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************************

RIDING CURVES

************************

Saturday morning, the sun
already melting my brain, I stuck my head out the driver side
window of my ancient sedan and tried to start the engine. The car
responded with the same anemic click-whirr-click as the last dozen
attempts. As annoying as I found the sound, I would have happily
tried a hundred more times if the man working on the engine
promised to stay bent over the motor with his gorgeous, muscled ass
canted in my direction.

Stretching, Aiden Perry made another
adjustment, his hips and shirtless torso flexing. My hand dropped
from the steering wheel to my lap, my fingers tingling with the
intense urge to press against my mound before riding my
clit.

Drawing a slow breath in, I licked my
lips and continued to devour his body.

Only a decade older than my
twenty-four years, Aiden is a total wet dream. Every inch of his
body is sculpted perfection molded from the long hours spent
building custom hot rods and motorcycles in the shop he owns with
my dad. Looking at Aiden as he worked on my sedan that morning, my
tongue and gums swelled with the desire to start licking his firm
chest and finish with a bite.

He turned just the slightest bit to
make another adjustment and the bulge at the front of his jeans
swung into view. My nipples puckered more tightly than the hard
points I had been sporting for the last hour and I added sucking to
the mental inventory of things I wanted to do to his
body.

"Once more, Cece."

Pulling his head from under the hood,
Aiden cast his gaze in my direction. Hooked by those dark brown
eyes with their thick fringe of black lashes, my stomach clenched.
The response was automatic, familiar from frequent repetition. It's
not as if I'm some sort of obsessive stalker chick. It's just that
he has this way of focusing his attention on me that is like some
moment in a film during which he gazes into my soul, forever
branding it with his recognition.

The moment always ends the same way,
too. So I waited, holding my breath until he offered that
unnaturally slow, sensual blink that severed the psychic
connection. On cue, my heart started thumping like an orangutan
beating on a big metal drum.

THUMP-THUMP-THUMP.

"Baby girl?" He lifted one brow and I
realized that I had completely zoned out looking at him.

I redirected my attention to the
dashboard and tried desperately to ignore the fountain of
fuck-me-now arousal that had built behind the seal of my thick
labia. I reached for the ignition, my big butt shifting far enough
forward that it triggered a deeper ache in my pussy.

"Earth to Cece." Aiden stuck his big,
gorgeous face an inch into my space and pointed to the other side
of the steering column. "Turn that."

Blushing, I tried to start the car
again. The clicks came faster and more robustly but still petered
out after a few seconds. Letting go of the keys, I looked from the
dashboard to Aiden.

I could only see the profile of his
face, but his mouth moved from side to side as he studied the
engine. My gaze stuck on his generous, mobile lips, and I wondered
what it would feel like to kiss them or have them trailing down my
neck. Then his tongue snaked out to rest flat against the center of
his top lip.

The dark red tip did a little dance
before disappearing again, the display triggering a spasm that
squeezed at my gut and pussy. A whimper wiggled in my throat and I
swallowed it down, biting at my bottom lip to conquer the mutinous
sound.

Things were getting desperate -- I was
getting desperate. I knew I couldn't last much longer without
dipping into the house and relieving the tension. But I was half
afraid to leave the vehicle. Aiden had me so wet I expected to
squelch when I walked away, as surely as if I had on a pair of wet
sneakers.

Scowling, I pulled the key from the
ignition. I needed to rub one out before I came on the spot then
died a few seconds later from absolute embarrassment. Normally, I
could have handled it without taking such a desperate measure, but
the car only added to my frustration until the earlier fleeting
urge had warped into a compulsion.

"Cece--"

I shook my head at him. "Screw it.
I'll stay home and ..."

I stopped, realizing I had no idea
what I was going to do. My parents were already at the lake house,
leaving the night before as I drove home from grad school. I had
arrived at our home in the city around midnight, slept until seven
then stepped outside an hour later to an engine that wouldn't turn
over. My immediate thought had been to call Aiden before he left
the shop and joined my parents at the lake.

"Hold on, flutterby." Aiden captured
my wrist as I passed him. "I have a solution -- the only solution
today."

I stilled immediately. He
hadn't called me flutterby
in over two years. I hold the word more dear than
any other pet name he or anyone else calls me because Aiden only
uses it when we are alone, starting when I was six and my parents
finally let me on the garage floor more or less unattended.
Naturally, I chose to follow Aiden everywhere he went, but shyly so
-- dancing around the periphery of his vision until I was nine and
could actually be of some help in fetching tools or a glass of
water for him.

After a two-year absence, his use of
the word turned me temporarily docile in a heartbeat and I gave him
a hopeful look. "What is it?"

"You ride with me to the lake." He
secured my opposite elbow then tugged me toward his big, hard body
until my stomach and breasts pushed against his torso.

I inhaled deeply, pulling my stomach
as tight as possible and arching my shoulders until only my breasts
pressed against him. My brain melted from the hot riot of
sensations and need the contact created. All of me melted, really,
until I was one giant marshmallow, gooey and yielding at the animal
heat of his flesh.

It took all of two seconds before the
sensation faded and I started to panic. I knew I couldn't press
against him like that and not embarrass myself badly. My nipples
already stabbed at his chest and I was close to squirming from the
heavy contractions thrumming inside my pussy. Possessed, I wanted
to rub against him -- both of us naked -- and mark him with the
thick, heavy river of arousal he had undammed inside me.

Pushing at Aiden, I looked away. My
glance landed first on the motorcycle he custom built then on my
car's engine. "You're supposed to be able to fix it!"

"That sound it's making probably means
the part is cracked on the underside. Even if I get it to start,
I'm not letting you drive it." Half a foot taller and at least
thirty pounds heavier than me, he wrapped one thick arm around my
waist and lifted me onto the back of his bike. "Now stop being a
scaredy cat."

Stunned, I let my bulk settle onto the
bike while I glared at him. It wasn't the first time he had lifted
me off my feet, but it stole my breath each time. I'm no little
girl, my body an hourglass of over-generous breasts and hips with
plump thighs and rounded arms. But all my weight disappeared
beneath Aiden's raw power, transforming me into something almost
dainty. For all of five seconds, that is. Then reality rushed in
and I remembered I am not dainty by any stretch of the
imagination.

"You should be used to bikes by now."
His big hands landed on my shoulders, preventing me from scampering
off the bike. His grip moved cautiously upward until he cupped the
sides of my face. He bent until only a few inches separated us and
then his head tilted and he lightly kissed my forehead. ""I know
flutterbys are delicate things, but I promise, baby girl, I'll go
slow."

I wanted to come on the spot. Instead,
I folded my arms across my chest and scowled at him.

I am not delicate and it wasn't the
bike that frightened me. I didn't want to be pressed up tight
against him for the hour plus drive to the lake house, the bike's
vibrations teasing my pussy while my brain fixated on Aiden's cock.
Hell, as horny as he made me, there was a good chance I would be
dry humping him by the time we cleared the city limits.

Only it wouldn't be dry. My
pussy was one long contraction of need and my panties were all but
soaked through. I wasn't flutterby
at that moment, I was Miss Squelchy Pants!

I wrinkled my nose at him. "I don't
want to."

Totally oblivious to the effect he had
on my body, Aiden raised an imperious brow in an attempt to make me
submit without further argument. Typical! He still thought of me as
his business partner's daughter, the little tag-along at the shop
who had dogged his footsteps until she hit high school and then
college.

I looked down at the bike's seat, my
frustration so wrenching I wanted to cry. He eased a finger under
my chin and lifted until I looked at him, unshed tears swimming in
my eyes.

"You're not saying
no."

He walked over to my car and pulled my
bag from it. He was so sure I would do as he commanded it turned me
mad enough to forget every other emotion running through me. My
hands slid down to my full hips and I cocked an eyebrow at him as
he returned to the bike. He might be all muscles, but I am loaded
with my own special brand of attitude.

I call it Fattitude and it means that
no one gets away with pushing Cecelia Harper around.

Not anymore, at least. And certainly
never a bossy teddy bear like Aiden Perry who is all growl and no
bite when it comes to me. The way he acts, I might as well be his
kid sister.

"Seriously?" I pushed at the bag. "I'm
not riding with you and that bag won't fit on the back anyway. You
need to buy a car like normal people."

His mouth curved in a smile, dooming
me all over again. On anyone else, I would have called the shape of
his lips a smirk, but smirks piss me off and that curve made my
pussy twitch with a fresh, emphatic need. His lips are absolute
perfection -- generous but not too thick and mobile as hell.
Looking at them at that moment, I just knew he was a great kisser
and the thought of being kissed by him down there, his lips sliding
over my mound, his tongue pushing between my labia...

A shiver rolled over me, its progress
stopped only by the sound of him unzipping my bag.

"Who said I was taking the bag? You
pack too much shit, little girl." Reaching inside, he pulled a
couple of t-shirts out and stuffed them into his saddle bag.
Rooting deeper, he came up with as many of my plus-size panties.
"And you are going because you don't want to disappoint your mom
and dad."

Seeing my panties, I squirmed. I
didn't hold any illusion about having Aiden in my bed -- not only
did he have perfect tens throwing themselves at his feet, but he
viewed me as the family friend he was. Still, seeing my underwear
in his hand, I wished for the first time in a long time that they
were smaller.

My underwear, not his hands. Like his
lips, his hands are perfect. Strong, thick, the fingers deft at
manipulating small things, like nuts and bolts. Or nipples and a
clit, one that was very swollen and achy at the time with the idea
of being touched by him.

I ran my hands over my bare arms,
trying to smooth away the thought of Aiden's calloused fingers
toying with any part of my body.

Unfolding the fabric, his brow shot up
at the sight of so much silk trimmed with lace. "I hope you're not
flashing these at all the frat boys, Cece."

My voice dropped an octave, my retort
only a few decibels louder than a groan. "So what if I
am?"

His mouth puckered, reminding me and
my pussy all over again why I couldn't ride on the back of his
bike. I moved to slide off the seat. Supremely confident and bossy,
he placed his palm against the rounded swell of my belly, holding
me in place long enough to give me another stay command like I was
a Golden Retriever or something.

He dove back into the bag and came up
with my toothbrush and one-piece bathing suit. He stuffed them into
the bike's pouch then re-zipped my bag.

"No make-up? My ereader?"

He was seriously fucking with my
expectations for a relaxing weekend. Not only did he have me in a
worked up state that could only lead to my eventual embarrassment
if the situation didn't change quickly, but I had downloaded a few
good books of the oh-so-naughty variety before leaving campus. I
fully intended to get discreetly hot and bothered reading them at
the lake while sneaking glances at Aiden in his swimming
trunks.

He grinned and, for a second, I wanted
to punch him. Instead, I just snarled. "You're a freaking Barbarian
Aiden Perry!"

From the side flap of my bag, he
fished out just my wallet and shoved it into his front jeans
pocket.

"You can't leave my cell
phone!"

His gaze lifted slowly, freezing any
further protest I might have thought to offer. Color flared across
his cheeks. "Why, afraid you'll miss one of those frat boys'
calls?"

I offered up another narrow stare
hoping it would wilt him. No such luck. His serious gaze broke from
another broad grin.

I changed tactics. "Mom will be
worried sick if she tries to call and I don't answer."

"Gale doesn't have any reception out
at the lake house. You know that." He opened the flap back up,
turned on my phone and navigated through my messages. "Neither does
Pete."

He paused, his mouth puckering for an
instant. "Who's Joe?"

"Those are private!" That time I
really did punch him. It didn't matter if the only thing
embarrassing about my texts was that they were so dry. He didn't
need to know that Joe was "Josephine" or that I was the most boring
girl at my university.

It was all his fault, too! I was too
busy having detailed, lurid sex fantasies about Aiden to even
search for the one guy out of a thousand at school who would look
at me and not curl his lip in disgust because I am not a size
two.

"Chill, baby girl, I'm not reading any
of your sexting." He pulled up the last text from my mother and hit
reply. "I'm just sending Gale a message so, if she actually manages
to get a signal, she knows you're with me and that your car broke
down."

With the message sent, he hooked my
house keys and grabbed my bag .

"Wait! I have to pee."

That earned me a skeptical side
glance. He shouldered the bag and studied me for a few seconds.
"Didn't you do that half an hour ago?"

Guilty as charged, but I didn't really
have to pee. I had a different urge to deal with before I spent an
hour pressed against him. I rolled my lips, further evidencing my
lie.

"That's what I thought." He threw me a
wink and turned toward the house, talking over his shoulder as he
walked away. "You just want more time to figure a way out of this.
You're not getting any."

He disappeared into the house for no
more than a minute. Emerging without my bag, he locked the front
door and returned to the bike. Taking the white t-shirt he showed
up in from the handle bars, he slowly pulled it over his head and
rolled it down his body.

I gathered enough willpower to look
away right before the fabric cleared his face and he could bust me
for ogling his chest. Instead, he finished to find me staring down
at the bike seat and misinterpreted the thoughts running through my
head.

He cupped my cheek while his thumb
caressed my lip. "Baby girl, you better not be pouting."

I snorted. He may be a genius when it
comes to designing bikes, but he was clueless about my feelings. If
he wasn't, he wouldn't have been doing something so dangerous as
running his thumb anywhere near my mouth. As innocent as his
intentions were, the gesture was too intimate when I have such a
mad crush on the idiot.

I wanted to snare that thumb and draw
it into my mouth, suggestively sucking on it until his cock was so
hard he forgot my size and that my dad was his best
friend.

He leaned in. His chin butted gently
against my forehead before he lightly growled. "Look at me,
Cece."

I couldn't ignore the growl. It did
funny things to me, twisting my insides until my gaze lifted and I
was looking into his warm brown eyes. For one pure second, it felt
like he understood, that he knew how badly I wanted him. Then he
blinked and the acknowledgment was gone.

His head dropping lower, his fingers
pushed my hair back so he could growl at me again, his mouth almost
pressing against my ear. "You sure now how to try a man's patience,
little girl."

With that, the argument was over. I
might have embarrassed myself before we arrived at the lake house,
but I was certain to do so if I so much as tried to speak right
then.

Choking down some ridiculous
declaration of love, I watched as Aiden grabbed the old leather
jacket hanging off the bike's handlebars and handed it to me. While
I slipped it on, he unhooked the spare helmet from the back bar. He
fitted it on my head, delicately tucking my hair to the side and
making sure not to pinch the underside of my rounded chin when he
secured the strap.

