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    Chapter 1




    James




    WE COME UP THE ESCALATOR into the familiar, airy terminal of the airport, and I can feel the tension building in my shoulders. The whole flight here, I had that sense of dread in my stomach. I’m going to see my parents in a matter of hours and I’m completely freaked the fuck out, but I don’t want Lola to know how terrified I am. I know she can tell, though, because she’s been holding my hand a lot and calming me as only she can.




    “The board says it’s this way,” she says as she glances at the monitors with arrival and departure information. Her tone is warm and reassuring, further proof that she can detect my stress level.




    She takes my hand and leads me to baggage claim. I’m grinding my teeth just a little bit when we get our bags and catch the SuperShuttle. I insisted on this, even though Lola’s mom offered to pick us up, because I need some time to think before we arrive at the house.




    We’re having dinner at Theresa’s tonight, neutral ground where I won’t feel so damn uncomfortable, but my mom and dad will both be there. I haven’t spoken to either of them in nearly six years, and the last time I saw them, my dad was screaming at me and throwing me out of the house for doing porn. It was ugly, and it’s something that’s fucked me up emotionally for a long time.




    But today, I might be okay. I have a totem, a beacon of strength and love in the form of my beautiful wife. It’s because of her that my parents are even making an attempt to reconnect with me. I guess they figure that if someone as good as her would choose to marry me, I must not be a total failure. The fact that she loves me has basically forced them to reconsider my damnation, and I’m really grateful for that.




    We get a seat near the front of the van and head from the flat plains of the airport toward the foothills where we grew up.




    “You okay?” Lola softly asks as she weaves her fingers through mine.




    “Yeah, just kind of nervous, I guess. I’m not sure what to expect, you know?”




    She can read me like a book, so she gives me a little kiss on the cheek and puts her other hand over mine to calm and comfort me. She’s so completely in tune with me, so connected with me, and it’s like her touch can suddenly make everything okay.




    I can barely breathe when we pull up in front of Theresa’s house. I have a lot of good memories of hanging out with Lola in this place when we were kids, so I try to focus on those to keep myself from panicking.




    We get our bags from the van and stand on the porch. Lola looks to me and gives me a warm, sweet, sympathetic smile before she tugs my shoulders down so she can kiss me.




    “It’s going to be all right, I promise,” she says softly. “No matter what happens, James, just know that I love you and that you are the best man in the world, okay? I’m proud of you and I can see the wonderful person you are—and so can a lot of other people. Take a deep breath, remind yourself that you’re a superhero in my book, and know that I’ll be right here with you. I have your back. If your dad starts acting like a dick, I’ll kick his ass myself.”




    I laugh at her genuine kindness. God! She’s so fuckin’ amazing! I always feel lucky to have her, but I feel particularly lucky right now.




    She looks to me and waits for me to nod before she rings the doorbell.




    I hear footsteps inside, and I take a deep breath. It’s okay. It’s going to be fine.




    “Mr. and Mrs. Laird!” Theresa says with a big smile as she reaches out to us. She hugs Lola first and then warmly embraces me. “It’s so good to see you, sweetie,” she whispers as she pats my back. “I tried to warm them up a little bit, talked about how happy you were and how much Lola adores you. Not sure how much I broke them down, but I think the ice layer is sufficiently melted.”




    “Thanks, Theresa,” I reply gratefully as I put our bags inside the door. Even she’s making an attempt to reassure me, and it’s good to know that she cares this much.




    We walk into the familiar setting of Theresa’s house, the place where I spent much of my childhood hanging out with Lola, and I’m really glad we decided to do this here instead of at my parents’ house. I’d probably launch into a panic attack just setting foot in that place right about now.




    The dining room comes into view, and I can see my parents sitting at the table. My heart is pounding in my chest. This is like some shit out of 8 Mile, and I can practically hear the first notes of Eminem’s “Lose Yourself” playing in my mind.




    My dad’s back is to the doorway, so he doesn’t see me right away. My mom, on the other hand, is sitting on the other side of the table and peering out anxiously. She looks wonderful. She’s got a few more wrinkles, but she’s still so pretty.




    She makes a sort of gaspy sob as she jumps out of her chair and rushes over to me.




    My throat is tight, and I’m overcome with emotion. I haven’t seen her in six years, haven’t spoken with her, gotten a hug from her, haven’t even been able to share my happiness from marrying Lola with her. I used to be her favorite. But my career choices fucked all that up, and the person who used to love me the most got ripped away from me. To say I have a lot of emotional baggage from that shit would be an understatement.




    “Oh, my darling!” Tears are already pouring from her eyes as she stands back to look at me.




    I get choked up, and I’m trying to blink back tears of my own as she scans me with the proud smile that I’ve missed so much.




    When she throws her arms around me and hugs me, I lose it. She cradles my head to her shoulder and I cry like a teenage girl listening to Adele on repeat after a bad breakup.




    “I missed you so much!” I murmur into her shoulder, giving up my attempts to cling to composure.




