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The big man rushed into the Fergusons’ home, his eyes wild, his hands clenching and unclenching. “Raina? Raina!”



The young woman rose shakily from her seat at the dining room table of her next-door neighbors, fresh tears falling down her face. Callahan saw only her. The rest of the people around Raina trying to comfort her as best they could manage were background noise compared to the daughter of Callahan’s best friend.



“Oh Jesus,” he gasped as she came to him in a rush. “Oh God, honey girl.” He wrapped her up in his arms as she started crying again.



“I’m glad you’re here,” she whispered. “Thank you for… for…”



“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”



Callahan held Raina for a long time, neither of them able to make a sound. Someone guided them towards a couch and they broke apart just long enough to sit. The deputy who told Raina the news about her parents was still at the periphery. Callahan knew him and nodded at him. The deputy nodded back, touched the brim of his cap, and headed out.



The accident had at least been quick and Robert and Sheila didn’t suffer. A driver on the opposite side of a two-lane highway tried to pass another car, didn’t see them, and they collided. Raina was at home at the time and had come over to the Fergusons to be with people until Callahan, the closest thing to family she had left, could come.



“I don’t know what to do,” Raina said. “I think they kept a w-will in the bedroom safe, but I don’t know how to… how to handle the…” She blanched and he took her hand and squeezed. It was so small compared to his.



The poor girl was just on the cusp of a whole new life. Eighteen and just graduated a week ago, she should have been focused on college in the fall and her summer job, not this. Callahan roped an arm around her, pulling her tight into him. That drew a look from Mrs. Ferguson. He knew he was a frightening man, with all the tattoos on his arms and his thick ropes of muscles. But Raina would know the truth about him and that was all that mattered to him. Fuck the rest of the world, Bob’s family was his family.



“I’ll help you,” Callahan said. “Whatever you need, you know I’m always there for you.”



He promised Raina he’d help her take care of everything and he did. Over the days to come, they made arrangements for Robert and Sheila to be cremated and buried in a nice plot near the shade of an aspen. Callahan took Raina shopping to buy her a black dress and matching heels and escorted her to the funeral. The only thing he didn’t prepare was the coffee hour afterwards, but the neighbors took care of that.



That night, he slept on Bob and Sheila’s couch, and in the morning, Raina came out of her room looking as frail as he’d ever seen her. He made her a breakfast neither of them much wanted, and took her hands afterward when she started crying again.



“I don’t want to live here. Not without them,” she whispered to him. “Could I… could I maybe come stay with you?”



“Of course,” Callahan said simply.



They packed up enough things for her to come live with him, filled coolers with what would spoil from the fridge and freezer, and locked up the house. They tossed everything in the back of the truck, and she walked through the house one more time, her fingers trailing the walls where she’d lived her entire life. When she came back out, she held a stack of picture frames. Those rode up front with them.



That summer, they spent in mourning. Callahan’s lakeside house was plenty big enough for them both to not trip over each other. He designed it himself. Bob and his construction crew helped build it. They’d always been a tag team like that long before Callahan became an architect and Bob a construction foreman. From the day they met in the Army, they watched out for each other. It was only fitting now that Robert’s daughter come live with Callahan in a house her father poured his sweat into.



They made a few trips back for more things Raina wanted from her old house, and to eventually prepare to sell it. Callahan thought Raina would want a place of her own, maybe with some of her friends, but they never talked about her leaving and she didn’t seem to want to. That was okay by him. She was good company, and had always been a sweet, quiet girl.



They both worked during the days, Callahan at his architecture firm, Raina for an upscale burger joint as a waitress. At night, she’d sit out on Callahan’s deck and read while she looked out over the lake. He’d sit beside her, content to sip his whiskey and soda and maybe walk down to the lake to cast a line in now and again. He taught Raina how to fish, trout mostly, and how to cook it up. Raina introduced him to her favorite reality TV shows, which he pretended to hate with good-natured grumbling even if he liked nothing more than sitting on the couch with her and a big bowl of popcorn between them.



They mourned, and they healed, and together they found a pretty good way to pass the summer up there against the mountains and the lake. Bob and Sheila’s house sold, and Callahan introduced Raina to his money manager, who helped her invest the money she made and prepare her for a life at college.



Pretty soon, it was time for Callahan’s honey girl to leave. He helped her move, feeling perhaps the single biggest pang of grief of the entire summer when he thought it should be Bob moving her in, not him. He held his tears just long enough to shake hands with her roommate and tell Raina, “Now don’t you go misbehaving.”



“Have I ever?” she asked, grinning, her eyes shining just as much as his. “Thank you, Callahan.”



* * *



“Your uncle is fucking hot,” her roommate told Raina about three minutes after Callahan left.



“He’s not my uncle,” Raina said.



“Wait, are you two…?”



Raina disliked her roommate already but the truth was, she was right. Callahan had always been an attractive man. It confused her as a youth because he was such a close family friend. Now as an adult she felt fairly comfortable around him, but that attraction was still there under the surface. And why shouldn’t it be? He was as ruggedly tough as anyone she’d ever met, with muscles earned from hours spent in his home gym every week. She watched him lift while she used his rowing machine and it was like watching someone out of a superhero movie. He was massively cut, but a little soft around the belly from the whiskey and sodas he enjoyed. She liked that little bit of softness to him and privately thought he could use a little bit more.



Then there were his rough-and-tumble good looks. His skin tended towards a dark natural tan, and he kept his hair in a short Ivy League cut that made him look ultra-professional when he was in a suit and his tattoos were covered up. He was just starting to go gray, a fact he hated but she liked. He looked good with salt in his hair. Hell, he’d look good if his hair was tie-dyed, but Callahan looked especially good with his naturally dark hair well spotted with gray.



The mean looks of him might have intimidated her if Callahan didn’t have such a quiet presence. Oh, he could be a dangerous man. Once, when her father had too much to drink, Bob told Raina he’d never seen anyone as efficient at their job as Callahan was in the Army. When she pressed him for details, her dad took another long drink, shook his head, and said, “There are certain people you pray and thank God are on your side. Cal’s at the very top of a lot of people’s lists.”