Finished, he climbed on the bike and
put his helmet on. Reaching back, he grabbed my arms and pulled me
forward until I was cinched against his muscular back. Then he
folded my hands over his taut stomach.

His fingers trailed down the side of
my legs, nudging me to properly position my feet on the foot pegs.
Pressed against him, surrounded by the smell of Old Spice and
engine grease, a fresh twinge squeezed my pussy. Cream pulsed from
me, dampening the seat of my jeans.

He turned the head set on.
"Ready?"

Was I ready? Yeah -- ready to pass out
from his touching me, and the damn engine wasn't even
on.

"Jerk," I whispered and hugged him
tight.

********************

Exhaustion numbed my legs by the time
we reached the lake. I wobbled as I slid from the bike. Aiden
wrapped an arm around my waist, his hip against me as a further
brace. When he was sure I could stand without falling, he removed
my helmet.

"You boiling yet?" His hands went for
my neck and then he started unzipping the jacket. The slide caught
a few inches down and he lowered his hand, his thumb under the
leather and pressing against my breast as he tugged the pull a
little harder.

The motion pulled me closer. Fisting
his t-shirt, I rested my head against his chest, obscuring his
hands as they worked between us. The zipper gave up the fight and
he pulled the jacket from me, his hands skimming down my
arms.

He has performed similar acts hundreds
of times since he entered my life, handling me like I was a doll or
a helpless dolt. Each time felt more intimate, first like the big
brother he pretended to be then, later, almost like a lover. But I
knew the latter sense of intimacy was just my
imagination.

With the jacket off, I tightened my
muscles, not only to make me smaller but to fight the tremor
running through my body. The effort was beyond me. I was too worn
out to control anything. Everything ached -- my thighs, my back, my
arms. More than anything, my clit was sore and overly sensitive
from the bike's vibrations.

"Boat's not in the slip." Aiden drew
back and stared over my shoulder at the lake. His gaze and voice
seemed far away. His jaw was tight and a fresh flush of pink
colored his cheeks. "They must have taken it out."

"Good." I didn't mean to blurt it, but
I did. The last thing I needed was Mom seeing me right then. She
always knows when something is off with me. I just hoped Aiden was
clueless, but the color rising on his face worried me.

"Brat." His jaw relaxed and his eyes
dipped down to meet mine. With a rumbling chuckle, he sidestepped
me and swatted my ass. Taking the saddle bag from the bike, he
plopped it on my shoulder. "Your finery, milady."

"You're the brat." I pushed the bag
back at him and started for the house.

Aiden followed close on my heels.
"You're just begging for another swat, Cece."

Opening the door, I called out to make
sure Dad wasn't out solo on the boat. "Mom!"

No answer. We were alone. I headed for
the kitchen, pulled a glass from the cupboard and filled it with
tap water while I looked out at the lake. Aiden came into the room.
Somewhere along the way, he stored the bag. Grabbing a second
glass, he hip bumped me out of the way and started filling
it.

Once he shut the water off, I hip
bumped him back so I could continue looking out at the lake. I
desperately needed to study its placid surface. My body remained
riled up from the long ride pressed against Aiden's firm flesh and
his removal of the jacket, no matter how platonic his intentions
had been.

"Seriously begging for another swat,
baby girl." He moved until he stood behind me, his free hand along
my side as he sipped his drink and stared out the
window.

I tried to ignore him, particularly
the threat of having his hand on my bottom and how close he stood.
If I moved just an inch back, our bodies would have
touched.

"You're not hiding a second phone, are
you?" He spoke the question directly in my ear, his voice just
above a whisper. His breath curled against my skin, its gentle heat
forcing my eyes shut. "Well, are you?"

Trying to cover my body's reaction, I
snorted. "Where the hell do you think I'm hiding it?"

I know I carry extra weight, but it
wasn't like my fat had secret compartments or anything.

"In your car, maybe." He shrugged, his
shoulder rubbing against the back of mine. "You have to have a
second phone, there were no texts that looked like they were from
guys on the other one, unless Joe's a dude who lets you paint his
nails. He's not, right?"

"You said you weren't reading!" I
tried to turn but there wasn't enough room between the sink and his
body.

"Only because there wasn't anything to
read, Miss Communications Major." He opened up a space, just a
little, for me to face him. Taking my glass, he placed it on the
counter and studied me. "Unless coordinating a time for study group
and agreeing to pick up hot pink lacquer finish is some kind of
nerd code for a sex-filled keg party."

Ignoring the tease about my degree, I
poked a finger at his chest, the spot too muscled for me to have
any hope of denting it. "No, I don't have another phone. And it's
not like anyone is going to invite me to a keg party."

Realizing I had just fucked up, I
glanced away. My whole body started to flush with embarrassment.
Aiden would never admit it, but he had to know college boys -- not
even the grad students -- weren't interested in girls like me. That
I would turn them all down anyway because I was obsessed with Aiden
would hopefully remain my little secret until I grew out of
it.

"Will you shut up now?" I pushed at
his chest again, but he wouldn't budge.

He put his other hand down on the
counter, trapping me between his arms. Frowning, he nudged my
forehead with his chin until I met his gaze. "What do you mean no
invitations?'

I was not going to spell it out for
him. He had no sexual interest in me and had known me for so long
that maybe he really was indifferent to the round cheeks, overblown
hips and every other generous curve and dip in my body. That still
didn't mean I could confide to him about the rude cat calls that
every dumb jock on campus offered up. Hell, knowing Aiden, he would
have followed me back to campus and knocked a few
skulls.

Scowling, I pushed at his chest. "I'm
a nerd, remember?"

"It doesn't matter how nerdy a woman
is if she's beautiful, flutterby." He shook his head and I could
see his brain working overtime on how to pry the information from
me. "So, you're either a lesbian or sleeping with a married man who
won't let you c--"

"Neither! You--"

Laughing, he crowded me closer to the
sink using his hips. His voice dropped to a dangerously low level,
one that made a shiver race across my skin. "Then who are the
panties for, baby girl?"

"For me. They're pretty and girls like
pretty things, you idiot." I tried once more to push against his
body but he was just as unyielding. He had me trapped and seemed
intent on teasing me mercilessly. Same old Aiden and I adored him
even when he was being like that. "You ever stop to think not every
college student is out to fuck? Maybe I'm completely
asexual!"

"Not with the way you were breathing
over the head set, baby girl."

"I..." My brain froze. He heard
that?

"You?" He teased and pressed a little
closer to me. "Can't say I've ever had a girl get worked up like
that on the back of my bike before. Usually they save it for the
bedroom."

I reached for my glass, hoping if I
ignored him he would stop making fun of me. He isn't mean -- he
would take the hint and lay off.

At least that's what he normally would
have done.

He grabbed my hand, stopping me before
my fingers could curl around the glass.

"And that little whimper, Cece, coming
off Slauson Hill, when that gravity dip hit..." He ran his cheek
along my ear, the rough stubble of his unshaven face making me melt
a little closer. "It was almost enough to make you come. Why is
that? You didn't enroll at some school where half the guys are hot
for each other and the other half only fuck sheep, did
you?"

Cheeks flushing, I elbowed him. "Stop
being cruel."

"Cruel?" The disbelief in his voice
sounded genuine. "You don't know what cruel is. That was the
longest hour of my whole damn life, baby."

My brain shut down at "baby" as I
waited for the inevitable "girl" that would follow. He never called
me just "baby," not in all the many years I had known
him.

Flutterby, baby girl,
little girl, Cece -- all four were reserved
exclusively for me. At least I had never heard him use the first
three on anyone else. "Baby," however, was for the women he dated
just long enough to fuck a few times before he seemed to grow bored
and moved on.

I waited, heart pounding in my chest,
for him to finish the phrase.

He didn't.

"You were riding my ass, baby." His
hand slid down the front of my jeans. Cupping my mound with a rough
grip, he tugged me closer. "Thighs squeezing and those needy little
pants coming over the headset. It's a miracle I didn't spill the
bike."

I made a little noise and he groaned,
his voice raw with a need I never would have expected -- not when
it was directed at me.

"That's exactly the sound I'm talking
about, Cece." His lips brushed along my jaw line, following the
curve up to my ear lobe. He sucked the dangle of flesh into his
mouth. "I promised myself you were off limits. Pete..."

My dad meant the world to Aiden and
the feeling was pretty mutual. Their first encounter hadn't gone
over so well. At fourteen, Aiden's older brother Frankie had duped
him into standing look out while Frankie broke into dad's shop.
Aiden had been a lanky slip of trouble back then, his mom only home
when she was between boyfriends.

Dad had seen something more lurking in
Aiden's dark brown eyes.

I nodded and tried hard to put my
dad's feelings first. I almost made it, too, until Aiden's mouth
tracked right and brushed against my lips. Moaning, I opened to
him.

His free hand cupped the side of my
face. "Baby, tell me to stop."

I tried. My whole body trembled with
the effort of trying to get the words out or to just push him away.
I lifted my hands to his chest, my fingers clutching at the fabric
of his white tee. His tongue trailed along my top lip. My grip on
his shirt tightening, I pulled him closer.

"He doesn't have to know," I
whispered.

"I'd know, Cece."

I could hear the guilt in his voice
but his hands continued to cradle me -- one along my face, holding
my mouth centered to meet his, the other molded against my pussy,
squeezing the flesh each time my muscles involuntarily
contracted.

I gasped at the last squeeze. My hips
jerked forward as a climax threatened. Aiden gripped me tighter,
pulling me closer as he started to devour my lips. His tongue
invaded with a hard swipe along my upper palate and then he pushed
forward with his chest and hips until I was flush against the
counter's edge.

His fingers working between our
bodies, Aiden thumbed the button of my jeans open. Easing the
pressure of his hips against mine, he undid the zipper with a slow,
teasing efficiency. Releasing his hold on my head, he untucked my
t-shirt. One hand slid under it and up my torso as the other slid
beneath the top band of my panties. Plunging lower, his middle
finger parted my labia. Under my shirt, he freed my breast from the
bra and gave my nipple a slow tug.

"I don't know how you managed not to
soak my seat, baby. Or burn a hole through it. You're pussy's so
hot and wet."

My hips moved without instruction from
my brain. Aiden rewarded me with a strangled moan. He cinched me
closer and his mouth fastened on my throat. Sucking at my flesh, he
fingered short strokes along my clit.

"Have you thought about us, Cece,
before right now?"

I managed a small nod and a
gurgle that sounded like yes. It was all the self-control I
could muster as I ground small circles against his
fingertip.

He took another slow tug on my nipple.
"Were you thinking about me on the bike?"

"Mmm-hmm." My hips surged and I felt a
pulse of cream leave me. Breathing hard, I rocked up onto my tip
toes as he continued rubbing the spine of my pussy.

"And before that?" He squeezed my
mound, lifting and rocking me so that my toes only occasionally
touched the floor. With my answer stuck in my chest, he lightly
nipped my throat. "How long?"

How long?

Far too fucking long -- that was the
answer.

I could only begin to guess. He
started working at the shop after dad caught him and Frankie. I was
four to his fourteen. Five years later, he left for engineering
school in Wisconsin, my parents footing most of the tuition. I was
working in my dad's shop after school and through the summer when
Aiden returned home. From then on, I saw him every weekend, dinner
several more nights each week and during school
vacation.

The memories of those long ago summers
sighed through me as fresh as the day they were made.

I had absolutely lived for summer,
still do. My favorites were the weekends at the lake when Aiden
went around clad in nothing more than swimming trunks and deck
shoes. A perpetual tan covered his sculpted body. Dark areolas,
each about the size of a quarter, and small rounded nipples topped
two hard plates of muscle on his hairless chest. The six pack abs
rolled in hills and valleys down to his navel. Below that, a flat
lower stomach with a broad fan of closely trimmed, black hair
disappeared beneath the trunks.

He was every bit as sexy at 34 as he
was at 24. Correction – he was even sexier with the extra years on
him.

I could still remember when my
longstanding case of puppy love for Aiden cemented into something
far more enduring. It was the first summer weekend at the cabin
before I started my sophomore year in college. Back then, I always
had the cabin's second bedroom to myself. Aiden, when he spent the
weekend with us, would sleep on the pullout in the main room. Then
the pullout lost its last surviving coil and Mom bought a regular
sofa, decreeing I was old enough to share the bedroom.

Fuck if I managed to sleep after that.
I'd wake early just to watch him sleeping in the bed tucked along
the opposite wall. Some mornings the covers would be pushed down
low or completely off him. Those were the mornings I could see the
thick bulge of his erect cock and fantasize that he was dreaming
about me.

I spent half of that summer in the
bathroom, quietly and urgently fingering myself while I fought to
keep his name from twisting past my lips.

Aiden nuzzled my throat, reminding me
of his question. "Answer me."

"Seems like forever," I confessed with
a moan.

He groaned and then he bit me again,
much harder than that first gentle nip. He squeezed my pussy, his
middle finger curling up between my lips to trace the wet circle of
my cunt. "Baby, I'm going to take you -- take every last, luscious
inch of your body."

"Yes." I moaned again, straining to
move with him. Deep throbs pulsed through my sheath, contractions
squeezed at my uterus. I was close to coming, but he wouldn't let
me.

Shifting his head, he trailed his
mouth along the other side of my neck. His hand left my breast to
grab my hair and twist my head so that my mouth pressed against
his. He chewed and sucked at my bottom lip, his strong hand and
nimble fingers expertly working my pussy. Stroking, rimming, he
took shallow dips inside me.

I tensed, wondering if Aiden would be
able to tell that I was a virgin. He had already expressed a
reluctance to touch me because I was his best friend's daughter. If
he realized I had never been touched down there, he would stop
immediately.

His touch slowed and he purred
tranquilly against my ear. The flat pads of his fingertips circled
my hole. I could feel the callouses on his work-roughened hands as
he spread my cream along my lower lips. The dips inside me
restarted feather light. One finger became two, only daring to
plunge tip deep. His tongue invaded my mouth again. There he
ventured hard and rough, marauding against my lips and teeth,
sucking at my tongue as he thumbed my clit.

"Before I claim you, I'm going to eat
this hot, sweet, soaking wet pussy. Take my time driving you crazy,
baby."

"Yes." It was the only word left in my
vocabulary. Yes, I wanted him to fuck me. Yes, I wanted him to eat
me. Yes, I wanted him to do anything and everything to me that
twisted through his mind.

