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Seduced in Red

Book One of the Heat & Honor Series



Where duty ends, desire begins.

Some bonds are sacred. Others are scorched.

Where loyalty is tested and love crosses the line.
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H

e was driving her crazy. Nine years of wanting that man. Nine years of admiring, loving, and aching for him in silence. It was miraculous that Amanda had lasted all these years without attempting something reckless. But her birthday was two days away, and this year, she wanted him as a present. 

I know he's got some code, all that honor and loyalty crap, and yeah, he's friends with my dad, but I'm going to have him inside me before I blow out a single candle. 

Amanda's mind drifted back nine years to the first time she laid her eyes on Chris Temple. 

She was barely a teenager when her father hosted a backyard celebration for the end of SQT (SEAL Qualification Training). She hadn't known much about Navy SEALs then. She knew her dad hated BUD/S and that Chris, with his light brown eyes and striking smile, had stood out from the rest of the grunts like he didn't quite belong to anyone.

Whatever it is, it must be really hard, she thought at the time. The party was for everyone who completed training, as they wanted to spend it with family rather than at some random bar. Amanda's father, LT Jackson Branson, decided to keep everyone at his house. He knew the guys were ready to get wild and celebrate. He figured keeping them close by would prevent craziness. He respected the guys, and they respected him in return. 

I can't believe how much noise they're making. My door and windows are closed, and it's still so fucking loud, Amanda thought to herself. 

Eventually, the smell of the grilled food wafting through the creases of her window made her stomach grumble. The loud growl from her midsection beckoned her to go downstairs and eat. 

As she headed downstairs, rounding the corner, she ran into him and bounced back. As she was on her way to meet the floor, he caught her in his arms before she completed the descent. 

"Jesus, kid, I'm sorry! Are you okay?" Chris said in a deep voice. 

Amanda looked up, slightly angry at first, but then she saw those perfect light brown eyes. He was much taller than she was. She felt his arms bulging with veins and muscles, but still soft and smooth to the touch. The smell of cedarwood and freshly grilled meat filled her lungs as she took a deep breath, still not speaking. 

"Hey Amanda, you alright?" he repeated with a more soothing tone. 

"Ye...yes, I'm fine," she managed to squeak out, slowly taking another deep breath and looking into his eyes. 

She was entranced like a moth to a flame. Chris finally let her go as she regained her balance and stood upright. 

She seems like a nice kid, probably gets it from LT, Chris thought to himself. 

"Well, LT's been telling us a lot about you. Nice to finally meet you. Well, other than me knocking you off your feet," he said with a low-toned chuckle. 

Amanda nervously laughed with him, "Yeah, almost huh."

She thought, what the hell has my dad been saying about me? I hope it's not some cute little kid crap. Amanda now felt even more nervous, staring up at Chris. Feeling somewhat embarrassed, she just smiled at him. After a few seconds, Chris said, "Hey, let's go outside and get some food." 

"Uhh, okay. Sure," Amanda replied as they started walking toward the party. 

The walk out of the house, to the lawn, was quiet.

"Hey LT, look who I found inside!" Chris yelled across the crowded lawn. 

Amanda's dad stopped his conversation and looked at her with a wide smile. He motioned for them to come over. The two swiftly made their way through the crowd. 

"Aye, LT, she's a cute kid. You're going to have to watch her. Lots of guys are going to be coming from every direction," one of the other graduates said with the most obnoxious laugh. He was slim and tall, around six feet four inches, with a fire-red buzz cut. 

"Ohh man, don't I know it. Maybe the fact that my body is a trained weapon will help," LT said through a smile. 

They all laughed, but Amanda didn't see what was so funny about it. She stood with an aggravated look on her face. All the guys were annoying her except Chris, the man that caught her in his arms and saved her from a fall. There was something about him that made her heart flutter. His rugged scent, great eyes, and chiseled body made her daydream. 

Jackson reached out and pulled her in close to him. "Alright gentlemen, this lovely young lady is Amanda Rose Branson. And Amanda, this is Terry to the right, Jacob, Nick, Darren here in the middle, and I guess you met Chris inside," LT said as he pointed out the guys. 

She looked around at the five men as her father pointed them out. Terry was the tall, annoying redhead, and Jacob was a shorter guy with an intense look. He was stocky and full of muscles. Nick was of average size with horrible teeth and the bad breath that came with them. Darren was an attractive guy with a shaved head, smooth dark-brown skin, and beautiful teeth. But Chris...that was his name; he was the one that Amanda hungered for. He looked down at her and smiled again. 