She saw him get violent once, a couple years back. Robert, Sheila, Raina, and Callahan were at a bar and grill, and when they walked out, someone tried to pinch Sheila’s ass. Callahan, fast as a snake, grabbed the man’s wrist, yanked it up behind him, and snapped some bone in his shoulder or arm. It was so blindingly sudden the whole bar froze. Callahan spent the weekend in jail for that one, but no one wanted to try and press a conviction.



Despite knowing Callahan was attractive, Raina didn’t think much about it living with him. She was too buried in her own pain, trying to eke out little good moments when she could but mostly spending the months lost in memories. At college, though, Raina was surrounded by boys playing at men. She had a couple boyfriends, a couple more hookups, but all of them didn’t really do it for her. They either talked up a good game and didn’t compete in bed, or they were good in bed but didn’t care about planning for tomorrow. They lived to party and that wasn’t her scene.



Every day that passed, she missed the lake more and more. She missed Callahan too. She called him every Saturday, and they spent ten or fifteen minutes catching up. The talks always made her cry, and more than once, she thought maybe he was a little choked up too. As they got closer to the holidays, she asked him if she could come back to his place for Thanksgiving and Christmas.



He went silent, and Raina said, “If you have other plans, I completely understand. I can go with some friends or…”



“No,” he said quietly. “I want you here. Every week I think about running down there and making sure you’re okay or just to see you or… yes. Come home.”



“You can come see me any time you want to,” Raina said, meaning it. She missed him. “I’m always here.”



“You’ve got your life. You don’t need me around mucking that up for you.”



That made her smile. “I want to see you, That’s not a lie. Come take me out to lunch sometime and embarrass me in front of my friends.”



He chuckled. “All right. I will.”



And two hours later, Callahan showed up. He brought a charcoal barbeque with him and made burgers for half her dorm right out in the parking lot. It was a huge rules violation and campus security came by to talk to him long enough to grab a cheeseburger themselves. Raina spent the time sitting on the grass, getting a tan and talking to him like they were back at the lake. It was the best day since the accident, and she loved him for it.



Thanksgiving came. All that summer, they ordered out a lot because while Callahan could cook a dozen or so things very well, they cycled through them fast and both got tired of it. Raina was surprised then to discover that Callahan not only had a turkey ready to go, but a whole meal planned out in meticulous detail on sticky notes in his kitchen. And wonder of wonders, he nailed it. The bird turned out moist and delicious, the boxed stuffing she liked more than the real stuff was sinfully good, and his mashed potatoes tasted like cheesy garlicky heaven. It wasn’t her mom’s Thanksgiving dinner but it was special in its own way, something shared between them.



The quality of the turkey mystified Raina, though, right up until the point when the day after, as she was looking for an ancient bag of pizza rolls. Callahan kept a big deep freeze in his basement, usually stocked full of game from hunting season and lately some of Raina’s favorite foods. On top of the deep freeze was a notepad, marker, and tape. In the freezer itself were a dozen gallon sized packages of frozen meat, all of which had a note taped to the surface. Each one was marked with a number, a temperature, and hours. Some included a recipe for brine or extra seasonings. Raina gaped at them, then realized with a laugh what she was seeing. Callahan really hadn’t known how to cook a turkey, so he learned. These were his experiments. He’d be eating turkey for months and months just because he wanted to get it right for her. For them.



When Raina came back upstairs, he was sitting out on his deck. She leaned down and kissed the top of his head. “What’s that for?” he grumbled good-naturedly.



“You. This. It’s been a great week.”



“Crazy girl,” he said, but he looked pleased.



* * *



When it came time to make plans for the summer, Raina thought about taking two of her friends up on their offer of splitting a house with them. But she knew them well, knew the parties they liked to throw, knew the odds were good that she would end up paying most the rent for them. She dreamed about the lake and the mountains, and asked Callahan if she could come back that summer. He accepted at once, and laughed off her offer to pay rent.



“This place is as much your family’s as it is mine,” he told her. “Bob would haunt me the rest of my life if he knew I took money from you to live here. Besides, don’t you get a big head about it, but you make the place tolerable.”



Raina grinned. “Are you saying you miss me?”



“Ugh,” Callahan grunted. “I’m saying you made pretty good pancakes, that’s all. And it’s easier to do fitted sheets with you around. That’s it.”



But she knew the truth of it, and the warmth blossomed inside her heart. She realized combined with that and his efforts over the holidays that he really did want her there as much as she wanted to be there. And so she came back to his place.



If their grief wasn’t exactly gone – it never really would be – at least it abated into a sense of normalcy around Callahan’s house. They settled into the act of getting to know one another, and not always for the better – at least, not yet.



Callahan dated a bank teller, a stunning redhead just a shade under thirty. Nancy came the day after Raina moved back, and immediately, Raina thought there was something plastic about her smile. She had some curves to her, but Raina’s bust and hips had a seductively larger swell to them with a thinner stomach and long legs. Legs she showed off without thinking about it much when she was working out in athletic shorts and a sports bra or out in the sun wearing denim cutoffs and a tank top. Nancy made some teasing remarks about the skin on display, but it was clear right from the start the jokes were about as thin as the scum on a pond.



Raina tried to be polite to Nancy. She genuinely liked the other woman’s sense of style, and their fondness for reality TV helped them make some inroads. But Nancy always seemed protective of her spot whenever she was around Raina, touching Callahan frequently, making sure his attention stayed on her. She was also unusually loud when they made love and Raina wondered if it wasn’t on purpose.  It took her a few weeks, but she finally realized with a shock Nancy was jealous of her.



Raina didn’t know why though until the restaurant she worked for had to close early and she came home. Callahan’s truck was in the driveway along with Nancy’s Subaru. Raina always preferred to come in from the lakeside patio doors because she could drink in the view every chance she got. The path took her right by an open window, and she heard an argument.



“-just go look. I don’t want her stumbling in on us.”



“I’m tired of us not being able to do a thing when she’s around. Your relationship is so goddamn creepy.”



“Hey!” Callahan said. “Raina’s the most important person in the world to me. You are a distant, distant second. Don’t you dare talk like that about us.”



“Oh really, asshole? Sometimes I think you’d rather fuck her.”



“Get out,” Callahan snapped. Thumping, then through the window, she saw him, wrapped in a towel, come out from the hallway leading to his room. He saw Raina, smiled tightly, and made a come here gesture with his hand.



