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 Chapter One Lt. Commander Jonah Armstrong was staring at his new lawn mower with a mixture of pride and trepidation. It was silly. He’d handled far more dangerous pieces of equipment in his life, and he’d gotten instructions on how to use the machine from the salesmen. He’d read the owner’s manual the night before, and the grass wasn’t going to cut itself, so he should just get on it and do what needed to be done. Never mind that the last time he’d been in a position to cut grass he’d been seventeen and pushing his father’s ancient mower around a half acre of land in the Alabama heat. “Need help, Sailor?” He turned and found Della Carter standing in his driveway. His too-hot-for-her-own-good neighbor first strolled across her yard and into his three months earlier, right after he’d bought the house while his former team had been helping him move in. Jonah had traveled so much and had rarely settled down even in permanent barracks that he’d had to buy furniture for the entire house. He didn’t even know how to use half of his kitchen appliances. His coffee maker looked like it belonged on the space station. The instructions for it were three times longer than those for the lawn mower. “Good afternoon, ma’am.” Della grinned, leaned against his car, and crossed her arms, which put her breasts on display. Her white tank top and red shorts barely covered her rather lovely attributes as it was. “I’ve been watching you stare at that thing for fifteen minutes.”
 
 Jonah flushed and felt like a fool for it. “No, I…umm was just thinking about the fact that I hadn’t used a lawn mower in about eighteen years.” “Been in the Navy a long time then,” she said with a smile and pushed off his car to walk toward him. There was nothing overtly sexy about her walk, she wasn’t throwing her body around like a teenager trying to get his attention, but she had it regardless. Della shoved her hands into her pockets, her lush breasts bounced a little, and Jonah swallowed back a few foul words. He just wasn’t that kind of guy—his Daddy hadn’t raised him to objectify women. Della Carter was a beautiful lady. Her skin was a lovely nut brown, brown hair cut short, framing a heart-shaped face, and she had a fit runner’s body, which made sense because he’d seen her out every morning jogging with her dog. He glanced over to her yard and found the golden retriever lounging lazily on her neatly manicured lawn. “Yes, I joined the day I turned eighteen,” Jonah admitted. He had enough pride roiling around in his gut that he would be damned if he’d admit he was a little rattled by his new-found domestic life. Taking a training position at the Navy Yard had been his first step toward arranging his life so he had room for a family. Though he hadn’t really voiced the desires aloud, he was ready for a wife and kids. “I was going to recommend the lawn service I use,” Della said, and Jonah shoved aside his mental musings to concentrate on his neighbor. “I’m perfectly capable of cutting my own grass,” he protested and felt his face heat up a little when she just grinned at him. “Well, it’s been a while since I saw your friend over here with his mower, and I’m sure the head of the housing association is trying to figure out how to tell you to cut your lawn without getting his ass kicked,” she offered with a little laugh. “You put all the men in the neighborhood in a dither when they heard you’re a Navy SEAL. Your badassness is freaking them out.” “I don’t think badassness is a word,” Jonah said then frowned. “Is my badassness freaking you out?” Della laughed outright. “Not in the least.”
 
 Her gaze raked over his body in a blatant inspection that left him more than a little flustered. He just wasn’t used to dealing with many civilian women—at least not Della’s type. Jonah had done his share of womanizing, and bars close to the base were often full of women who wanted a ride and little else. She checked her watch and sighed. “I should get going. We’re short-staffed today.” He suddenly felt a bit like an asshole as he’d never bothered to even ask her what she did for a living when she’d introduced herself on the day he’d moved in. “Work?” “Yeah, I inherited my grandfather’s bar and grille,” Della explained and ran her fingers through her hair, “the house, and Riley.” She flicked a hand toward the dog. “So far, Riley’s been the best part.” Jonah glanced at the dog and found the animal had rolled over onto his back. He snorted. “He seems…fierce.” Della laughed. “He’s really not, but he’s good company. Good luck with your lawn.” “Thanks,” Jonah murmured and smiled when she offered a little wave before heading back toward her own house. The dog jumped up as soon as she crossed over into the yard and followed her into the house. ***** Della sat down on a stool in her kitchen with a huff in front of her laptop. Her Facebook page was still open so she clicked on the status box and typed in: Operation: Bang My Hot Neighbor Status: Still an Epic Fail. Her mission to get into her neighbor’s pants was an ongoing drama on her timeline, and it was so far the only amusing part of her campaign. She watched a mixture of friends from high school, college, and her last job respond with their condolences on her cock-poor life. She’d left Atlanta and moved to Arlington, Virginia only a few years before her grandfather’s health had taken a turn for the worse. By the time the lung cancer killed him, she’d been running the bar full time. It wasn’t what she’d gone to college for, but it wasn’t the sacrifice her family made it out to be. They’d expected her to sell the place and go on with her plans after their grandfather died. The fact that she hadn’t was a bone of
 
 contention for all of them, especially after the will had revealed that she’d gotten everything. Various cousins, uncles, and even her own mother had considered contesting the will, but in the end they’d all backed off. Her grandfather hadn’t pulled his punches on his final wishes or the various letters he’d left members of their family who hadn’t shown up until it was time to bury him. She changed into a pair of worn jeans and her good athletic shoes before putting Riley in the backyard. By the time she was sliding into her car, her fine ass neighbor was tooling around his yard on the riding lawn mower. He was so charmingly undomesticated that Della couldn’t help but grin at him. She slid her headset in her ear and plugged her cell phone into charge. It was almost dead and she should have charged it in the house, but she’d been too busy ogling Lt. Commander Jonah Armstrong. Ten minutes into her drive to work, her sister Faith called just like always. She touched her headset and it activated. “Hey.” “I saw your status,” Faith said with a laugh. “Mama’s positively mortified by the whole thing.” Della had already been treated to a lecture about how unseemly it was for her to be discussing her sexual plans concerning her hot neighbor on Facebook. She didn’t care. “Well, I did offer to unfriend her!” “Yeah, because that wouldn’t result in you being ritually disowned for the next six months. The last time I unfriended her, she spent months telling everyone I was dead to her.” “That’s not a negative for me,” Della promised. “He was outside today in a pair of cut-off shorts and a wife beater, looking like something out of a porn video. Mrs. Rodgers nearly fell off her front porch trying to look at him without being obvious about it. I’d take pictures and post them, but I figured that would be crossing a line.” “Straight from cock-starved fan girl to psychotic stalker,” Faith confirmed. Della would’ve protested the description if it wasn’t true. “I bought a new vibrator on Amazon. It should arrive tomorrow.” Faith sputtered and then laughed. “Didn’t you just buy one two months ago?” Della flushed as she exited the highway and turned her car toward
 