"My name is Chris Temple, but you can call me BT if you want," he told her. 

"Uhh...okay if you say so," she said with a nervous smile. "Well dad I'm going to go grab some food, I'm starving. I was upstairs studying and didn't realize how hungry I was."

"Okay, well go grab a couple of plates there's plenty of food. We're going to take some shots over here," her dad replied with a loud laugh. 
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"What about this one?" Amanda asked her friend Lori while they searched through Express. 

"No, it's too long. You want him to fall all over you tonight, right? Then you need to go sexier. A little bit shorter and tighter, like this one," Lori answered as she handed Amanda a dress. 

Amanda gave Lori a dagger look and whispered, "Shh," with clenched teeth. "I don't want everyone knowing what I'm doing. You know how people around here love to just tell my dad shit."

Lori rolled her eyes and continued to look through the racks. 

"I found it!" Amanda yelled. 

She had searched for the perfect thing to wear for over a month. She wanted everything to be perfect. It would be her first time, and she had waited for the perfect guy and time. That perfect guy for her was Chris, and the time was now. 

It was a red-colored, soft cotton dress that tied around her neck and had a plunging neckline, displaying her perky large breasts. The soft material hugged her waist and full hips, stopping just above her midthigh. 

She knew her father would disapprove of the dress, but, at this point, she was an adult. 

"This dress has to work. It just has to. I've tried everything and he still hasn't made a move or said anything to me," Amanda said as she looked in the dressing room mirror. 

Over the years, since first meeting Chris at the party, he would typically come to their house. He had become a regular part of the household. Amanda would wear leggings, short shorts, and thin t-shirts and bend over in front of him, but nothing worked. He would usually just glance at her, quickly smiling, and then turn his attention back to her dad or whatever game they were watching. She found it very frustrating. 

Chris and LT were no longer on active duty and now had desk jobs. LT was home more, which meant that she could see Chris more often, as she lived at home while attending college. 

"Aye, bitch...that is so hot! Damn, that looks amazing on you," Lori said with a smile.

"Yeah, this shit is hot. I want to fuck myself," Amanda laughed as she stared at herself in the mirror. 

The red dress accented her pale-red freckled skin and blue eyes. Her nude Schutz Cadey-Lee high-heel sandals made her legs look amazing. 

"I'm good with this one, let's go," said Amanda. 

As they walked toward the register to pay, Lori chimed in with, "Operation get Chris in your guts is a go!" They both laughed.
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J

ackson was allowed to use the ballroom on base to host Amanda's twenty-third birthday party. She was so excited. She and Lori invited most of their graduate class to her party. One of Lori's friend's older brothers came back home to DJ, and the place looked fantastic. There were champagne bottles for each table, tables were covered with sheer tablecloths, and centerpieces were created with ice cream cones filled with pink roses. The dance floor was polished, with balloons lining the ceiling and confetti on the sides. There was an open bar, with fried tequila shots as an appetizer, giant balloons on the floor that spelled out Amanda's name and age, and over in the corner was a selfie booth. 

They also invited Chris, Darren, and Terry. Amanda had grown fond of the three over the past nine years. They all stayed in the Seal program together until Jackson and Chris left active duty. Darren was extremely friendly to her most of the time; she thought he might have had a slight crush on her. 

But his crush was nothing like her obsession with Chris. He was on her mind most days and nights. She would find herself going to sleep and waking up thinking about Chris. She couldn't even count the times that she fingered her clit and moist pussy, thinking of him rubbing all over her body. She would massage her wet clit and stroke her fingers in and out of her pussy until her legs shook, and she came while screaming his name into a pillow. 

Amanda wanted to wait until Chris was there before she made her grand entrance. She was the center of attention and felt like she belonged on her own reality show. There were many gifts on the gift table near the entrance, but the only gift she wanted was Chris inside of her. Amanda was sitting in the kitchen waiting for Lori to give her the signal to come out. 

Lori burst through the kitchen doors, "He's here! So is your dad. But Amanda..." she said slowly. 

"What?"

Lori shook her head from side to side. "Damn girl, he looks so fine! He's not in a suit or anything. Just a white-polo shirt jeans and some cream boots. Damn!" 

Amanda immediately got wet. She didn't want this to happen so soon, but she could feel the dampness between her legs. Everything about that man drove her crazy. She was enamored with his voice, 6'3", Chiseled frame, laugh... everything. But then she snapped back to reality again.

"My dad. What the hell is he doing here so soon? I told him the wrong time just so Chris would get here before him and we could have a chance to talk alone," she said with a concerned shriek. 