Raina didn’t, and sat out on the deck until she heard Nancy pull out of the driveway, kicking up gravel in her haste to be out of there. When Raina came in, Callahan was dressed in basketball shorts and a long tee.



“I hate that you had to hear that,” he said calmly. “That was vile. She won’t be around here any longer.”



“I’m the one that’s sorry. I should rent my own place, or…”



He stood and came to her. When Callahan took her in his strong arms, she thought about Nancy’s words – “sometimes I think you want to fuck her” – and she shivered at the flush of pleasure it gave her. He pulled back hastily.



“After what she said, that must be the most inappropriate gesture of all time,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck. “Sorry honey girl. I wasn’t thinking.”



In response, Raina hugged him back. “You are the most wonderful man in the world,” she told him. “You deserve to be happy.”



“Which is exactly why she’s out of here. You make me happy. Anyone tries to come between that is going to hit the bricks.”



The incident passed. It was something they didn’t talk about again, but a fuse had been lit for Raina. She thought about those words often, began to imagine. Began to fantasize. It made her uncomfortable during the day but at night, the occasional thought of Callahan doing what Nancy said crossed her mind and she couldn’t help herself. She began the slow torturous process of falling for him.



For Callahan, it took a while longer. He knew on a distant level that Raina was a beautiful woman, of course. It was a peripheral thing, noted and dismissed because of her youth and because she was his best friends’ daughter. But Raina was nineteen now and given her way of casually showing off her skin from time to time, Callahan was going to notice, and he began to notice plenty after Nancy’s words sank into his mind like barbs on his fishhooks.



For starters, there was that angelic face. Raina’s full, plump lips spread to one of the sweetest smiles he’d ever seen, and her sky-blue eyes sparkled as much as the lake’s surface when she was happy. Her honey-blonde hair was longer this summer, down to her shoulders, and he liked the eternally mussed look of it she teased out of it every day. She also filled out her one-piece bathing suits and bikinis uncomfortably well, the material often struggling to hold tight to her curvaceous breasts and plentiful ass. Sometime over the last year she upped her makeup game and now looked so much sultrier. Something to do with the eyes and her brows, he thought, something about the darkness of them made him sit up and take notice now.



He hated himself for those thoughts. Hated that he was so aware of her femininity and sexual nature. Callahan tried to squash his desire down, to hide it deep within himself, but images did creep through the cracks sometimes, just a second or two of fantasy of taking her from behind while she looked out over the lake with her elbows on the railing, or his cock sliding between her big breasts, her eyes on him.



When those thoughts crossed his mind and he couldn’t escape them, he threw himself into a workout, either on the machines or paddling out on the lake. Sometimes it helped. Sometimes he had to simply push himself to the point of exhaustion or else risk burning for the one woman he should never, ever touch.



Callahan would not allow his lust to ruin their friendship. That was too sacred to him.



Or that’s what he told himself, anyways.



When the summer ended and Raina had to go back to college, Callahan held her close. He knew he had to let her go before his body responded naturally to her but he damn well didn’t want to. He kissed her cheek, then held her out at arm’s length. “Remember what I said last summer.”



“What’s that?” she asked, grinning and wiping at her eyes.



“No misbehaving.”



“Ohhh, all right.”



* * *



Raina finally found a boyfriend she liked towards the tail end of her second year at college. Dayton was something of a cliché, the blond, slightly vapid quarterback of the football team. He coasted through much of college, but he was nice and okay enough in bed. Callahan invited her back to his place for the summer but thinking about the way she had inadvertently ruined his last relationship, Raina instead decided to get a place with Dayton.



As satisfied as she was with her boyfriend – okay, maybe it wasn’t true love but they were comfortable together – she felt somewhat irritated Callahan hadn’t pushed for her to stay with him. She knew he must want his privacy and his life back free of her but she thought she meant more to him than that. Or maybe that was projecting her own wants onto him.



The dreams about him hadn’t lessened. If anything, they grew. It made her feel guilty sometimes, especially when she was in bed with Dayton and thinking about Callahan, but it was also inescapable. She wanted the man who’d been protecting and helping her these last two years. Denying that was no longer possible.



Callahan came down for the Fourth of July. Originally Raina invited him to stay with her and Dayton. Her boyfriend was all for it right up to the point when he met Callahan.



When Callahan arrived, Raina dashed outside to give him a hug and a kiss on the cheek. He laughed and returned it, squeezing her tight to him. Dayton stepped outside, and Raina hurried to him to make the introductions. She’d never seen Dayton smile like he had something wedged up his ass, but when they shook, he did.



Callahan took them to a steakhouse that night and prodded Dayton about his plans after he graduated in the spring and what he planned to do.



“Football, sir,” Dayton said proudly.



“You’ve been scouted then?” Callahan asked, sounding genuinely impressed.



“Well, no, but I’m going to a combine in the spring.”



“Ah, okay,” Callahan said. He forked a spear of asparagus and asked, “So what are you majoring in as a backup plan, career wise?”



“Exercise science,” Dayton said, starting to sound unsure of himself.



“And that’s going to lead to…?”



“I wasn’t really expecting to be grilled more than my steak,” Dayton said to Raina. His smile didn’t touch his eyes.



“Callahan’s always looked out for me,” she said, slicing off a tiny sliver of steak. “I’m sure he’s just trying to figure out what your long-term plans are.”



“Well, a degree like that has a lot of potential,” Dayton said, losing the smile. “I could open up my own gym eventually.”



“Good, I like that,” Callahan said, letting off the gas on the questioning. They settled into a more normal conversation, but the damage had been done.



Later, Callahan went to take care of the tab and Dayton eyed Raina. “I don’t think I want him staying at the house,” he said flatly.



“What?” Raina asked. “Why?”



“He obviously doesn’t like me.”



She hesitated. “He’s just making sure you’re right for me.”



“Come on, that’s bullshit. He doesn’t want me near you.”



“Dayton, he kind of has a right to ask about your plans. He wants to know you’re going to provide something. You know I have money. He wants me to protect me.”



Raina watched Callahan out of the corner of her eye. Their waitress, a busty brunette who couldn’t have been more obvious in her thirst for tips with her short shorts, laughed and slapped Callahan’s shoulder at something he said.