    “Oh, God, I missed you too, my sweetheart,” she whispers to me, running her fingers through my hair and wrapping her arms around me tighter. “My angel, my baby boy,” she adds, making me cry harder.




    When she steps back, I see that her eyes are all red, and I realize that she must have been crying a lot today, more than just right now. My mom’s always been the sweetest person in the world, and she’s very affectionate when it comes to me and my brother, Jonathan. I can tell that she’s been just as emotional as I’ve been about this whole thing. I’ve been trying to be tough about it and act like it’s not that big of a deal, but standing here with her is a huge deal.




    “Look how handsome you are!” she says tearfully and rests her palm on the side of my face. “You’ve grown up so much since I last saw you.”




    I bashfully smile as she kisses my cheek and hugs me again. I wasn’t even twenty-one when I last saw her, now I’m almost twenty-seven, and I’m sure I look different to her. I’ve grown up a lot over these past years, and it must be kind of a shock to her.




    “My darling, oh, my baby,” she whispers, looking right into my eyes. “I’m so happy to have you back.”




    I can feel myself welling up again.




    “Jeez, look at me. I’m such a mess.” She takes a tissue out of her pocket and wipes the tears off her cheeks.




    I hear Lola sniffle, and I laugh a little when I look over at her. She and Theresa are both dabbing their eyes and Lola’s got a smile on her face that looks like she just witnessed a miracle.




    “Sweetheart, don’t think I forgot about you,” Mom says to Lola, wrapping her up in a big hug.




    “It’s great to see you, Brenda,” Lola says warmly.




    My mom whispers something, and she doesn’t think I can hear it, but I do. “Thank you for bringing my son back to me.”




    Lola gives her a subtle nod of acknowledgment, and once again, I feel like I’ve hit the jackpot. My wife is an angel, and she’s singlehandedly repaired a bond I thought was broken for good. She reunited me and my mom, and I can feel that gap in my heart getting smaller by the second.




    Now comes the tough part, though. I look to the side and see my dad standing up from his chair and making his way over.




    The last time I saw him, he was snarling that I was dead to him and that I was an embarrassment to the family. It was a blowout to end all blowouts, and it fucked me up for years to come. That shit shook me to my core, and I’ve never really recovered, to be honest.




    “Son,” Dad says with a curt nod, awkwardly moving closer and obviously internally debating if he should hug me.




    “Dad,” I reply with the same nervous tension, also not sure if this tense moment requires a hug.




    Mom practically shoves him toward me, and he looks surprised, but he reaches out and gives me a chilly hug. It’s strained for both of us because I still kind of hate him for torpedoing my life back then, but it’s a step in the right direction, so I’m going to go with it.




    “Good to see you,” he murmurs. “Been a long time.”




    “Yeah, it has,” I reply, feeling my body go rigid when I move back from him.




    Almost immediately, Lola takes my hand and gives me a little squeeze to remind me that everything’s going to be okay. My shoulders relax on contact, and I feel a lot better having her at my side during this whole thing. I totally couldn’t have done this on my own—not to mention that it never would have happened because my dad would have still thought I was a piece of shit if a wonderful girl like her hadn’t thrown her endorsement behind me.




    “Should we take a seat?” Theresa asks, seeing the tense air between me and Dad.




    “Sure,” my mom says, wrapping her arm around me one more time and giving me a side hug.




    All these years I’ve tried to convince myself that I didn’t care what happened with my parents and that the whole void didn’t really matter, but I’m starting to realize just how much it affected me. Christ, I missed my family so fuckin’ much!




    Lola slides into the chair next to me, and Mom sits opposite me, giving me an overjoyed smile as she looks me over. Dad is across from Lola, notably not across from me, and Theresa is at the head of the table to Lola’s right.




    There’s bread and salad out, and everyone starts quietly nibbling at their food while an awkward silence builds around us.




    “So, how was Vegas?” Theresa asks to break the ice.




    “Great!” Lola says. “You should have seen our hotel room. It was huge! There were two bedrooms and this big bar area. And the view was spectacular.”




    “I have some pics on my phone.” I smile, pulling my iPhone from my pocket. My lock screen is still a photo of Lola, but now it’s the surprise picture I took of her the morning we got married.




    My mom takes the phone from my hand and starts swiping through the pictures. Thankfully, my camera roll is clean and I’ve moved my small selection of provocative Lola pics to another album. It’s not like they’re really explicit or graphic; most are just shots I snapped of her first thing in the morning, but anyone would be able to tell from the angle that I was on top of her in bed and that she didn’t have any clothes on under the sheets.




    “That’s the room,” I say, leaning over to look at the screen while Mom zooms and pinches. “This whole area was curved like this, and the bar part was over here.”




    “Wow, that’s so nice,” Mom says, swiping to the next photo.




    “This was a window we had at the back of the bar. It looked into the shower,” I explain when she sees the pic.




    “They had a stripper pole in there. Can you believe that?” Lola volunteers with a laugh.




    “Oh, my,” Mom says, giving her an amused smile.




