
        
            
                
            
        

    

Summer’s Need

Ann Mayburn

 

Summer has it all—a hot-as-sin husband, two wonderful kids
and a fantastic career. Unfortunately, her success in the business world has
come at the cost of her marriage. Summer and Dave have been drifting apart, and
in an effort to save their marriage they go to one of the best couples’
therapists in the country.

Following their therapist’s unconventional advice, Summer
and Dave embark on a sensual and emotional journey filled with moments of
heartbreaking vulnerability and overwhelming desire. On the warm sands of the
Outer Banks, Summer will have to confront her own self-doubt and trust her
husband enough to open her heart to a pleasure unlike anything she’s ever imagined.
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In marriage, each
partner is to be an encourager rather than a critic, a forgiver rather than a
collector of hurts, an enabler rather than a reformer.

 

~H. Norman Wright and
Gary J. Oliver

 





Chapter One

 

Summer Torfan stared down at her neatly manicured
fingernails and the large diamond ring on her left hand. The big, glittery rock
had replaced the teeny-tiny diamond of her original ring and right now she
wished she had the old one back. Had those days back when she and Dave were a
couple of twenty-year-old kids who were crazy in love with each other. Now she
had a three-carat diamond ring, wore a cream Chanel suit that cost more than
three months rent at their first apartment, and a marriage that had definitely
lost its sparkle.

Dave shifted on the leather couch next to her and their
silence seemed to thicken the air, making it hard to breathe. She stole a peek
at him and was struck as ever by how handsome he was. Broad shoulders, strong
legs and a powerful chest she loved to cuddle with. Add to that his head of
thick, dark hair with the first hints of gray coming in and he could be on GQ.
Unfortunately his good looks also led to people calling him her “trophy
husband”. A term he despised.

While she traveled around the world and made a
million-dollar salary as a computer security consultant, Dave stayed home and
raised their two young boys. He’d had a decent job, but when she’d been made
the youngest VP in her company’s history they’d both decided him staying home
with the kids would be the best of all worlds. To everyone’s surprise,
especially her father’s, Dave had made a fantastic stay-at-home dad and their
boys adored him.

Thinking of their kids made her reach across the six-inch
divide on the couch between them at the marriage counselor’s office and grab
his hand. She loved him, she truly, deeply did, and she was going to do
whatever she had to in order to make things right between them. She hated this
tense silence between them but had no idea how to mend the breach. Talking
about emotions and feelings always made her uncomfortable, vulnerable, but
right now she would happily sell her soul if it would fix their marriage.

Even holding hands with her husband felt awkward and she
hated it. They used to constantly touch each other and it had felt as natural
as breathing. Now the emotional walls between them had become physical things,
invisible barriers that kept them apart and seemed to grow stronger every day.
Her analytical mind went into overdrive, trying to repair what was broken as if
their marriage were a massive computer program that just needed the right data
replacement to start operating smoothly again.

He cleared his throat and flexed his hand beneath hers. With
a start she realized she was squeezing his hand hard enough that her knuckles
stood out in white relief. “Sorry.”

He ran his thumb over her fingers in a caressing circle.
“It’s okay. You know I like it rough.” He grinned at her, the tension breaking
and filling her with the warmth that only Dave had been able to bring into her
life. “Wonder what’s taking Ember so long.”

She smiled back and rolled her eyes. “Who knows? Maybe there
was a drumming circle on the way to work and she couldn’t pass it by.”

Dave laughed and she looked around the room cluttered with a
bewildering array of stuff, glad to think about anything but why they were
here. Wait, not stuff, hippie artifacts. That’s what their marriage counselor,
Ember, called it. For all that Ember appeared as a flaky old woman from the
seventies, she was extremely intelligent with degrees from both Harvard and
Oxford. According to Ember, the objects weren’t stuff from her hippie days, or
random collections of crap, they were artifacts of a fascinating time in the US
psyche.