Dayton watched Raina, and said unhappily, “Yeah, I don’t think it’s anything to do with me.”



Raina watched for a moment longer as Callahan leaned in to whisper something into the waitress’s ear, then realized what Dayton said. Her attention snapped to him. “What does that mean?”



“That guy obviously has a thing for you.”



She laughed. “Cal? No.”



Dayton grunted sourly and leaned in. “He’s adjusted himself about four times today,” he whispered. “Every time was after he’d been looking at you a little too long.”



“Okay, now you’re upsetting me,” Raina said. “You don’t want him to stay? Fine. I’ll talk to him. But don’t be gross.”



Raina and Callahan had the conversation out in the parking lot. She made up the flimsiest of excuses – they thought the place was going to be a little cramped. The flash of hurt in Callahan’s eyes vanished as fast as it came on, but it killed her to see. He left the morning after, saying one of his employees was sick and he needed to fill in.



Raina hated Dayton for his words, but a small part of her wondered if he might not be right. Did Callahan look at her the same way she did him? What did that even mean? He never made her feel like an object. If he did look now and then it was usually because… well, she did dress a little provocatively around his house. But it wasn’t like he was drooling over her. Callahan simply would notice she was in a bikini or she’d bend over in shorts and he’d catch a half a second’s eyeful before he averted his gaze.



Right?



It wasn’t just Dayton’s suggestion that upset her. It was the knowledge that, deep down, Raina wanted him to be right. She wanted Callahan to look at her as the woman she was. It was strange and taboo, and maybe it was more than a little bit disgusting considering he was more than twice her age and a family friend, but he was a man, a handsome man, and she was a woman, and they had been pushed into some pretty emotional highs and lows together. This wasn’t a random middle-aged pervert stealing a quick glance at her now and then. It was Callahan. Her friend and protector.



Dayton and Raina made it work for another week, then came a day when they tried to make love and she just couldn’t get into it. Dayton rolled off her, sighed, and said heavily, “It’s over, isn’t it?”



“I think it is,” Raina said. “I’m sorry.”



“Can any guy ever live up to him? Christ.”



“I’m not attracted to Callahan,” she protested.



He looked at her sideways and shoved up off the bed. “Yeah. You are. And it’s really fucking weird and I don’t want to be a part of it anymore.”



He stormed out. In the days to come, Raina quit her job, got her things to a friend’s basement, and drove home with a suitcase for the tail end of summer. Callahan didn’t know she was coming, but when she showed up at his office, he hugged her tight.



“Welcome home,” he said.



* * *



The fourth summer there, and both of them felt like they were in danger of boiling over. Callahan’s self-loathing over his barely-checked lust for his best friend’s daughter left him wanting a fight or a fuck on a nightly basis when he knew she was coming home. As for Raina, she knew what her body wanted and she was determined to discover that summer if it was what her heart truly wanted too.



Her brain was no longer capable of doing the mental gymnastics to justify wearing bikinis or shorts so small they showed off a little cheek. She knew how she must look to him, like a slut, but she was so very badly in need. She only slept with one guy her entire third year at college and that had felt so fundamentally wrong that she ended up closing her eyes and fantasizing instead about Callahan. The thought of him being the one to fuck her was so powerful she came in only a few minutes like a thunderclap.



Raina had to know if Callahan wanted her. If he did, she had a plan, a big plan. Would her parents approve? She didn’t know. But they were gone and they couldn’t tell her this was a bad idea. Honestly, Raina didn’t know if they would even if they were alive. Her dad always said Cal was the best friend he ever had and the best man he ever knew. He would want his daughter to have the best, right?



No. Probably not. This was morally and fundamentally wrong but Raina didn’t care anymore.



Callahan would not allow himself the pleasure of giving himself the physical release of jerking off to the thought of Raina. He would not stoop to that, but his mind began to bend in other stranger ways. He brought home a few women that summer, all of them stunning, all of them gone the morning after. This was always after Raina put on one of her shows. He thought she was teasing him but maybe that was just his imagination going wild. He could not, absolutely not, take the chance of wrecking their friendship. She was half his age. She was his best friend’s daughter. He was supposed to look out for her.



Each time he found Raina out casually sunning herself, her breasts and cunt barely covered in the tiniest of triangles, or any time she would prance through the house in some of her short shorts and a midriff-baring tank or a low-cut top, a pressure built inside Callahan until he needed to fuck someone. He would call a number from his digital black book then bring them home and disappear into his bedroom with them. Each time he tried not to think about Raina and her ripe twenty-something body beneath him instead. Thoughts of her bent over, touching her toes while he bottomed out in her tight young pussy. Thoughts of Raina squeezing her big juicy tits around his cock, his come spurting out and hitting her chin, her face. The porch fantasy shifted, changed. No longer was he taking her pussy out there as they looked at the lake, but her ass, his fingers shoving inside her pussy as she whimpered his name.



Every time, his grunted release was more like a roar, and every time he hated himself for it.



* * *



Raina heard, and she writhed to it.



The thumping rattled the walls, the women’s cries made her wet, but it was always Callahan’s feverishly loud finish that always did it most for Raina. He had to know she was listening. Did he suspect she was driving a dildo into herself, her door wide open so she could listen to the beast of a man take and take and take? Maybe. Probably.



The third time, she crept out of her room, headed through the living room and dining area, down his hall, and listened as the thumps grew louder, more frenetic. There were no locks on the doors in the house. Clad only in panties so wet they stuck to her pussy, Raina nudged open the door just far enough to peek in and fought not to gasp. Callahan was on the bed, his hands under his latest conquest’s ass, lifting it up high with her shoulders and her neck still resting on the mattress. He hammered down into her like that, his muscular ass flexing, releasing. Raina saw him shirtless before many times, but never completely nude like this. He was a fucking titan, a sculpted piece of sinew and muscle.



Raina couldn’t help herself. She slid her hand into her panties again. Having already come once listening to them, she didn’t think she could get off again so quickly. But at her touch, her pussy blossomed warmth throughout her core. She slid two fingers into herself, three, her palm resting against her clit and her mound. Her other hand slid in too, playing with her clit.



“Fuck oh fuck ahhhh,” the woman – Tracy? – moaned.