    “It was a real nuisance, too, because I kept worrying that I’d bump into it if I got shampoo in my eyes,” Lola jokes, keeping things pleasantly light.




    I think Dad cracks a smile, but it’s so microscopic that I can’t really see it.




    “And these ones?” Mom asks, holding out the phone to show me the next photo. It’s Lola with her makeup partially done and her hair in curlers.




    “Those were from when we were getting ready for the red carpet,” I explain.




    I see Dad flinch a little at the mention of a red carpet, since everybody knows what that red carpet was for, and I try to figure out how to describe it without acknowledging the whole porn awards thing.




    “I was basically like Lola’s paparazzi that whole trip. I kept taking pictures of her when she wasn’t looking, and she was so annoyed with me I thought she was going to smack me,” I joke.




    “I definitely wanted to!” Lola laughs and gives me a little punch in the arm. “I swear, these past few months, he’s been determined to constantly capture me when I’m in the most raggedy clothes and my hair is all messed up.”




    Mom chuckles and smiles at us while Dad makes a sort of harrumph and reaches for his wine glass.




    “You’re so Derelicte,” I tease in a Mugatu voice as I nudge her with my shoulder. I turn back to my mom and add, “She has no idea how pretty she is first thing in the morning, so she sometimes throws a fit when I try to take her picture that way.”




    Lola laughs harder, and I put my arm around her to tug her into me, kissing the side of her head. She melts into my side and affectionately rubs my back for a few seconds, which I greatly appreciate.




    Mom glances back and forth between me and Lola in that way she used to a long time ago, like she’s picturing what our babies will look like and what a wonderful future we’ll have together. She’s been doing this since I was about seventeen, and I think she’s secretly a little smug that her prediction came true.




    “The next one should be Lola in her dress,” I say, nodding to my mom.




    She flips to the next pic and makes a marveling sound as she zooms in to see the detail in Lola’s dress. When she looks back at us, she smiles broadly. “That’s beautiful. You looked absolutely gorgeous.”




    “Thanks.” Lola blushes. “I had a few choices, but that was the dress I liked the most.”




    “And that decision was made about five minutes before we went down to the carpet,” I tease. “Mostly because Polly Prissy Pants over here couldn’t make her mind up until the very last minute.”




    “Shut up!” Lola giggles and gives my arm a little smack, which sets me laughing. She’s just so adorable sometimes.




    “I have one of her with Elvis too,” I say, motioning to the phone. “This guy’s been working at that chapel for, like, thirty years and he stayed in character the whole time.”




    Mom laughs when she sees the pic of Lola and our Elvis impersonator both posing with the classic lip curl. “Jon, how cute is this?” she asks with a huge smile as she hands the phone to my dad.




    “Thankyouverymuch,” Lola says in an Elvis voice.




    This time even Dad chuckles, and I give Lola a look of gratitude. She’s good at this. She’s personable, and she can warm up a room, even when that room includes my hard-ass father.




    “The wedding was hilarious,” she says, beaming. “I think it was probably the most fun I’ve had, and the cherry on top was that I got to marry this guy.”




    She kisses my cheek and leans her head on my shoulder, which makes me breathe out a relaxed sigh. She’s showing them that she loves me. She wants them to see that she chose me and that I’m worthy of her. She has my back big time, and my heart feels like it’s overflowing with how much love I’m getting from her right now.




    By the time Theresa brings out the main course, everybody has been chatting and laughing for about forty-five minutes, and even Dad looks more chilled out. Lola’s charming the hell out of him and talking me up like I’m a fuckin’ rock star. She’s working him. She knows what she’s doing, and I appreciate her paving this path for me.




    “So, honey, how’s the job search going?” he asks her before taking a bite of Theresa’s amazingly delicious chicken cacciatore.




    “I’ve kind of been slowly looking. I’m trying to find something that seems fun this time, since we’re not so strapped for cash.”




    I give her a smile that borders on smug. I’m proud that I’m able to take care of her. When I was younger, I never thought I’d have the bank account I have now, and I’m glad that I have such a perfect wife to share it with. I know Lola hates feeling like a kept housewife, but I really like her just chilling at home with me, so I kind of don’t want her to get a real job.




    “James keeps trying to tell me that I don’t have to work, and that’s been an ongoing argument with us”—exactly what I knew she’d say—“but I want to find something to do during the day so that my big activities aren’t just yoga class and laundry.”




    Mom chuckles and her eyes sparkle when she looks at Lola. She knows that Lola isn’t one to lounge around doing nothing and depend on a man for financial support. Lola’s a very goal-oriented person. I know eventually my days of hanging out in bed and having on-demand sex whenever the mood hits us will to come to an end—and that’s cool with me because I know it’s important to her.




    “So you’ve done pretty well for yourself in that business, then?” Dad says with a hint of disapproval. “Guess it all worked out for you.”




    There’s a momentary pause when everyone looks at him like they’re wondering where he’s going with this.




    “I’ve made enough to let us live comfortably,” I respond with a little more bass in my voice. If he wants to start some shit, we can start some shit.




