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INTRODUCTION:

VERY HAPPY ENDINGS


Honey, are you happy?” is the question with which Cassandra Carr opens her story, “Saved,” about a marriage that needs reviving, pronto. Haven’t we all been in relationships where we longed to ask our partners what they were truly thinking and feeling; whether they were happy; whether they had fantasies, regrets, dreams—but didn’t ask because we were afraid of the answer? I certainly have, so I have extra admiration for this lonely wife who dares to ask for what she wants, realizing it’s never too late. That is the same spirit that enlivens every story in this collection, where sexual pleasure and romantic happiness are not guaranteed at the outset. Couples in various stages of their romances experience tricky territory and have to ask, pursue, explore and test the boundaries of their love in order to reach new peaks, learn about themselves, and make their relationships stronger. Yes, these stories are hot, and I fully encourage you to read them with one hand, but I also find them heartwarming. They explore what happens within a marriage or relationship behind closed doors, for the most part, when  you’re stripped bare in the literal and figurative senses, and are truly seen by someone who knows you inside and out.

You very likely know the feeling of being captivated by a lover, wanting to be with him morning, noon and night; dreaming about her when you’re away; reveling in the heights of passion as well as the tender comforts of togetherness when you’re not. The stories in Only You celebrate that feeling of knowing the ones you love for all their high points and their faults, of seeing beyond their outer image to what truly makes their heart beat, sometimes knowing them better than they know themselves.

The stories you are about to read all explore the theme, in some way, of lovers who are drawn to each other, whether they fully understand why or not. Some are pulled apart by obstacles they have to overcome, and others simply can’t wait to tear each other’s clothes off. Some serve as teachers, guides or gurus into matters of the heart.

What I especially like about these tales is that the lovers here join forces, using their knowledge of what the other person gets off on to spur them to risqué acts, even under circumstances that may not seem ideal at first glance. “Forgotten Bodies,” by Giselle Renarde, addresses the ways we can forget our own bodies, not to mention our partner’s libido, in long-term relationships. Susan goes so far as to hide in the bathroom to avoid sex with her husband, only to discover that he’s cooking up something new and naughty for them to try. In “The Love We Make,” by Kristina Wright, fighting leads to the hottest sex imaginable, and means there’s no excuse too petty to pick a fight over, if they get to “make up.” Sex-starved Sidney in Lolita Lopez’s “Mom’s Night Out” engages in a one-night getaway with her husband, Owen, where they forget all about the draining daily duties of parenthood and rediscover how much they still hunger for each other.

Some of the lovers here are less experienced, such as M. in “Autumn Rain,” by Michael A. Gonzales, and Dean in my story “For the Very First Time.” Each delicately touches on the ways our first time leaves an impression, makes us fall that much harder for the person we’re sharing the momentous occasion with. Even when the characters aren’t actually virginal, when they approach their relationships anew, finding something novel in their partner’s kiss or touch, they can invoke Madonna and feel “Like a Virgin,” only with the bonus of a shared, special history.

As I’ve edited this collection, I’ve been listening to Adele’s achingly gorgeous album 21. Those songs are about lost loves, but they contain all the tenderness you will find here as well, and rest assured, not to give too much away, the tales in Only You have happy, sweet, sexy endings.

I wish you only pleasure in enjoying the stories you’re about to read.

 



Rachel Kramer Bussel 
New York City






DRIVEN

Angela Caperton

 



 



 




Suzanne leaned back in the passenger seat and closed her eyes, letting the smooth hum of the road and Willie’s easy croon on the satellite radio soothe her. Tom Blessington drove the Fit among a thin flow of cars and trucks on the four-lane state road that led from the park back to town. His right arm rested on the console between them, within easy reach of the gearshift and close enough to Suzanne’s thigh that his body warmth seeped deliciously into her bones.

They had taken bikes out to the park and ridden all morning on the big loop that circled Lost Lake, pausing for a light brunch, sharing the silence of the cultivated wilderness on a weekday when most of the world was at work.