When Summer looked at the old concert photos in that context
she did see them as fascinating objects instead of stuff. It was all too easy
to imagine the mood of the country at that time with free love standing up in
the face of a never-ending war in Vietnam. Though she didn’t think having a giant
hookah in your office was the most professional thing, even if it was allegedly
a gift from Jimmy Hendrix.

The owner of all these artifacts, Ember, breezed through the
door in a flurry of some sandalwood-based perfume and flowing brightly colored
gypsy skirts. Her long silver hair was back in a thick braid as usual and she
wore a beautiful necklace of orange and white glass beads with an iridescent
sheen. After tossing her motorcycle saddle bags into the corner she gave them a
bright smile and sat in her worn brown suede chair with a happy sigh.

“Summer, Dave, I’m so happy to see you again.” She abruptly
sat forward and folded her hands. “I got both of your assignments and I’m so
very, very proud of you for being open with your fantasies and sharing them
with me.” Her grin became teasing. “And look, you expressed your desires and no
morality police came and said you were perverts.”

Clearing his throat, Dave tried to cover up his laughter as
Summer flushed. She had felt like a pervert when she typed up one of her
favorite sexual fantasies for Ember. It was only the fact that she knew Ember
wouldn’t judge her that allowed her to spill some secrets. Evidently Dave had
felt the same way because his grip eased on her hand.

Ember tilted back in her chair, her silver-ring-clad fingers
drumming on the battered arms. To Summer it seemed as if the other woman had so
much energy it was physically impossible for her to stay still. Dave thought
she was on meth.

“How are you doing? Did you manage to chill out together?”

Summer and Dave exchanged a glance. Things had been better
between them, but it still wasn’t good. She still found it next to impossible
to not think about the work she should be doing instead of just sitting around
and being lazy. Her father had abhorred lazy people and blamed most of
society’s ills on those who chose to sit around and let someone else do the
work.

She shrugged. “It went okay. We watched a movie together.”

Dave snorted and Ember turned her attention to him. “Do you
have something to say, Dave? I mean other than the passive-aggressive man noise
that you know drives your wife up a wall.”

“Ask her what the movie was about.”

Heat filled Summer’s cheeks and she glared at Dave. “It was
about some cowboys or something.”

Ember sighed, drawing their attention back to her. “Let me
guess, she was on her laptop.”

“No I wasn’t.” Summer squared her shoulders and pulled her
hand away from Dave’s. God, it felt as if he’d tattled on her.

Dave crossed his arms and leaned against the other side of
the couch, bringing that cold distance back between them. “No, she wasn’t on
her laptop, she was on her smartphone.”

“I had to! It was nine a.m. in Seoul and my client’s server
was being attacked. You know my job requires that I be available twenty-four
hours. It’s not like I can say to them ‘Oh, sorry that hundreds of thousands of
dollars are being drained from your bank account. Wish I could help but I have
to watch a movie with my husband’.”

“That’s just an excuse, Summer, and you know it. That kid
your boss hired as your assistant, Eric, he could have taken care of it.”

“They need me, not Eric. Me!”

Ember’s mellow voice interrupted them. “Summer, your family
needs you more. You are the only person in the world who can be his wife and a
mother to your children.”

That statement pricked the balloon of her anger and she
sagged into the couch, guilt and shame rapidly replacing her anger. “I know
that.” She sounded sullen and petulant, even to herself. “I just need a few
more years and I’ll be able to take more time off.”

Dave sounded incredibly weary as he asked, “Isn’t that what
your dad used to say? Just one more business trip, just one more year. How did
that work out, Summer?”

“You leave my father out of this.”

Ember sat up in her chair. “Dave, we discussed this. Apologize
to Summer.”

Her husband and her marriage counselor exchanged a weighted
look and Summer wondered again about what they talked about during their
private sessions. Whatever it was it must have meant something to Dave because
he appeared both chagrined and a bit defiant.

He glanced at her face then looked down at the floor.
“Sorry.”

“Like you mean it.”

Summer burst out laughing at the incredulous look Dave gave
Ember.