    “Earned a good living?” he continues with a challenge in his tone.




    “Earned enough to take care of myself and my family. Earned enough for me and Lo to live how we want and for our kids to go to college.”




    Lola gives me an oh, shit look, and I know she’s worried about this turning into an altercation.




    “Well, I’m glad you’ve been so successful. You put your mind to something and you achieved it,” Mom says, shooting Dad a scolding glance. “And I’m glad you’re able to provide a good life for your family. I know my grandbabies will never go hungry,” she adds with a chuckle.




    I see Lola blush at the very mention of grandchildren, and I smile as I look her over. Kids. Someday me and her can have kids, and we can be a real family. Given my past, it kind of blows my mind to even think that my life could go in that direction, but I’m psyched for the next step and the adventure of raising kids. Now that I think about it, I’d love to have a ton of children. Lola’s so gorgeous that I bet our kids would be super cute, and it would be cool to raise a kid with someone smart like her.




    Dad mumbles something, probably some derogatory comment, but he doesn’t say it out loud.




    It’s clear that something’s changed with my parents. Their relationship has shifted, and my mom seems to be running the show now. I feel like she saw this whole thing as her second chance with me, and she’s not about to let Dad fuck it up. I want to high-five her and tell her how psyched I am that she’s acting like such a boss now. Go, Mom!




    Theresa made peach pie for dessert. I’m thinking it’s because she knows it’s my favorite, and we all dig in as Lola and my mom try to steer things in a more chipper direction.




    “Supposed to be nice out tomorrow,” Mom says cheerfully. “Jon, I know you’ve been talking about going fishing. Why don’t you take the boys with you?”




    “Brenda, I think the boys have better things to do than go fishing with their old man,” he replies, trying to politely decline.




    “Don’t be silly. It’ll be nice for you all to get together,” she says dismissively. “Besides, Jonathan couldn’t come to dinner tonight and I’m sure he’d like to see his brother.”




    “Mom, Dad probably wants to go fishing on his own,” I say, also trying to get out of this.




    “No, no.” She shakes her head. “The three of you will have a good time. The ladies will do a dress shopping day, and you three can go have a boys’ day outside in the sun.”




    From the way she’s pushing this, I know there’s no refusing it. It’s not an offer; it’s a polite demand, and I know I can’t say no, even though spending the day with my dad and my brother is about as far from a good time as I can imagine.




    “Brenda, honey,” Dad quietly objects, “let’s not push it—”




    “The three of you are going fishing tomorrow, Jon,” she says, turning to him with a stern look. “You’re going to go fishing with your sons, and you’re going to have a great time.”




    “All right,” he mumbles, definitely not happy about having to give in to her.




    I take a deep breath and try to look cheerful, but I’m not exactly thrilled about it either. First off, I hate fishing, and I suck at it because I don’t have the patience to stand there for ages waiting for some tiny fish to bite. Second, my brother is a huge douchebag and he’s super competitive, so he’ll no doubt try to make this into some kind of fuckin’ contest and then gloat about it when he beats me. Lastly, I can’t even imagine how awkward it’ll be to have to try to make conversation with my dad like we’re buddies when I know he’s ashamed of me and I know I’m pissed off at him. This is a goddamn train wreck waiting to happen.




    I insist on helping Theresa clean up the dishes, mostly so I can get up from the table, and she pats me on the back when we’re alone in the kitchen.




    “Not too bad so far, right?” she says with a smile.




    “It could have been worse.” I laugh.




    “Tomorrow, you just to have to not let him get to you. Do like Jay Z and just brush it off,” she advises, dusting her shoulder like he did in the video.




    I crack up laughing at Lola’s mom throwing out a Jay Z reference, but I nod my head in agreement.




    “Come here,” she says, reaching out to me.




    I have to bend down really far to hug her back, since she’s tiny like Lola, but I embrace her.




    “I’m really happy that you’re my son-in-law, honey,” she says as she pats my back. “It’s plain as day that you two make each other very happy, and I couldn’t have picked a better husband for her.”




    “Wow, thanks, Theresa!” I beam. God, that means the world to me!




    Everyone sits around chitchatting for a little while longer, though my dad is still pretty quiet, and then my parents head back home. Lola, Theresa, and I walk them to the door and then head back into the living room.




    “Well, you made it through the first dinner,” Theresa jokes.




    “By the skin of my teeth,” I reply with a big sigh.




    “I think you were great.” Lola smiles reassuringly. “Your mom really missed you; I could tell.”




    “Absolutely!” Theresa agrees. “When she first saw you, shit, I got choked up. It was so sweet to see her get to hug her son again.”




    “Yeah, it was pretty intense. I missed her too. It was almost surreal to be able to talk to her and sit with her and stuff.”




    “She’s going to be a wreck at the wedding,” Theresa says with a laugh. “She and I will probably have to sit in the back because we’ll both be sobbing. We’ll be so happy for you kids that we’ll both be a mess.”




    “We’ll make sure we give out lots of Kleenex,” I joke.