This was their second real date, Suzanne realized, after four lunches and pages of texts. Neither one of them were kids—Tom had just turned forty, and she was only three years younger. Life was too short for pretense, she often thought, and after the day they’d just shared, she was ready to go to bed with him.  She glanced at him with a soft smile. If he would let her know he wanted to as well, they’d enjoy the rest of the day tangled in sheets. Two years was too long to have gone without sex but, in that time, none of her flirtations or little courtships had progressed past dating. It wasn’t that Suzanne was especially demanding, but most of the men she met seemed a little desperate or overly aggressive. Tom seemed right, and it was time to end the long dry spell. Her instincts hinted that Tom would be an attentive lover, if only he’d be a little bold and let her know he was interested. She wasn’t looking for him to toss her on the ground and rip her clothes off, although at the moment, that didn’t sound so bad. Horny, she told herself. You’re just fucking horny, Suzanne.


Willie finished singing “Crazy” and Tom switched the station to jazz, something Suzanne didn’t recognize but instantly liked. The music mirrored the weather, light and breezy. When his arm returned to the console, the back of his fingers brushed her thigh, just above the hem of her short skirt. On an impulse, she reached across and petted him, tracing his knuckles.

Her heart tripped at his response, a quiet shiver that she knew was not the vibration of the car. Air froze in her lungs as he turned his hand under her touch, their fingers not quite lacing. He gripped the wheel harder with his left hand and turned to look at her. An impish glee skipped in her belly, along with the certainty that this moment was the signal she’d been waiting for. Their gazes met and Suzanne knew he saw the mischief in her eyes, and she saw something in his, the crystal prism of challenge, and without hesitation, she raised his hand to her lips. With her heart beating a quickening rhythm, she kissed the center of his palm, the tip of her tongue swirling a clear invitation.

Tom drew a deep breath and caressed her cheek with his  fingers. He looked back and forth between her and the road, settling into the right lane far behind the nearest car. Holding his wrist, Suzanne guided his touch to the open neck of her cotton blouse and his warm hand took the hint, stroking her throat, his eyes full of questions every time he turned to look at her.

Suzanne matched the depth of his breathing with her own as she released his hand. He kept touching her, tracing the line of her jaw then down along her clavicle, each exploration shocking her nerves into a sultry dance. She began to unbutton her blouse and grinned as the car jerked ever so slightly. A truck passed on the left but she barely acknowledged the reality of it.

Beneath the white cotton, she wore a thin bra, translucent and flesh-toned. Her nipples had stiffened to peaks and the heat of his gaze, as she opened the last button and let the shirt fall open, emboldened her.

“What are you doing?” he asked with a nervous laugh.

“Mmm,” she replied, and smiled at him, unwilling to instruct him, savoring her impulsiveness.

He slowed the Fit more, hanging at the bottom of the speed limit, and his hand moved apparently with a mind of its own, hot and eager to touch. He ran his fingers reverently over the point of her erect nipple, and warm silk flowed between her legs. Air pushed out of her lungs, edging toward panting, short, hard and fast as he circled the tip, and then her breathing bumped into ragged sighs as he slid his finger under the tight gauze of the bra. Rationality evaporated as she reached back, unfastened the bra, and let the satiny garment fall away, leaving her breasts bare to his touch, to his gaze—and the gaze of anyone casually driving by them. A thick, thermal fog hazed her brain as she slipped free of the passenger seat shoulder harness and shed both her blouse and the bra, tossing them into the backseat, out of reach.

“Watch the road,” she teased as she noticed his obvious effort to keep them on course, but his eyes and his hand were pulled to her like iron filings to a magnet. Suzanne found the seat adjustment and reclined the seat. She stretched, reveling in the pure lust that boiled in her blood and that she saw mirrored in Tom’s expression. The intoxicating thrill of being half naked in the front seat of his car infused her pussy with a keen throbbing ache of want. She had never ever done anything like this before, but the sultry heat of the car added to the pure brazenness of the act. Nothing had ever felt more sinfully right. If this wasn’t enough to help Tom overcome his silly shyness, Suzanne would just have to declare him dead and move on.

Another car passed them and she saw the passenger’s head move to look forward. Had he seen her? Suzanne just smiled. She had to admit, the thought that a passing stranger might have seen her bare breasts through the windows of the car thrilled her and added to the excitement of her display. The slick moisture between her legs became a trickle.

Tom’s touch turned rougher as he palmed her breast and rolled the stiff nipple under his hand, the hard kneading adding an edge to her arousal. She gasped and arched; caught his wrist and urged his hand lower, down the flat plane of her stomach, still a little damp with sweat from the morning ride. His thumb hooked under the waistband of her skirt as she squirmed in the seat.

