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      Rafe Buchanan – 6’3’’. Hard muscle. Marine MP. My brother’s best friend. And the guy who took my innocence five years ago!

      Also the guy who gave me the most precious gift ever – my daughter (well, our daughter I should be saying).

      Did I tell you he kinda left me, asking me to move on?

      So, that’s what I did.

      I moved on to study further, to raise my child and to work with the Marines.

      Everything is going great until…

      Rafe shows up at my clinic.

      He’s seeking a cure for PTSD, and I’m his counselor.

      It’s totally f*ck*d up, right?

      Once again, our attraction is instant, the chemistry undeniable and don’t even get me started how good he is in bed.

      I want him so bad, but can’t let him know about our daughter.

      There’s no way our relationship could work.

      They say war is hell, but isn’t love a torture!
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      Summer

      I sat on the porch of our tired-looking, but love-filled home, as all our friends and family mingled in our front yard, enjoying barbecue, beer, and the huge sheet cake Mrs. Mason made with the words ‘Congratulations Summer’ and little plastic graduation caps on it. I was feeling extremely content. I’d achieved a big milestone; college graduate. I was the first in my family to achieve that distinction.

      “Look at you my pretty baby girl.” My father looked gruff with his buzz cut and ruddy facial features, but he was a big softy inside. “All grown up and now a college graduate. You must have been switched at the hospital because neither your mother nor I are smart enough to have bred the likes of you.”

      I smiled. “Don’t sell yourself short.”

      My father said he barely had an eighth-grade education, but I know he graduated from high school because I had the same guidance counselor as he did. Granted the counselor didn’t think much of my daddy or my brother, Gavin, but still, they both had a high school diploma.

      My father went to vocational school to learn about heating and air, and now, years later, he owned his own HVAC business. He wasn’t rich, but me and Gavin always had what we needed. I don’t know much about my momma. She ran off with some rich city guy when I was five and Gavin was nine. We talked to her a few times right after that, but within a year, she stopped calling, and we hadn’t heard from her since.

      “I’m just so proud of you, Summer, it makes my heart want to burst from my chest.”

      “Aw, dad.” I stood and gave him a hug.

      “There’s my brilliant sister.” Gavin’s voice cut through the din of noise of the guests. He walked with a limp, the result of losing his lower left leg while serving in Iraq. But the swaying was the result of drinking.

      I looked up at my father, who’s brows furrowed in a mixture of anger and pity. Since coming home from Iraq last year, Gavin had struggled to acclimate back to civilian life. He was bitter and angry a lot, and I suspected he suffered from PTSD, all of which he seemed to cope with by drinking.

      “Hey, Summer, congratulations.” Lainey Spalding, Gavin’s high school sweetheart, walked next to him. As he maneuvered the steps, he started to lose his balance. Lainey reached out to help him.

      “I can do it!” He jerked away, causing himself to nearly topple over the other way.

      “I can’t watch this,” my father murmured as he turned and headed into the house.

      “Thank you guys so much for coming,” I said to Gavin and Lainey.

      “Are you kidding? We wouldn’t miss it.” Lainey handed me a wrapped present.

      “Yeah, free beer.” Gavin grabbed a can of the brew from the cooler.

      I wanted to call my brother out, but we were at a party. He’d suffered so much in serving his country, it didn’t seem right to add insult to injury by embarrassing him in front of our friends and family.

      “Hey, Gavin!” John Lister strode to the bottom of the steps. “Hey, Summer, congrats,” he said to me before turning his attention back to Gavin. “Did you hear Rafe’s back in town?”

      “I heard his Memaw died,” Lainey said referring to Rafe Buchanan’s grandmother.

      The mention of Rafe’s name sent all sorts of feelings through me. He’d been my brother’s best friend and teammate in every sport offered at the high school and rec center, and sometimes partners in crime when they were up to mischief. They’d both enlisted in the Marines right after high school, but ended up in different places at the end of boot camp.

      For me, Rafe was the embodiment of perfection. From the moment I started puberty, he’d gone from ‘annoying friend of my irritating brother’ to the prince charming of every fairy tale dream I ever had. He was the epitome of tall, dark, and handsome. He was charming, mischievous, and while I didn’t know for sure, I suspected he was a great kisser because he had wonderfully full lips. Not that he ever noticed me.

      Rafe was raised by his grandmother because his parents couldn’t ever get off drugs and alcohol. I looked at my brother and wondered if he was heading down that same path. His drinking seemed worse every time I saw him.