“Shhh, she’ll hear you,” Callahan grunted.



“Think she… probably heard me… twenty minutes, ahhhh, ago…”



He chuckled wryly and Raina nodded.



Callahan pulled out of the woman, and Raina wished for all the world she could see him at a different angle. He settled the woman’s legs down on the mattress and molded her so she was on her hands and knees, ass thrust high. He pushed back in and the wet squelch was so audible it nearly made Raina laugh. But it was undeniably sexy too, that he was so tight within this woman that their bodies couldn’t help make sounds from the wet friction.



“Oh, fuck, you’re hitting my spot good,” Tracy moaned.



Callahan didn’t respond. His big hands gripped the woman’s waist and he was pounding back into her, his flesh slapping against hers. He wasn’t looking down at her, though. He was looking sideways, and for a moment, Alicia thought he’d seen her. She took a step back, though she was too desperate to watch to leave entirely. Callahan shook his head like he was waking up from a dream and refocused on the woman beneath him.



Theirs was a carnal joining the likes of which Raina had never experienced. Dayton could be good in bed but he would have come ages ago. Callahan seemed completely in control, his thrusts hard but rhythmic. He knew what he was doing, and oh how it made Raina all the hotter for him.



There. He looked aside again. She couldn’t see what it was he was looking at but she was sure it wasn’t her. His expression changed, his thrusts quickened. He was excited by whatever it was.



“Ohhh, ohh, God, I’m going to come again, I’m going to come again,” the woman said, her breath high and whiny.



Callahan looked back down at her, and he did something odd. He licked his thumb. His hand disappeared from view and the woman yowled, “Oh oh ohhh fuck, play with my ass, nnngh, like that!”



Raina’s mouth fell open and she fingered herself harder and faster, unconsciously timing it to his thrusts. The thought of Callahan pressing his thumb to this woman changed to a thought of him doing the same thing to her. She’d never had her bud played with. Never had a man take her there. She whimpered so softly the sound barely escaped her lips, and she closed her eyes, imagining Callahan behind her, driving his cock into her bud.



Pleasure roared up within Raina and she gritted her teeth, trying her hardest not to gasp. Hell, trying not to scream. She wanted Callahan so badly in that moment, as fiercely as she’d ever wanted anything in her life, and it was a miracle she only made the tiniest of sounds, a soft explosion of breath lost to the pair in the room as the woman cried out commands for him to drive his thumb deeper, to fuck her harder. Less than a minute later, she came too, and Callahan snapped a look at the side again, driving into the woman with hard, frenetic paces. He was close, and about to come himself.



He closed his eyes, thrusting so hard he was pounding the woman down into the mattress and finally he came with another harsh grunt, stilling, releasing. After what seemed like ages, he finally sucked in a breath and pulled free of the woman with another, softer grunt.



“Jesus,” the woman moaned. “That was intense.”



“Sorry,” Callahan said. He rolled off his condom and dropped it into a wastebasket before collapsing on the edge of the bed. Raina leaned against the wall, catching her breath until she heard the shower in the master suite start up. The door. She had to shut the door again or else risk discovery. She leaned back in, caught the doorknob in hand, and saw Callahan. He was standing, studying whatever it was he’d been looking at.



“Coming?” the woman called.



“Yeah,” Callahan said. He looked at whatever it was, sighed, and whispered, “God help me.”



Raina pulled the door shut, keeping the knob twisted until it was closed so the latch wouldn’t click. She waited until she heard two murmuring voices in the bathroom, pushed open the door again, and looked in. The door was closed, the coast clear. She hurried in and looked at what Callahan had been studying.



On the big dresser was a digital frame Raina gave Callahan last Christmas, loaded with pictures of the two of them. It was her he’d been looking at. Her he’d been fantasizing about while he fucked that woman.



Raina smiled, and hurried away.



* * *



“To your last year in college, honey girl,” Callahan said, raising a glass of scotch.



Raina lifted her own glass of wine, a hundred-dollar bottle in celebration of their last summer together – or so Callahan would think, anyways. If her plan worked… well, there would be so many more to come.



“You haven’t called me that in a long time,” she said once they clinked glasses and sipped. They were at her favorite restaurant, one he’d introduced her to in the weeks after her parents’ death. It had been there she first remembered smiling after so many days of tears and somber reflection.



“Kinda figured with you being an adult now, thought you might have grown out of it.”



“No. Never. Always going to be your honey girl,” Raina said, her voice thick with emotion. “Thank you, Callahan. For everything.”



“Aw, hey. It’s been my pleasure. You know you always have a home with me, and anything you ever need, I’m always there for you.”



She nodded, the tears falling slowly down her face. She cried not for his words, but because they had to be apart two more semesters.



Callahan reached across and took her hand. His big calloused thumb stroked the back of her hand. The sensations sent warmth fluttering through her. “But I don’t think you’re going to need me one bit. I think you’re going to go out in the world and kick ass, Ms. Graphic Designer.”



“You’ll still come down this year and visit me, right?”



He grinned. “Couldn’t keep me away. And think about what you want for graduation. I had this idea about paying your rent wherever you want to go for a year, but if you have something else in mind, let me know.”



“I will.”



Their food came, but Raina didn’t hardly notice her eggplant parmesan. She was thinking about what she wanted for graduation. About what she’d treat herself to.



They went for a walk that evening, a lazy one down about half the length of the lake and back. They didn’t talk much. Raina took Callahan’s hand, something she’d never done before, and he seemed surprised by it. But he didn’t let her hand go either, and when they got to the house, he gave it a squeeze and brought her in for a long, tight hug. She breathed deep his cologne and thought for a moment about guiding him to his bedroom, but it wasn’t time. Not yet.



“I love you, Callahan,” she whispered.



“I love you too,” he murmured back. He kissed the top of her head, and pulled back. She stared up into his eyes, and thought for a moment he was going to kiss her, finally. The moment held, grew longer and longer, until he caught himself and stood back away from her.



“Make me proud.”



“You have to say it,” Raina said as he started towards the door. “It’s my college good luck charm.”



He glanced back at her over his shoulder, grinning. “Don’t go misbehaving.”