Tom’s devilish grin gilded a glow to her growing lust. He looked more boyish than she had ever seen him, his cheeks coloring and his eyes wild with the promise of buried treasure.

She stroked the back of his hand, guided his touch with light pressure. She loosened her skirt to improve his access, and when his fingertips caressed the little fringe of hair above her pussy through the lacy thong she wore, she thought her heart might  stop completely. Hungry for his touch, nearly crazed with desire, she eased herself up in the seat and shifted so his hand slid down until his fingers rested atop her clit.

Divinity illuminated her, wanton, pagan and wicked, as she celebrated her sexuality in the suspended warmth of the car, the road and wind percussion combining with the perfect Latin-jazz beat coming from the speakers. The world beyond the glass and metal melted into a matte of textured color, barely seen, hardly acknowledged. All that mattered was Tom, his hand between her legs, the steady thrum of the car he still managed to keep on the road, the ribbon of discovery as cars and trucks zoomed by them.

He pushed against the lace barrier that was fast soaking with her desire, and his fingers parted her, rubbing the silk of her sexual surrender between the lips. He found her clit with skilled fingers and Suzanne teetered on the edge of climax. Not enough. Not yet.

“Wait,” she nearly groaned, then reached under her skirt, removed the thong and tossed it to join her blouse and bra. She bunched the soft linen skirt on her belly to show him what he wanted to see in the golden spotlight of sun through the windshield and windows. She opened to him, to the sky and the sun and the road.

“I’ll pull over,” he said.

She knew the road. There was nowhere close to pull off, no turnoff, no roadside park for miles. Tucking her skirt up, almost naked beside him, she made a sound that said, quite articulately, she had no intention of waiting.

The car accelerated as his hand found her bare pussy, his middle finger sliding perfectly over her clit, then into her. Her wetness ensured she hardly had to open to him, but she did, spreading her legs, her right knee pressed against the upholstered door interior, offering him as much access as he needed. Tom began to fuck her with his fingers: first one, then two, slipping, curling into the soaked slit; spreading her as he pumped, his palm massaging her clit. The slick sounds of his finger-fucking merged with the music and the keening of her breath as ripples of pleasure turned into waves. The first orgasm rose like a cork in water, an eruption from depths she had never known before. Head back, breasts out, pressed against the car seat, her pussy constricting around his relentless hand, she came hard, crying out. Merciless, Tom’s fingers continued and, to Suzanne’s amazement and delight, only a few more pumps produced another orgasm that rocked her body, seared her nerves and blinded her to everything but the ecstasy coursing through her. Shuddering, the road bright on her closed lids, nothing existed except his touch still coaxing and working inside her.

She reached across, breathless, and stroked his cock through his jeans, a solid rod of flesh that looked dangerously alive and painfully entrapped. He nodded, the sheen of animal desire glazing his eyes and dotting his forehead in sweat. She unzipped him, his hand losing its access as she twisted, the car slowing again.

Another semi-truck passed and honked its horn in two jubilant toots. Suzanne laughed, unabashed and giddy; she had no doubt that at least one trucker had seen them and enjoyed the show. Sated, but eager for Tom, she really didn’t care who might be watching them. No rest or concern until the mission was complete.

Her fingers slipped inside the slit of his boxers and his cock popped effortlessly free of its confinement. Her smile stretched wide. His prick was every bit as perfect as she had hoped it would be—a good length and circumcised, silky veins, and thick, with a shining head crowned by a brilliant dribble of  precome. She wanted him inside her, wanted to straddle him and let him fill her, but the Fit wasn’t made for that, and she admitted the anticipation of his cock inside her rejuvenated her horniness. She stretched against the disjointed seat belt. Without a thought, she unfastened the restraint and tossed her last garment away. For a moment, she savored the freedom of complete nudity, hoping someone else would pass them. She imagined herself splaying her thighs and making rude gestures to any scowls of disapproval.

She knelt in the seat, leaned over the console and kissed the head of Tom’s cock, smearing the precome, rolling the salty juice on her tongue. He tasted like sweat and musk, warm spice and heat. She wanted more.