Still holding me by the hair, he
lowered my feet to the floor and turned me until I was bent over
the sink. One-handed, he pushed my jeans and panties lower down my
thighs and then he pressed his hips against my ass. The hard seam
at the front of his jeans rubbed roughly against my nether hole as
he wedged his hand between our bodies and drove my pussy wild with
his touch.

His thumb moved to the gate of my
cunt. Hooking me, he pressed his palm along the curve of my mound,
his fingers stroking and pinching my clit. He thumped hard and
rhythmically against me, the thick denim seam grinding against my
ass while his hand worked my pussy. I tightened against him,
fearful that he would penetrate too deep or thick and my innocence
would be prematurely revealed.

When I lost it, I wanted his cock in
me, wanted my sheath milking and rolling around the thick shaft I
could feel pressed tight against my bottom.

Aiden kept squeezing, stroking, over
and over. My climax slammed into me and I rose up on my toes again,
my ass pushed against his lower stomach as wave after wave of
pleasure rolled through me with no plateau in sight.

Aiden pulled back, his hand sliding
along my pussy. His thumb left my cunt to be replaced by a thick
triangle of fingers pressed just inside the rim of muscle. I froze,
the walls of my vagina tightening to bar him.

He refocused his attack. I felt the
hard push of his thumb against my ass and then it thickly slid
inside.

"Aiden...oh...fuck...yes..." He could
penetrate me there, hard and deep, plunging, his thrusts rough and
dominating.

He released the handful of my hair he
held to rein me in place. He rested the newly freed hand across my
bottom, one thumb teasing the edges of my asshole while the other
thumb took me over and over, in and out, the fingers along the rim
of my pussy ensuring I held myself lifted and tight.

I bounced along the counter, climaxing
long and hard, hips hitting against the sink's edge as I tried to
push and squeeze at him. That was when he stuck his other thumb
inside me. I stilled. My eyes rolled back inside their sockets as
my entire body slowly squeezed tighter and tighter around him.
Tugging and stroking at both sides, he stretched me before burying
his thumbs all the way inside and letting me ride them to the end
of my climax.

When the last moan left my lips, he
pulled out. Tugging my jeans up, he spun me around. His gaze was
liquid fire as it scanned my expression for a few seconds. Seeing
complete surrender reflected across my face, he offered me a chaste
kiss and then walked from the room.

Right before he crossed the threshold,
he glanced back, a broad grin breaking across his features. "Boat's
been in the slip a full two minutes, baby girl. Might want to
button up."

********************

The hours passed in pure torture. My
parents came up from the lake about five minutes later. We had
lunch on the deck before my dad and Aiden took the boat out again
to fish for dinner. They returned with an ice chest full, dad
grinning from ear to ear but Aiden unusually quiet.

Mom and I started prepping the fish,
as always, but Aiden took the knife from me after about three
minutes.

"I'm fond of your fingers, baby girl."
He finished filleting the fish I was working on then grabbed the
pliers and another fish.

Mom released a frustrated puff of air.
"I swear, she's been like that all afternoon! I can't get more than
two words out of her at a time. Would you believe she actually
walked into a wall while you boys were out on the lake?"

I closed my eyes for a few seconds,
too embarrassed to keep them open. "It was the doorframe and just
the edge, mom."

"Baby girl is probably mooning over
some frat boy," Aiden teased as he used the pliers to peel the fish
skin away.

Her eyes on her hands as she filleted
a fish, my mom offered one of those secret smiles of hers that
drive me batshit crazy. "Oh, I'm pretty sure Cece's interests are
closer to home."

I groaned, mortified that they were
talking about me like I wasn't even there when, only a few hours
before, Aiden had me bent over the sink and climaxing harder than I
could have imagined was physically possible.

"What makes you say that?" As if they
were in cahoots with one another, Aiden gave his own soft smile
that my mom, thankfully, did not see.

Mom answered in a very
matter-of-fact tone, as if she had read it in Cosmo or Ladies' Home Journal, making it
irrefutable. "Young women away at college don't make so many trips
home just to visit their parents."

"So, baby girl…" Aiden stopped peeling
the fish and nailed me with melting brown eyes. "Were you dreaming
of a frat boy or someone closer to home?"

I was fantasizing about him, of
course, and the big jerk knew it. I crinkled my nose at Aiden then
lied. "I was thinking about my car and how I'm getting back to
school."

"Had a signal out on the lake." He
finished skinning and beheading a third fish then picked up the
filleting knife. "So I booked a rental."

"You know I can't drive a rental." I
didn't remind him why. I had six points on my license and I didn't
need or want a fresh lecture from him or my parents.

"Hmm…" Mom's face wrinkled for a
second. "I have an appointment with Doctor McKinley on Monday. I
guess I could cancel."

Doctor McKinley was mom's gynecologist
and I didn't want that conversation to erupt.

"No need, Gale," Aiden interrupted.
"Nothing going on at the shop that requires both bosses to be there
Monday."

"But Daddy--"

Aiden stopped my protest with a curt
shake of his head as a satisfied grin fought to surface across his
handsome features. We all knew my dad was scheduled for knee
surgery in three weeks. The long, roundtrip drive would have been
pure torture for him.

"I'm driving. We'll go back Monday
afternoon." The smile that had been waiting to bust out finally
escaped. His brown eyes glittered dangerously and I felt the slow
crawl of lust along my flesh. "We'll take my bike if you don't want
me to rent a car."

He was being a total tease, not
missing a beat as he cleaned the fish. Whereas I had been so
distracted thinking about him I could have lost a finger. My only
defense was to be a brat.

"That's not going to work. I still
have to go to the parts shop and--"

"No, you don't. I'll take care of it
Tuesday." He cut another glance my way, his dark gaze sparkling
like the lake outside.

"They see a girl walk in who doesn't
know how to change her own oil..." He cleared his throat and I
could hear the innuendo bubbling inside him before he continued.
"Well, baby girl, they'll just bend you over."

Remembering how Aiden had bent me over
just few hours before, a flush heated my skin. He knew how easily I
colored but apparently didn't care how easily mom could read me. He
was about to get us both busted because I have never been able to
fumble my way through a lie when my she directly questions
me.

Before that could happen, I quickly
headed for the back door. "I'm going to get wood for tonight's
fire."

The last thing I heard as the door
shut was my beloved mother gently teasing.

"Don't run into any trees,
sweetie."

********************

Twenty minutes later I was in the
woods, leaning over the trundle cart, when two strong hands ran
over my hips. I straightened. Arms circled my waist, the familiar
hands moving to cup my breasts while warm lips pressed against my
neck.

Melting into Aiden's embrace, I
sighed. "What do you think you're doing?"

"Helping."

A moan gurgled up my throat. "Not
really."

I turned to face him and wrapped my
arms around his neck. That was something I had imagined doing a
thousand times over but never thought possible. Pure bliss filled
me and I was certain I would float away without his arms securing
me.

His palm against the small of my back,
Aiden drew me closer. He cupped my head, his mouth angling down to
kiss me. The kiss started with a slow lick across my bottom lip.
Stopping in the center, he moved up, his tongue slipping between my
top lip and teeth. He drew the lip in, sucking on it a few seconds
before his tongue probed deeper.

Breaking the kiss, he took me by the
arm and walked me over to a tall stump a few feet away. The gentle
pressure of his hands on my shoulders forced me to sit. He sank to
his knees on the ground. Wrapping his arms around me, he tugged me
to the edge of the stump and slowly feasted on my neck as he
kneaded my flesh.

My legs circled his waist. Pressing
tighter to him, I wished that we were naked and his cock was buried
inside me. Squirming against his shaft, I felt how hard and ready
he was and I ached all the more from the realization.

His teeth grazed the underside of my
chin before he found and kissed the nearby hollow. "Damn, little
girl, I want to take you right now."

"Why don't you?" I flexed my thighs,
challenging him with the question and begging him with my
body.

"Because I want to take my time doing
it." Leaning back, he drew my shirt up to expose my bra. "I
want..."

Aiden ceased talking. His big hands
dug softly into the cups of my bra to release my breasts. Rumbles
and growls vibrated across my skin as his lips brushed against me.
He inhaled the scent of my flesh, his eyes closing as his mouth
tracked toward one puckered nipple. Reaching the swollen point, he
licked a circle before he lipped the tip.

Groaning, I arched against him. He
latched on at the sound, sucking and teething the nipple as his
hand squeezed and pinched at my other breast. I cradled his head,
my ass moving in tight circles atop the stump as I pumped my mound
against his erection.

Stopping, he purred roughly and
dropped one hand between my thighs. He unsnapped the button on my
jeans then traced the seam along the crotch. "Baby, you should be
in your bathing suit by now."

I couldn't contain the twitch of
self-consciousness that jerked my shoulders back. Aiden was right.
Any other weekend at the lake, I would have been in my bathing suit
already. But on that day, Aiden no longer was the close family
friend who drove my wet dreams. He had done things to me, things I
wanted him to repeat. Seeing my ample flesh in the one piece I
brought would have killed any man's erection.

Sighing, he shook his head at me.
"You've never hidden your body from me, baby. You're not going to
start now."

I wrinkled my nose at him,
communicating that I didn't like having my mind read. Then I made a
little gesture at my chest. "I'm hardly hiding."

He grabbed my breasts with both hands,
using them to pull me flush against him. His eyes drifted shut then
he placed his cheek against mine and nibbled at my ear. "It's an
access issue, baby."

"If you wanted access, my panties and
jeans would be off," I snorted, my Fattitude rising to poke at him.
"I'm starting to think you're all talk and no cock, Aiden
Perry."

Laughter rumbled through his chest and
he gave my nipple a hard tweak. His hand snaked between our bodies
and I heard the snap of his jeans then the slide of his zipper. He
kissed the side of my face, close to the corner of my mouth as if
purposefully taunting me.

"Sure about that, little
girl?"

I turned my head, my mouth searching
for his as my fingers skimmed down his waist to the top of his
jeans. His erection topped the line of his cotton briefs, the whole
head with its fat arrow tip free and smooth to the touch. I licked
my lips, wanting my first taste of him.

A throaty sigh left him and he stopped
evading my mouth. His tongue slipped past my lips as his fingers
dug into my arms. I eased my hand into his underwear to gently
stroke at the shaft. He was longer than my hand by a good three
inches and as wide as three fingers.

Need gripped me -- gripped and
squeezed my pussy, my chest, my stomach. Gripped and throttled
until I trembled like a leaf in a strong breeze.

"Why are…we waiting?" A moan broke the
question in half and I finished with a mewling whisper.

His kisses turned into small, hungry
bites and I sensed that he desired me every bit as badly as I crave
him.

"Because I want to slowly drive you
crazy." Squeezing my breast, he launched a fresh attack against my
throat. "I want to tie you down and fuck you softly before I fuck
you rough. I want to take you loving before I am merciless. I want
you so thoroughly used and exhausted, you won't give those boys
back at school so much as a smile. You'll shut them out completely
because you can't wait to get back to my bed."

"I already do." Frustrated, pussy
throbbing, I was close to tears. I squeezed at his shaft, trying to
goad him into action. "I haven't--"

Aiden stopped mid-kiss to look at my
face. One dark brow arched and his mouth went all serious. He shook
his head slowly, nostrils flaring. The tanned skin paled, telling
me I had said too much.

"You don't mean..." He took a deep
breath as his pupils dilated. "You can't be..."

The question died on his lips. I
understood him well enough to know that he was thinking about what
he did in the kitchen -- the animalistic passion, the way he
claimed my flesh after I tightened my anxious virgin pussy to bar
his admittance. His actions were fueled by the misconception that I
had at least a little experience under my belt.

Now he knew differently. Outside of my
own fingers, I had only that afternoon with Aiden.

"Cece, you're pulling my leg." There
was no conviction in his face or his tone. Far from it -- he looked
like he had just stepped on a newborn kitten.

Suddenly, I felt like I was back in
high school, not college. I didn't know a single woman my age who
would or could have admitted to being a virgin. I didn't want to
admit it either, but I did. "I haven't...no one has touched me
like..."

I blushed and looked away. Ten feet
from us, a robin was building its nest, oblivious to the way my
heart thundered inside my chest. I was terrified Aiden would walk
away.

"Kevin--"

Still refusing to look at him, I shook
my head. Kevin lost his virginity in the back seat of my sedan, but
he lost it to a boy. I had waited on a park bench thirty feet away,
sitting oh-so-carefully so I wouldn't get the hem of my prom dress
dirty. But it wasn't my place to tell Aiden that I spent the last
two years of high school shielding a friend who didn't want his
parents to know he was gay.

I almost cried from those memories.
Kevin had been considered a real catch. The only thing I caught was
hell. Hell from the girls at school who couldn't figure out what he
saw in me, hell from the boys who thought I must have been hiding
something really good up my plus-size skirt. Most of all, I had
faced the withering scorn of his mother who couldn't understand why
her precious, gorgeous quarterback son was dating that "disgusting
whale, Cece Harpoon" as she so inelegantly phrased it.

I swiped at a stray tear, my voice
trembling. "We've always been just friends."

"College?"

I tilted my chin at an
obstinate angle. "You might be blind to my..." I stopped
before fat could
leave my mouth. "Faults, but the men at the
university--"

He growled, the sound a wave of
protective heat rolling over me.

"Those are boys, not men."
He spat the words out like he was scraping shit off the sole of his
boot. "Men don't need Vogue
to tell them what's sexy. They feel it in their
balls and their heart."

He cradled the side of my face so that
my gaze met his.

"Baby, looking at you not only makes
my heart happy." His hips pushed forward and I felt the rigid bulge
of his cock pressing against me as another growl rumbled from him.
"It makes my dick hard."

My hips flexed in response and I
whimpered.

"Fuck, Cece." His hands gripped me
roughly. He blinked, his eyes staying shut a full heart beat or
more. When he opened them, he caught his bottom lip between his
teeth and studied me. "You should have told me, little
girl."

My heart fell at those last two words.
Doubt clouded his serious gaze. Reverently he scooped my breasts
back into the bra and pulled down my shirt, his head sweeping left,
then right, with regret.

Standing, Aiden stepped toward the
trundle cart. "I'll finish up. You go back to the
house."

"Aiden..." I took a step toward him
but froze when he stiffened. "If I'd told you, you would have
stopped. But it doesn't mean anything, doesn't change anything.
Really..."

Half nodding, his back to me, he
gestured in the direction of the house. "Just go on back, Cece.
I'll be along in a few minutes."

********************

Mom had a look in her eyes when I came
back without any firewood.

