Stacey never stopped wanting Aidan, but shes not a girl anymore and she meets his proposition with one of her own. A hero, just back from Afghanistan, hes the perfect guy for her calendar contest. If he wants her in his bed, hell pose for her camera. 

Stacey and Aidan seem made for each otherbut old hurts cannot be forgotten and love isnt always enough…. 
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