* * *



A year apart. Raina hated it, but it had to be done. She was so close to finishing out her double majors in marketing and graphic design. Early on in her college life, she learned how much a person could make doing artwork for independent creative types online, and the idea bloomed. She wouldn’t need to work in an office, she could set her own hours, and she had the financial backbone to swap to something different career-wise if it didn’t work out.



Of course, staying at home too would allow her to take load after load from Callahan’s creaming cock and give him as many children as they could cram into the house. The thought left her practically drooling with excitement. That vision of Callahan filling her cunt while he sucked on her big milky breasts could make Raina come in minutes.



Guys tried to get her attention that year, but Raina belonged to Callahan now, heart, mind, and soul. She even bought a calendar to mark off the days until she could enact her plan. So distracted, her grades nearly dropped to Bs. She forced herself to focus, but it was so hard. Everything she wanted was within reach, if Callahan wanted it too.



For his part, Callahan lived as half a man. He moved through the week waiting to hear from Raina, irritable with everyone else in his life. He knew he had to move on from his now-twenty-two ward, but no woman he brought home ever interested him as much as his Raina. As the year stretched out toward her graduation in May, he began to feel like a caged cat, stalking back and forth and with nothing to take his aggression out on. She was already gone, but after graduation, she would probably leave the lake house behind for good, save maybe for an occasional visit around the holidays.



He had to get used to that, and he hated it. Callahan wanted to tell her to stay, to be his forever, to drive his seed into her and make her bloom with his children, but goddamn it, she was still Bob and Sheila’s daughter. Still his ward, forever. He could not do that to Raina, not now, not ever. But he knew too that last night when they went for the walk around the lake, if Raina had tried to kiss him, he would have crumbled in an instant. There would be no denying her anything she ever wanted, and that included him. But he was a fool for hoping that was what she wanted, and he damned himself for thinking it was even a possibility. She had her fun teasing him and that was it. That was all there was between them.



So why did his heart break every time he saw a new picture of her on Bottlegenie? Why did he pull out his phone and look at a snapshot of the two of them sitting on the lake’s shore, her top slung a little low, almost showing off her nipple? Why did he keep torturing himself like this?



Because, Callahan realized with cold, calm certainty, he was in love with Raina. As immoral and an awful human being as that might make him, the love was there in his every heartbeat. He lived for her, to hear her voice, to see her pithy status updates about grades or friends or the shows she was watching. He lived to see her again, even if it would only be for a day or two before she became as ephemeral and fading as the winter snow.



There was no loving another woman because Raina owned him completely. And in the spring, with that knowledge setting him free, he said goodbye to the one-night stands entirely, and finally settled into his bed, his laptop with him. He pulled up a favorite picture of her, closed his eyes, and whispered, “I love you, honey girl.”



Then, for the first time since she came to live with him, Callahan allowed himself the release he wanted, thinking only about her and letting his guilt go.



* * *



He had a suit tailored for her graduation, a gray, slim thing he paired with a white shirt. The shoes were the same pair he wore to Bob and Sheila’s wedding so very long ago. They were classic wingtips and made for a classy, silent nod to his old friends. He left before dawn to visit their grave before he drove to Raina’s college town, leaving flowers for Sheila and a flask of whiskey for Bob.



“I know you’d be proud of her,” he said, his hands folded in front of him. “I’m sorry I’ve been a little shameful but I hope you know it’s coming from my heart. I miss you two so much. I wish it was you here seeing her off and not me, but I’ll always be here for her.” He kissed his hand, brought it to their headstone, and walked back to his truck, dabbing away his tears with his handkerchief.



Raina rented a house in the edge of the suburbs. Her lease was up in a month, after which she planned to move to Jacksonville and join a small graphic design firm. It was half a country away but it was a smart career move. Jacksonville was pretty affordable as cities went and the company she would be working for had a nice online portfolio. It broke Callahan’s heart but he was so proud of her too.



 She was stunning that day. In a light white dress that showed off her legs nicely, Raina took his breath and kept it. Her hair was done back in a long braid with a few longer strands hanging down to her cheeks, and her makeup drew emphasis to her smoldering eyes and kissable lips. He wanted to take her in his arms and into the bedroom.



“My God, you’ve never looked this beautiful,” he breathed. “Raina, I… wow.”



Blushing hard, his honey girl ran a hand down his chest. “And look at you. This suit looks amazing on you.”



Another moment of her hand moving across him and he’d have an embarrassing bulge. He took her hand and kissed her knuckles before bringing Raina in for a tight hug.



“I missed you,” she whispered in his ear.



He kissed her below the ear, a move he usually used on women he was about to sleep with. She shivered and he hastily pulled back to hold her shoulders. “I missed you too. Should we go show you off to the world, or do you have plans to go with friends?”



Raina took his hand. “No. I want to be with you until the graduation.”



He swallowed, and nodded.



The ceremony itself was a gorgeous thing, held at a amphitheater on a corner of the campus. However stunning Raina might have looked in her dress, in her cap and gown, she was almost like a teenager again about to cross her high school’s stage, and it made Callahan chuckle even as he had to fight down a round of tears. That had been just before the accident that brought them together. Before they had to say goodbye to two of the best people in this world.



As Raina crossed the stage in her high, strappy sandals, a wide smile on her gorgeous face, Callahan felt something in his heart release. He loved her. He would always love her. But to see Raina happy, he could let her go, too. He clapped, and cheered, and when she looked out at him, he pointed skyward, tapped his heart, then pointed at her. Raina nodded, crying along with him.



And like that, it was over. They went to an early dinner with friends and their families, and Raina took his hand halfway through the meal. She said she was going to go to a graduation party with friends, so they walked out to the parking lot, and he held her tight one more time. Again he fought the urge to kiss her, and again he wanted to believe she wanted it too, but they hugged and he let her go, walking away to his car with his shoulder slumped and his head down.



Goodbye, honey girl.



* * *



Raina waited exactly fifteen agonizing minutes, grinning to herself the entire time. Then she was in her car and following Callahan home.



Hopefully, for the last time.



* * *



Callahan slung off his suit and hung it in the closet, his heart strangely light. He undressed, showered, and never noticed the young woman sneak into his house, hiding in her old bedroom. He thought he caught a whiff of her perfume, but it had to be on his skin or something, he decided. Or maybe he’d just always imagine it, same as he did when she was away at college.