"Aiden's finishing it up," I said
before she could ask. Hoping to avoid her all-knowing gaze, I
looked out the window to the porch where my dad was messing with
the fire pit.

"Is something going on with you and
Aiden?"

My eyes flicked her way as my cheeks
began to burn.

"Cecelia..."

Oh God, I did not want to have that
talk. I started toward the door mumbling something about Dad
needing a hand.

"Your father is perfectly capable of
scrubbing the grill, young lady." She tossed the dish towel over
the sink's divide and then her hand found her canted hip. Her sharp
gaze inspected my clothes. "Your button's undone."

Since I was wearing a t-shirt, there
was only one button and it was on my jeans. Cheeks burning, I
reached down to my belt line and fastened it. "I had to go
pee."

"Cecelia Harper, you've never once in
your life taken a pee outside!"

My shoulders slumped. It was a dumb
lie to tell a woman who knew me better than anyone else.

"You think I'm upset, don't
you?"

Hearing the faint smile in her voice,
I looked up to find her eyes sparkling at me. "You mean you're
not?"

"Upset, no." Her hand came up to wipe
nervously at her chin. "But I am worried."

"You mean?" I looked out the window to
where my father was dunking the grill in a bucket of water. I
wasn't sure how Dad would take the news if there was ever going to
be anything to announce. He was pretty protective when it came to
his "little" girl.

She shook her head.

"Mom, Aiden would never hurt
me."

"Oh, I know that." Her hand zeroed in
on her hip. "I'm worried about you hurting him."

Color me shocked. My mouth gaped and
she rewarded me with a little laugh.

"Honey, you're young. Aiden, on the
other hand, is at an age where he's looking to settle down." Her
mouth pursed thoughtfully. "Aiden won't want to stop at a
fling."

My eyebrows crawled halfway up my
forehead. It felt surreal having this conversation with my mother
-- about Aiden of all people.

"He has lots of flings," I reminded
her.

"Not with his good friend's daughter.
Not with a woman like you."

"Right, his flings are all at least
six sizes smaller." I snorted, my reply bursting thoughtlessly from
my mouth. "Aiden goes through women faster than the shop goes
through drafting paper, Mom. He doesn't even bother to bring them
around anymore, they're gone so fast."

"Aiden thinks you're beautiful. I've
seen the way he watches you, has been watching you the last several
years." She retrieved the dish towel and ran it through her
fingers. "Why do you think I replaced the pullout with a regular
couch?"

I stared at her, mouth agape. Was she
telling me, despite her warning, that she had actually been trying
to encourage the two of us?

"You..." My gaze jumped to the porch
where my father was attacking the last of the grill with gusto.
Even if she was trying to encourage it, she was seeing things with
Aiden that just weren't there before that day. "But
dad..."

Another laugh, this one loud enough to
draw the attention of the man in question. "Honey, your dad knows
engines. He can be kind of clueless about people. Where else do you
think you get that from?"

My jaw dropped closer to the floor. "I
haven't been clueless about Aiden, he…"

My protest petered out before I could
finish. Aiden had asked me in the kitchen if I had thought about us
before. Out in the woods, he had said he wanted to drive me so
crazy I wouldn't give any other man a second glance. Yet he had
never been possessive of his lovers before, never cared enough
about them to worry one way or another.

Had I really been clueless about his
budding attraction to me?

"He hasn't had a fling in over a year
-- the guys at the shop are all teasing him that he must be seeing
a married woman or something. But that's not it at all." Stepping
toward me, she put her hands on my shoulders. "I know you and I
know Aiden. If he's finally given into his feelings, you have to be
ready for forever, Cecelia."

Forever? Forever was a fairytale --
almost. I knew less than a handful of people that had been married
more than a decade. One of them had her hands on my shoulders, the
other was watching us through the window with a happy doofus grin
on his well-loved face. I started to shake my head, but she cupped
the side of my face.

"If you aren't ready, Cece, you need
to stop right now."

********************

All of my mother's fretting was for
nothing. Aiden returned a few minutes later, the cart loaded with
wood. He didn't tease me the rest of the day. Hell, he hardly
looked at me.

Utterly deflated, I begged off staying
up past ten.

On my way to bed, my mom hooked my arm
and pulled me into the bathroom. She opened her mouth, ready to
issue what I presumed was another warning to tread lightly with
Aiden's heart.

As if! He had changed his mind. That
fact was coming through loud and clear. I didn't need to spend
graduate school specializing in communications to catch that
message. I told her as much as an infuriating smile curved her
lips.

"Glad at least someone's happy about
it, Mom."

"You haven't seen him look at you
tonight when your back is turned, baby." Opening the little
cupboard under the sink, she pulled out a small dust-covered
box.

"Co--" I stopped before I yelled the
word. "Mom, really. Condoms? We're not...he -- he
doesn't..."

I finished with an emphatic shake of
my head, my arms folded across my chest. "And, might I add, gross!
Are those from before I was born?"

Another one of her laughs, that one
sounding like a lusty bar maid. "Not quite, dear."

Reaching up, she gripped the point of
my chin so I couldn't look away. "Just take one with you to bed.
I'm too young to be a granny. And, whatever you decide, I want it
to be because you have a choice."

She turned, her hand resting lightly
on the door. "I'll make sure your father stays in bed. You and
Aiden at least need to talk, young lady."

I closed my eyes, refusing to talk
about it any further with her. Aiden didn't have anything he want
to discuss -- or do -- with me. No matter what she thought she saw
when he looked at me, she was wrong. Clearly, she wasn't as
infallible as I had once thought. Aiden had made his mind up back
in the woods. He might have genuinely wanted me, was maybe even
turned on by the curves that made other men's stomach roll in
disgust, but he didn't want a virgin.

The irony of that Catch-22 wasn't lost
on me, only it hurt too much to laugh.

"Honey, have you...before, you
know?"

Her voice sounded as pink as my
cheeks! Groaning, I presented her my back, not even realizing she
could read every last wrinkle of my horrified expression in the
mirror.

"Kevin didn't exactly like girls, did
he?"

My eyes flew open. I saw her
reflection, her eyes brimming with tender concern.

"His mother might have been blind, but
not me." Her gaze dipped and I could tell she was remembering just
how awful Kevin's mom was. "You were a good friend to him,
Cece."

I nodded, my throat too tight to say
anything. Maybe she was all seeing after all.

"I really am, dear." She threw a wink
at me in the mirror and then disappeared into the hall, her
laughter light and drifting behind her.

I retreated to the second bedroom and
stripped down to my tee and panties. I waited in bed, restless as
the hours ticked by. Mom turned in around eleven, dragging Dad with
her. I was half certain Aiden had decided to spend the night on the
couch when midnight passed and I was still alone.

Close to nodding off, I heard the door
open softly around twelve-thirty. My eyes had adjusted to the dark
and I watched him toe off his boots and socks and slide from his
jeans. He folded the jeans over the bottom edge of the bed and then
pulled his t-shirt off and placed it alongside them. He kept his
back to me the entire time.

Unwilling to let him off the hook by
pretending to sleep, I pushed up on one elbow and whispered his
name.

"Aiden…"

In the low light, I saw him run a hand
over his chest and then he raised it to brush a lock of his short
hair behind his ear.

"Damn it, Aiden. You could at least
talk to me about this." I managed to keep my strangled voice low. I
wanted to yell and throw my pillow at him. He had been more than
ready to fuck me earlier that dad. Why should he freak out and do a
one-eighty because it would be my first time?

Surprising me, he turned and crossed
over to my bed. Sitting center edge of the mattress, he brushed his
fingertips along my cheek. He bent over me and kissed the other
cheek, his hand cupping the side of my face.

When a mournful sigh left him, I
punched his shoulder. "Don't you dare back out."

Grabbing my wrist, he folded my arm
across my chest and leaned closer. "Little girl, there's nothing to
talk about. When I touched you earlier, I wanted your complete
surrender. I lost control, did something I never would have if I'd
known you were a virgin."

A part of me thrilled at his
confession. He had sought to dominate me, to mark me as his own by
doing something those novice college boys would never have the
balls to do. That didn't mean I was going to let him off the
hook!

"So you'd rather I found some boy at
school to fuck first?" It wasn't so much a question as an
accusation.

He growled against my ear, but
finished with a softly voiced, "Maybe."

I threaded my fingers through his
short hair and tugged. "Not gonna happen."

It was more than my having lusted
after him so many years. Other men might have taken me merely
because they could. A cherry to brag about, a warm, moist hole on a
lonely night. But Aiden wanted me as much as I wanted him. He was
turned on by my curves and the shelter of soft flesh against his
hard muscled planes. I trusted that he wasn't thoughtless and would
never hurt me intentionally. I couldn't say that about any other
potential lover.

I gave another tug, my voice
threatening to break into tears. "Aiden, it matters to me that
you're my first."

He brushed his cheek against mine, the
stubble sending a delicious shiver all the way down to my toes.
"Baby girl, I was aiming to be your last."

My last.

My forever
lover.

My fairytale.

Mom was right. I could hear it in
Aiden's voice. It was a hard thing to imagine -- a girl like me
able to break the heart of a man like him.

When I didn't say anything, he started
to pull back. Hearing a shaky breath escape him, I tightened my
grip. My own breathing had altered, shaped by his words into
something slow and deep. I lifted my head, pressed my lips to
his.

I had memorized that kiss out in the
woods and I repeated it. Only this time, I was in
charge.

"Baby girl, you don't know what this
means to me."

But I did. I knew and I welcomed it.
Hadn't "forever" always been the other half of my Aiden fantasies
-- nestled between all the imagined hard kisses and warm, liquid
press of flesh.

I rolled, pushing him onto his back on
the narrow bed.

"Don't worry," I promised. "I'll drive
slowly."

My panties still on, I straddled him
and removed my shirt. I leaned forward, letting my bare breasts rub
against his chest.

A soft moan escaped him, but he
otherwise held himself rigid.

I curled my arms around his head,
holding him motionless while I pressed a soft kiss against his
forehead, along his brow. He bit at his lower lip, his stomach
clenching as he tried to sink into the mattress.

I kissed the side of his jaw and then
the little dip just below the center of his mouth, my palms
trailing from his shoulders to cover his nipples.

Aiden drew in a rough breath, his
hands finally leaving the mattress to grip my waist. He held them
there and I wasn't sure whether he was working up the will power to
ease me off him. No way in hell was I going to give him a chance to
retreat to his bed.

I shifted, putting my weight on my
knees and sliding them down the mattress until my torso molded
against him, my mound aligning along the rigid line of his
cock.

His hands slid down to my hips and
squeezed.

A good sign -- a really good
sign.

Suppressing a smile, I traced the seam
of his lips with my tongue before I drew the bottom lip in and
sucked on it. His thumbs pressed against the hollow of my hips, his
grip tightening as his hips flexed beneath me. I felt the swell of
his cock through the thin fabric of my underwear, the pressure
crowding my clit until I jerked against him, my moan filling his
mouth.

Another mewling whisper of need
escaped me as he tugged me closer. I was getting wet, soaking my
panties. I wiggled my hips, the little noises leaving me more
insistent as my arousal burned hotter.

That last little whimper was all it
took. He flipped me with an ease that belied my size. I found
myself with my back pressed into the mattress, his big body
covering mine. He shoved one hand between my legs, the other
knotted in my hair.

He shushed me.

"No moans, baby."

I nodded but another hot whine escaped
me.

"None of those sexy little whimpers,
either." He gave me one slow kiss before he moved down my body,
stopping to suckle at my breasts. He pressed them together, buried
his face between them for a second before grazing his teeth over to
one nipple and drawing it into his mouth.

I pressed my fist to my lips, already
wanting to groan at how good it felt to have his mouth on me like
that, the sucking tender and deliberate, his muscled abdomen
grinding at my mound. Flexing my ass cheeks, I pumped against his
hard stomach.

"Patience, baby. I'm going to suck
down there, too."

Oh, God! Did he seriously expect me
not to whimper when he talked like that? Just the thought of what
he was going to do made my pussy throb, a fresh flood of need
drenching my skin.

And when he actually started doing it?
When he stripped my panties away and his tongue touched my clit for
the first time?

I pressed the pillow to my face to
keep from screaming then arched hard against his mouth. He slid his
arms up under my ass and wrapped his hands around my hips to pull
me back down. He took his time teasing the hood, his tongue dipping
into the narrow opening to prod and push at the small pearl inside
before he sucked hard on it. He followed with gentle strokes up and
down.

I squeezed and thrust, riding his
mouth like a pin ball machine, hips pushing left then right. His
tongue penetrated me, sending a tidal wave rolling through me, my
nipples spiking, another moan ruthlessly whipped from
me.

His arms stretched up to grip my tits
and squeeze. Pinching the nipples, he ground them then tugged them
high, the hard pulls matching the strokes of his tongue on and in
me. A few more tugs and licks and my first climax ripped through
me, leaving me a quivering, wet mess.

Aiden surfed back up the bed and
kissed me deeply. He lifted his lower body up for a few seconds,
pushing and kicking his briefs off. Kissing me again, he slid his
cock over my mound. Thick and long, it had me biting at my lip, the
anticipation of what it would feel like inside me almost
overwhelming.

"Aiden..." I butted against the steely
shaft. "Aiden, please."

He ignored my soft cries, kissing my
collarbone, the curve of his smile detectible against my flesh.
Bringing his hand between us, he pressed three fingers flat against
the entrance to my cunt. He massaged it, rubbing hard and wide.
"You're sopping wet, baby."

"Because I'm ready for you to be
inside me," I whispered. "Stop teasing and take me -- make me
yours."

He pushed two fingers just inside the
rim of my pussy, stretched them far apart and slid them back out.
Again, a little deeper on the dip in, wider on the retreat. The
third time, he curled the tips and slowly stroked at the fat knot
of flesh just inside the gate. "Wet and so very swollen,
Cece."

"Aiden, hell!" I was ready to scream,
or to come screaming. I had never dared put anything inside me and
just those two thick inches of push and rub were blowing my
mind.

He pressed harder against the knot,
hard enough I could feel the pressure against my clit. His mouth
descended once more. I grabbed my full tits, squeezed hard at them
as I searched for some counterpoint to the pleasure cresting inside
me. I wanted Aiden in me before I came again.

 

He had other plans.