"I don't know, but they are all waiting on you. Come on we need to go," Lori said, practically dragging Amanda down the hall.

When Lori opened the ballroom doors, a flood of blue lights and music hit Amanda at once. The DJ dropped the beat and yelled into the mic, "There she is, looking fine as hell. Happy birthday, girl."

She was bombarded with her friends from school, all wishing her a happy birthday, hugging and kissing her. She mindlessly chatted with some of them while looking over their heads, searching for Chris. He was standing over in a corner, talking with her dad. Amanda was just about to excuse herself from the conversation with her friends when she noticed a tiny blonde woman in a short black dress saunter over to Chris. The woman lifted his arm and put it around her neck. Chris didn't stop to acknowledge her, but he didn't move his arm either. Amanda felt like she'd been punched in the stomach. She stood there, staring at them, almost in a trance. 

"He had the nerve to bring some bitch to my birthday party. What the fuck is that about?" Amanda screamed to Lori as she turned. 

The chatter ceased as the DJ put on a slow mix, and couples joined on the dance floor. Amanda walked to the side of the ballroom. She noticed several young guys staring at her and knew what they had on their minds. She knew the dress would work but wasn't worried about it working with them; they were peons compared to her burning desire for Chris. But now she would have to work even harder because he brought someone with him. 

Jackson and Chris were still talking when Jackson turned around and was about to wave to her, but he looked and frowned. She knew why he had that look on his face, her dress. Even though Amanda was an adult, her dad always had something to say about her clothes. Chris turned to see what caught Jackson's attention. The smile slid right off Chris's face as Amanda walked toward them. His eyes scanned her body and clothing, or lack thereof, and she felt even more excited.

When she finally reached the party of three, she noticed out of the corner of her eye the blonde woman staring at her and glancing her over a few times. The woman looked like she was in her mid-20s, but it was hard to tell with how much makeup she wore. Her blonde hair was an obvious bottle job, done poorly, but her face was almost pretty. Amanda couldn't look Chris in the face just yet. She stared at her dad for a second. Jackson didn't like confrontation with her, especially in public, so she knew he wouldn't say anything right away about her dress. However, she would hear about it later.

"Hey baby girl, happy birthday," her dad said quietly.

"Thanks dad."

Amanda knew Chris's eyes were burning a hole through her and she would have to acknowledge him at some point. She took a deep breath and turned to him. His eyes were a glowing light brown. He looked so good to her. She had studied his face for years and knew every slight change in it; he was more excited to see her than he had ever been, and she could tell.

"Hey Amanda, happy birthday," he muttered through clenched teeth. He didn't bother introducing the woman, but she decided to chime in anyway. 

"Yeah, happy birthday Missy. Twenty-three is a fun one. I had a lot of fun when I was twenty-three and still living on campus."

Amanda noticed Chris tense up and squeeze the woman's shoulders. Her mouth formed an 'Oh' like she was about to say ouch, but the expression on Chris's face shut her up. 

"Thanks BT and...," Amanda searched for the woman's name with a look.

The woman looked up at Chris to see if he was going to say her name. But when she looked up, she noticed Chris hadn't taken his eyes off Amanda. Slowly turning her head back, she replied, "My name is April."

"... An April, thank you for coming out too." Amanda said with a slight smile.

The silence between the three was painfully uncomfortable. Jackson stared at some kids who were undoubtedly trying to steal the presents. April stared down at her dress and picked some imaginary piece of lint from it, and Chris continued to stare at Amanda. Amanda stared back, trying not to look away first, but she lost. She started to feel self-conscious and folded her hands over her chest, which was on display for everyone in the room. She was not going to let him make her feel bad on her special evening. If he only knew that she had worn that dress just for him so that he could tear it off of her later that night with his teeth. She decided to be bold at that moment, "BT, since it is my birthday, mind giving me the first dance?" Amanda said with a straight and stern face.

He stood there for a minute, not changing his face. April stared incredulously at Chris, and Jackson smiled awkwardly.

"Sure, let's do it," he muttered through tight lips and walked past Amanda to the center of the dance floor. 

He stood there with his hands on his hips, his neck craned, looking up at the ceiling and waiting for her to follow him to the dance floor. She turned on her high heels and walked toward him. When she reached him, he stuck out his arms to grab her waist, and it was rougher than she had imagined, but the feel of him taking charge excited her. Chris wasn't looking at her but over her. She placed her arms around his neck and tried to get his attention, but he refused to look at her.