    There’s a pause, and Theresa looks at me and Lola like she’s proud of us. Fuck! I’m so into this parental approval thing!




    “All right, kids, get some sleep. You, my man, have got a big day tomorrow,” she says as she points at me.




    “Ugh, don’t remind me!” I reply with an exaggerated groan.




    “Lola, I’ve got your room all made up and, um, you know, the two of you can be in there,” she says shyly.




    “We’re allowed to stay in the same room now, huh?” I tease. “I’m not relegated to the guest bedroom now that I put a ring on it, eh, Theresa?”




    She cackles with laughter, and her reaction makes my smile wider.




    When Theresa found out I was doing porn, the whole idea of me and Lola sleeping in the same bed went out the window. Understandable, yes, because Lola was still a teenager and the porn thing only solidified my rep as a panty-dropper, but it was kind of funny to see that shift in her attitude about our little “slumber parties.” Suddenly she didn’t see us as kids anymore, and she realized that we were old enough to indulge in some very grown-up activities, so rules were laid down that prevented us from cuddling in bed together. We still managed to sneak in a few late night cuddles here and there, but Lola was afraid to risk it because she knew her mom was already paranoid.




    Little does Theresa know that I actually swiped Lola’s v-card in that bed several months ago while she was out of town on a business trip. I’m pretty sure Lola’s thinking the same thing, because her cheeks are turning pink and she’s avoiding eye contact with me to keep from laughing.




    “I love you both,” Theresa says through her laughter, “but don’t even think about having sex in my house.”




    Now we lose it, both of us completely cracking up as Lola nods like she’s making a promise.




    “All right, kids, get some rest.” Theresa gives us both big smiles and heads off to her bedroom.




    We make our way to Lola’s room, and she takes off her jeans and T-shirt as she goes into the bathroom. She’s just in her white bra with little pink roses on it and the matching panties as she brushes her teeth and looks at me through the mirror.




    “She didn’t say anything about fooling around in the shower,” I say seductively as I step behind her and put my hands on her hips to tug her closer to me.




    “She said sex, just sex in general,” Lola replies with a cute smirk and an eye roll.




    “But does she mean straight-up sex, like penis-in-vagina sex, or does she mean all sexual acts?” I spread my fingers over her stomach and kiss her neck a few times.




    She watches me as I drop to my knees and slide her panties off her hips, pulling them down until they’re around her ankles. She turns her head to look over her shoulder at me as I start softly kissing her lower back just above the start of her cute little ass.




    “I mean the definition of sex is really so subjective,” I whisper as I slide my fingertips up her thigh.




    My hand moves between her legs, and I let the very tip of my index finger push forward just enough to slip over her clit while my lips brush her lower back.




    “There’s this, for one,” I say, kissing her hip from behind as I tease her with my fingers. “I mean, does fingering count as sex? How about fingering without penetration? What about oral sex? It’s got sex in the title, but by the presidential definition, it’s not really sex,” I say smoothly as I bend her knee and usher her leg toward the counter.




    She lets me move her until one knee is up on the counter, and she’s nice and opened up for me. I scoot forward and rotate until my back is against the cabinets and my face is right between her legs.




    “Ah,” she exhales when I taste her.




    “Take your bra off,” I instruct, momentarily glancing up at her before returning to what I was doing.




    She reaches behind her back and unhooks it, tossing it onto the ground. Her breathing is already picking up, and even in this position her hips have started rocking just a little. She fuckin’ loves this shit, and I always get so turned on when I can get her going this way. I feel sorry for guys who don’t go down on their girls, because witnessing this kind of arousal is fuckin’ awesome.




    “Mmm, James, we shouldn’t,” she says in an almost-moan.




    “Does it feel good? Do you like it, baby?” I whisper to her before I really start to go at her.




    She moans. “Yes…I love it, but we can’t. We…mmm…we have to stop.”




    I know she wants this, just a glance at her body tells me that, but she asked me to stop, so I know I probably should.




    I stand up and move behind her again, blatantly fondling her breasts while I lock eyes with her through the mirror. Her nipples are hard, and I know how sensitive they must be when I run my fingers over them.




    “Come on,” she says, her husky, trembling voice betraying how turned on she is. “It’s the only thing she asked us not to do.”




    I take a deep breath, but I let up on her and move back. She gives me a smile and even fans herself with her hand as she blushes. Do I know how to turn you on or what, Lo?




    I watch her start up the shower and test the water before she gets in. Pretty soon, I’ve peeled off my clothes and gotten in with her. She’s facing away from me, soaping up, and she looks ultra-sexy.




    There’s no way that I can stop myself from touching her, even though she’s made herself forbidden fruit at this point. I stand behind her as I kiss up and down her neck, rubbing my hands over her shoulders and back before I move them around so I can palm her breasts.




    “James,” she lustfully objects, “I can’t do this in my mom’s house with my mom asleep down the hall.”




    “The shower disguises the noise,” I reply, letting my hands roam lower and slipping a finger inside her. Warm and tight. Heaven on earth.