His mouth covered my clit, suckling
the hood while his lips moved up and down the shaft. Shallow but
firm probes inside me, pressing and squeezing. Before I knew it was
going to happen, a stream of fluid squirted from me. He moaned
against my cunt and stroked a hard line as his mouth formed a seal
against my flesh. I squirted again, my ass lifting off the
mattress. He stayed with me, letting me ride his mouth, swallowing
my stream until I slowly sank back down onto the bed.

Aiden stood, half staggered over to
the dresser where he had stored the saddle bag from his bike. He
reached in then I heard the crinkle of a foil wrapper and saw his
hand pass over his dick, the pale latex making it more visible in
the light.

He climbed back on the bed, our bodies
barely touching as he rested his weight on his elbows. He dipped
his hips the slightest bit, just enough that his cock lightly
rubbed against my mound. He pressed his face alongside
mine.

"Does that happen often?" His breath
was hot against my ear, his stubble wonderfully rough along my
cheek.

"Never," I answered. I didn't know
whether I should be embarrassed by what my body had
done.

"Baby, I want to make you do that
every time," he groaned, pivoting his hips to position the head of
his cock against my pussy. He extended his arms until his upper
torso hovered above me, just our legs and the naughty bits making
any contact.

I curled my hands around his biceps
and lifted my hips just a fraction in anticipation.

"It's a good thing you're all
shadows," he murmured. "I couldn't control myself seeing all these
lush curves, your skin flushed and shining."

He wedged the tip against the opening
of my sheath and gave the barest push. "I wouldn't be able to take
it slow."

I brought my knees up to press against
his hips, urging him on. He sank a little deeper, the widest
diameter of his cock stretching the tight rim of muscle. Another
push and he breached the entrance. My pussy snapped shut around the
head.

We moaned in unison and then he pulled
back, breached me again to penetrate a fraction deeper. I pressed
my palms flat against the hard plates of his chest. My fingers
curled in need, my nails digging into his flesh as I raised my hips
and swiveled. I dipped, ready to thrust up and impale myself, but
he pushed first, spearing me hard and fast. My ass hit the mattress
and then I slammed my hips up to meet his.

He pushed me down, his weight fully on
me as he took up a slow grind broken intermittently by a hard, deep
stroke. Every push all the way in felt like a hot brand searing my
flesh, marking me as his for all time.

My pussy squeezed at his shaft. I
wrapped my legs around his hips, locked my ankles and gripped his
lower body to me. Slipping his forearm beneath my ass, he cinched
me tightly to him as the bed started to protest our thrusts and
heavy grinds.

"You're so tight, Cece. So fucking
tight." He kissed me hard on the mouth, his tongue invading me. "I
can feel you flutter around my cock."

Squeezing my thighs, I drew myself
tighter to Aiden's body. He filled me, stretching my pussy. I could
feel the press of his flat stomach against my clit, the motion of
our bodies making it slide between my labia, teasing me inside and
out. I couldn't breathe properly. I just kept sucking in air, my
eyes growing wider with each intake. It left me all at once in a
long shuddering moan that I couldn't hold in. My sheath clenched
wildly around him, my muscles rolling up and down his shaft as my
climax pulsed throughout my pussy, from the tight rim of muscle at
its beginning to deep up inside my lower gut.

He panted, no longer slow fucking me
but pumping hard in and out, his pace furious as I clenched tighter
and tighter and started to groan. His mouth came down on mine,
muting but not silencing the sounds of the intense pleasure running
through me. And then he froze, his entire body immobile except for
the rhythmic twitch of his cock inside me as he came. I squeezed,
roll my hips, milking his shaft as he started to tremble against
me.

His strokes resumed until they gently
ground to a halt and he broke the kiss.

He rested his forehead against my
shoulder, our breathing slowly returning to normal as we listened
-- hearts thundering against one another -- to the sounds of the
house.

My dad's snore rumbled through the
living room, its valleys filled by the soft whistles of my mom.
Softly laughing, Aiden kissed my throat. We both knew there would
be time enough to face my parents as a couple, but at that moment
we were relieved to have gone undiscovered.

********************

Come Sunday morning, forever started
to feel like the fairytale it was. Shortly before dawn, Aiden
kissed me chastely on the forehead, grabbed his clothes and headed
for the bathroom. The early departure wasn't unusual. Even my
trusting, good-natured father would have been highly suspicious if
Aiden wasn't ready to take the boat out fishing at the butt crack
of dawn.

The kiss, on other hand, deflated my
expectations. Waking next to Aiden in the narrow bed several times
through the night to find myself cradled in his loose embrace, I
had anticipated a more lingering good-bye kiss full of tongue and
licks and gentle nibbles before he joined my father on the
boat.

Initially, I reminded myself how much
a creature of habit Aiden was -- steadfast and predictable. His
routine at the lake had never before involved teasing me with a
kiss that promised another long night of our bodies entwined, his
tongue invading my mouth as a prelude to his cock fucking slow and
sure in and out of me.

By the time lunched rolled around, the
predictable creature of habit that was Aiden Perry morphed into a
specter for Monday's kiss-off that I couldn't shove down. I
mentally catalogued every female who had flitted into and quickly
out of our lives because of her temporary, intense relationship
with him. I had often thought he was caught in a cycle of rejecting
women before they could reject him. It was a totally stupid cycle,
but I knew his history.

I knew his mother. Even after my
parents took Aiden under their wing, she had danced in and out of
his life, arriving when she needed a sympathetic shoulder and
departing as soon as she thought she had found a permanent solution
to her loneliness.

But even Winona Perry's flings lasted
longer than Aiden's.

As we rolled into Auburn in the rental
on Monday, I realized I was about to become his shortest known
fling to date. The entire drive, his attention remained riveted on
the road. We made no stops except for gas and lunch, his body and
its language remote across the restaurant table. Each time I
reached across the car's center console to make brief contact, he
tensed.

I stopped trying once we reached the
city line and remained quiet until we parked in front of my dorm.
He turned the engine off, but didn't say anything.

"Why?" I asked. Something was going on
inside his head, I knew it. It was not something my dad had said on
the lake or anything like that. It had happened overnight on
Saturday between that last kiss ripe with post-coital bliss and the
pre-dawn wakening.

Throughout the drive, I replayed all
of Saturday. The kitchen, the woods, the bedroom. He had said he
wouldn't be able to go slow or control himself if he saw me; his
voice and cock had thickened from my needy whimpers and
whines.

He said he wanted to be my last but
was stiffly dumping me off at my dorm and I had no reasonable
expectation of so much as a handshake good-bye.

"You didn't mean any of it, did you?"
I bobbed my head under the weight of a slow building realization. I
had no idea why, but he had been playing me. Maybe he knew all
along about my crush and he thought it was for the best that I get
over him. I wished he had found a better way. I didn't think this
way would work.

I knew it wouldn't. My gut twisted
inside my skin and I felt like I was going to puke.

He turned to me, looking me directly
in the eye for the first time throughout the trip. Another movie
moment. It always would be -- just as it would always be one
sided.

"Cece…" Reaching up, he stroked my
cheek with the back of his fingers. "Everything I said remains
true. I want to be your last lover."

A guilty look washed over his face but
he shook it away before it could settle. "Saturday night, I wanted
to be your first, too. But you went through high school with a fake
boyfriend, baby girl. How many real dates have you been
on?"

I shrugged, embarrassed to say the
number. Without realizing it, I had fallen irrevocably in love with
Aiden while I played the beard for Kevin. None of the guys in my
circle at college had stood a chance against the man sitting next
to me.

"Any, baby?"

When I remained mute, he sighed
heavily and withdrew his hand from my cheek to rub at his forehead
like I had just given him the world's largest migraine
ever.

"So Saturday was your first kiss, your
first finger--" He strangled on the statement before he could reach
the finish. His hand dropped to cover his face.

"Thumb," I corrected, the word
distracted as it left me. "But I kissed a boy or two before
Kevin."

I wasn't about to tell him those two
times had occurred during a dumb game of spin-the-bottle and both
boys had complained about having to touch their lips to bacon. That
would only make Aiden feel worse and widen the distance between us,
a distance I feared was already too wide to breach.

He gave a little nod and I could see
that he only half believed me. "I'm just saying, to be your last,
there should be someone in between."

"Aiden!" His name left me in a grunty
shriek. I could not believe we were back to that point again. "You
seriously want me to fuck someone. You expect me to believe
that?"

I barreled my way out of the vehicle,
reaching in the back seat for an instant to grab my bag before I
slammed the door. I stomped around to his side as he stepped onto
the curb.

"How many am I supposed to fuck?" I
poked him in the chest with each word that left me. "One? Three?
Does it count if they're all on the same night? What if they each
take a hole, or are we talking strictly vaginal to make the
requisite body count?"

Thirty plus pokes in, he lost his
patience and grabbed me by the shoulders. He spun until my body was
wedged between him and the rented sedan. He growled, the sound
feral and sexy at the same time, and then he pressed against me.
His breath blasted warm against the sensitive skin of my throat as
he leaned in.

"Baby, I'm saying you should figure
out whether you want to." He took a light nip of my ear and I could
feel the tension vibrating through his hands as he fought the urge
not to grip me more tightly. "If you do, it will be a long time
before we have another chance, love."

Love…

The bastard undid me with that one
word. I buried my face against his shoulder and started crying. My
hands fisted his shirt and I jerked on the fabric. "Why are we
having this conversation? I want you, I've wanted you for the last
decade--"

"Because I don't want to have it
another decade from now." His fingers knotted in my hair and he
tugged until I was looking up at him through tear-filled eyes.
"When our children are in the next room hearing us fight. Hearing
you say I never gave you a chance to live."

The way my chest constricted, I knew
Aiden was my only chance to live happy, but I couldn't overcome the
fact that, once upon a time, he was the child on the other side of
the wall, that he jerked with a child's terror with each glass or
plate thrown, that he saw one parent walk out of his life forever
and another who paid attention to him only when she had no other
emotional crutch available.

Relaxing my grip and melting into him,
I nodded. I lightly head butted the broad chest blocking my
tear-streaked face from view. "Couldn't we have at least stopped
along the way?"

I head butted him a second time when
he didn't answer.

"Baby," he groaned and cinched me
close. "If we did that, you would have been lucky if I let you
return to finish the semester instead of tossing you over my
shoulder and taking you home so I could fuck you straight through
to New Year's."

That was exactly what I wanted him to
do, but I wasn't the one paying the tuition. "Can I at least have a
proper good-bye kiss?"

He chewed at his bottom lip and I
could see the urge to relent heat his gaze, but in the end, he
deemed another chaste kiss on my cheek to be the only proper
good-bye.

********************

A week later, still waiting for my car
to be repaired and thus waiting for a shuttle so I could return to
campus after an interview across town at the convention center, I
met Harold Hayes.

Technically, I re-met Harold. I
already knew him from a social media class we had in our third year
of undergraduate, in which we had partnered on a project. He had
since graduated and spent a year working at an accounting firm
before returning to Auburn to get a graduate degree in
mathematics.

Yes -- a graduate degree in
mathematics. And people thought I was weird because connection
algorithms excited me. Harold actually knew how to craft those bad
boys.

Running into him as I left
the interview, it was like we had started a conversation earlier
that afternoon and he was just waiting for me to return so we could
finish. Instead of waiting another half hour for the shuttle, I let
him drive me back to my dorm. When he discovered the communications
department was holding a special screening of the
The Social Network on
Friday so all the graduate students could pretend to have a life
afterwards by tweeting about it for the billionth time, he asked if
he could go with me for old time's sake.

Consenting, I realized I had landed
smack in the middle of one of those things some people referred to
as a date. Fine by me. I had no chance of breaking Harold's heart
by having just one date with him. Hell, I could have had a hundred
dates with him and I was pretty certain he would have shrugged off
my saying good-bye as if it had just been the one.

What I was really interested in was
compliance and working toward some undefined quota of life
experience with the opposite sex that would satisfy the man I
wanted to spend the rest of my life with. I just hoped that Aiden
didn't want me to prove there was also no possibility that I liked
girls. I was pretty sure I was covered on that point because I had
spent plenty of "date nights" with Josephine and a few other girls
in the dorm, and I never wanted them to paint more than my toe
nails.

Not that there was anything wrong with
that. I just knew I liked cock -- one very special cock attached to
a frustrating and frequently obstinate male.

So we agreed on a date, Harold and I.
We went on one, too. The experience mostly reminded me of sitting
in class with him, the way he would lean over and whisper something
very close to my ear. Or those soft finger taps against my arm to
draw my attention, the smile when he caught it and the inevitable
pointing out of someone or something he wanted me to look
at.

No big deal, I thought as he dropped
me off at the dorm. I had date number one under my belt. Maybe
after date number two, I would be able to think of a girl who would
make a better match for Harold -- one who wasn't in love with Aiden
Perry.

That was the single thought running
through my mind when Harold stooped slightly, cupped my cheek and
surprised the hell out of me with a kiss just east of my
mouth.

I stiffened a little, neither afraid
nor offended, only slightly bemused. "What was that?"

He gave a nervous little throat
clearing then smiled at me. "I thought I'd better get one in before
you turn me down when I ask you out again."

I rolled my eyes at him. "I have no
intention of turning you down for a second date."

I was surprised that he wanted one and
that he had kissed me. Astounded, actually. I wanted to touch his
forehead and make sure he wasn't running a fever. Especially since
he looked a little clammy.

"So, tomorrow around seven? We could
do pizza and trivia at Johnny G's?" A more confident smile framing
his lips, he waited until I nodded my acquiescence and then he did
it again. Kissed me, that is -- dead center of my mouth and both of
his hands cupping the sides of my rounded face. "Great, I'll pick
you up at the front desk."

A little numb, I smiled without
comment and retreated into the dorm building. Trying to assess
whether the experience outside with Harold was pleasant, I missed
the staircase. Doubling back, I shook my head. Harold was a nice
guy, of course. Academically ambitious, nonthreatening, and in
possession of just the right mix of personality that prevented my
lips from tingling at the contact with his but didn't make me want
to scour my face with Lysol, either.

Bursting into the room I shared with
Josephine, I plopped down on my bed and told her everything --
Harold, the kiss and, most of all, what had happened with
Aiden.

********************

Saturday evening, at a quarter to
seven, I was sitting quietly in my room for the final minutes
before I went down to greet Harold. Mostly, I was brainstorming
ways to deflect more kisses, then debating with myself on whether I
should deflect them. How could I know I didn't really want Harold
kissing me unless I let him kiss me more thoroughly?