 the bar. “I wore it out. You don’t have any clue what it’s like living next door to a real life wet dream. He leaves for work in uniform. Last week, for some reason I can’t fathom, the man left his house in dress uniform. I nearly came just at the sight of him. Dress blues should be illegal on the street.” “Gawd, Della, you run a bar that is nearly always full of young, always horny college boys and sailors. You can’t tell me that dick is hard to come by.” She sighed. Three years ago, taking a ride on a twenty-two year old wouldn’t have been unappealing. “I’m thirty years old, Faith. I’m too young to be a cougar and too old to be that foolish. Besides, watching that crowd get drunk and stupid every night does take the shine off of doing someone that young.” “Young energetic cock is a terrible thing to waste.” Della laughed softly as she pulled into the parking lot of Mick’s Bar & Grille. For nearly thirty years it’d just been a pub with a few snacks on the menu but she’d started adding food to the menu as soon as she took over and, three years later, they had expanded into a rather large menu full of mostly junk people shouldn’t be eating. She figured they had the best cheese sticks in the state. “I’m here. I’ll talk to you later.” “Yeah, have fun.”
 
 Chapter Two “Geez, Jonah, your neighbor is gorgeous.” Jonah glanced up and over. Della was by her pool, dressed in very small bits of white cloth that he assumed was supposed to be a bathing suit. Her curvy little body was distracting as hell. “Yeah.” “Maybe I should go over and see if she needs help with her sun screen.” Jonah offered his long-time friend a small glare. “No.” “No?” Morgan Phelps grinned and took a long draw off his beer. “You sure? Because she certainly looks like she could use some help.” Jonah huffed and returned his attention to the grill he was determined to master before the day was out. Inviting his old team over for dinner had seemed like the thing to do, since they were currently stationed at the Navy Yard undergoing some special training that he hadn’t been briefed on yet. He didn’t resent being out of the loop, exactly, but it was weird not knowing what they were up to. “Leave her alone.” He glanced up again and saw that Della was no longer alone. Several people had exited her house, male and female, all of them dressed for the pool. He frowned as one of the men dropped down on the lounge beside Della and reached for her abandoned bottle of sun screen. “She apparently has all the help she needs.” Morgan sighed. “You know, leaving the team has turned you into a real downer.” Jonah wasn’t entirely sure he didn’t agree, so he ignored his friend and former teammate in favor of the grill. “Go find out what Lyle and
 
 Jorgens are up to in my kitchen.” “Yeah, sure, I’ll leave you alone to glower at your neighbor’s man friend. Hey, you know, maybe he’s gay.” Jonah glared briefly at Morgan but then sighed as he glanced back over at Della and the asshole who seemed to be enjoying himself a little too much on the sun screen application front. He had a privacy fence, with which Della shared one wall, but his deck extended out from the second floor of his house so he had a bird’s eye view of Della’s yard. Below his deck was a fully enclosed sun porch with stairs leading down to his backyard and the covered pool he hadn’t bothered to fill or get serviced since he moved in. Casey Lyle came out carrying an ice chest full of beer and dropped it near a pair of lounge chairs. “Your ice maker is slow as fuck. Probably needs to be replaced. I went down the street and picked up a few bags.” He brought Jonah a beer and leaned on the railing while his gaze darted around without any appearance of being casual. “Great scenery.” Lyle was just three weeks off a tour in Iraq and it showed in a couple hundred different ways. Jonah wondered if the man was sleeping through the night yet. Jonah glanced up and followed Casey’s gaze to Della’s yard. She was still sprawled out on the lounge chair, but her guests were in the pool playing with a beach ball. It was rather cliché, he thought. A bunch of pretty people in a pool playing a child’s game like they didn’t have a care in the world. Maybe he wasn’t as ready for the civilian world as he’d believed. “Whoa,” Casey said idly. “You’ve got your war face on there, buddy.” Jonah sighed and averted his gaze. “Della told me all the men in the neighborhood are intimidated by badassness.” “I am!” Daryl Jorgens declared blithely as he exited the house with the platter that Jonah had sent him to clean more than twenty minutes before. “You’ve been intimidating me for fifteen years.” “Fuck you,” Jonah muttered and took the tray. He set it on the wooden shelf extended off the side of the grill. “Hey, Sailor!”
 
 His gaze jerked back to Della and found her waving at him from the side of her pool. “I think your bathing suit is illegal!” She laughed and turned around in a slow circle so he got the full effect. Her ass was a work of fucking art. “Before you bought that house, I came out here bare assed!” “It’s a damn shame he bought this house!” Casey called out cheerfully. She grinned and planted her hands on her hips. “You guys wanna come over and play in my pool?” “If you don’t say yes…” Casey hissed under his breath. “…I’ll do my level best to kick your ass later.” Jonah laughed. “Yeah, after we eat!” ***** “I take it back,” Jana said as she stood up on her tiptoes to stare out the kitchen window. “You have the best pool parties ever.” Della grinned as she dumped more ice in the cooler she’d brought in to refill. “I told you he was pretty.” “And he comes with the most amazing accessories,” Jana exclaimed with a grin. She pulled ash blond hair up into a ponytail and hopped up to sit on one of the counters. “I think I need to come over here more often.” “Yeah, those guys helped him move in.” Faith entered from the backyard and put her hands on her hips. “Remind me again why I can’t take one of those sailor boys home with me?” “Your husband would kill you,” Della said dryly. “Then he would come over here and kill me for encouraging your poor behavior.” “If one of them was bi, I could share him with George,” Faith said and turned to Jana. “Go find out if any of them are bi.” Jana laughed and shook her head. “You go ask those four active duty Navy men if they suck cock, I dare you.” “DADT was totally repealed,” Faith exclaimed. “Yes, and it was an excellent day for equality and freedom and all
 