Sunshine through the windshield heated her cheek as she took the stiff flesh into her mouth, her lips a tight O, her fingers stroking the pulsing base, teasing his balls. Her tongue cradled his cock as she slid her mouth over him, and pulling away, she let her tongue whip and play with the sensitive ridge and spongy head. Slow at first, her mouth learned his cock, her lips quickly mapped the throbbing veins, her tongue tasted the landscape of his skin. Delicious, hot, hard and hers, Suzanne savored his excitement and her rhythm grew. Tom’s hand crowned her head, his fingers kneading her skull in sync with her mouth. She delighted at the momentary acceleration of the car when Tom tried to thrust up and his foot pressed on the gas.

“Suzanne…” he said, then growled like an alert mastiff as he stiffened behind the wheel, the car swerving a little as he came in hot, glorious spurts on her tongue and in her throat. She tithed his shrinking shaft one more lick and sat up. The bright, beautiful day bathed her and she stretched, entirely open and free to whatever might happen next. Tom looked at her with an expression of barely satisfied lust and she knew that, whenever  they got to her place, they would find an entirely new level of pleasure together. She glanced at his cock and grinned to see it shiny with her saliva and already twitching with new life.

“Don’t dress,” he said, his hand on her thigh, fingers finding the folds of her pussy again.

“I have no intention of dressing,” she said, watching the roadside.

“I’m not finished, and we’ve a long way to go,” he said, his finger working her clit again.

“Don’t worry,” she said, her hand on his fingers as they teased her dripping lips. “You’re driving and I’m not going anywhere without you.”
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It was dark, but his silhouette was unmistakable, square and lean a few feet away from her.

“How did you know I was here?” Riley chewed her lip, huddled against the arm of the raggedy couch, eyeing the duffel bag at Max’s feet.

“Same way you knew I would come.”

“You didn’t have to,” she whispered.

“The hell I didn’t.”

“You gonna turn me in?

“What do you think?” He bent down to remove a grease-stained package from the duffel. “Brought you a burger.”

“Cheese?”

“Nah. I know you like cheese, but it was all they had at the gas station this time of night.”

Riley twisted her mouth into a teasing smirk. “You’re such a disappointment.”

He returned her irony with a laugh, taking another step  forward and cracking a smile in the moonlight, making Riley wish she could throw her arms around him. Instead, she took the paper bag from his hand and set it on the coffee table amidst the dust and debris.

Headlights flashed into the room from the road. Hardly anyone ever drove so far off the highway that time of night. Her bare shoulders twitched as the high beams cut through the darkness.

Max still lingered at the edge of the couch, too far to reach her even if he wanted to. But the brief illumination gave him a glimpse of her face, stained in mascara, frightened.

“I’m in trouble, Max.”

“I know, baby.”

“Why didn’t I listen to you?”

“You never did before,” he chuffed. “Not one time in all the years we spent in this place. That hard head of yours…kept you in plenty of hot water with old Ms. Perry, too, remember?”

Ms. Perry hadn’t let her foster children call her anything else. The word mom wasn’t part of either of their vocabularies and the concept of family was as intangible as the grayed woman’s constant plumes of smoke, blowing through the rooms like a ghost. The stench of cigarettes still clung to the wallpaper of the abandoned house more than eight years later.

Riley tried to explain. “Devon was just supposed to pick up some product from his dealer. That fucker didn’t tell me he was going to rob the guy. He just dropped the gun and left me standing there! I called nine-one-one, Max, and I ran.” She lowered her eyes. “Did he kill him? Big G—is he dead?”

“He got tagged in the shoulder; he’ll live.” Max took a seat on the other side of the tattered couch. “What the hell were you thinking getting mixed up with that lowlife?”

“Which one?”

He laughed. “Yeah right; you always had a talent for hooking up with the biggest asshole you could find.”

“Not always,” she whispered with unmistakable apology.

“P.O. Dwyer, respond.” Max’s radio raked the silence. “Dwyer.”

Riley took a breath, holding it as Max lifted the radio from his duffel bag and she awaited his reply.

“Dwyer here, Sarge.”

“Ten-five your location, officer.”

Riley could sense his big blue eyes burning her face, staring through the darkness as he spoke. “Fifth and Burrow, couple of kids boozing it up.”

Dwyer continued, “Suspect is in custody on that two-eleven. Unidentified Latino female twenty to twenty-five, five-six to five-eight, in a yellow top, white shorts is still wanted for questioning.”

“Ten-four,” Max responded and tossed the radio back into the bag.