Only, I knew I didn't want more. What
I was uncertain of was the reason. Maybe I just didn't want Harold
kissing me, even if there was no Aiden. I flung myself back, tossed
my arms above my head and rooted around on my bookshelf for Hildy.
Hildy might have looked like a stuffed hippo but her secret
identity was a Magic 8 Ball.

Sort of. Only whenever I looked into
her plastic eyes with their huge pupils and pink irises, I always
received the same answer.

I dunno. Figure it
out.

Sighing, I crushed her to my chest
just as my cell phone rang. Figuring Harold was early, I abandoned
Hildy on my pillow, grabbed my cell phone and started to leave as I
answered with what I hoped was a second-date voice.

"Hey, Harold, I'll be down in just a
minute."

Silence greeted me from the other end.
I tilted my phone a few inches from my face and realized my
mistake.

"Aiden!" His name bounced up from my
chest before I realized I sounded like some nine-year-old who just
got a pony for her birthday. Tempering my voice, I followed with
the even pithier, "What's up?"

I heard a short click, but the sound
was fleshy -- like something had snagged at the back of his throat
before he answered.

"I'm bringing your car tomorrow,
Cecelia."

I grimaced at the use of my
first name. Whether it was mere distance or a reprimand, it wasn't
what I wanted. I wanted baby
or love.
Yeah, I wanted to hear that last one most of all.
But I had no idea how to tell him that, so I responded with a
hesitant, "Okay, what time?"

"Two," he answered. "I'll pick you up
at the dorm."

The detectible edge in his tone
worried me. I wondered if it was because I initially thought he was
Harold and so he knew I was meeting a male that evening. I hoped
that was the reason because I had an answer for that lined up at
the edge of my tongue. I was only doing what he wanted -- he merely
had to want me to do something else and I would have. But a louder,
bigger part of me worried Aiden's distant tone would have been
there regardless of my date with Harold.

Floundering for something to say, I
blurted out a question. "Will you need me to take you to a rental
agency after?"

"No." There was a long pause following
that simple response and I felt like I had lost him yet again. But
I didn't hang up or say anything and he continued eventually. "The
agency is dropping a car off at my motel room."

Motel room…

My nipples instantly puckered at the
potential import of his words. If he arrived by two, Aiden would
have plenty of time to return home without staying the night. So
why was he getting a motel?

Why was exactly what I wanted to ask, but I took a more indirect
approach, afraid to get my hopes up. It was enough that he was
coming tomorrow and I had a chance to make his stay with me more
than a quick drop-off.

"You rented a room," I prompted and a
rush of pride swept through me at the fact that I managed not blurt
or audibly tremble.

"Yes."

Another simple, complex-as-hell single
syllable answer. The man wanted to drive me insane. I wrinkled my
nose at the phone, the gesture invisible and lost. Too
inexperienced in that dance, I traded him two syllables for
one.

"Okay." I realized that was not quite
enough because I sounded like a dolt as it left my mouth.
Swallowing, I fought a stammer. "I'll see you at two,
then."

"It's a date." He paused and I was
almost ready to hang up when he sent me over the moon with a
possessive growl. "Oh, and, baby, don't have too much fun
tonight."

I let the words and the growl soak
into me, warming me from top to bottom -- but mostly in the center,
where the sensual undercurrent of his timbre had made me
wet.

"I won't," I promised and hung
up.

********************

Story of my life -- Sunday wasn't
anything like I imagined it would be all through my painful date
with Harold and a sleepless Saturday night. At one sharp, my phone
rang. Hoping Aiden had made good time, I grabbed it and discovered
my dad on the other end of the line.

"Hey daddy, everything okay?" I walked
over to my dorm window and pulled back the curtain.

"Sure, sunbeam."

He made a little noise at the end that
meant he was holding back. I straightened. "I hope you don't plan
on trying that fib out on mom, she'll bust you in a
heartbeat."

He laughed, soft but
troubled.

With no further response, I realized
my dad was going to make me play the elimination game. "You worried
about the surgery?"

"Unh…doc says I'll be off work for
almost a month." He shifted nervously in his seat, the creaky
office chair he should have replaced last year audible over the
phone.

"The shop will be fine, dad." Truth
was, Aiden ran the shop better than my soft-hearted father. "And
you'll have time to work on designs. I'll get Aiden to fix you up a
drafting table that'll fit on the bed."

"He did--"

"Oh," I laughed. "There you go. Try to
enjoy the down time. There's nothing to worry about."

His silence told me I wasn't done
playing the elimination game. "Come on, daddy. What's wrong? Do I
need to ask mom or Aiden--"

"No!"

My chest started to constrict at his
hasty response and its timing. Dad was worried about something to
do with Aiden. Had my father figured out what had happened between
the two of us?

Only one way to find
out.

"Daddy, tell me what is bothering you
about Aiden." I made my tone as firm as I could without bossing him
around.

"He's having relations…" The chair
squeaked then the line went silent for a full ten count. "With an
employee."

"Daddy," I laughed. "There aren't any
women at the--"

I stopped, realizing I was wrong. I
had tried my damnedest to stay out of the shop this last summer,
hoping I could wean my love sick heart off Aiden and finally get on
with growing up. In the process, I had forgotten all about the
bookkeeper/receptionist they hired at the start of summer. Some
early thirties blonde with an amazingly large rack for someone who
was no bigger than a size four everywhere else. Peggy or something
like that.

"Daddy, didn't you say your
receptionist was married?" Mom had said the guys at the shop were
teasing Aiden about running around with a married woman. Talking to
my dad on the phone, I wanted very badly not to put two and two
together.

"That's what's killing me,
sunbeam."

"No." I shook my head hard enough to
grow dizzy. "Mom said the guys at the shop were talking
trash."

"Pamela told me herself,
Cece."

"Did you maybe misunderstand what she
was saying?" I prayed this was the case, like maybe she mistakenly
thought Aiden had flirted with her or something and was dancing
around a direct accusation.

"She said they had relations at the
office and once at his place this last week, Cece. She was all torn
up about it, wanted my advice." His voice choked at the end and I
wanted to cry right along with him. "I noticed there's been a lot
of closed doors with the two of them."

Everything went quiet again. I sank
onto Joe's bed by the window, my fingers almost too numb to hold
onto the phone.

"Have you talked to mom
or--"

He cut me short again. "No, and I
don't want to until after the surgery. Pamela begged me not to, and
I want to give him time to come clean with me."

My dad's voice was raw, doubling my
hurt. He loved Aiden like a son, so much so I had a spot or two of
jealousy growing up that only my own deep affection for Aiden had
managed to erase. It wasn't like he loved Aiden more than me, but
that he could love him almost as much when he wasn't
blood.

"Promise me you won't say anything,
sunbeam. Not to anyone." He scratched at his chin and offered
another long sigh. "I just needed to talk to someone about it, ease
my mind before the surgery. You won't say anything,
right?"

"No, daddy," I choked. "I'll keep
quiet."

********************

Another hour and a half passed before
Aiden's arrival. My brain spent the whole time walking circles,
crossing over the same questions with no answers. Could Pamela be
lying? Why would anyone lie about adultery, especially in a smaller
town like ours?

What if she was only lying about them
having sex after my weekend with Aiden? Could she just be doing
this because he told her it was over? Still, that meant he had sex
with a married woman who was an employee, and that wasn't the Aiden
I knew.

By the time he arrived, I could barely
walk. I had a boulder, sharp and heavy, in my stomach and another
in my throat. I hadn't cried yet, but that was only a matter of
time. I was still too frozen to cry. When I thawed, there would be
a flood.

I crossed the lawn to where Aiden
waited next to my parked car. I kept my eyes on the ground, trying
to figure out how to keep my mouth shut so I wouldn't break the
promise I had made to my father.

When I finally looked up, the sight of
Aiden broke my heart.

"Baby, what's wrong?" He didn't move
from where he stood outside the car on the driver's side. My keys
were in his hand, his knuckles white from the grip he had on
them.

I shook my head. I had to pretend
nothing was wrong, or that something else -- something that would
end our relationship -- was wrong. Right, I would have to tell him
I had found someone else or just stopped loving him.

"Get in the car."

He didn't quite growl the words at me,
but I knew it was an order. I slid into the passenger seat and
directed my gaze out the window. He got in, jabbed the keys in the
ignition then tried to cover one of my hands with his.

I pulled away. If I let him touch me,
I was lost. I would ask him about Pamela, probably beg him to tell
me it was all a lie and believe every last word.

"Cece, whatever has happened, just
tell me." His hand landed lightly on my shoulder, just the
fingertips making any contact.

I flinched, my skin recoiling with the
heartbreak that tightened my chest.

"Did that boy hurt you? Did he say
or…"

His voice strangled on whatever he'd
been ready to add. It took me a few seconds to realize he was
talking about Harold and worried that something had gone horribly
wrong on my date last night.

"No." I turned my head and looked at
the key in the ignition so I wouldn't have to look at Aiden. He had
no right to be concerned over what was wrong with me, not when he
was the one hurting me. My mouth screwed tight, the accusation of
his love affair with a married woman trying to batter its way past
my lips.

I jabbed a finger in the direction of
the steering column. "Are you going to drive or should
I?"

Without another word, he started the
car and pulled away from my building. He had picked a discreet
hotel some thirty minutes away, the room at the far end and
invisible to the nearby roads. Before the phone call from daddy,
the location would have been perfect. Now it just sank the knife in
my heart another inch deeper.

Aiden put the car in park and yanked
the keys from the ignition, speaking for the first time since we
pulled away from my dorm building. "You're not leaving without
talking to me."

He got out of the car, taking my keys
with him into the hotel room. He left the room's door open as a
silent command for me to follow. I waited a good ten minutes,
telling myself he would get tired and bring me my keys.

Except there's no one I know who is
more obstinate than Aiden. Before, that stubborn streak had been a
positive quality. It got him out of the trailer park, into college
and an ownership interest in my dad's shop. It grew the shop's
reach, taking the business from a regional reputation to a national
one.

Sitting in the car, waiting for him to
cave first, it meant I would have to give him another opportunity
to walk all over my heart if I wanted my keys back. I got out, feet
dragging, and entered the room.

I stopped just inside and left the
door open.

Aiden stood in front of the dresser,
one hand resting on it, the other cupping one of the cream-colored
roses in a vase. On the dresser, near his hand, were two boxes. The
bottom one -- rectangular and white with a ribbon – looked like the
boxes my mom puts gift clothing in. The other was smaller and
didn't come from a store -- it was etched metal, the design
unrecognizable from the distance, but I'd received similar boxes
from Aiden over the years.

He seldom bought gifts for me. He made
them instead, each gift one of a kind.

I shook my head, forcing myself not to
care that he'd brought me gifts and flowers. He probably had done
the same for that woman. Hell, maybe the gift inside the box had
been made for her and I was getting it second hand.

Telling myself I would not cave, I
closed my eyes and folded my arms across my chest. I intended to
stay that way until he gave me my keys and I escaped back to my
dorm room where I could cry myself into next week.

"I guess you enjoyed your date more
than you expected."

The sadness in his voice forced my
eyes open. I met his gaze and saw my own pain reflected. It hurt
too much to look at him, so I closed them again and shook my head.
The date had been painful and awkward. I had expected to spend
today in this room, Aiden's hands on my body, his declarations of
love in my ear. He had talked about children and forever, not
adultery and sex behind office doors and breaking my heart and my
father's.

"Cece, what is it?"

The rumble of irritation made me
squeeze my eyes more tightly.

His tone gentled. "I thought I heard
happiness in your voice last night, baby girl. That you wanted to
come here today, to spend time with me…"

"I know about Pamela," I
whispered.

Sorry, daddy. I couldn't
keep it in. So, so sorry…but I won't let him know you told
me.

"Pamela…at the shop?"

He sounded confused. I opened my eyes
to see his face slowly hardening. I nodded.

"Know what?" He stopped stroking the
rose, his entire body frozen except for the shallow rise and fall
of his chest.

"You're fucking her," I bit
out.

His grip on the rose tightened, the
petals breaking from the strain. "And you know this
how?"

God, he wasn't even going
to deny it!

I rolled my lips, anger seeping in to
replace the hurt. "You can't keep the fact that you're fucking a
married woman in daddy's shop secret. Everybody knows!"

I sucked a breath in. That wasn't
true. No one knew but Pamela, Aiden, daddy, and now me. But I
couldn't have him knowing daddy told me.

"So everybody knows." He released the
rose, the rest of its petals littering the dresser. His hand fell
to his side and he took his first step toward me. "And you
believe everybody despite my telling you how crazy I am about you."

I closed my eyes again and wrapped my
arms around me in a hug.

"Tell me, Cece. Why would I say and do
those things with you if I was fucking Pamela Marks?" His voice was
nearer, maybe half the distance from the dresser to me.

I hugged my body harder, my fingers
denting my disgusting flesh, flesh I'd been stupid enough to think
Aiden desired. I shook my head, trying to communicate that I didn't
have to understand or explain his motivation.

The door shut next to me and then I
felt his chest press lightly against the barrier of my
arms.

"Why, baby?"

God, his voice was so gentle. Gentle
and hurt, but the ache was my own, a quality I was projecting onto
his tone because I didn't want to believe what that woman said was
true.

"You're not getting out of here
without an answer." His arms moved until I could feel that he
blocked me from moving on either side.

I sucked a huge breath in, knowing I
would need every last molecule of oxygen to spew the venom that had
built inside me and that I would be speechless afterwards, no fire
or fight remaining.

"Maybe you're just like the guys in
high school who wondered what Kevin saw in me, what I was hiding
under my skirt. Maybe you wanted to push me toward other guys so
I'd stop crushing on you or maybe the moment overtook you. Maybe
you're nothing more than a selfish, manipulative
asshole."

I sucked another breath in, surprised
that I could, but the words didn't want to stop once they started.
I'd spent every minute from my dad's call until that second with
Aiden's big body bearing down on me pondering why he had
lied.

"I'd like to think it really was that
the moment overtook you or you were trying to help me in a
misguided, fucked up way, and, hey, it worked. I went on two dates,
I'll go on more--"

Aiden stopped me for a heartbeat with
a growl that went straight to my pussy. I shook my head, denying
the power he had over me.

"I'll go on more," I repeated. "But
why you did it, I don't care."

I stopped talking and started panting,
too much adrenaline coursing through my body for me to
control.

"Selfish?"

I heard the lock on the door engage
and then he stroked the back of his fingers against my cheek. My
pulse rate tripled and I started to shake.