 that jazz, but it didn’t turn them all gay…” Della grinned as she sipped her beer. “…no matter what the gay porn we watch online says.” “I love gay porn,” Jana said and bit down on her lip when Faith and Della both turned to look at her. “Seriously. It is so freaking hot… Well, unless the guys aren’t hot, but even then I watch it because it’s not exactly un-hot either.” Della laughed. Jana was her assistant manager at Mick’s, and they’d become almost instant best friends despite the fact that until recently Della had thrown lame-ass pool parties by Jana’s estimation. There was a sharp little knock on the back door, and they all three turned to find Jonah standing there in a pair of swim trunks and nothing else. Della’s mouth went dry. Yep, she threw awesome pool parties. She waved him in. Faith and Jana shared a knowing look and found things to carry outside. She took a deep breath and started to pull beer out of the fridge. “Did you need something, Commander?” “You can call me Jonah,” he said and leaned against the counter. “Your friends are…interesting.” “The one in the black bikini is actually my sister,” Della offered. “I guess you haven’t hung out with civilians much.” “Mostly in bars,” Jonah admitted, “and family, but I don’t think that counts.” He took the bag of ice that she pulled out of the freezer and opened it. “I wanted to chip in and offer some money for the beer. My guys can put it away.” “You brought two cases with you.” Della pulled another case out and started to put more in the cooler. “Besides, I own a bar. I get it wholesale.” She smiled when he laughed. “You guys didn’t have plans, did you?” Jonah shrugged. “Food, game on TV. I have to say that a party made up of mostly women dressed in as little as possible is a step up from our usual.” “So all I had to do to lure you into my lair is take off all of my clothes?” Della questioned with a little grin. Jonah lifted an eyebrow. “Isn’t that how all men work?” He reached out and ran the tip of his pointer finger along her collar bone.
 
 “Now that you’ve lured me over here…what do you plan to do with me?” “I’ve got a list,” Della admitted. “It’s filthy in all the best ways. Some of it is even illegal in this state.” “Sounds promising,” Jonah said and shifted closer. “What about your friend? The one who spent ten minutes longer than necessary putting on your sun block?” “Scott?” Della shook her head. “He’s just Jana’s brother.” “He wants you,” Jonah said bluntly. “He’s probably figuring out right now how much time he’s going to allow us to be alone together before he interrupts.” “I’m not interested in him.” Della lifted her chin when he raised an eyebrow. “He’s her baby brother. I’d break him and she’d hate me. I mean, he just graduated college.” “What about me?” Jonah questioned. “You aren’t afraid you’ll break me?” She laughed and grinned slyly. “I’m sure you can handle yourself in a challenge, Commander.” “I tend to approach challenges hard and fast,” Jonah murmured. Della’s eyes widened briefly, and she sucked in a sharp breath. “Oh.” “Yeah.” Jonah shifted closer, and his eyes darkened. “I’m not sure a man like me has any business with a woman like you—soft and unspoiled.” His fingers drifted light and teasing down her arm. “I’m plenty spoiled,” Della protested softly. “Totally spoiled. No field has been left unplowed.” “Unspoiled,” Jonah said again. “I’ve spent most of my adult life at war. It doesn’t make me the kind of man most deserve.” The back door opened with a squeak, and Jonah moved away from her. It was all she could do not to outright glare at Scott. She closed the lid on the cooler, stepped back so Jonah could take it outside, and sighed as he left the kitchen. “We’re out of chips,” Scott said, putting a large empty bowl on the counter. “I have some pretzels.” Della pulled a couple of bags out of the cabinet and haphazardly dumped them in the bowl.
 
 “That guy…” Scott trailed off with a flush when Della looked his way. “He’s a thug, Del. I mean, guys like him…Special Forces guys…they aren’t going to stick around for the long haul. Hell, the fact that he’s never been married at his age says a lot about his ability to commit.” Della rolled her eyes. “He’s only five years older than me, Scott.” The younger man frowned. “Seriously, he isn’t the kind of guy…” “He’s a mature, responsible, career Navy man, and he’s very attractive. He’s practically perfect, Scotty.” Della popped a piece of pretzel in her mouth. “I wanna climb him like a tree.” Scott huffed. “Yeah, that’s obvious based on your Facebook wall. You could stand to be a little more discreet about it.” Della glared at him. “Yeah, well, if I thought it would get me laid, I would friend him so he could get a complete picture of my total lack of discretion! Mind your own business.” He grabbed her arm when she started past him. “Look, I’m just trying to look out for you. You deserve more than to be a fling for that guy.” She pulled her arm free with a mild glare. “I’m so serious about you minding your own business, Scotty.” She snagged the bowl of pretzels and left the kitchen before she cursed her best friend’s baby brother out. She carried the bowl to Jana who was on a double lounge chair on the far side of the pool. Della dropped down beside her with a little huff and glared openly at Scott when he left the house. “What did my darling sibling do this time?” Jana asked, sparkling green eyes accessing Della over a pair of oversized sunglasses. “He’s a total cock block,” Della snapped and blushed when Jana raised an eyebrow. “Seriously.” Jana laughed and plucked off her sunglasses. “Hey, Scotty!” Della slapped her friend’s arm. “Hush.” Jana shrugged and waved her brother off. “I’m totally prepared to tell him to stop harshing your groove thing at completely alarming decibels.” “Fuck you,” Della muttered and grabbed a fistful of pretzels as Jana confiscated the bowl. “I think being an asshole is hardwired into your
 