      “Hard to believe God could get that woman up into heaven,” my father said returning to the porch. “Emmaline was probably dragged up there kicking and screaming.”

      I laughed. Rafe’s grandmother was known to be a handful, especially when it came to Rafe. Since she was his last living relative that he had anything to do with, I had no doubt she didn’t want to leave him behind all alone in the world.

      “Someone should invite him over,” Gavin said. “I can show him mine and he can show me his.” Gavin lifted his pant leg revealing his prosthetic leg. “Of course, knowing him, he’s unscathed.” There was bitterness in his voice that broke my heart.

      “His Memaw just died,” I said. “He’s not going to be in a party mood.”

      “Just as well. More beer for me.”

      I shook my head, wishing there was something I could do to help my brother. The military had made him hard, and war had made him angry and bitter.

      The party was in full swing, with everyone talking, a few people were dancing to the music, and a couple was necking out by the old oak tree. They were all occupied, which meant I could sneak off to visit Rafe.

      The idea that he was alone in his grandmother’s house made me sad. In the old days, Gavin would have gone, but he was nearly passed out with poor Lainey watching over him.

      Without telling anyone, I headed to the side of the house, which sat on a large corner lot, and then turned up the block toward Rafe’s grandmother's house.

      Hope, Virginia was a small, rural, country town sitting on the James River. It felt like the middle of nowhere, but in fact, was only about thirty miles from the capital, Richmond. In recent years, city folks had discovered the area, and some were moving down for the slower life and cheaper cost of living, while others had weekend homes here. It was both good and bad for residents. Good because these people brought money and improvements. The bad part was that it was driving up the cost of housing making it harder for us regular folks to live here.

      Rafe’s grandmother owned a bungalow on the river, which, when built in the 1940s, was probably considered spacious. Most of the homes around Emmaline’s house had been bought by rich folks, who tore them down and replaced them with giant three-thousand square foot homes. Fortunately, she had an acre of land, so they didn’t tower over her little piece of heaven.

      As I made my way toward the river, I wondered what Rafe was going to do with the house. While he’d been gone for nearly the entire six years he’d been enlisted, it always felt like he lived here. But now with his grandma gone, there was nothing to keep him in Hope. The idea that I might never see him again was depressing.

      As I approached the house, I saw the front door was open behind the screened door. It was May in Virginia, so it wasn’t too hot and humid yet, making it a good time of year to let fresh air in the home.

      I walked up the steps to the front porch and peered through the screen door. My heart skipped a beat as Rafe’s tall body stood with its back to me. He wore faded jeans that accentuated his fantastic back side, and a white t-shirt pulled tight across broad shoulders. He appeared to have one forearm resting on the mantel over the fireplace as if was studying the pictures there.

      For a moment, I second-guessed my visit. Perhaps he wanted to be alone. However, Southerners weren’t known for being neighborly for no reason. I just wished I thought to bring him something, like a casserole.

      “Knock, knock,” I said.

      He whipped around, almost as if startled. He stepped back, hitting the mantle and knocking over a picture frame.

      “Oh, I’m sorry, Rafe.”

      “Summer.”

      In high school, Rafe had a pretty boy handsomeness to him. The man before me was still as handsome, but it was rugged, almost dangerous looking. His hair was shorter than I’d ever seen. It was buzzed along the sides, with just a little bit more length on the top. His eyes were still dark and his lips still perfectly full. But his face seemed thinner and harder like it had been chiseled from granite.

      “Hi. I hope I’m not interrupting. I just wanted to come by and tell you how sorry I was to hear about Emmaline.”

      His body appeared to be coiled up like it was ready for a fight. But with a breath, he relaxed and even managed a small smile. “That pack a day finally caught up to her.”

      I wanted to hug him. In fact, I felt compelled to pull him into an embrace. Not just because I’d been lusting after him for eight years, but because it looked like he needed one. Rafe was a big, strong marine, but even alpha males needed support.

      I walked toward him, holding my hands up so he’d know my intentions. His eyes showed surprise, but he didn’t step away or ward me off. It was hard to hug him because he was huge, nearly 6’3” to my 5’4”. Even if our height wasn’t a problem, his width would be. He was massive through the shoulders and chest.

      But I managed to get my arms around him, and rested my head against his chest. He seemed a little stiff at first but then relaxed, holding me and even dipping his head next to mine.