“Latino? Try half-Irish, half-Jamaican,” Riley said to the air and jumped off the couch. “I gotta get out of here. The cab driver will definitely remember me.”

Max leaned forward and grabbed her arm, pulling her back down in front of him. She was shaking and he steadied her with his other hand on her cheek.

“Riley, why?”

She knew he wasn’t talking about how she’d ended up on the eleven o’clock news, caught on surveillance entering G’s apartment building with her latest bad decision. After they’d fooled around last year, why did she shut Max out? She had as little courage to explain that as any other asinine choice she’d made. Why? Fear was the plain answer—fear of hurting him, fear of not hurting herself for a change.

His thumb grazed slowly over the sharp bridge of her nose and across her eyebrow, then repeated the same worn path, something he’d done so many times before when Riley needed the reassurance of his touch. When they were kids, she’d come running to his bedroom in the middle of the night, tiptoeing across the bare planks of the old house and tapping their secret knock on his door. Nightmares plagued her routinely, but once she was cuddled up in his bed, Max had instinctually delivered those same caresses to stop her from trembling.

Now they made her weak. His closeness was painful, something she felt she didn’t deserve, too good to be true. It took everything inside her to muster the willpower to push him away, but Max wouldn’t stand for it. Not this time.

He slipped his fingers to the back of her head, weaving them into her dark, spiraling curls and brushed his lips against hers. She shuddered, wanting him more than ever. Opening her mouth, she dared to taste happiness for just the smallest moment. His tongue was deliciously complicit, erasing the worry from her face. Truth flowed from his tender kiss. He belonged to her.

“Max, no…”

“Stop, Riley. Stop making this so hard.”

“You don’t want me. I’m all fucked up.” Tears pooled and threatened to overflow.

“I know.” He sucked softly on her neck, speaking against her skin. “You’ve always been fucked up.” His hand fell to her shoulder, fingers slinking under her spaghetti strap and tugging the yellow strip of fabric away. “And I’ve always loved you anyway.”

“Don’t say that, Max.”

His eyes were closed and his chest heaved, inhaling her. “Just shut up already,” he breathed, finding her lips again and cloaking her in his arms.

How could she resist such comfort? The fight exhausted her, and she was already so weary. She let herself melt against him, the strength of his heartbeat bumping her chest. This was so much more real than the daydreams she tried not to let tickle her hopes. That was a losing battle; he was always in the back of her mind.

Riley slipped her arms around his waist, maneuvering over the gun protruding from his side. After four years on the job, Max was plainclothes most of the time now, but the standard gun belt still applied. He took his arms away to remove it and drop it onto the bag, but didn’t let his tongue stop dancing with hers for a second.

Riley was grateful; she never wanted him to stop. One last time, and then I’ll let him go.


The couch meant only for the good company that never came creaked under their weight as Max pressed forward. His mouth hungered for her response, desperate to feel her need him in return, and she relented under the magnitude of it, his need and hers. In the firm sweeps of his tongue, he tried to own her, even though it was clear he never would, not entirely. The chase kept him coming back.

Somewhere inside Riley knew this, and she wondered, if she ever stopped running would he be content to have her? She reached instinctually for his cock, curious to know how much he wanted her right then.

The mere touch of her hand massaging his length was enough to make him moan. Max wasn’t exactly celibate. Still, the slapping of unfamiliar flesh in the wee hours of loneliness wasn’t making love—not the love he wanted to make to her. But the setting was all wrong, and the timing was worse.

Max pulled away. “We need to get on the road. I want to get to the border before daybreak.”

Riley was disappointed, but kept her tone even. “The border?”

“You have your ID, don’t you?”

“Yes, but—”

“I told you I’d always look out for you, Riley. And I meant it, even though you’re good at making it damn near impossible.” He opened the duffel bag again to pull out a pink T-shirt and black leggings, the tags still on. “Here, change your clothes first. Your description’s been blasted to every police station for a hundred miles.”

“Pink!” Riley frowned.

“You wanna stop busting my balls?” He grinned, white teeth breaking out on his shadowed face.

“Never.” In this room, their playful banter was more than familiar. It was almost like home.

“I hope you mean that,” he said, more serious than she’d like.

It would be so easy if she weren’t such a poisonous pill, turning everything she touched to shit. The way she saw it, Max should be hooked up with some sweet, prissy little thing he could be proud of, not some overgrown juvenile delinquent who couldn’t seem to get her act together.