 DNA.” Jana nodded seriously. “I have two brothers, three cousins, one aunt, and four uncles that totally prove your hypothesis.” “There is too much man candy in my yard for me to be in such a foul mood,” Della declared. “Agreed.” Jana rummaged through the cooler on the ground beside her and pulled out a beer. “Here, drink and be merry.” Della accepted the beer, though she wasn’t much of a drinker. Being surrounded by alcohol all day or night at the bar had quickly rubbed the shine off any kind of fun that came out of a bottle. After a few minutes, Jana joined the others in the pool and Jonah strolled around to her side. He dropped onto the lounger beside her with more grace than a man his size had to right to. “Did your little friend tell you that I’m bad for you?” Jonah questioned. Della laughed. “He implied that men like you weren’t interested in anything more than sex and seemed quite put out when I told him to mind his own business.” “Well, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t like sex,” Jonah mused. “Fucking is fundamental,” Della said seriously and smirked when he laughed. “You’re not at all what I expected,” he admitted. “I’ve seen you around and stuff. Thought you were quite entertaining at the Neighborhood Watch meeting.” “I stand by what I said,” Della exclaimed. “I can’t see how anyone in this entire neighborhood is more intimidating than Lula Ferguson. She’s vicious when crossed and carries a 9mm.” “It’s pink,” Jonah said with no small amount of disdain. “It is.” Della nodded. “Now, imagine yourself a criminal. Would you really want to go to jail and have to admit that you were caught by a seventy-year-old woman wielding a hot pink 9mm? The criminals of this city will avoid our neighborhood like the plague due to the mere threat of that kind of damage to their street cred.” “The best part was how she agreed with your plan,” Jonah confided. “I nearly hurt myself to keep from laughing.”
 
 “I live to amuse.” Della crossed her arms, but her lips quirked up in a grin.
 
 Chapter Three Della had updated her Facebook wall thirty-eight times in the seven cock-free days after her pool party, bitching about the futility of Operation: Bang My Hot Neighbor. Jonah had come and gone, mowed his lawn again, conversed with the guy who mowed her lawn, had another small cookout with a bunch of hot Navy guys that had half the women in the neighborhood encouraging their husbands to make friends with Lt. Commander Armstrong. So far, the man’s badassness was still very much a deterrent, which would probably last until football season when the men on the street realized the Commander had a sixty-inch television and no wife to complain about the games. The upside to all of her Facebook bitching was that her mother had unfriended her by Wednesday due to her mortification. Three different cousins had called the house, asking if it was true Della was going into treatment for sex addiction. Saying yes to that particular question was never going to not be amusing. She picked up her phone and dialed the bar’s number without much thought. Jana picked up after the third ring. “Hey, boss lady.” “Hey, caller ID has ruined many a surprise,” Della said and leaned against her counter. “He ran this morning—but he wore sweats and a Tshirt. More than one person on this street was bitterly disappointed.” “You’ve got twenty pictures of that guy practically naked by your pool.” Della huffed. “Four. I have four pictures, and I didn’t even put
 
 them on Facebook!” “We all applaud your restraint,” Jana said dryly. “The place is cool. We have a decent crowd. Nothing much to report.” “Good.” Della walked over to the breakfast counter where her laptop was plugged in. “I was thinking about coming down there.” “Tonight is your night off,” Jana reminded. “Geez, veg out in front of the TV and eat too much junk like a normal person. I gotta run. I promised to give Gerry a break from the bar.” “Right. Fine.” Della huffed. “I’ll go eat half a gallon of ice cream.” “If your ass gets any bigger, I’m keeping those jeans I borrowed,” Jana declared cheerfully and hung up before Della could think of an appropriately vicious comeback. She tossed the phone on the counter and frowned at her computer for a few minutes before her doorbell rang. She wasn’t expecting anyone, but her friends and family made a habit of showing up uninvited whenever they felt like it. Riley met her at the door more out of curiosity than any desire whatsoever to play guard dog. The animal couldn’t meet a stranger. She opened the door and found Jana’s little brother standing on her porch. She frowned at Scott. “Hey.” “Can I come in?” he asked. “I don’t know.” Della leaned on her door and looked him over. “I’m supposed to be vegging in front of the TV with junk food. Jana had some pretty specific instructions.” “Well, I figured you might be tired of waiting on your neighbor to get a clue,” Scott said with a little smirk. She raised an eyebrow. “What?” “Come on, let me in, Del. I’ve got nothing to do and you’re obviously a little…” “A little what?” Della demanded. “Horny?” She huffed. “Are you fucking kidding me?” He sighed and shrugged. “Come on, now, Della, everyone knows you’re hard up right now.” Her left eyebrow started twitching. She pressed two fingers to it and took a deep breath to calm herself. “I tell you what, Scotty. You’re
 
 going to take yourself off my front porch, and I’m going to shut this door. We’re going to forget we had this conversation, you insensitive little prick.” “Christ, I’m sorry. You’ve never taken me seriously. I figured I’d come at you from a different angle.” Then he added quietly, “Della, I really like you.” Riley wiggled past her and bounded off the porch around the same time she caught sight of Jonah. She glanced once more at Scott before she offered the Navy man a smile that was entirely sincere. “Hey there, Sailor. You ready to watch that movie?” “Yes, ma’am.” Jonah nodded his head as he came up onto the porch with an easy, confident stride and without pause said, “Thanks for the invite.” Relieved that he’d gone along without a single second of awkward hesitation, she stepped back and said nothing as he slid past Scott with a little wave and disappeared into her house. Riley trotted in after him. By the time she’d returned her attention to Scott, he’d gone from trying to look sincere to glaring. “I think we’re done here, Scotty.” “Just Scott. Stop calling me Scotty like I’m still twelve years old, for fuck’s sake.” “I used to baby sit you,” Della returned evenly. “You’re just…always going to be Scotty to me. I’m sorry. I didn’t realize this was…” She waved a hand in defeat. “People said some things, but I thought it was just a little crush that you’d get over.” “I think I deserve a chance to change your mind,” he said stubbornly. “I think that you’re entirely concerned with your own feelings and have absolutely no regard for the fact that I’m not interested in you that way,” Della said quietly. “You can’t force someone to want you back. That’s not how the world works. I’m sorry that I didn’t realize what this was from the very beginning. If you felt like I encouraged you, then I can only apologize for that.” She stepped back so she could close the door. “I have a guest…so…” Scott’s jaw clenched, and he looked away from her. “Right. A guest.
 