"I hope you're having a good time. The DJ is new, but—" was all she got out before he interrupted her.

"What are you doing?" Chris asked blankly. He was still looking over her head, but he was breathing rapidly through his nose.

Amanda wasn't sure how to respond. She knew he was talking about the dress and the way she was acting but decided to play dumb.

"What do you mean?"

"Don't fuck with me Amanda. You know damn well what I'm talking about. You embarrassed the hell out of your dad wearing this and parading in front of me." Chris said with an attitude. 

"It's my party and I can do whatever the fuck I feel like—-" she stopped mid-sentence again, as he squeezed her waist with his strong hands. She had only seen him mad once before, it was a little scary, but it damn sure was a turn-on.

He finally stared down at her and flexed his jaw. His eyes burned with irritation, or maybe it was lust. 

"No," she thought, "My eyes must be playing tricks on me. He doesn't want me that badly if he brought her with him." 

Amanda saw his eyes briefly lowered to her breasts, and then slowly, they traced the line up to her neck, to her lips, then her eyes.

"Do you know what all the guys in that room are thinking? Do you know how you look wearing that dress?" he asked. 

Amanda was so lost in his eyes that she failed to notice the malice tone oozing from his words. "No, what?" she managed to get out, still staring into his eyes. Chris leaned in close to her ear, and Amanda thought, "It's about to happen right now! I knew it!" 

"They think she's easy, like a slut," he whispered into her ear.

That word, that fucking word, was like a bucket of cold water being doused on her. Amanda's mouth dropped open. She released her arms from around his neck and tried to push his shoulders away, but his grip tightened on her slightly. She could not believe he called her that. She felt her eyes glass over but refused to cry in front of him. She only wore this dress for him to want her, didn't he know that? Fucking asshole.

Chris leaned down again and whispered in her ear before she could pull away, "And you're not a slut; I'm not calling you one. I'm just saying that's what people will think." He stated it as a fact more than a question. She shook her head no but felt like she couldn't move any other parts of her body. The surprise, anger, and disappointment froze her in place. 

"You're damn right I'm not, and who the hell are you to talk to me like that? I don't really care what other people think, this is my party. I'm an adult, and I will dress however I want and do whatever I want to. Do you understand me?" Amanda said, her glassy eyes still holding back her tears. 

"Look I'm not trying to argue with you, I just don't want some guys getting the wrong impression because then I might have to kill someone." He said in a serious tone. 

"Look I appreciate what you're trying to do, but don't ever come to a girl's birthday party and tell her she looks like a slut and expect anything nice to come from it. Your intentions don't matter, you're just being an asshole right now." Amanda said as she walked off to find her friends.

Chris was left stunned at what just occurred. He turned around and walked over to find April sitting in a chair, looking very bored and annoyed. 

"How nice of you to come the fuck back? You done with the little first dance?"

"Yeah, we're done. Come on."

He grabbed her hand and walked toward the door. They stopped, and Chris said a few words to Amanda's dad. Chris shook his hand, and then they walked out. He left without so much as glancing back in Amanda's direction.

"Well, that was a huge bust! My party is officially over," Amanda thought to herself as the music was blasting and everyone else was having a great time. 

Lori found her friend looking sad. She walked over to her and cautiously asked, "What happened, why are you so upset? Where's Chris?" 

Amanda looked up at Lori, holding back the flood of tears that were eager to burst from the leavy of her eyes. "Fuck him, just...whatever," Amanda eked out just as her tears broke free from their bondage.

Lori sat down beside her friend, not verbalizing anything. She just held her hand and allowed her to cry as the party around the corner raged on without them. The lasting impression of the conversation with Chris weighed heavily on Amanda's mind as she remained in a sullen mood for the rest of the evening.
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"Ohh fuck, BT! Yes... fuck me harder... Ohh, Ohh, Ohh!" April screamed, while on all fours in the middle of his bed, with Chris fucking her from behind. He had her blonde hair in one hand and his other hand on her ass, squeezing hard. Chris's body was tense as he was planning to stroke her pussy into oblivion. He needed this release. His strong thrusts slamming into her ass cheeks were rocking her body to the fringes of the bed. Both were sweating and panting loudly. Chris was dripping sweat on April's back, and she was dripping on the bed. The sounds of squishing as his cock went in and out of her pussy sent them both to out-of-this-world pleasure. April was a natural squirter, and she soaked the entire bed. 

"I love feeling you inside of me, BT! Do you like it? You like this tight pussy?" She screamed as she squirted again, filling the already-soaked bed with even more of her juices. 
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