      “Thank you.” He said when I reluctantly pulled away. Then he cocked his head. “Aren’t you having a party or something today?”

      I nodded. “It’s my graduation party. I earned my bachelor’s degree.”

      He smiled, and it was magnificent. “Congratulations, Summer. That’s awesome. Is Gavin there?”

      “Yes.”

      He must have noticed a change in my expression because he faltered. “I heard he lost his leg. How’s he doing?”

      I shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess it will take time.”

      He nodded as if he knew. Of course, he would. He was with people in Gavin’s situation all the time. I studied him to see if he had any signs of injury.

      “How are you? I mean besides losing your grandma? Have you been injured?”

      His featured darkened. “I haven’t lost a limb.” The hardness in his tone told me this wasn’t a topic we needed to cover.

      I smiled, wanting to change the subject. “Have you been down to the river?”

      The tension in him relaxed slightly. “Not yet. I just got back this morning.”

      It felt presumptuous to invite him to his own riverside, so I stood there feeling like a goof.

      “I could use a break.” He said. “I don’t have anything to bring down there, food or drink wise though.”

      “That’s okay. It will be nice just to sit.”

      The area around the house and river was heavily wooded, making it feel private. Rafe grabbed a blanket from the back porch and we sat on it as we looked out over the river. The ripples of water and occasional fish jumping was hypnotic.

      “What are you going to do with the house?” I asked, taking a stick and drawing in the sand.

      “I guess I’ll sell it. I don’t see myself having the need for a house. Uncle Sam provides me with everything I need.”

      “You don’t think you’ll come back to Hope?” My heart clenched at the idea he wouldn’t ever come home.

      “There’s nothing here for me, now.”

      Those words stung, but it was stupid. I wasn’t important to him. I was his best friend’s annoying little sister.

      “You could rent it out. Lainey, you remember, Gavin’s girlfriend? She works for a company that manages rentals.”

      “Why would I do that?”

      “They say that rental property is a good investment.”

      He shrugged. “So, what’s your next move, Summer?”

      “Graduate school. I’m going to get my masters in social work, and hopefully get a job working with children.” Although, seeing my brother’s difficulties, I was beginning to rethink my plans, and was considering working with vets instead.

      He grinned at me. “You’d be perfect for that.”

      His reaction surprised me, and at the same time, made me feel like I’d won a prize. “You think so?”

      “You have a great spirit. Your name fits you because you’re warm and bright.”

      I felt warm and bright. “I bet you say that to all the girls.”

      His smile faltered a little and turned to look out over the water, making me regret the comment.

      He picked up a rock and threw it in the water. “How about you? Are Gavin and your dad having to beat the guys off with a stick?”

      I embarrassed myself by snorting. “Hardly.”

      He looked at me and frowned. “Why hardly?”

      “First, I’ve been busy. I’m lucky that I can live at home and go to school saving me money, but college is expensive so I have to work and go to school. There’s no time for guys. Plus, have you looked at me?”

      “I’m looking at you now.”

      There was something in his tone and the flash of heat in his eyes that made all my girly parts come alive. I cleared my throat because all of a sudden my mouth was dry. “I’m not what boys want.”

      “Well, maybe you should try men instead. What are you now, Summer? Twenty-one?”

      I nodded.

      “Men like smart, kind women.”

      “Not overweight ones.” My weight had been a source of pain for me in high school, but over time, I learned not to care that much. It’s not like I’ve never dated, but you can’t grow up in America and not know that boys like small bodies and big boobs. The boobs I had, and I even had an hourglass shape, it was just rounder than most.

      “Men like curves.”

      I scoffed. I wanted to tell him he was being mean, but maybe that was his goal. Maybe he was teasing me like my brother would have done if he were sober enough. I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction.

      “I like curves,” he added.

      My head whipped around to look at him, and that was when I realized how close we were sitting. My nose was inches from his. His dark eyes were intense as they gazed into mine. They drifted down, taking in my face and roaming lower. His gaze stopped at my breasts, the cleavage of which peaked through the tulip pink sundress I wore.

      An ache grew in my breasts and lower between my legs. It was all I could do to keep from throwing myself at him, but deep inside, I knew this wasn’t real. For a moment, I wondered if I was in bed asleep because this is just the type of dream I’d have had of Rafe.

      His gaze lifted back to my eyes and held. Sparks sizzled and the air grew thick with anticipation, of what, I wasn’t sure. But I hoped to God he was going to kiss me.