    She moans a little louder and puts her hand on the wall to keep her balance. When she leans forward, I kiss the back of her neck and reach my other hand around her so I can play with her nipples. She’ll come faster this way, and that’ll make her less likely to object.




    “I’m…I’m gonna get too loud,” she pants. “James, seriously, I know I’m gonna get too loud.”




    “Just try to keep it in,” I reply, entering her with another finger and concentrating on her spot.




    That gets a whimper, and I know she’s well on her way.




    “I can’t—oh, fuck—I can’t keep quiet enough,” she moans. “Wait! Wait!”




    I hate stopping, especially when I know she’s so close, but I do it because I’m not about to keep going if she really, really doesn’t want me to.




    She leans back against the tile and breathes deeply, no doubt trying to stave off the impending orgasm that was just about to take her.




    “I can’t do it,” she finally says to me. “Everything you do feels too good, and I’m going to end up screaming or something.”




    “I’ve had parents-in-the-house sex before, Lo. There are ways, baby. I can show you ’em.” I give her the old James Laird Sex Laser Beam, as she calls this particular expression, and she bites her bottom lip for a second like she’s trying to control her arousal.




    “As if you can be super quiet in a situation like that!” she playfully scoffs.




    “I can, Lo.”




    “Is that so?” she says with a very sly smile.




    She drops to her knees, and before I know it, she’s blowing me. Shit! Her mouth. So good. She might have had a point about getting loud because my initial moan is significantly stronger than I thought it’d be.




    Holy fuck! She’s working me in every way she knows how, and I’m already so goddamn horny that I feel like I’m going to pop right away. I bite my lip to mute my panting and groaning, and I brace myself on the wall as she feverishly continues.




    “Oh, fuck…oh, shit…oh, fuck…oh, shit,” I breathe rhythmically.




    “Right here,” she says, moving back a couple inches and pushing her breasts together as she arches her back.




    Holy motherfuckin’ shit! She’s going to let me come on her tits! It’s too hot! It’s too insanely hot! Gonna lose it…no control…gonna—oh, fuck!




    I spill out onto her, and I can’t take my eyes off what I’m seeing. She’s looking up at me and licking her lips, and it’s like something out of a fuckin’ porno—but ten times hotter than any scene I’ve ever shot. She’s usually Miss Good Girl, and there’s nothing I like more than letting Naughty Sex-crazed Lola run free. She surprises the hell out of me sometimes with the way she’ll suddenly pull the dirty girl card and jump to something way beyond her usual level.




    “That was hot,” she says with a giggle as she stands up.




    I catch her arm before she turns toward the water to wash off. “Hold on a sec,” I say, still a little out of breath. “I just want to memorize this.”




    At that, she laughs pretty damn hard, and her cheeks turn bright pink as she lets me look her over. Shit! I almost can’t believe how hot this looks.




    “Congratulations, you’ve marked your territory. Can I wash off now?” she asks, smirking.




    “Yeah, okay.” I grin and let her go.




    I try to leave her alone, to let her shower in peace and keep my hands off her, but I literally can’t stop myself. I’m still so hard and it’s like I’ll die if I don’t get inside her soon. Once she’s cleaned off, I grab her, spin her around, and kiss her hard. She tangles her fingers into my hair, and I can feel the way her little body radiates with desire. She wants me big time, and she’s not even trying to fight it now. In fact, I can tell she’s kind of digging the way I’m getting more aggressive.




    I hike her up and hold her thighs as I press her back to the wall, bringing my hips forward. The water makes everything smoother as I glide into her hands-free, filling her in one stroke. Mental note: we should do it in the shower more often. It makes me a lot less paranoid about potentially hurting her if I go in too hard or too fast.




    As I start to thrust my hips, she moans a little too loud and claps her hand over her mouth to keep quiet. “I can’t,” she whispers.




    I’m not stopping this time. I just can’t control myself, and my pelvis is shifting, making me rub against all the right places.




    “I can’t do it without moaning too loud. I-I ca—oh, fuck!”




    “Want me to cover your mouth?” I can barely recognize my voice because it’s been transformed into some kind of lustful growl.




    “Sure,” she says, her eyes meeting mine in the naughtiest look I’ve seen on her face in ages.




    I put my palm over her mouth, and I nearly die from how sexy it is. It’s sort of dominant, sort of forceful and rough, but with this undercurrent of tenderness that I always have with her.




    “Hold on tight,” I instruct, and she nods.




    I grab her ass and pump her like there’s no tomorrow. She’s whimpering and moaning, but my hand over her mouth is keeping the sound pretty decently muted. This is the fastest and hardest I’ve ever done it with her, and her thighs are flexed around my hips as her fingers dig into my shoulders. She’s bucking up against me, and the whole thing feels wild and primal.




    “Mmm!” she loudly whimpers against my hand before losing all control and exploding into shakes and shivers.




    Her nails claw into my back, and it draws my focus away for just long enough. “Oh, God, Lo!” I groan, pulling her tight against me as I come.