 Good night, Del.” She nodded and bit down on her bottom lip as she watched him walk away. “Fuck.” Shutting the door, she leaned on it and closed her eyes. “Good thing I’m not the kind of man to say ‘I told you so,’” Jonah said dryly from his place just down the hall from the front door. She was both amused and kind of horrified he’d stuck around to listen to the conversation. “Yeah, good thing. I think I’d probably pick a fight with you if you were.” Jonah laughed. “I’d probably let you win.” “You keep telling yourself you’d have to let me.” Della waved her finger at him. “I’m pretty badass myself.” “Sure, sure.” He nodded his agreement. She huffed and crossed her arms in mock defense. “What did you want anyways?” He lifted an eyebrow. “There are so many inappropriate ways to answer that question that it boggles my mind.” Jonah grinned. “But I actually came over to tell you that the gate leading into your backyard was open. I checked the pool to make sure none of the neighborhood kids had snuck in. I went ahead and locked it.” “Thanks,” Della said with a frown. “I haven’t actually used that gate in days.” Jonah hummed under his breath. “Let me check out the backyard a little more thoroughly then. I only checked to make sure the pool was empty.” He walked down the hall and entered the kitchen, Riley attentive on his heel. “But this guy isn’t all that interested in the backyard and they usually have good instincts for that kind of thing.” “Did you want me to turn on the flood lights?” Della asked as she approached the back door with him. “Yeah, but stay in the house.” He stared at her until she nodded her agreement. It was a little too alpha male for her tastes, but what surprised her most was that his instruction hadn’t particularly pissed her off. She stood where she was until he returned. Maybe it was because he was so pretty, she thought a little meanly as he shut and locked the door.
 
 “Well?” “You’ve got two large ground-level windows.” “Yeah, my bedroom is downstairs in the half-basement.” She waved toward the door that led downstairs. “I’ve lived there since I moved in and didn’t feel like moving when Granddad died. I’m in the process of redecorating the rest of the house anyways.” “I noticed the bed,” Jonah said bluntly. “Looks like someone was standing out there looking in your windows.” “Someone,” Della repeated. “You mean Scott, right?” “I didn’t see him,” he admitted. “But he parked across the street from us instead of in your driveway or even in front of your house, and your gate wasn’t open after the lawn guy left this afternoon.” “I saw you two chatting,” Della admitted. Jonah shrugged. “I have some plans for landscaping.” He paused. “Well, I have some ideas for landscaping. I like what he’s done with your yard, and I wanted to hire him to do some planting for me.” He sighed. “I heard what he said.” “About what?” Della asked and prayed like hell he hadn’t heard the entire conversation. She wondered briefly how long it would take her to delete all the posts she’d made about her hot neighbor to Facebook and Twitter. The thought was rather daunting actually. “He said you were hard up,” Jonah said with a little laugh. “If he said anything worse before that then I feel I must apologize on behalf of my entire sex.” Her face heat up, and she averted her gaze. “Right. He was kind of an asshole.” “Granted, but he can’t honestly think that bullshit. Women…well, beautiful women like you are only alone because they choose to be.” He leaned against the counter. “I don’t know any straight, single men that would say no to whatever you wanted if it meant he got to get his hands on you. Half the guys at the Navy Yard have tried to get an invite to my house because Morgan spread it around that I had, in his words, a ‘fine ass neighbor.’” “Is that why you had another barbeque?” Della asked with a laugh. Jonah grinned. “I was bribed into it. They supplied everything and
 
 were exceedingly disappointed that you weren’t out in your pool in a barely-there bikini.” “Were you disappointed?” “There are two ways to answer that question,” Jonah murmured. “I could tell you that I always want to see you in that tiny bikini. But I could also tell you that I was relieved that none of those randy bastards got to ogle you from my deck like they had planned.” “Both are great answers,” Della allowed. She glanced at her laptop when it dinged. Jonah hummed under his breath and reached out slowly as if he was giving her time to move out of his reach before he cupped one big hand against her hip and reeled her in. She sucked in a deep breath as his free hand slid down her side and cupped her ass just as he lowered his head and took her mouth. Not one to let an opportunity go unexplored, she slid her arms around his neck and groaned against his lips as his tongue dipped into her mouth. The kiss went hot and fierce in seconds, and Della nodded her eager agreement when he cupped her ass with both hands and picked her up. Jonah set her on the kitchen island and let his mouth trail along her jaw line. “You really do it for me,” he whispered before sucking gently at her skin. He settled between her legs and pulled their bodies flush. “I wouldn’t want you to believe otherwise.” “What makes you think…” She trailed off with a soft gasp as his teeth grazed her collarbone. He pushed the strap of her tank top down her arm. “…that I’m worried about that?” Jonah laughed softly. “Did you know that my friend Morgan has been hooking up with your sister and her husband?” Della stiffened briefly and reared back a little. “What?” He planted his hands on either side of her body and stared at her, his expression free of any emotion she could discern. “Apparently, you and half the women you know think I’m…what was that…oh, yes, cockstingy. I have to say that I was a little at a loss as I’ve never ever been anything but generous with my past sex partners.” “I…hmm… I mean…” She huffed and turned her head so she
 