      “Gavin would kill me if he knew what was going through my head right now.”

      I swallowed. “Why? What are you thinking?”

      He moved closer. “Naughty, dirty thoughts that involve you, Summer.”

      Boy, was it hot. “Gavin isn’t here.” And the chances of him showing up were slim since he was probably passed out by now.

      Something flashed in his eyes. “Do you like naughty and dirty, Summer?”

      I wasn’t sure, but I liked what I was feeling so far. “I think I’d like them from you.”

      He jerked back slightly. “Summer…have you ever…are you a virgin?”

      I wanted to lie, but it wasn’t in my nature. Then I remembered that Lainey once told me men liked the idea of sleeping with virgins. She rolled her eyes as if it was stupid, but I wondered if it was true.

      “Only until you do naughty things to me.”

      “Fuck.”

      I thought he meant the word to express disappointment, like ‘fuck, I would have slept with you except you’re a virgin’. But instead, his lips captured mine in a hard, desperate kiss. Maybe Lainey was right.

      Every neuron in my body went on rapid fire. My pussy contracted and ached with such need I wanted to reach down and touch myself. My clothes felt confining and hot, and in a flurry of activity, I got naked and pulled him down on me.

      “Touch me, Rafe.” I was going to die if he didn’t touch me.

      But he wasn’t touching. I opened my eyes and he was looking at me with uncertainty. He was probably thinking about my brother. Or maybe he had a girlfriend. Or maybe he was repulsed.

      I put my hands over my breasts, now embarrassed. “I’m sorry. I told you men don’t like—”

      “Shut up, Summer.”

      I flinched at his tone.

      “This shouldn’t happen.”

      I started to pull away. “I don’t turn you on.”

      His eyes flashed with heat, and he took my hand pressing it against the fly of his jeans. Underneath, he was hard as granite. “That should prove to you that you’re wrong, but Summer—”

      “I want this, Rafe. I want you.” I squeezed his cock through his jeans, and he hissed. Then deciding on another course of action, I took his hand and placed it on my breast. I’d been felt up over my clothes before, but Rafe’s large, warm hand on my nipple made my pussy squeeze tight in pleasure.

      “Aw, fuck.” Rafe immediately kneaded my breast, and then leaned over to suck it into his mouth.

      My hips bucked as another sharp pinch of pleasure pierced my pussy. I let out a moan and grabbed his head to keep him from stopping.

      “You like that, my sweet Summer? You like it when I suck your tits?”

      “Yes.” The word came out on a long hiss. I wasn’t totally clueless to sex. Granted, I’d only had the experience of pleasuring myself. But I understood my breasts would get sensitive when aroused. I’d had an orgasm before at my own hand, but to be honest, I had wondered what all the fuss was about. Yes, it was nice in the same way scratching an itch was nice. But this? Holy cow.

      His fingers played with one nipple while he sucked and bit the other. Pressure built and I was sure I was going to come.

      I took his hand and pushed it down between my thighs. He laughed against my nipple, the rumbled of it sending sensual sensations through my body.

      His finger slid between my folds. “Fuck, you’re so wet, Summer.” He seemed surprised by that. His finger continued to stroke through my folds, pressing a little bit inside me. Each time, my hips would lift, seeking more contact.

      “Rafe, please.”

      “Please what?” He was teasing me.

      I’d show him. “Fuck me. Please fuck me.” It sounded so dirty and wanton, but wasn’t that what he’d promised me?

      “Fuck, Summer.” He stopped touching me, and I’d nearly yelled at him until I realized he was getting naked. I quickly looked around the area. It was wooded private property, but it would be just my luck some tubers would float by while we were naked on the riverbank.

      But then, I got distracted by the perfection of his body. He was lean and hard like he’d been sculpted by Michelangelo. He slid his pants and briefs down, and his cock sprang free. I’d never seen one up close. It was long and hard and thick. I knew first-time sex could hurt, but all I could think about was getting that beautiful large cock inside me because I was sure it was the only thing that could relieve the ache in my body.

      He maneuvered on top of me, resting on his forearms by my side. “You sure?”

      I nodded, lifting my hips encouraging him to get on with it.

      He tilted his hips, and I felt him bump into my entrance. Pleasure sizzled as he nestled and rubbed there. He reached between us, taking his cock and rubbing it harder against me, before finally pressing the tip inside me.

      “Oh, God...Rafe…more, please more.”

      He groaned. “You’re so tight. I want to fuck you hard but I don’t want to hurt you.”