    Her eyes close, and she pants as I take my hand off her mouth and wrap both arms around her to hold her up. Her body’s limp like an overcooked noodle, and she drapes her arms over my shoulders as she rests on me.




    “I like slow and soft,” she finally says with a grin, “but I think I like fast and furious too.”




    I laugh and slowly ease her down, making sure she’s not too wobbly to stand. I know how intense orgasms are for her, and sometimes it can take her body a few minutes to get back to normal.




    “I was worried for a minute there. You know I worry about hurting you, and I was kind of concerned that maybe it was too hard.”




    She shakes her head. “No, no. It wasn’t too anything. It was just right, the perfect amount of intimacy and no-holds-barred passion.”




    I proudly beam at her summary, and give her a sweet kiss.




    I’m sated enough to let the rest of the shower go on as planned, and we’re both clean and very relaxed as we crawl into bed.




    “I know you’re going to hate me for saying this,” she whispers apologetically as she turns on her side to face me, “but we can’t do it again while we’re here.”




    “What?” I whine.




    “James, I lived in this house for almost eighteen years without having sex at all. I’m a grown fucking woman now, and I will be completely mortified if my mom overhears me having sex with my husband like we’re horny teenagers.”




    “That is so not fair,” I playfully complain. “When you’re finally mine, that’s when I can’t have you? That’s total bullshit! All those years I slept in your bed and behaved myself, all those times I thought about sliding your panties down just a little bit and slipping into you from the back while I spooned you, all that can never come true now?”




    “I seem to remember you running through half the goddamn Kama Sutra with me a few months ago when we did it here!”




    “Yeah, but it’s not the same,” I say, playfully griping about it some more. “There was this one time when we were on your bed watching a movie and you were lounging on your side with your cleavage all out like a fuckin’ sex kitten. I kept trying to sneak a glance, but I was worried you’d catch me. Or there was that time when we were way younger and you let me cuddle you while we slept, and I accidentally had my hand on your boob all night.”




    “Accidentally?” she says with a raised eyebrow.




    “Semi-accidentally.”




    “Look, I understand this is a struggle for you, apparently it’s on par with a fucking global tragedy or something, but for the next couple days, this is off limits.” She points down her body.




    I have to keep quiet as I laugh at that firm declaration.




    “We need to get our heads in the game, focus on wedding stuff, and get shit done,” she says. “Sex is too big of a distraction for us because we seem to operate on the Pringles philosophy: once you pop, you can’t stop.”




    I actually have to bury my face in the pillow when I laugh at that one. Christ, shit like this is what makes me certain that she’s my fuckin’ soul mate.




    “You want some other chip analogies? Because I’ve got ’em. How about the Lay’s one? ‘You can’t eat just one.’ Or what about…um…actually, those are the only two I can think of,” she says with a laugh.




    When I’m able to stop cracking up, I lean over and give her a kiss. She snuggles up to me, but I reach back and palm her little ass while she takes a contented deep breath and kisses my chest.




    “See? This is why I’m glad I married you,” I say.




    “My sparkling personality and razor sharp wit or my ass?”




    “Both…but maybe the ass a little bit more.”




    She laughs adorably and relaxes into me as we both get quiet and eventually fall asleep.


  




  

    Chapter 2




    Lola




    I’VE NEVER BEEN to the bridal store in my hometown—I’ve never been to any bridal store, actually, but today I’m headed to Enchanted Bridal to shop for wedding dresses. I’m accompanied by my mom and Brenda. My closest friends are back in California, and I didn’t think this was worthy of a trip out here, so we’re keeping it small. Jonathan’s wife, Lisa, offered to get a sitter for their sons, Cody and Jon Christopher, and accompany us, but Brenda insisted we could take care of this ourselves. I don’t think she likes Lisa as much as she likes me, and I feel a little guilty about that. I hope it’s not glaringly obvious to anyone else.




    We’re ushered into the all-white boutique by a young, blond woman dressed in a black skirt-suit with her hair pulled back in a sleek ponytail. The place is spacious, elegant, and regal, which makes sense because they carry some pretty pricey inventory.




    We sit on soft, white couches, and we’re handed tasty mimosas as we await our “bridal consultant.” I try to go through a game plan in my head. I wanted to pay for this myself, but my mom absolutely insisted on footing the bill, offering a budget of twenty five hundred dollars, which I thought was absolutely absurd. I wanted to spend maybe five hundred tops, since this is something I’ll only wear once and, technically, I’m already married. But oh, no, when my mother gets an idea in her head, it’s “Katy, bar the door” if you try to stand in her way. Even though I know she can afford it with her recent promotion, I don’t like the idea of her splurging on something as trivial as a dress.




    A tall, leggy brunette with fine features and blue eyes walks over to us. She’s wearing a black suit with subtle pinstripes, and her legs look about eight feet long in the trousers. I recognize her immediately, and my cheeks go pink.




    “Hi, I’m Rebecca. I’ll be your bridal consultant,” she says warmly as she shakes my hand.