He poured himself two fingers of scotch, raised he glass, and murmured, “Cheers, honey girl.” He downed it all, sacrilege to the quality but he needed the burn.



After that was bed.



Callahan dreamed of Raina, of being back down at her college, taking her in his arms when she came off the stage. Her lips against his were soft, so soft, and so very real he almost imagined it was her tongue slipping playfully against his. He whispered her name and her lips disappeared from him as he hardened, imagining them alone now in front of that stage, him guiding her down to one of the concrete bleachers, lifting her dress…



Weight shifted and settled on top of him. Something slick pressed against his cock, and Callahan woke slowly, blinking against the soft lights of the bedroom.



There, above him, rocking back and forth with her magnificently curvy ass to him and resting on her heels, was Raina. She held her hands behind her head, running along the braid, her wet and very naked pussy grinding on him.



Callahan did not try to tell her no. He did not try to deny this. His heart sang, and he murmured, “What are you doing, honey girl?”



Raina looked over her bared shoulder at him, smiling. “Misbehavin’.”



And with that, she reached down and rose up. She lifted his cock from his stomach, aimed it up, and sank down onto him with a pleased sigh.



“I love you,” he said.



“I love you too, Callahan.”



It had been years since he made love to a woman – or in this case, since a woman made love to him. Fucked, yes, but he’d missed this slow, easy pace, this pouring forth of two hearts with their bodies.



Raina fit to him so well. She gripped him tight but took every inch of him. She was content to grind on him, swaying back and forth in a pleasantly slow rhythm. He ran his hands over what he could touch, marveling at the soft femininity of her, of the youthfulness and curves of her body. His cock already ached for release but he held on, smiling when she looked back at him over her shoulder.



Slowly her pace increased, her cheeks reddening with her rising need. He moved his hands to her bottom, filling his fingers with her, his own breathing coming harder and faster. One of her hands fell from her braid and down to what had to be her clit, and she moaned his name.



“Callahan… wanted this for so long.”



“I’m yours, Raina, now and forever.”



“Youuurss,” she moaned. “Oh, God, I’m yours, I’ll always be yours….”



Her butt rocked on him harder, and it was all he could do to hang on. Never had he felt this out of control with a woman. A thought hit him. He wasn’t wearing a condom. The idea drove his excitement even further, his hands clutching at her waist now, grinding up at Raina as she started rocking harder and harder.



“Ahh, right there, ohhh, ohhh!” she cried out, and like that, her chest thrust out, her back straightening. She gripped her braid even harder and dropped her head back, her breath catching. “Fuck!”



Liquid warmth enveloped his cock and it nearly set him off. No stopping this train now. “Baby,” he gasped. “No condom.”



“I want it,” she panted, “I want you to come inside me, Callahan, I want your baby…”



The words shocked him, but he desperately wanted it too. “Then let me see your face, Raina. I want to see your face when I come inside you.”



She lifted off him, her pussy sliding lewdly off him with a liquid pop, and she spun. But Callahan had other ideas than her riding him like that. He pushed up to a kneeling position and brought her down on top of him, their bodies entwined as tightly as two humans could be. Her big breasts pressed against his bare chest and she moaned as she dropped back down on his cock.



“Is it okay?” she asked, frantic. “That I want a fam… family with you?”



He wrapped a big hand around the back of her neck and brought her head down to kiss him. This time he was awake, and it was so good, so pure, so full of need and love. He laughed against her lips and whispered, “You could ask me for anything, honey girl, and I’d give it to you. But this? I want this too. More than anything.”



“Then come in me, Callahan. Make me pregnant. Make me yours.”



Their hips did all the work. Their kisses spoke volumes as they rocked against each other, his cock buried inside the love of his life as Raina roped her arms around his muscular neck and back. She moaned against him as his hand dipped to her ass, squeezing, kneading. His cock was an insistent force inside her, throbbing with need, and he fed it to her with short, hard thrusts. She came again, her moans reaching a feverish pitch, and she thought she was falling but Callahan was guiding her onto her back, his hands still on her ass, then her hips. He lifted her legs and she coiled them around his taut butt as it flexed, released. He thrust into her harder and harder, his lips crushing hers, his grunts nearly as rhythmic as the pulse of their bodies.



“Raina, oh my Raina,” he gasped at the last.



She stroked his cheeks, clutched at his scalp. He kissed her one more time, pumping, releasing. His warmth flooded her, and Raina cried with it, cried for joy, cried at a joining years denied. He kissed the tears, kissed her, staying inside her until he was limp once again.



They cuddled together in the soft warmth, Raina’s hand stroking his chest, his on her ass. “A family,” he marveled. “But here or Jacksonville, that’s the question.”



“Ah,” Raina said, and was surprised at how hoarse her voice was. “There actually never was a firm in Jacksonville.”



“What?” he asked, chuckling and rolling over onto his side. He propped up his head on his elbow and he’d never seemed more boyish than in that moment. She kissed his chin.



“I designed that whole website. All the pictures are from stock sites. I’d have been busted if you tried to call them. The number goes to a pizza place.”



“But you went down there for the interview.”



She giggled. “I didn’t go anywhere. I stayed at my house that whole weekend.” Raina traced her fingers down his chest and along his stomach, stopping to stroke his hard abs. “I’ve been in love with you for a while now. Dayton kinda made me see that.”



“That’s about when I realized I was falling for you too,” Callahan said, squeezing her butt. “I want you to know, I never looked at you that way when you were younger.”



“I know. It would be too weird for me if I thought that.”



“I spent these last couple years trying to tell myself it was wrong. Then this spring, I realized how intensely I love you, and… well, it was time to be honest with myself and get rid of the guilt. It happened. I am in love with you.” His smile disappeared and he brought a hand to her cheek. “But Raina, people are going to talk. I’m twice your age.”



“I know. I already kinda deal with it. A lot of friends at college have always thought there was something between us. Now we just made it official. And I’m serious about the kids, the family. With my majors, I’m going to start my own design company. A small one. I can run it from here, but Callahan, what I really want is to be a mom. And I have to warn you, I want a bunch of kids.”



“I’m up for that,” he said.



Her hand went further south, gripping his hardening length. “And I’ve got some wicked fantasies about you, me, and my milk.”