"Manipulative…" His other hand lightly
covered my hip as he continued to batter me with his deep, taunting
voice. "Someone who gets what he wants…"

The words curled warm and moist
against my neck as Aiden lowered his head. His fingers moved down
to my throat in a soft caress.

"Aiden--" I couldn't say anything more
than his name. My throat constricted too tightly and I couldn't
stop shaking. I wanted to leave, but I wanted him to keep touching
me. I'd spent weeks and all of the prior night fantasizing about
him touching me again.

The pressure of his body against the
shield of my arms slowly increased until I dropped my hands to my
side and let his broad chest crush against my breasts. He continued
stroking my throat and my hip, his mouth leisurely tracking toward
mine.

"What I want," he started, a rough
edge to his words. "Is you, fucking me one last time. We'll make it
our good-bye, little girl."

A sob left me, but I didn't tell him
no, didn't push at him. Tears streaming down my face, I let him
lead me to the bed and undress me, my eyes shut the entire time. I
heard his clothes fall to the floor then felt the slight give of
the mattress as he climbed onto the bed. His body resting alongside
mine, he stroked my cheek again.

"Your keys are in the top left dresser
drawer if you want to leave."

I licked my lips once as I fought to
bring the tremors running through down to the level of a small
quake. I was wet, aching -- didn't want to leave before I felt him
inside me one last time. That would finish it for me, knowing he
could fuck me at a time like this when he had been
exposed.

Aiden didn't offer to let me leave
again. He kissed his way down my side, stopping for a few,
delicious moments to suckle my breasts while his hand worked to
ensure that my pussy was drenched and ready for him. When he had me
so wet my arousal leaked onto the mattress, he pushed my thighs
apart and settled his face between them.

I continued to keep my eyes shut, wet
moans exploding from me as he grasped my labia to thumb and lick me
until I squirmed and my hands reached down for him. He shook them
away, not allowing me to stroke his hair or knot my fingers in
it.

How could he do this? How could he
suckle at my clit as if he worshipped the damn thing but not let me
touch him, not offer the barest excuse for what he'd done with
Pamela? I tried to get angry, bashed my thoughts against the facts
over and over, but his sweet kisses and soft touch persistently
erased the anger like gently lapping waves erode the
beach.

Crying his name, I came.

He rolled from me and I could tell by
the way the mattress dented that he was sitting up. I kept my eyes
closed, my lips growing raw from my biting at them as I waited for
him to roll on a condom or tell me to leave.

He did neither, just placed my clothes
on the bed and went into the bathroom while I dressed and
left.

********************

Daddy had his surgery the following
week. I knew I would have to visit soon. I didn't want to talk to
either of my parents. Daddy might want to discuss his conversation
with Pamela, and my mother might ask me whatever became of the
weekend at the lake house. So I mostly stuck to email and kept any
calls short.

Three weeks after the surgery, just as
I had foolishly started thinking I might get over Aiden and
relented to a third date with Harold, my mom called with bad news.
Money had been embezzled from the shop.

A lot of money. More money than we
could afford to lose.

"Who did this, mom?" I asked, trying
to process the information. All the operating capital was gone and
a large portion of my father's retirement account.

"That bimbo your fa--" She interrupted
herself with a slight cough and I guessed that my dad was in the
room with her. "But don't worry about tuition or anything,
sweetie."

"I can take a student loan until you
get the money back." A dreadful thought popped into my head. "You
will be able to get it back, right?"

"We hope, but Aiden doesn't want you
taking out a loan." A quiver ran through my mother's voice and I
knew she wanted to cry. From the sound of her voice, she had
already cried over this mess for hours. "He's covering the missing
capital, too. It will be okay, sweetie."

I choked on the knowledge that the man
I had called a manipulative asshole and accused of fucking Pamela
Marks intended to pay my last semester of school. "I'll take a
loan, mom. Aiden can't pay--"

"It's already paid, Cecelia. He
insisted it be done before we broke the news to you."

I sighed, not the least surprised.
"I'll pay him back, but tell me how this happened."

"She kept making what looked like
processing errors. Aiden corrected her a dozen times over, even
wrote her up the next to last time, about ten days before your
father's surgery."

I stopped listening for a few seconds.
Had Marks been trying to create discord between my dad and Aiden as
part of her plan?

"…her last
processing error was a
whopper and then she skipped town," my mother continued. "She
wasn't even married, can you believe that! Made up a husband and
two children and a bunch of sh -- lies about him being out of work
and the youngest child having asthma."

My mom continued venting until my
father took the phone away and asked her for an ice pack for his
knee.

"Hey, sunbeam."

I dug my nails into my palm, knowing
what he was about to ask and wanting to cry because I knew I would
agree to the request.

"I feel just awful believing…" He
trailed off.

"I know daddy. I feel awful,
too."

"He doesn't have to know…" He groaned,
the sound wet and miserable.

"No, he doesn't," I agreed, the memory
of those same words passing my lips during my last visit to the
lake house when Aiden worried our relationship would hurt my dad.
Certain I was seconds away from bursting into tears, I made a hasty
good-bye and hung up.

Aiden didn't have to know -- but I
did.

********************

My heart didn't heal. Not by
Thanksgiving, when I made up a fake, critical project that kept me
from coming home. Not by Christmas when I said I was spending it
with Harold's family, even though I had backed out of that third
date and never spoke to him again. Certainly not by late January
when my mother slipped in news of Aiden's current girlfriend in our
weekly conversation, or in February when he had a different new
girlfriend.

I cried alone in my dorm room all the
weekends I was supposed to go home. Somehow, I managed not to cry
through the interview that landed me my first job two states
away.

I cried at graduation, but almost
everyone with ovaries was crying and even a few of the male
graduates and fathers. And I cried as my parents drove away from
campus believing that I really did have to show up a week early at
my new job and that I really would come home for a couple of days
before the summer was up.

Returning to my dorm room, vision
blurred and the salt of my tears coating my tongue, I almost sat
down on a small package someone had left on my bed. I pushed it up
by my pillow and grabbed the box of tissues on my
bookshelf.

When I could finally see straight, I
plucked the yellow Post-it note stuck to the top of the
package.

Sorry! J

I frowned, wondering what my now
ex-roommate Josephine had to apologize for. Looking at the plain
brown wrapping paper, the first thing I noticed was the date. Two
weeks old. I looked at the return address -- my dad's
shop.

I scratched at the tape, not wanting
to open it and find a present from one of the other worker's at my
dad's work who merely forgot to put his name on the package. I
didn't really want to open it and find something from Aiden,
either. I wanted the box to magically disappear and take the memory
of its existence with it.

That wasn't going to happen, so I
pulled the package to my chest and just held it for a few minutes.
The box of tissues was empty. If I started crying all over again,
it would be me and my sleeve.

"It's not Aiden," I whispered to the
empty room as I peeled the tape away, my chest hurting from his
absence at the graduation ceremony. I repeated the assurance again
as I unrolled the brown paper.

Then I saw the metal box the plain
brown paper had covered and knew that I was wrong. I didn't need a
return address, didn't need a card with his name on it. The last
thing I had looked at before leaving that hotel room so many months
ago was the small metal box sitting atop the other gift box on the
dresser. It had hurt so bad seeing the acid-etched butterflies as I
left. It hurt a hundred times worse seeing them again in my dorm
room.

I lifted the lid, pretending to myself
that I really was admiring the smooth edges of the box until I was
ready to look inside. Silk colored the same creamy white as the
roses that day cushioned a metal pin shaped as a
butterfly.

A flutterby…

I put the box with its pin untouched
on the floor and returned to crying.

********************

It took a few more hours, but I
finally pulled myself off the bed and loaded my car. That fuck in
the hotel room hadn't been our good-bye. And I wouldn't let the pin
be our good-bye, either.

I didn't reach Aiden's house until a
few minutes past 8 pm. Then I spent another fifteen minutes staring
at the purple PT Cruiser in the drive. Another girlfriend,
probably. He'd had at least two flings since the start of the year.
Only maybe this one wasn't a fling, maybe she was
permanent.

Closing my eyes, I took a few slow
breaths, reconciling myself to the fact I was about to be
humiliated in front of a woman I didn't know. She might never
realize it, either. But I wouldn't wait for her car to leave the
drive, didn't want the confirmation of whether or not it remained
overnight.

Grabbing the metal box, I went up to
Aiden's door and knocked. He opened without looking, then froze
when he saw me.

"This is unexpected, Cecelia." He
looked at the box in my hand. Taking a step back, he gestured for
me to come inside.

I entered cautiously,
expecting some negligee-wearing woman to pop out and yell
Surprise! Instead, I
found an attractive woman somewhere in her late thirties sitting on
his couch with a portfolio of some kind open on his coffee
table.

Aiden stepped around me when I didn't
move beyond the entryway. "We'll need to finish some other time,
Rachelle."

The smile plastered on her face
faltered. She managed to pull it up, tighter and brighter. "These
lake properties will have contracts by the end of the week,
Aiden."

My heart, already pounding like a
jackhammer inside my chest, kicked up another notch. They were
buying a piece of property together?

The room started to spin and I took a
step toward the door.

"Cece." Aiden barked my name before
bringing his voice under control. He flipped the portfolio closed
and handed it to the woman. "Mrs. Deschaine is leaving. You're
not."

He saw her out then locked the door
before hooking my elbow and drawing me across the threshold into
the living room. Letting go, he moved to the fireplace and stared
at me. When I remained mute, he folded his arms across his chest
and started to glare.

I closed my eyes. I couldn't bear to
see him angry at me. The sight was almost as painful as seeing him
hurt by me. But he expected me to tell him why I was at his house
and the glare wouldn't go away until I did.

Even then, it might never go
away.

I sucked a breath in and looked at
him. So beautiful, the anger I wanted to shrink from adding to his
raw appeal. I had to speak before looking at him froze my
tongue.

"I wanted to apologize for what I said
at the hotel -- for what I believed. Daddy told me that
Pamela--"

"I know," he interrupted.

I felt my gaze go wide and I sucked a
little more air in. "You know?"

"He told me in January," he shrugged.
"Not that he asked you to stay quiet, but who else would you
protect like that?"

I nodded. He was right. The only other
people I would protect like that were Aiden and my mother, and
neither would have asked me to stay silent. So Aiden knew in
January when he was sporting a new woman on his arm and in February
when he had yet another one.

I thought on that for a few seconds.
It hurt, felt like an intentional rejection, but I wasn't exactly
little miss innocent at the time. At least it had looked that way.
The truth was both embarrassing and painful.

"I didn't go to Harold's over
Christmas," I confessed. "I haven't dated anyone since that
day."

"I have." His tone was curt,
uncompromising, and I felt for a second like he was trying to
intentionally hurt me with his words and all they implied. And then
he removed the implication. and I knew he wanted to hurt me.
"Dated…fucked, whatever you want to call it."

I closed my eyes again. He intended to
make this hard, maybe even to push me away entirely. I had no
guarantee that there was any light at the end of this long tunnel.
I knew I had lost him as a lover, but part of me hoped that I could
have my friend back. I loved Aiden, always would, anyway I could
get him.

"I'm sorry I called you selfish,
I--"

"I am," he interrupted. "You can't
expect anything better from a Perry."

I shook my head. He had heard that
growing up, even after he went to work in my dad's shop, although
daddy would have fired any employee who dared utter the sentiment.
Still, all the town busybodies never quite stopped looking down on
Aiden, even after he graduated college and made the shop such a
success.

"You're not anything like your mom and
Frankie. Not anything like me…I was the selfish one. All I could
think about was how much I was hurting…" My tears started up again.
I didn't try to hide them, didn't swipe at them. It was all I could
do to keep the box from slipping from my fingers as numbness crept
along my limbs.

He shifted. If anything, his body grew
tighter. "Why are you here, Cecelia?"

Not an ounce of retreat in his tone. I
sucked another breath in, hiccupped half of it back out. I lifted
the box. "I need to return this. I didn't get it until
today."

I waited for him to say something, as
if the late delivery were some kind of exculpation for my months of
having remained silent. I knew it wasn't, just wished it could be.
It didn't matter that someone had lied or that I had promised daddy
I wouldn't tell. I didn't deserve Aiden's forgiveness. I could have
talked to him after I found out about Pamela's theft, could have
talked to my father so that he released me from the promise. I
could have gone into that hotel room without flinging accusations.
But I had been afraid to have tough conversations with the two most
important men in my life and so I stayed silent.

No, I didn't stay silent. I lied about
having a boyfriend weeks before Aiden showed up with the first new
woman on his arm. I stayed away half a year, making it clear with
my absence that I didn't want to face even the chance that I would
run into him.

Stuck in a noiseless vacuum as Aiden
continued staring at me, I walked the two steps to the nearest
table and put the box down. "I know how much work you put into your
pieces. You only do it for two reasons, a commission or
friendship."

I had to stop and force more air into
my lungs before I could continue. "Neither applies, so I don't feel
right keeping it."

I turned slowly toward the entryway,
my head spinning five times as fast as my body moved. I knew I was
in danger of passing out. My vision narrowed and I couldn't hear
anything over the roaring pulse. I had to get out, had to reach my
car and pull it out of Aiden's view and then I could pass out for
as long as I wanted.

When I woke, I would have a two state
drive ahead of me.

I reached the door, blinded by tears.
I fumbled for the lock, panicking because I couldn't breathe
in.

Aiden's hand covered mine. Gently, he
moved me away from the door then blocked it with his body. He
opened the lid of the box and pulled the pin out. Setting the box
aside, he ran his fingers over the edge of the wings, forcing the
bottom wings to flip up. The butterfly transformed to the shape of
a heart.

"You look like you're going to pass
out, Cece." He pinned the heart to my blouse then put an arm around
my shoulder and led me to the couch.

Once I was sitting, he pushed lightly
against my chest. "Lean back."

I started to comply, then reversed my
direction. "I think I'm supposed to put my head between my
legs."

"No." Using both hands, he maneuvered
my body until I rested fully against the couch back.

"I'm pretty sure," I argued, but
stopped resisting.

"Baby girl, I can't kiss you if your
head's between your legs."

I nodded even though I could not wrap
my mind around what he had just said. Why on earth would Aiden want
to kiss me? I had said awful things to him then hid like a coward
when I found out they were lies. And I had to look

"Shh…" Leaning close to me, he stroked
my cheek, his chin resting against my shoulder. Tilting his head
just a fraction, he kissed the line of my chin. A little push up
and his mouth pressed against the corner, just below my ear. He
cupped the other side of my face, his fingertips roughly caressing
my scalp and neck. He kept petting me like that, his lips taking
slow, biting kisses until I curled into him and he wrapped his arms
around me.