 didn’t have to look at his stupid, pretty face. “Did you read my Facebook timeline?” He laughed. “Just the parts that got printed out and brought over to my house by a very amused Morgan. Then he berated me for failing to secure the sweetest piece of ass in five hundred square miles.” “I’m not a piece of ass,” Della declared and frowned at him even though she was torn between laughing and dying of mortification. “I mean, unless that’s going to get me laid, because if that’s the case then I’m totally the sweetest piece of ass in the entire region. It doesn’t get sweeter than this.” She gestured at herself. “Seriously.” “I don’t think you’re a piece of ass,” Jonah confessed. He leaned in and brushed his mouth over hers. She relaxed minutely as he pulled back a little. “What do you think of me?” “I think you’re beautiful,” Jonah murmured. “Smart, funny as hell, sexy, a little naughtier than I expected, and your ass could be the eighth wonder of the modern world. I’m seriously considering submitting a picture of it to whomever might decide such a thing officially.” Della laughed. “Right.” “Also, I’m a little pissed that apparently I didn’t warrant any pictures on your Facebook. Your friend Jana took more than a few of me at your pool party.” Della huffed. “She took four! Well, she might have taken more but even with a digital camera she managed to fuck that up. She’s like a technological black hole. I’m surprised daily that she can operate her own cell phone.” “I also think,” Jonah began softly, “that I need to redeem myself. Obviously, I need to get on board with Operation: Bang My Hot Neighbor as soon as possible. What are the mission objectives?” Della grinned and leaned back on her hands as she considered the possibilities. “We should assess our equipment first. A well-equipped mission is a successful mission.” “Damn straight,” Jonah agreed. “We’ve got your gorgeous and certainly sweet little body. I’m rather fond of it.” He moved in and kissed her mouth gently. “I am, in case you missed it, in peak physical condition.
 
 I come with valuable accessories, one of which is uniquely designed for infiltration, which I have trained extensively for.” She grinned. “Sounds like we’ve got all the right gear.” “At least the fundamentals,” Jonah said as his hands drifted to her hips. “Condoms?” “In my nightstand along with a few toys and some lube,” Della whispered as his lips brushed over the top of her breast. “Sailor, if you’re being a clit-tease, I’m going to have truly evil things to say about you on Twitter tomorrow.” He laughed and gave her a brief hard kiss on her mouth. “Woman, I am not, nor have I ever been, a clit-tease.” He pulled her forward. “Wrap your legs around my waist.” She inhaled sharply when he pulled her off the counter. “So, hmm, my only real objective is rather straight forward.” “I’m listening,” he assured as he nudged open the door leading downstairs and navigated down the staircase more confidently than she’d thought he would. “I want you to fuck me, repeatedly.” She paused, and he took that moment to drop her on the bed with a little grin. She lifted one eyebrow in challenge. “That means, Sailor, I want your cock in me as often as possible until we both pass out from exhaustion.”
 
 Chapter Four Jonah pulled off his T-shirt and tossed it aside as Della wiggled out of her shorts. By the time he was shucking his jeans, she was naked and leaning back on her elbows. She spread her legs slowly, he figured because she knew how fucking delicious her hot little cunt looked. Based on her choice of bathing suits, he’d assumed she waxed most if not all of her pubic hair. His assumption had been spot on. She hummed softly and grinned as she looked him over. “Go Navy.” He worked hard to keep himself in shape, both because of personal pride and because his job demanded it. Still, her obvious approval of his body was gratifying. She licked her lips, and his balls tightened in anticipation. “Condoms?” he asked, wincing slightly at the hoarse quality to his voice. She rolled easily onto her side, giving him a fantastic view of the aforementioned sweet ass. He joined her on the bed with a harsh groan and pressed a wet, open-mouthed kiss on her hip. She dropped a strip of condoms on the bed, and he rolled her carefully back onto her back. Part of him could hardly believe he’d used the flimsy excuse of locking up her pool to work his way into her bed. He’d known her casually for weeks, but this was breaking all kinds of rules he’d set for himself. Della was sweet and perfect. He should’ve been taking his time with her. He spread her legs and slid his tongue between her slick labia. He groaned against her heated flesh, and she hooked her hands
 
 under her knees to improve his access. “Fuck, I have to take you on the best ten dates of your life…starting tomorrow.” “Okay,” she agreed breathlessly. “Then what?” “Then I have to be such a perfect boyfriend that half your Facebook friend’s list thinks you’re a liar,” Jonah continued. “Your family will love me.” Della arched up off the bed as he sucked at her hard little clit. “Oh, fuck, Jonah…” Her fingers clutched at the back of his head, but he didn’t have enough hair to latch onto. “Yeah, God, I’m going to fuck you a lot.” He picked up the strip of condoms, separated one and tossed the rest back on the bed. He made quick work of ripping open the foil and rolling the latex into place. Jonah glanced up to see her face and paused. “Like what you see?” She smirked. “Yeah, I love a big dick. I’m so glad you’ve got one. I don’t think I could’ve handled the disappointment if you were…less than gifted.” His face heated, and he went back to her pussy with a breathless little laugh. “You’re probably too much for me, lady.” He slid his hands under her ass, lifted her slightly, and licked her from hole to clit. He flicked his tongue several times before latching onto the hard little nub with his lips. “Oh. That’s…” Della’s nails scratched gently over his scalp, and she arched up into his mouth. “You gotta… Jonah!” He lowered her to the mattress and slowly moved forward. Dipping his tongue briefly into her naval, he played with little hoop piercing before seeking out one hard-tipped breast. He sucked the nipple into his mouth and teased it with the teeth. Della’s legs moved restlessly against his, tangling their bodies together as he settled between her thighs. Jonah lifted his head as he moved forward again and settled his weight briefly on top of her. She shuddered at the pressure of his cock against her labia. He hesitated briefly before kissing her. Some women didn’t like to kiss after a man went down on them. He was rather relieved she wasn’t one of them. Her tongue played with his as they rocked against each other. He liked how hot and slick her cunt was—it made rubbing against her easy and pleasurable. But he was much too turned on to be
 