      “I don’t care…please.” I planted my hands on his butt and pulled while I lifted my hips at the same time. He moved in a little further, but he was resisting.

      “Summer…Summer!” The second time, he barked my name.

      “What…what, Rafe?”

      “I don’t have a condom.”

      What? My brain was in a lust filled fog. “It’s okay.”

      “You’re on the pill? Even though you’re a virgin?”

      “It’s fine, please Rafe.” I didn’t want to lie, but he couldn’t stop. Not when he was so close. Besides, I’d just finished my period two days ago. I knew from health education at school that ovulation occurred in the middle of the cycle, so I wasn’t fertile now.

      “Summer.” Rafe’s hands cupped my face. “Summer, look at me.”

      “Why are you torturing me?”

      He laughed, and then kissed me. It was sweet and gentle, and everything I’d wanted from him. “Look at me.”

      I forced my eyes open and peered into the brown depths of his.

      “I’m going to take your virginity.”

      I nodded. Finally. “Good.”

      “Then I’m going to fuck you.”

      “Will you start soon?”

      He laughed again. “Jesus Summer, you’re adorable.”

      I’d have preferred sexy, but I wasn’t going to complain when I was so close to getting what I wanted.

      He shifted again onto his hands. “I’m going to do this slow at first.”

      “Slow, fast…doesn’t matter.”

      He pushed his tip in a little bit farther, but not enough that I felt pain. He withdrew and pushed again. The feeling of him sliding in and out was delicious, and I finally began to understand what all the excitement of sex was about.

      “This time it might hurt, my sweet Summer.”

      I was so focused on him calling me sweet Summer that when I felt his cock push through my body’s resistance, I felt the pressure, but no pain. He withdrew again.

      “You feel so fucking good, Summer.”

      I smiled, happy that he was enjoying it too.

      “How are you doing?”

      “I need to come, Rafe.” I don’t know where I found the bravery to talk to him like that, except I felt safe and comfortable with him. I trusted him.

      “Good, Summer, because I do too.”

      I don’t know how he had so much control. If he felt like I did, he’d be fucking me already.

      This time he thrust and filled me to the hilt. My body arched and my pussy grabbed him, wanting to make sure he didn’t leave.

      “Aw fuck, Summer.” He growled. He held himself still deep inside me as my body adjusted to him. “You’re fucking massaging my dick.” He kissed me and ground his hips against my pelvis. “You ready, Summer?”

      I nodded, hoping I was.

      He pulled out and thrust in all the way again. My insides tingled with sensation. My clit felt like the size of a golf ball when his pelvis hit and ground against it.

      “Shit…Summer…sorry, baby.” And with that, he started fucking me. He penetrated me deep and hard, moving faster and faster. My pussy walls gripped him, and friction built until I couldn’t breathe.

      “Rafe…oh, God, Rafe…”

      “Come, Summer…fuck, you need to come now.”

      My pussy contracted and then sensation exploded out, radiating through my whole body. I cried out as the intense pleasure flooded my bloodstream.

      “Yes!” Rafe rammed into me as hot liquid filled my body. He did it again, and again until I could feel his warm essence dripping from my pussy.

      Finally, he went still and then rolled, pulling me until we were both on our sides. He kept an arm around me and rested his forehead against mine as our breaths came back to normal.

      I watched him, fascinated and enthralled by him. I lightly touched his face with my fingers, wanting to prove that this was real.

      His dark eyes opened. “You okay?”

      I nodded. “I’m glad it was you. I wanted it to be you.”

      “My sweet Summer. Finally, I got to touch you.”

      I jerked my head back. “Finally? I thought I was Gavin’s annoying sister.”

      His cheeks reddened with a blush. “You were until you turned eighteen. Remember when I was home four years ago? I didn’t see a little sister then.”

      I grinned. I knew my worth wasn’t in my body or looks, but I couldn’t deny that it felt good to have a man, especially one like Rafe, find my body alluring. “But you didn’t do anything.”

      “You’re Gavin’s sister.”

      “I’m still Gavin’s sister.”

      “You’re all grown up now.”

      “So, did you think about me in this way back then?”

      He gave me a wicked smile. “You’ve starred in many of my jerk off sessions.”

      A flood of heat rushed through my body, and I wondered how long we had to wait before we could have sex again.

      He must have known my thoughts because he laughed. “Sweet Summer is horny.”

      I blushed.