“Fuck,” he groaned. “Well, now I’m going to have that stuck in my head for nine months.”



She giggled throatily and pushed him onto his back. Slowly she brought her lips to his pecs, to his nipples. She kissed them each, staring up at him. “Anything you want, I’ll give you, Callahan. My pussy. My lips, My ass.” He moaned and she went further, trailing her tongue along his stomach. “I’ve never had a man there before. I spent all semester wearing bigger and bigger toys to get me ready for you.”



He reached down and gripped her by the braid. “Honey girl, you can’t tell a man like me that. Because I’ll want everything.”



“Mmm,” she moaned, and he pushed her down further towards his cock. “I’ll be your lover, Callahan. I’ll be your dirty slut, too. I’ll be your fucktoy. When you come home at night I’ll get down on my knees and thank you every day by letting you shove this big…” she kissed his tip. “…fat…” she sucked his head into her mouth and let it go with a slurp. “…dick…” down further on his length, then up again with it resting against her cheek, “…all the way down my throat.”



He stared down at her, a fire in his eyes that warmed her down to her core. “Then suck me, my come-hungry little slut, and then I’m going to take that ass.”



“Fuck,” Raina moaned, then engulfed him.



They were finally laid bare to each other, their love, their need, their desires – and now their hungers. Raina loved showing him how much she wanted his cock, to serve him. She drove her mouth down upon him, her dark eyes connecting to his and sending jolts of heat through him. She was beautiful set free like that. His hand never hesitated. It went to her head, and Callahan showed her who he was, the dominant one, the alpha. He gripped her braid and brought her head down even further, pushing his cock down her throat.



His Raina, his sweet ward, his friend, showed him she wanted to be a slut for him, and he loved it.



She was inexperienced with a man as big as he was. Her breaths were sharp, ragged, and she gagged on him when she took too much. But she was a quick study too. Those lips spread wide to accommodate him, her eyes watering from the effort of holding him deep. She tasted her own pussy on him, the very first time she’d ever done so, and she liked the extra layer of naughtiness and her own musky flavor.



She fingered herself while she sucked him, her digits sinking deep within herself. Callahan enjoyed that nearly as much as the blowjob. He drilled her face down on his cock a few more thrusts, then growled, “I have this fantasy about you.”



She made a “gwark” sound as she tried to drive her mouth down further on him, nearly taking him to the root, her mascara starting to run.



“You’re leaning on the railing outside. And I’m behind you. Taking your ass.”



“Uck,” she moaned, fingering herself faster.



“You want that, honey girl? You want that first time in your ass while you look out at the lake?”



She nodded as much as she could, and he pulled up on her braid, sliding her off him with a slurp. Spittle ran down her chin and she wiped it away with the back of her hand. “Take my ass, do it, oh fuck…”



“Get out there. I’ll be right behind you.”



She hurried off the bed and ran naked through the house. Callahan went into the bathroom, stroking himself to keep hard as he grabbed the lube. It was well past midnight, and the nearly full moon hung heavy above the mountains, casting gleaming flickers across the lake. Raina leaned on the railing, smiling at him as he approached.



He saw the doubt in her eyes at the size of him, and he reached up to trail her cheek with his thumb. She grabbed it, and sucked it into her mouth, making his already stiff prick jump. “If anything I ever do to you hurts beyond what you want, tell me,” he said. “I’m not going to be mad or even disappointed. I’ll take you however I can get you, Raina.”



She nodded, and whispered, “I want to try.”



He leaned in and kissed her. “Good,” he said simply.



She thrust out her butt at him and he gave it a spank. She shivered at that and grinned. He lubed up his cock first, still stroking it, and then added a generous portion to her cleft. This he rubbed around her ring, preparing her, and she moaned audibly when he slid his thumb inside her entrance. She really had been preparing for him and took his thumb easily. He tested two, three fingers inside her and she thrust back at him, eager. He chuckled, added more lube to his fingers, and squeezed them back inside her.



Into her ear, Callahan murmured, “Ready?”



“Yes. I’m glad you’re the one to do this. I trust you.”



“Thank you.”



He guided his tip to her ring, hesitant at first. This wasn’t some middle-aged soccer mom he was about to drive into. This was a young woman, inexperienced in anal. But Raina was right, too. He was glad this was him and not some idiot man-child thrusting his way in recklessly. He would be cautious.



With a hand on her waist and the other on his cock, Callahan slid into Raina’s ass for the very first time.



She was still tight, unbelievably so, and at first, he worried he was too big. She tensed and hissed, but when he asked if she was okay, she nodded vigorously.



Slowly, he took her, just a half an inch, an inch. There would be no going deeper, not until she was more used to this. The sensations rocked her, and she went pretty boneless in his arms when he wrapped his hand around and brushed her clit. Like that, they swayed together, their bodies matching the lull of the waves of the lake beneath them. The act should have been lewd, primal, but in that moment, they both felt an odd sense of peace. They were where they belonged, with who they belonged with.



So full of Callahan, Raina joined her hand to his at her clit. She imagined the day to come when she had a child and the two became a family. She smiled at the thought, her back arching. Her hand trembled on his, and as they teased her clit, she came with a soft cry that skipped across the water like a stone. He pulled out of her but stayed close, his hand on her clit coming up to her waist as he stroked himself with the other. At the last, he pulled her back tight against him, kissing her neck, her shoulder. She turned her head and smiled, and lost in his Raina’s eyes, Callahan came too.



Once he cleaned her up, they stayed out there for a long time. He sat on a bench, she rested on her side with her head in his lap, both wrapped in a pair of blankets and drinking a bottle of wine between them. They talked of their mutual falling for each other. Raina thought Callahan would be mad when she told him she watched him having sex the one time, but instead, he roared with laughter and stroked her cheek.



Her end of the conversation trailed off, and at first, Callahan thought she was asleep. But when he looked down, Raina’s eyes were on the pinks coming over the horizon, a spill of such beautiful colors it took her words away. She sat up, took his hand, and together they walked down to the lake, nude. They only dipped their toes in before she turned and wrapped her arms around him, pressing her head into Callahan’s chest.



“I’m home now,” she whispered.



“Home,” he agreed.



 



* * * * *
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