    She’s going by Rebecca now, but I know exactly who she is: Becky Callahan. Becky “Spank me, I’ve been a bad girl” Callahan. She was one of James’s many conquests in high school, and she has the infamous title of being his first foray into dominance and submission. He used to tell me stories about how he’d handcuff her, spank her, and even go in through the exit door with her. I was about fourteen at the time, and the very idea of someone getting plowed in the rear while they were bound and gagged was beyond my capacity to imagine, especially when James was the aggressor in the situation. He always seemed so sweet and gentle, but legend would paint a different picture, and Becky Callahan was a key player in that mythology. How the hell am I supposed to stand here and look this girl in the eye knowing what I know about her sexual antics?




    “You look really familiar,” she says to me after shaking hands with the moms. “Did you go to—”




    “Yes.”




    “And you were friends with—”




    “Yes.”




    “Lola, right?”




    “Yes.”




    “Oh, my God! Small world!” she says, giving me a big hug. “How have you been? I heard you moved out to California.”




    “Uh-huh. I went out there right after college.”




    “James is out there too, isn’t he?” She smiles as if she doesn’t already know this. “Doing something with movies, right?”




    “Yeah, sort of.” I blush.




    She gives me a wink, and I can tell that she knows exactly what kind of “movies” James was doing, but she’s considerate enough to not bring it up in front of the mothers.




    “He’s retired now, but he was huge in the business.” For some reason, I feel the need to explain. “He’s got a whole brand going now.”




    “Do you guys keep in touch? You were always so close.”




    “Yeah, we see each other every day. He’s the reason I’m here, actually.”




    She pauses, and her jaw drops with surprise. “He’s the groom?”




    I nod.




    “Get outta here!” she squeals with delight, throwing her arms around me again. “Well, congratulations! I always wondered if you two would ever get together.”




    “It was a long way around,” I reply with a laugh, “but eventually we got there.”




    “That’s so sweet,” she says like she’s genuinely touched. “I’m so happy for you both.”




    “Thanks.”




    I feel giggles fluttering up from my stomach, but I have to squash them. Becky was never a mean girl; she was more a Gretchen Wieners than a Regina George, and I don’t want to embarrass her by letting on that I know all the details of her teenage sex life. I can’t let my expression give away the fact that I’ve heard about the time she wanted him to write “dirty slut” with Sharpie across her lower back before he took her from behind. Or the time she wanted clothespins on her nipples and tape over her mouth. Or the time she wanted to wear nothing but her dog’s collar and be lead into the bedroom on a leash. Becky was into some crazy shit, even by James’s standards.




    “Well,” she says cheerfully, “let’s find you the perfect dress.”




    Becky handcuffed to her parents’ bed, being worked over with a belt. Becky on her knees with a sleep mask on and her hands tied behind her back, servicing James with her mouth. Becky bent over with her hair wrapped around his fist as he takes her doggy-style. I will not think about these things. I will not think about these things. I will not think about these things.




    “So, what style were you looking for?” she asks, taking a seat in the chair next to my side of the couch. “You’re really petite, so I would recommend something a little more form fitting. You’ll get lost in a big ball gown. I’ve got some sheaths and A-lines that will look gorgeous on you.”




    “Okay. I know virtually nothing about this, so I’ll trust your advice.”




    She glances over at both moms, and I can see the realization on her face that James’s mother is here too. Even though Becky wasn’t exactly someone he brought home to mom, Brenda is easy to recognize because her genes are strong and James’s gorgeous face is like the masculine version of hers with a little Jon mixed in for extra handsomeness.




    She smiles. “Did you have a set budget?”




    Both moms chime in, in unison, “Five thousand.”




    “What?” My head snaps around to look at them.




    “Half from me, half from Brenda,” my mom explains.




    “No, no.” I shake my head. “No way we’re spending that much money. I’m already pissed that you’ve bossed your way into buying this; you don’t need to drag Brenda into it with you,” I say sternly to my mom.




    “Sweetheart, I want to,” Brenda refutes. “You’ve always been like the daughter I never had. Let me and your mom do this for you.”




    I groan with frustration.




    “We’re doing it,” my mom declares.




    “You’re bad enough on your own, but now you’ve convinced Brenda to join you in the asylum!”




    Brenda’s lips curve into a smug smile, and my mom gives me a smirky shrug.




    “Looks like you’ve been overruled,” Becky says with a laugh.




    “Apparently so,” I reply with a snicker.




    “Well, I’ll show you some in a wide price range and then you decide,” she says.




    We get up from the couches, and she leads us down a corridor to a wide, airy room with a three-way mirror in front of a circular platform. I’ve seen this kind of thing on TV. It’s where the bride stands while the family critiques what she’s wearing, like a red carpet glam-cam, but with bickering family members. While I know that Brenda and my mother won’t bicker, it still feels a little like a sacrificial altar where I’m going to get served up to the god of extravagant weddings.



OEBPS/Images/V3_Devoted-FrontRGB-72dpi.jpg
.

vg[fju TUE, & VIED:
w

BIANCA GIOVANNI





OEBPS/Images/O_logo.jpg