      His expression turned serious. “I don’t regret this Summer and I hope you don’t either.”

      “I don’t.”

      “But I don’t think Gavin would understand.”

      I nodded. Gavin of the past would have been able to be reasoned with, but this new Gavin was a wildcard. “I understand.”

      “I’m only here for six weeks, and then I’m back on duty.”

      He was telling me this was a short-term thing. Would I have liked a long-term relationship? Yes, but I was willing to have him for whatever little bit of time he could give me. Not just because it turned out sex was pretty spectacular after all, but also because I liked Rafe. I liked how I felt around him.

      “I know.” I brushed my fingers across his amazingly cut pecs. “Are you still an MP?”

      “I am. I’m a dog handler now. You should meet my partner. He’s nearly as cute and dangerous as you.”

      “Cute I get, but dangerous?”

      He ran his hand along my waist and over my hip. “Dangerous curves ahead.”
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      Rafe

      I just fucked my best friend’s little sister and I didn’t feel one bit of shame about it. I knew I should, but it was impossible to feel anything but warm and bright around Summer. There was something about her that chased all the dark away and could make a man feel whole again.

      I probably shouldn’t have taken her virginity. To be honest, I was surprised someone hadn’t beat me to it.  She was beautiful in a natural way. Like she was a flower bloomed by the sun. And I’d wanted her since the last time I saw her. I’d been successful at avoiding her then. I didn’t even try to avoid her this time. I could blame the emptiness I was feeling on the fact that the only relative I had contact with was now gone. Or that I needed human contact after the horror of war. But if I was a decent man, I’d have found the strength to not touch her. She deserved better than me.

      Summer was the type of woman that should have a man who could be there long term, and that wasn’t me. I’d known from my first week of deployment in Iraq that I probably wouldn’t live to age 30 if Uncle Sam kept sending me back. In six years, I’d spent just about half of my time in a war zone. After dealing with my grandmother’s estate, I’d be going back.

      I was selfish enough to take what I could from Summer, which I supposed made me a bastard. But as she looked at me with those fantastic eyes that glimmered like gold, her sun-kissed blonde hair hanging loose and wild - like it should after good sex, I knew she understood this situation and she still gave herself to me. My sweet Summer.

      I ran my hand over her hip, recognizing the aroused look in her eyes. She wanted another round, and I was man enough to give it to her. My dick was already thickening. I slid my fingers between her folds, and she lay back, opening herself to me. I might be a bastard, but I understood the magnitude of trust she had in me and I’d do my damnedest to not hurt her.

      I pushed a finger inside her, but when she winced, I withdrew it. “Sore?”

      She nodded, and her face dropped. “I’m sorry.”

      “Shh, don’t be sorry.” I kissed her sweet lips. Since her eighteenth birthday, I’d dreamt about those lips, full and pink with a little cupid's bow that I knew would be fantastic wrapped around my cock. Slow it down, Rafe. “Do you want to come again?”

      “Yes. I want to be with you.”

      “Okay.” I moved down her body, taking a brief stop at her breasts. Along with kissing her sublime lips, I could spend a lifetime sucking her tits. They were magnificent globes with pink nipples that puckered and distended as if they were beckoning me. Only me, if she was telling the truth about her inexperience. One thing I knew about Summer, she wasn’t a liar.

      But there was more territory to cover, so with a few tugs of my teeth on her nipples, I started moving lower.

      “Rafe? What are you doing?”

      “I’m going to make you feel good, Summer.”

      “Down there?”

      “That’s where the erotic bits are.” I loved her sweet innocence. I loved even more that she was going to let me be her tour guide to all the pleasures a man and women could find flesh to flesh.

      Around us, the breeze rustled the leaves in trees and the water bubbled along the river. It was like there was no one else in all the world but me and Summer. What a world that could be if it was true.

      “But…it’s gross.”

      “No, it’s not.” I stopped because I didn’t want to do anything she didn’t want. “I can make you come without hurting you. Do you want that?”

      She nodded. “But you have to stop if it’s gross.”

      I laughed. “I’ll stop if it’s gross.” I settled my shoulders between her thighs and inhaled her sweet pussy scent mixed with the musk of my semen. I used my tongue to swirl around the hardened pearl of her clit.

      She hissed out a breath.

      “Okay?”

      “Yes, more.” Her hand pushed my head back to her pussy.

      I smiled. “You smell like sunshine and taste like honeysuckle.” I dragged my tongue down her pussy lips, swirling just inside her entrance, but not too far. Then I licked back up to her clit. I wrapped my lips around it and sucked.