Yeah, Ontario—get out of this rotten-ass place and start fresh waiting tables or something. It’ll be good to put some distance between us anyway.

They were in his Jeep and making the three and a half hour trip north to the crossing when it occurred to her to ask, “Aren’t you on duty? Won’t they wonder why you didn’t sign out?”

“I got the desk clerk to cover for me.”

“Oh. You gotta work tomorrow?”

“I’m on the late shift. Don’t worry about it.”

Riley had fallen asleep by the time they got to Picton, buzzing  softly through pursed lips, just like when she was ten. They’d reached their destination, but Max let the motor run and stared at her for a few more minutes, just like he used to when he was twelve.

He shut off the engine and the sudden stillness made her eyes blink open.

“Wow, how beautiful.” Beneath the darkness, rose mixed with amber over the lake, stretching to eternity from his Jeep and the small cottage nestled among the pine trees at their right.

“We’re here,” he said.

“Where’s here?”

“Home, baby. We’re home.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Riley asked in a mix of terror and delight.

“This is home, Riley, if you want it to be.” Max put his hand on her knee, squeezing softly and pressing his lips together, waiting on her reaction.

Riley couldn’t help herself; she smiled wide and free for all the things she didn’t allow herself to think about—the happiness she was so afraid of, because happiness never lasted.

Her grin was more than he could have asked for, celebrated by his own as he bounced out of the Jeep to fish the house keys from his pocket. He tried to steady his hands on the lock, so excited to show her the home he’d been saving up for since he started with the department.

“Not much to look at now, but wait until I finish painting and change the carpet.” He turned to her. “I was gonna get it all fixed up before I showed it to you, but as usual you weren’t exactly cooperative.”

“Just open the door already.”

The place was small, barely a one bedroom, with a kitchenette off a box of a living room that took up most of the entire first floor.

“There’s a small basement, where I’ll keep my weights. And up these stairs…go look.” Max flipped on the lights.

She wrinkled her nose in playful suspicion and jogged up the narrow wood steps. In the attic, a big double window facing the lake poured the new day into the room. In front of the window sat her old wooden easel and a stool.

Riley walked over to it, running a finger over the layers of dried paint. “I thought I told you to get rid of this thing.”

“Ms. Perry had it out on the road, but I knew you’d want it back one day. Even when you gave me that crazy bullshit about how you were done with painting, I knew eventually you’d change your mind.”

“This easel is the only thing I ever won in my life.”

“High school art competition, first prize.”

“Countywide,” she added throwing a hand on her hip, and then she took a breath, ready to face a bit of truth. “I turned my back on all the things that made me happy, ’cause it was easier to be miserable.”

“Bad habit.”

“Yeah.”

“You gonna finally let me help you with that?”

Riley cocked her head to the side and floated her gaze over him thoughtfully. Letting Max love her was the scariest thing she’d ever do, but the burning in her chest gave her a reason to be brave. Another deep breath and then she licked her lips and stretched her long slender frame. Smiling, she tossed him another question instead of an answer. “You got a shower?”

He shook his head at her chronic evasiveness. “Downstairs.”

With a goofy little twirl, she started for the stairs. “You  coming?” Her voice was heavy and low.

Max followed close behind, lifting the hem of her T-shirt as she raised her arms and descended out of it. At the bottom of the steps, she tugged down her leggings and stepped out of them, leaving her Havaianas tangled among the fabric.

When she was nude, Max couldn’t keep his hands off her. He scooped her against his angular frame, his anxious hands cupping her breasts and his cock pressing against her ass through his jeans.

“Shower…I need to get clean,” she said softly and Max understood, slipping around her and taking her hand.

He led her to the one of two open doors off the living room where a tiny little bathroom had been scrubbed diligently ahead of her arrival. Riley also noticed the neatly made bed in the room next to it.

The water screamed through the pipes, but heated quickly, and Riley stepped in. Max grabbed a washcloth and soaped it, not caring how the water splashed and spilled onto his clothes from her body. He started with her face, tenderly guiding the cloth over her closed eyes and removing the black stains of her mascara. She let the water rinse the soap away and squinted through the droplets caught on her lashes. Max smiled and swept the last of her lipstick away, forgetting momentarily anything else but kissing her, just softly, sinking onto her full lips. Then he resumed washing the past twenty-four hours from her flawless skin, while Riley watched the water spiral down the drain and willed her self-inflicted bad luck away with it.