 satisfied with frottage. He slid one hand down between them, positioning his cock with practiced ease. Jonah let the head of his cock slide just a little into her body before he retreated. He repeated the shallow invasion several times before she made a soft, frustrated sound. “Easy,” he whispered softly as he pushed in again. “Just relax for me.” He kissed her again and shuddered as he sank slowly into her pussy. “You have such a hot, tight cunt.” She wrapped her legs around his waist as he settled in completely, his balls flush against her body. “You feel so fucking good on my cock, Della.” “Fuck me,” Della demanded in a low tone as she curled her fingers over the top of his shoulders. Jonah braced one hand on the mattress and the other at the top of the headboard to get the right leverage. He rolled his hips and started to thrust in and out of her body with deep, measured strokes. By the fourth stroke, she’d picked up his rhythm and met his downward plunge with the needy lift of her hips until they were slapping together—demanding and damp with sweat. “Oh, that’s…” Della trailed off breathless as she writhed on the mattress. “Right there, that’s perfect. Harder. Please, harder!” He lifted off of her, pulled his cock from her clenching channel, and turned her over with insistent but gentle hands. Jonah gripped her hips and pulled her back onto his cock. Her cunt clenched around him, and she arched her back with a low moan. “Yeah?” “Hell yeah,” Della agreed breathlessly as she rocked back against him. “God, I love your ass,” Jonah confessed against her hair as he pulled her into his lap. He rolled his hips, fucking up into her pussy in a slow but relentless pace. Della let her head fall back on his shoulder as he cupped her breasts. She curled her hands around his thighs and braced herself, soft little moans falling helplessly from her mouth. Jonah pinched her nipples, and she shuddered and bounced back on his cock roughly. “Yeah, you like that,” Jonah murmured. He released one breast and
 
 slid that hand down her stomach and between her legs. He let his fingertips play briefly around his cock, teasing the rim of her stretched hole before moving back up to rub her clit. “I’d like to fuck your ass.” “I’m not surprised by that at all,” Della admitted with a little laugh. She bit back a sob and turned her face against his neck. “Jonah!” “You’d let me, wouldn’t you?” “You’d have to work for it,” Della admitted and pressed a kiss against his jaw. He laughed, low and hard. “Yeah, I’ll work for it. I could eat your pussy for hours… You’d be so worn out from coming that by the time I slid my cock in your ass you’d be purring like a kitten.” Jonah turned his head slightly and kissed her mouth before rearranging her slightly in his lap and pushing her forward a little. Della wrapped her hands around the top of the headboard and spread her legs a little farther as Jonah fucked into her hard and fast. Every heavy thrust of his cock into her pussy was a mixture of pain and pleasure. It was fucking perfect. His grip on her hips got a little tighter as he picked up his pace, and she bounced back on his cock as much as she could. Della was so far gone she wasn’t even trying to keep her groans to herself. Jonah shoved one hand between her legs again, pressed firmly against her clit, and slammed into her. She came in a blinding rush. A sob wrenched free from her body as he continued to pound out his own release. Della shuddered as she started to come down from the rush of orgasm only to get lost in the sensation of having her over-stimulated clit handled so roughly. The sounds of their slick skin slapping together combined with the wet sound of his cock thrusting deep into her unresisting body was devastatingly arousing. “That’s it,” Jonah ground out. “Give me another, sweetheart. Come for me again.” He clenched his teeth on her shoulder, and Della fell apart with a full body shudder. “Christ, yes, just like that. Clench that tight little cunt on my dick.” Della tightened her grip on the headboard and closed her eyes as Jonah thrust into her one final time and groaned against her neck as he
 
 came. His hips jerked against her twice, and he carefully pulled her back into his arms. He kissed the side of her neck, ran his hands down her sides and over her thighs. “You are definitely the sweetest piece of ass in the entire region.” She laughed and turned so she could look at his face. He took the opportunity to kiss her.
 
 Chapter Five Della slipped onto a stool in the kitchen, and after a few minutes of watching Jonah cook eggs, she opened her laptop and waited for the screen to turn on. It did after a few seconds, and she quickly launched her shortcut to Facebook. With a little laugh, she made a new photo album called Hot Neighbor and loaded the four pictures of Jonah in it. “You look smug,” Jonah said from the stove. “What are you doing?” Della laughed as she shrugged. “Just…hmm…taking care of a grievous oversight on my part. I can’t have you being upset because I didn’t put your pictures up on my Facebook.” He chuckled. “And your status?” “Yeah, I’ve been thinking about it for a few minutes, and I have no idea what I’m going to put on it. I was leaning toward, My Hot Neighbor is a Sex God, but the Lord knows you don’t need that kind of ego stimulation.” She eyed him and found the view of him in yesterday’s jeans and nothing else quite nice. She glanced at her screen and laughed. “Congrats, seventy-two of my closest friends and Farm Town neighbors just liked your picture.” Jonah laughed. “Just do me a favor and don’t ever put a picture of my dick on your Facebook.” “You have every reason to be proud of it,” Della offered. “It’s very pretty.” “My dick is not pretty.” Jonah offered her a totally fraudulent glare, and she smirked.
 
 “Oh, it is,” Della said. “It’s like something out of a porn movie. Nice fat head, hanging straight as you please, thick and long. It’s the kind of cock a girl could, you know, get used to having around.” Jonah shook his head ruefully. “Well, we have ten dates coming up.” “Whoa there, Sailor.” Della held up her hand. “We have ten of the most amazing dates I’ve ever had coming up. I take sex promises very seriously, you know. I was promised ten of the best dates ever, then months of you being a really awesome boyfriend, and lots of fucking.” She glanced him over. “And if all that goes well, and my mother doesn’t hate you…I might consent to more fucking because your cock is so pretty.” She propped her chin up on her hand. “Who am I kidding? I’d still hit it even if my mother loathed your parents for conceiving you.” Jonah set a plate of eggs and bacon down in front of her. “Why don’t you pour us some orange juice?” “Gah, I thought you were doing all the work,” Della complained good-naturedly. “You give a man some pussy and he takes over your kitchen and makes you breakfast. What is this modern world we live in?” She made quick work with the juice and brought it to the counter where he’d put a plate of toast for them to share. There was entirely too much bread on the plate but she figured he needed the carbs for his daily activities, which had to outstrip her own by literally miles. Jonah slid up on a stool and took a deep breath. “Your family won’t care that I’m white?” Della quirked an eyebrow. “Well, that would be slightly hypocritical of them since my mother is white.” She laughed at his raised eyebrow. “The bar and grille I inherited from my granddad used to be an Irish pub. Mom habitually falls back on the Catholic wagon. That’s one reason why I’m currently mostly dead to her.” “Mostly dead?” Jonah questioned. “She found my behavior on Facebook lewd and unseemly so she unfriended me as punishment. Unfortunately, I think she’s under the impression that I can still be rescued from my sinful, horrible, no good, bad ways so she hasn’t officially declared that I’m dead to her. I’m like in a state of limbo right now. Before Faith got married, our mother spent six
 