      “Oh God, Rafe, that’s so good…don’t stop…right there.”

      Wanting to repay her for bringing a little light into my dark life and even darker day, I fucked her with my tongue and lips until she was writhing beneath me.

      Then her hips bucked up, and her sweet pussy juice coated my tongue. I gave her little kisses to bring her down, and then moved up her body and kissed her, so she could taste herself.

      “See, sunshine and honeysuckle.”

      She squished her nose.

      “There might be a little of what I deposited there earlier as well, but not gross, right?”

      “No.” She looked at me with eyes that looked a little dazed. “This isn’t a dream, is it?”

      “No, my sweet Summer, it isn’t.” I cradled her to me, wishing I could bottle her goodness and light and take it with me back to Iraq. At least if I died there, I’d have that part of her with me.

      “Can I make you come too?” She pushed me onto my back and sat up. My dick was already at a full salute.

      “Yes.” I reached between her thighs and scooped up a little of her wetness with two fingers and then ran it over my dick. Then I took her hand, wrapped it around me, and slowly stroked it. “A little tighter.” As soon as she had the right pressure and speed, I released her hand and laid back with my eyes closed to savor her jerking me off.

      “I can’t believe that was inside me.”

      I smiled. “You took it all, baby.”

      She giggled, which was a reminder of how young she was. Maybe I shouldn’t be doing this. Before I could rethink it, I felt softness on my tip. I opened my eyes to find those innocent lips wrapped around my dick’s helmet.

      “Aw fuck, Summer.” I was right. Her mouth looked perfect on my cock. My hips lifted, wanting to fuck those pretty little lips.

      Her hand continued to stroke down near the base, while her lips focused on the tip of my cock.

      “That’s right, oh…fuck that’s good…” Electricity sizzled along my cock as she worked more and more of it into her mouth. I watched her head bob up and down, her hair brushing over my abs. I wanted to ingrain this moment into my brain. It would star in every jerkoff session I had from now on.

      I wanted it to last forever, but nature had other ideas. “Summer, I’m going to come.” I pushed her head away, and put my hand over hers, increasing the speed and pressure as my hips bucked up and down, fucking her hand.

      “Ah...shit, yes…there…” I shot off the first stream, nearly hitting Summer in the face before it landed on my chest. To her credit, she didn’t try to let go. The second and third shots landed on my stomach.

      It took me a couple of minutes to regroup, but when I did, Summer was studying my cum.

      She ran a finger through it. “It’s milky.”

      “It’s messy.” I took her hand. “Let’s go for a skinny dip.”
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      My six weeks home were a mixture of grief at losing my grandmother and dealing with her estate, and complete bliss with my secret affair with Summer.

      Then there was the sadness and feeling of helplessness about Gavin. I understood what was going on with him. I knew all about the dreams that made you not want to sleep. About the inability to hear loud noises or even helicopters without the urge to duck or run for cover. While I had all my limbs, that didn’t mean I couldn’t empathize with the life-changing impact that losing a body part would have. And so, I couldn’t blame him for drinking his pain and terror into oblivion.

      But Jesus, he had the love of a good woman in Lainey, a devoted sister, and supportive father. If he couldn’t make it, what did that say about all the other vets who didn’t have any of that? What did that say about my future?

      Summer asked me why I re-enlisted after my four-year term instead of taking the last four years in reserves, but what else would I do? I was an MP, so I might be able to get a job in law enforcement in the civilian world, but home felt alien to me now. Only when I was with Summer did I feel any sense of contentment and safety.

      But our time together was running out. I’d be heading back to base in three days, and by next week, I’d be back in Iraq. At least I’d have my dog again.

      The thought of leaving Summer twisted in my chest. It felt like I was going to leave my lungs behind and I wouldn’t be able to breathe. Did that mean I was in love with her? I pushed that thought away. I couldn’t afford to love. Even more, I couldn’t afford to let her love me. Chances were, I was going to die. She didn’t need that. I couldn’t let this weakness in my heart make me a pussy. I needed to be strong. The Marine’s required it. Not just physically, but mentally.

      But Jesus, I didn’t know how I was going to be able to look into those hazel eyes and say goodbye.

      “Rafe?”

      I turned to where Summer lay next to me in my bed in my grandmother’s house. I hoped to hell my grandmother wasn’t watching down on me because she would have had an eyeful…and an earful. The way Summer took to sex was a joy and delight. She was curious and we did a few things I’d never thought of based on her curiosity.