"I'm sorry I pushed you toward dating
someone else." His lips ghosted mine, a rapacious heat flaring
inside my body at the contact. My nipples went hard and my thighs
started to squeeze together as he continued. "That was the first
wedge between us, Cece."

His hand pushed along my spine, from
my tailbone up, my shirt moving with it. Feeling his hand on my
bare flesh, I arched into him and shook my head. "I was the bigger
wedge. I was listening to my own noise, Cecilia
Harpoon--"

Growling lightly, he pushed his chest
harder against mine as his hands drew me closer. "Stop that, baby.
You're so fucking beautiful, it hurts me to look at
you."

I closed my eyes and pressed my
quivering lips together. I could only imagine how purpled my tear
streaked face was at that moment, the long hours of crying making
everything twice as swollen and puffy.

"Baby," he growled again, the sound
more fierce than gentle. "You don't have to see what I see, you
just have to believe I see it."

He kissed my throat, a shameful, needy
moan erupting from me at the contact. I didn't deserve his touch,
not because of how I looked, but how I had acted. I had no faith in
Aiden despite his every action toward me proving I could trust
him.

"Baby," he nudged the side of my mouth
with his nose. "Can you believe me?"

"Yes." Opening my eyes, I drew a shaky
breath in. He was so beautiful, the raw emotions twisting his face
only magnifying that beauty. I licked my lips then nudged him back.
"Where is this conversation going?"

He pulled away just enough to run a
thumb over the pin. "I thought you had this all week and most of
last. I've been walking around in knots -- sad knots, angry
knots."

Cupping my face, he rested his
forehead against mine. "I thought I could make it through you
walking out the door. I couldn't -- I don't ever want
to."

His lips pressed against mine, the
first time our mouths had met since that weekend at the lake house.
His tongue gently forced me to open to him. He shifted our bodies
until he had one arm around me, the other one controlling the tilt
of my head as the kiss deepened. When he finally let me up for air,
he buried his face against my neck.

"I know you've planned a life away
from here--"

"No!" Shaking my head vigorously, I
clutched his shirt until I could calm down enough to speak. "I
haven't spent a penny of my signing bonus. I'm just on the hook for
a couple hundred dollars if I cancel the lease, and…I need a
job."

I frowned at that last bit, but Aiden
only grinned.

"I'm sure your dad wouldn't have a
problem if we hired a miscommunication--"

I slugged him playfully before he
could finish the joke. Then I wrapped my arms around his neck and
kissed him, both of our hands beginning to roam.

******************

Aiden's strokes turned to tugs and
pulls until he had me mashed up against his bedroom wall while he
brought the lights down to a sensual level and nibbled at my neck.
My head tilted in ecstasy and to allow him full access to my
throat, I opened my eyes just long enough to see a white box on his
dresser. One corner was slightly crushed and the ribbon drooped
like a wilted flower.

"What's wrong, love?"

Feeling him tense, I realized that I
had tightened while looking at the box. I tried to relax and
gestured shyly with my chin. "Is that…"

I trailed off, not wanting to remind
him of the scene in the hotel.

"Yeah." His snort managed to sound
embarrassed, which made my chest swell and my possessive grip on
his shoulders dig a little deeper.

I shifted my head until I could see
his face. The way his dark eyes glittered did strange, delightful
things to my body. "What about…you know…"

I rolled my eyes before looking back
at him. "Wasn't at least one of them curious?"

Chuckling, he buried his face against
my neck. "They were all curious, but they needed the
warning."

"What warning?" I groaned my way
through the end of the question as he put his hands on my hips and
tugged me closer to the bed.

Stopping at the edge of the dresser,
he palmed my breast and kissed the corner of my mouth. "That my
heart wasn't theirs to take. The pin and its box stayed there until
I mailed them."

A quiver ran through me at the
intensity of his voice and the look in his eyes. It was a cold
thing to do -- to those other women. But heat flared across my
breasts and thighs at the realization I would have been "the woman"
in Aiden's life -- the one that got away and for whom a small part
of him would have always pined.

It was only fair, he held the same
place within my heart. And I prayed each of those women would one
day find the same happiness, just not with my man because I didn't
plan on ever letting him go again.

My eyes growing moist again, I pointed
at the box with my chin. "Can I?"

"You don't want me to re-wrap it?" He
lifted a brow, his gaze a little cautious. "It's pretty banged
up."

I shook my head, conscious of how
puffy my face still was as my smile squashed everything
up.

"I don't know." He brushed a hand
against his cheek and sucked at his bottom lip. "That's a lot of
build up for what's inside. It's just a slinky bit of silk I wanted
to strip off your body, baby girl."

"Oh my." Smiling, I pushed
at his chest then reached for the box. "You just lost your chance
to say no, Aiden
Perry."

I opened the box, immediately
mesmerized by the silk camisole colored a dark gunmetal gray with
its bust and bottom hem edged in matching lace. Lifting it from the
tissue paper, I noticed how thin the silk was and knew even the
weakest light would make the fabric transparent enough for Aiden to
trace the contours of my flesh. Thinking of his eyes on me like
that, I didn't want to run and hide. I wanted the camisole on so I
could drive him crazy before he teased it off my flesh.

He cleared his throat, once again
sounding bashful. Sexy and entirely unlike his natural demeanor,
the sound lifted my gaze until I meet his in the mirror. He blinked
once then nuzzled his cheek against my hair. "I bought you two
pieces, love."

A soft smile parted his lips as his
eyes dropped and zeroed in on the reflection of my breasts beneath
my shirt. Reaching around me, he brushed a finger across one aching
nipple. "The other is open cup, black lace."

His finger moved up to draw an
invisible curve over the swell of my breast. "With a pink satin
band to frame the area."

His words devolved into a hungry
growl. He stopped looking at me, his eyes closing as his lips
sealed around the skin covering my neck and he started sucking. He
teased my nipple through the fabric, his other hand seizing my hip.
He sank into me, his groin nestled against my generous bottom and
his thick bulge crowding the valley of my cheeks.

"Come to bed," he rasped.

I shrank just the tiniest bit from
Aiden. He might be blind to the mess my hair was, the still swollen
eyes and everything else, but I wanted to come to him fresh. "I
want to put this on…after I shower."

"Baby, I want you now." His hand moved
from my hip to cup my mound and a full quiver ran through
me.

I had been trying to push down the
contractions rolling through me, but they became unstoppable with
his hand there, squeezing, his thumb finding a way to manipulate my
clit despite the layer of fabric. My knees started to give and he
cinched me tighter, his leg hooking and sweeping mine so that I
stood with my thighs spread.

"Please," I mewled. "It will make me
wide awake and--"

"Little girl," he huffed. "All the
things I'm going to do to you, there's not a chance in the universe
you'll fall asleep."

"Please…" My hips started to dance and
I could feel moisture seeping from my cunt. If I didn't get a few
minutes under biting cold water, I would orgasm before he had me
naked. "I'll be super quick, I promise."

He lightly nipped my throat but freed
me. "Don't you dare change your mind about returning to my bed,
love."

I caught his reflection before I could
scamper away, my chest constricting at the pain I'd caused him when
I saw his haunted gaze. I turned, curled a palm against each side
of his face and kissed him. "Not gonna happen."

Grinning, I fled into the bathroom,
the gray camisole flapping behind me like a silk banner signaling
my complete surrender.

********************

I opened the bathroom door fifteen
minutes later to find Aiden stripped naked on the bed, his gorgeous
member semi-rigid and a lazy smile on his face. Seeing me, he moved
into a sitting position, his cock at full attention before his feet
touched the floor.

I blushed, surprised and pleased at
how quickly his body reacted to mine. That, too, was only fair. All
those minutes I'd spent beneath the cold, invigorating water
disappeared as a volcano of wet need surged through me.

His hands seized my hips the moment I
came within arm's reach. He drew me closer, his legs parting so I
could stand at the edge of the mattress between them. Looking up at
me, his cheeks colored and I could see a bus full of mischief in
his eyes.

"A neighbor noticed your car and
called your parents." The twinkle in his eyes sparkled brighter.
"Your dad answered."

The heat began to ebb from my body.
"What did you tell him?"

"That I would explain things better at
brunch tomorrow." He cinched me tight, one hand locking around his
opposite forearm behind my bottom to bar any potential retreat.
"But that I hoped he would welcome me as his
son-in-law."

I let my knees press against the
mattress before they had a chance to give out on me. "Is that a
proposal, Aiden Perry?"

His eyes positively glittered like
diamonds as his hands moved up under the camisole to brace against
the small of my back and control my center of gravity. "More like a
command, or are you going to break my heart all over again,
flutterby?"

Gazing into them, I realized his eyes
shimmered because they were misting with emotion.

Love and the fear I would
reject him.

Fresh tears slid down my cheeks. He
had removed any fear of rejection I might have, leaving me brimming
only with love. I threaded my fingers through his hair. "I promise
I will always protect your heart above my own as long as I live.
Aiden, love, I'm so sor--"

"No, Cece." He contorted, pulling me
onto the bed and quickly covering me with his sculpted body. "No
more sorries…or, if you have to, then say it with your lips against
mine, your legs parted, your pussy w--"

Reaching between my legs to find my
pussy soaked and burning hot, Aiden groaned.

"Yeah," he grinned and gently pushed
two fingers in. "Say it like this, with one of those--"

Pleasure whimpered through me and he
smiled more broadly, his eyes wet enough that a tear finally
escaped.

"Yeah, one of those, they drive me
crazy, baby girl."

He kissed me, our tongues jousting as
I arched against his palm and he added a third finger that
instantly subdued me. He moved, taking the kiss with him,
transferring it to my neck then my collarbone. He eased one, thin
camisole strap down my shoulder to expose the swell of my breast.
Sucking and licking the plump flesh, he dragged the camisole's
bottom hem up over my mound then pushed my legs apart.

I arched again, only my ass and the
top of my shoulders touching the mattress. He took advantage of the
position, quickly tugging the camisole's top down my breasts. His
mouth sealed around a nipple and I melted into the bed, whimpering
and moaning as I drew my knees closer to my body and planted my
heels on the edge of the mattress.

He cupped my pussy, squeezing against
my clit as just the tips of his fingers fucked into me. His tender,
noisy suckling drove me out of my mind even as the penetration of
his fingers kept me grounded. When he readjusted his hand to rub
his thumb along the shaft of my clit, I bucked, my first orgasm in
a very long time exploding within me.

Crying out, I clutched at his hair.
When my hands finally fell away and my bottom descended, Aiden
groaned and slid off the bed.

"I'm going to make you pop harder than
that, little girl." He tugged my hips until my mound lined up at
the edge of the mattress. His head dipped, his hands spreading my
labia so that his mouth could cover the length of my
clit.

His tongue curled against the
underside of the hood, finding and bullying the nodule it guarded.
I screamed, the pleasure so intense I thought it would incinerate
me.

I was too wet to burn, the heat forced
to simmer below the surface of my skin, liquefying my muscles as
his top lip rode the spine of my sex. I grabbed a handful of his
hair again and held on for dear life. I would die if he pulled
away, every cell evaporating from the absence of the sensual
affection he laved up and down my pussy.

I bucked, jerked, another wave of
release dashing against the sharp rocks of my desire, the spray
hard and hot against his tongue and the roof of his mouth. He drank
me in, groaning with each pulse of liquid and twist of my hips.
Another jerk and I started to shake uncontrollably.

"In me," I begged, knowing only the
weight of his body would stop the tremors. "I need you in me,
please."

Aiden stripped the camisole off and
placed me center of the bed. I threw my legs open, wanton and
aching. He settled between them, his cock pointing a hard line at
my needy slit. When he hesitated, I curled my hands around his
biceps and squeezed.

"Please, I love you…I need you in
me…"

He looked between our bodies and then
to the nightstand next to his bed. "Love, do we need…"

His mouth squeezed to form a soft pout
that told me he didn't want the condom separating us any more than
I did. I shook my head. "I want you in me, now, just
you."

I pushed up, brushing the wet, swollen
folds of my pussy against him. I wrapped my arms around his
shoulders, caging him in my embrace. Then I raised my knees to
press against his hips. Groaning, he sank into me, straight and
true, filling me completely with that one forward slide.

My cunt convulsed around his thick
shaft and the fat, battering head of his cock. A tight wiggle of my
hips threatened to send me over the edge before he could take his
first stroke.

"Shhhh…baby." Aiden let his weight
settle onto me, not all of it but enough to anchor me in place. He
buried his face against my neck, sucking and kissing until my pussy
unknotted around his shaft. Then he fucked a slow rocking in and
out, his knees digging into the mattress, his muscled ass
skillfully controlling each rhythmic thrust and retreat.

I knotted all over again, my sheath
gripping him tighter than my hand possibly could, my muscles
rolling to milk and suck his impressive shaft. Before dawn broke, I
would wake him with my mouth, slowing engulfing his length so that
the building stiffness stirred him from sleep. But at that moment,
in his bed, his arms around me, I used every muscle below my navel
to pull him toward a shattering release. My hips lifted, my thighs
squeezed. I drew my stomach tighter and tighter, my cunt swallowing
him deeper with each increase in tension.

I scratched my nails lightly across
his ass, up the lateral muscles of his back.

"Come with me," I begged in a gasping
whisper. He kissed me, silencing my pleas and slowing his pace
until my eyes rolled back and I arched off the mattress, choking on
my climax.

"Fuck, baby. So sweet, so fucking
beautiful." He kept me raised, his hips slamming into me, his cock
a heavy pommel knocking deep inside. Another hard slam buried him
so high he wedged against the floor of my cervix, his release
shooting through the narrow channel.

We landed together on the mattress,
breathless and shaking. Aiden smothered me in kisses, his hands
knotting in my hair and promising to never let go. My cunt still
pulsing with my orgasm, I broke into tears.

"Thank you," I sobbed between the
crush of his lips. "Thank you for waiting for me, for taking care
of me after I pushed you away and for reaching out again, even
though I acted so stupid and frightened…"

When he had shushed and kissed the
last tear from my cheeks, his lips whispered across mine. "Baby,
you are everything I want, the only one who can complete
me."

He brushed the hair from my face,
kissing me long and deep before he spoke again.

"Waiting was my only
choice."

**********************
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