 months pretending she had only one daughter. Faith had the best time of her life, and I suffered so much that I actually lobbied two months straight for Faith’s resurrection. Then, shit got serious because our mother tried to get me to join her quilting circle. I was forced to blackmail Faith into apologizing to prevent being abducted by a quilting cult full of old ladies.” “She sounds rather amusing actually,” Jonah murmured. “Vivid personalities don’t seem to be in short supply in your family.” “What about your family?” “Traditional, southern, and middle class. Both of my parents were teachers. They’re retired now and living in Florida. I’m an only child, and they have a whole wall dedicated to me and my service in the Navy. The whole thing falls somewhere between morbid and sweet.” “Morbid?” Della asked. “Yeah,” Jonah sighed. “It’s kind of like my mom got started on a shrine in case I died or something.” He rubbed the back his head and shrugged. “I was MIA for about six weeks. When I came home, injured and on medical leave, it was all up on the wall. Graduation pictures, snapshots I’d sent her of my Team, the medals that the Navy sent them when they sent my personal effects to the house. It was creepy as hell, but I guess it helped her get through the waiting.” “Why…” Della took a deep breath and moved her eggs around with her fork as she considered her words. “Why were you missing for so long? Did you have to hide or something?” “I can’t talk about it, sweetheart, not in detail, but I was a prisoner in a place that doesn’t even exist on a map anymore.” Della took a deep breath. “But you’re not…you’re not doing that anymore, right?” “I train others to do what I did,” Jonah explained. “That doesn’t mean that I won’t end up back in the field if I’m needed. I have a specialized skill set and the SEALS are the best of the best for a reason. If the Navy needs me for a mission, they won’t hesitate to put me where they need me with little to no warning.” “Is that likely to happen?” Jonah shrugged. “I can’t give a percentage, Della. It is what it is. It
 
 isn’t as likely to happen now as it once did. One of the reasons why I resisted settling down and starting a family is I never knew when I’d be around to participate in their lives. I made the changes I made because I’m ready to…have a different life. A life that includes more than just the Navy and the Teams.” “Okay,” Della murmured. She made a production out of piling her eggs and bacon on toast to make a sandwich. “Should I say anything to Scott about being in my backyard last night, or just overlook it as his youthful exuberance?” “I don’t know a lot about the guy, but he has no business creeping around your house looking in your windows,” Jonah answered. “Talk to his sister.” She sighed. “Then I’ll have to tell her about the conversation we had where he basically implied that I was a whore and since I was available and desperate he should get to fuck me.” Jonah winced. “Yeah, maybe not. She strikes me as the kind of girl with a temper.” “Her Taser isn’t even street legal,” Della admitted. “She got her father to jack it up. She theorizes she could make a man’s junk fall off if she got in a lucky shot.” “Whoa, too far.” Jonah held up a hand to stop her, horror spreading across his face. “A man’s junk is sacred. You can’t make jokes like that. My dick will crawl up into my stomach.” Della grinned and slid off her stool. She moved between his legs and put her hands on his thighs. “I bet I could coax it back out.” “Yeah, I’m in total agreement with that.” He leaned in and kissed her lips. “Orange juice mouth.” “You’re one to talk,” Della complained and looped her arms around his neck. “So, why do I only get ten amazing dates?” “Because couples don’t date. They get weird if they try. I mean, they have those weird forced date nights where any little thing can ruin the whole thing for someone. I think if two people hang tough through ten dates then they are a couple and they can just start going places together at the same time.” He smiled when she laughed. “It takes off the pressure.”
 
 “Okay, we have an accord on the dating thing.” She trailed her fingers along the back of his neck. “Then we have the amazing boyfriend period where apparently even my mother who thinks everyone but her is going to hell will absolutely adore you.” “Yep.” He ran his hands down her back and then over the swell of her ass. “Does she cook? Because I bet that’s awesome.” “Yeah, she’s a fantastic cook,” Della allowed. “But even ambrosia can go down the wrong way when it’s accompanied by accusations of sex addiction and speculation as to whether or not I was switched at birth.” She sucked on her bottom lip briefly and then released it. “I’ve confirmed to three different cousins that I’m going into sex addiction rehab.” “I could help you with the symptoms, but I don’t think seeking a cure is the right move for you,” Jonah told her seriously. “Your sacrifice is humbling,” Della returned. “Your continuous drive to serve both your country and her citizens blows my mind.” “Actually, I’m pretty sure it was my dick that blew your mind.” “Oh, right.” She nodded and wet her lips. “I think I could probably do with another counseling session. My addiction is simply fierce.” Della laughed when he stood up and swung her easily up into his arms. “You never said… What do I get after all those months of the perfect boyfriend?” “I was hoping to follow Beyoncé’s advice and put a ring on it,” he confided as he started toward her bedroom. Della laughed. “Well, only if you really, really like it.” “Oh, sweet heart, I’m half in love with it already.” “Wait, my status.” She pointed toward her laptop, and he walked back to the counter and put her on the stool she’d abandoned. Della pursed her lips and tilted her head as she thought about it then typed: My Hot Neighbor has the prettiest cock I’ve ever seen in my life! She hit send before he could stop her and grinned when he snatched her off the stool with a laugh. Half a minute later he tossed her on the bed and crawled on top of her. “Got you,” Della murmured. “Yeah,” Jonah agreed. “Operation: Bang My Hot Neighbor was a complete success.”
 
 The End
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