      But as I looked at her, I realized that saying goodbye would kill something inside us both. Something inside me said that this night would have to be the last night.

      “Yes.” I rolled her underneath me, wanting to make the most of the time we had.

      “You okay? You seem like you’re off in another world.”

      I was. I was in Iraq when what I needed was to be here, in the moment, with Summer. “I was trying to think of some new ways to debauch you.”

      She grinned. “We should get that Kama Sutra book. I bet it would take years to get through that.”

      There she went again, talking like we had a future. She knew our time was limited, but I think it made her feel better to act like we had more time than this moment. I liked it too, I supposed, because I never countered it.

      “No upside-down poses though.” I sucked on her nipple, wondering what she’d think if I’d suggested my fucking her tits. Just the thought of my dick sliding between those two fantastic globes made my cock go harder.

      “I agree.” She sighed as I moved to her other breast. “I wish we could stay like this forever.”

      I stilled, hating that I was prolonging a difficult goodbye. I was going to leave, and even if I didn’t die, I wouldn’t likely come back the same man I was today. I was already vastly different from the boy who left six years ago. Chances were, if I lived, I’d be like Gavin, and Summer didn’t need that.

      No, she needed to find a good man who’d love her and make beautiful babies with her, and support her goals to help children. My stomach turned to acid thinking about another man touching her, but there was no other option if I wanted her to be happy.

      But I could try to give her a memory of me. One that she could take with her. Maybe she’d use it to pleasure herself while I was gone. And maybe someday, if her husband had trouble satisfying her, she could use the memory to get off.

      I kissed her, with passion and tenderness. Tonight, I was going to give her every piece of me. All the good and light that was left in my darkening heart.

      “Rafe,” she sighed into my mouth. My hands roamed over her body, worshiping every inch of her. My lips caressed her skin, tasting her goodness. I focused on her, wanting to ingrain this moment so deep in my brain that even if I ended up with amnesia, this one memory would last.

      Her body hummed beneath mine. Her voice moaned and keened as I built her pleasure by slow degrees. Her face had a beautiful sheen of perspiration that made her glow.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful, Summer.” I rammed into her, unable to hold back my need to be a part of this human miracle. The fact that she let me inside her was amazing.

      She cried out, and her legs wrapped around my hips as she moved in sync with me. I took her hands, clasping them in mine and holding them over her head as I thrust, and thrust and thrust like my very soul needed this to live.

      “Summer. Look at me.”

      She opened her eyes. They were so fucking beautiful, and my heart did somersaults in my chest. Jesus, fucking Christ, I was in love with her.

      She watched me and then bit her lip as if she was holding back saying something. I knew then, she loved me too. If this were a romance book, I’d tell her how I felt and we’d live happily ever after. But this was life and life wasn’t fair.

      There weren’t words, but the love hung in the air, wrapping around us as I pumped into her, again and again, until she arched her head back, and cried out my name.

      Her body clamped hard, like a vise around my cock, and shot me to heaven for one single perfect moment that I’d cherish forever as I headed back to hell.
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      I was a total asshole, and Summer deserved better. I was a U.S. Marine whose job was to search locations for explosives in the middle of a war. But I wasn’t brave enough to tell the woman I loved how I felt, or to say goodbye. Instead, I’d spent all night writing after I walked her home; I set the letter on the mantle of the fireplace.

      Dear Summer,

      I hate myself for hurting you, but there’s no other way. I’m a coward and a bastard because I can’t bring myself to say goodbye. You brought me a little bit of sunshine where none had been for a long time, and for that, I’ll always be grateful to you.

      I don’t know what the future holds for me, but I know that for you, it will be filled with success in your career, happiness with your family, and someday, a husband and children of your own.

      Promise me that you won’t wait for me or try to contact me. You must live your life to the fullest, and you can’t do that with me. Don’t think about me or what may become of me, except to know that I will forever hold you in my heart.

      ~ Rafe

      I considered rewriting it, but to what end? There was no better way to say that she needed to know to move on without me.

      With one final glance at the letter, I picked up my duffle bag and hiked the strap over my shoulder. I walked out of my grandmother’s house for the last time and got into the cab I’d called to take me to the airport.

      The good news was that I wasn’t afraid to die anymore because I was pretty sure it couldn’t be any worse than the pain of leaving Summer.
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