The cloth was gentle against her skin. Max carefully circled her supple breasts and watched her nipples peak in response. He wanted her to feel his patience, to know his commitment. These were his gifts to her, and he hoped she was finally ready to accept them.

Another kiss for each pert little bud before he continued had Riley pressing her hands against the simple white tiles, needing support. His mouth played happily with her in the warm water as it soaked him entirely. He kissed her stomach and ran the cloth down her tawny leg, over her calf and rounding to the inside of her ankle before making a lazy trail back up to her inner thigh. She widened her stance, and the same attention was given to her other leg without hurry.

Riley loved every minute of her cleansing, feeling more open and free from her emotional prison with every sudsy caress. When Max massaged the cloth into her folds, she eased back against the wall and moaned in time to each slow pass. He looked up at her, to be sure, and his fingers found their place inside with his tongue getting its first taste of her cunt. The cloth was forgotten, clogging the drain.

He knew her better than anyone and despite her tough exterior, what Riley needed was to be cherished—the way he had since the day Social Services brought her to Ms. Perry’s porch with her skinny arms folded and her hair in two long braids, looking as lost and angry as he was. For once, Riley eased into the feeling and let it wrap around her.

Just like his tongue wrapped around her clit.

Making her pant like it was a switch hardwired to her heartbeat, he spoiled that sensitive nub of flesh and nerves from every angle, never letting his fingers forget the rhythm he was working inside her. Her mouth hung open, catching water spray as it bounced off her neck and shoulders. Hips swaying to his languid tempo of licks and passes, Riley’s hand made it to the top of his head for greater stability. When her knees started to quake, he sucked harder on her clit and doubled his efforts with his fingers until she burst onto his hand, her silk unmistakable in the water. Max stood up and turned off the shower, his other  hand extended in invitation to step onto the small, white terrycloth rug.

His drenched cotton shirt clung like a transparent sheath on his trained physique. He tore at his buttons, treating a shivering Riley to each revelation of his muscled torso. She’d passed countless rebounds to that chiseled milky chest from the edge of their driveway and felt the same familiar stirring in her depths at the mere sight. Then his pants were also discarded and he graced her with a full view of his swollen cock, so perfectly directed at what he needed.


Who he needed.

He yanked the towel off the door and cocooned her with it in the same fluid motion that cradled her into his arms.

Riley summoned his mouth to hers, wild and demanding, wanting to crawl inside of him and equally desperate for his entry of her.

“Love me,” she managed to whisper as he placed her on the new down comforter. She poured onto it like honey in a sea of cream and Max hovered on top of her, pressing his arms into the mattress while his heavy cock wandered inside her moist nest of neatly trimmed curls.

He pulled away to reach into the nightstand and Riley tried to keep her hands on him, cursing the separation of their skin. With a condom in place, he rolled into her in a series of long churning strokes, pulling a raspy sigh from her throat. Riley usually hated to be on her back, to be submissive, to be taken, but Max was rigid with desire for her and she only felt like a fool for denying him for so long—and denying herself. His eyes were open, steel blue staring into her soft brown, and he meant every inch to delight her more than the last. She opened wide for him, wanting to split herself in two if she could, offering up her deepest recesses.

But Max was plenty deep already, taking all she gave of her body and sucking the rest of her heart from her tongue. She was fire to him, a molten and searing heat that was simply addictive. He could make love to her forever and pour his soul into her for the rest of his life. When Riley wrapped her legs around his waist, bucking and crying out beneath him, he had no choice but to release the seed he’d wanted to give her for so long. And each of them wished there needn’t be a barrier between them, imagining a day when there wouldn’t be.

“You never gave up on me,” she said, her voice cracking under the emotional overload.

Max shook his head and landed a sweet kiss onto her lips.

“You could have, so many times you could have.”

“Shhh. That was then.” His furrowed brow told her he wouldn’t have any more of that kind of talk. “I’m starving, aren’t you?”

She nodded.

“There’s a diner in town that makes decent pancakes.” He paused. “Right next to the police station.”

Riley waited intently for him to go on, sensing there was more.

“My mother didn’t do shit for me except give birth, and the dual citizenship that came with it.”

“So, all of a sudden you’re a Canadian, eh?” Riley joked, and propped up onto her elbows.
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