Dave gave her a sullen look, which only sent her off on
another round of giggles. “What’s so funny?”

She shook her head, her laughter bubbling through her like a
cleansing mist, taking away some of the anger and hurt clouding her mind. “For
a second there you sounded like our boys being forced to apologize to each
other.”

“Do not.” The corners of his lips twitched in a suppressed
grin. “You started it.”

A small, immature part of her wanted to continue arguing
that he was the one who started it, but the sight of Ember rolling her eyes
made her swallow back the retort. Barely. Instead she flipped the bird at Dave
in a purely juvenile display of bad manners that would have made her mother
faint with embarrassment.

“Promises, promises,” Dave muttered and reached across the
couch, reclaiming her hand and lacing his fingers between hers.

“What?” It dawned on her a second later that he was
referring to the “fuck you” meaning of her obscene gesture. An unexpected bit
of arousal tightened her lower body. “Oh.”

Ember chuckled and wrote something down on the notepad on
her desk. “I’ve been seeing you crazy kids for three months now and you’ve made
great progress, but I think it’s time for you to have a take-home quiz.”

“Quiz?” Dave asked with a grin.

Summer cleared her throat, hating to break the warmth
between her and her husband. She’d been avoiding telling him the news because
she knew as soon as she did he would begin to withdraw from her. But if she
didn’t speak up now she’d put it off until the cab came to pick her up for her
flight.

“Actually…” She sneaked a peek at Dave’s face and hated the
suspicion and anger she already saw growing there. “I’ll be out of town next
week for a managerial conference.”

Dave stiffened next to her and his grip felt suddenly loose.
“You said you weren’t going on any business trips for the next month.” There
was so much anger in his tone that he might as well have yelled at her.

Immediately her self-defense mechanism kicked in and her
mind started coming up with excuses. It wasn’t that she’d lied to him about it,
she’d just not mentioned it yet. She opened her mouth to make justifications,
to say how it wasn’t her fault, that she didn’t know about it but that she had
to go. All the usual things she told him every time she had to suddenly leave
for a few days. Instead of giving him the usual spiel she caught Ember’s weighted
look and instead said, “You’re right. I should have told you sooner. It’s
bullshit and I’m sorry. I really am.” She blinked back tears, straining to
maintain her composure. “Please don’t be mad at me.”

Dave’s grip tightened again and he blew out a slow breath,
closing his eyes and visibly relaxing his shoulders. When he looked at her
again he seemed more determined than angry. He started to say something, then
shook his head and took a deep breath. “I’m not mad, I’m disappointed.” He
looked up at her and his dark eyes softened. The pressure around her heart
eased a bit but a tear managed to escape before she dashed it away. “Don’t cry,
love. We’ll need to make sure our time together isn’t wasted.”

He turned back to Ember and tugged Summer closer on the couch,
his hand resting on her hip in a possessive manner she found soothing. In need
of the comfort he offered, she pulled his arm tighter around her and sank into
his warmth. No matter what craziness was going on inside her head, being held
by Dave always made her feel better.

Ember watched them with a small smile. “Ronald Reagan once
wrote a letter to his son giving him some marriage advice. He said, ‘You have
entered into the most meaningful relationship there is in all human life. It
can be whatever you decide to make it’. That is as true today as it was forty
years ago. I can give you the tools to help you maintain and reinforce the
structure of your marriage, but you are the ones who will have to do the hard
work to make it what you both want.”

Summer found herself nodding along with Dave. This she could
understand. She wanted to fix it, would work as hard on her marriage as
anything she’d ever done, she just didn’t have the tools. Dave must have felt
something similar because the look he gave her was hopeful.

“In your email at home you’ll find some instructions from me
for your quiz. Do not share with each other what those instructions are.” Ember
narrowed her eyes at Summer and she tried not to squirm. “I want your promise
on that, Summer. You don’t need to control every aspect of your life. I want
you to promise you won’t get try to get Dave to tell you his answers. And don’t
you pout at me, it won’t work.”

Dave burst out laughing and she flushed with heat as she
realized yes indeed, her lower lip stuck out in a definite pout just like
Charlie, their youngest son did. Well at least now she knew where he got it
from. Still, Dave was laughing a little too hard so she elbowed him in the
ribs. “Fine, I swear I won’t try to see what you tell Dave. But he doesn’t get
to see mine either.”

Giving her a lewd look and wiggling his eyebrows, he said,
“I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.”

She lightly smacked his arm and yelped when he pinched her
bottom.

Ember smiled and stood, tossing her long braid over her shoulder.
She moved around to the front of the large desk, perching on the edge next to a
stunning carved amethyst egg she said Jim Belushi had given her. “Summer, your
job requires you to have strict control over every aspect of your work, and you
can’t help but bring some of those control issues home with you. We’re not
robots. It’s hard for us to switch gears between work and home. You need to
step back a bit and trust your husband to take care of you. Guys like your old
man, they like to be needed and they like to take care of their old ladies. It
makes them feel complete.”

Dave’s thumb stroked her palm in soothing little circles and
she felt a small rill of desire, something that was next to a miracle in her
life lately. Sex had been placed on the very bottom of her list of things to do
and Dave was becoming increasingly angry about the lack of contact. Not just
sex, but cuddling as well.

“Hmmm, you giving up control…that doesn’t sound so bad,”
Dave said in a teasing tone.

Ember waved her finger in his direction. “And you, David,
you will not make her feel guilty for not being able to read your mind.” Dave’s
mouth opened but nothing came out and Ember continued. “I see how bent out of
shape you get when Summer doesn’t realize she’s hurt your feelings, but you
hide it so damn well she never knows. Seriously, you should think about a
career as a professional poker player because when you don’t want anyone to
know your emotions you can shut down so nothing gets through.” She picked up
the egg and tossed it between her hands. “You want honesty from her, well, you
gotta give that in return.”

“Yes ma’am,” Dave said in a meek voice.

Ember snorted and pointed the egg at him. “Also, you need to
get over this whole trophy-husband complex you have going on. So you’re a good-looking
man, so you keep in shape, big bloody deal. Summer over there is about as
beautiful as a woman can get but you don’t see her worrying about people
calling her a sugar mama. Did it ever occur to you that the people saying that
may be jealous of you? That they wish they had your life? That they wish they
had such an attractive, successful, amazing woman as their wife?”

Dave stole a glance at her out of the corner of his eye and
pursed his lips. Evidently Ember was hoping for more of a response than that
because she walked over and thunked him on the head with the egg. “That’s the
part where you really look at your wife, not with the blinders of marriage on
but as a man, and tell me yes, she is the most beautiful thing in the world.”

Dave scowled at Ember then turned to Summer in an
exaggerated move with his ever-present teasing grin. Something moved through
his eyes and his smile faded, gentled. He slowly examined her, from head to
toe, and another pulse of desire went through her as he returned to her face
and their eyes met. The heat she saw there reminded her of when they’d first
started dating and everything was fresh and new.

“You’re right, she is magnificent. Two kids and she still
has a body that makes men’s tongues roll out.”

“Not exactly the poetry I was hoping for, but better,” Ember
said and returned to her chair, tossing the egg up high in the air and no
longer watching them. “Now, Summer, give him a kiss that shows him how he made
you feel. You may be unable to talk about your emotions, but you can show him
with actions what you can’t put into words. Guys understand that.”

What became an awkward lean into Dave turned into something
else when he gently cupped her cheek and guided her mouth to his. She sighed
against his lips, loving the smell of his cologne mixed with the scent that was
uniquely Dave. The first brush of their mouths filled her with tingles and she
smiled as he nibbled on her lower lip. While the first blush of passion was
always a heady thing, she didn’t think she would trade it for the pleasure of
kissing someone who knew what she liked. He moved his hands down to her jaw and
he deepened their kiss, turning her head to the side and licking at her lips.

A small gong sounded from the grandfather clock in the
corner of the room, signaling the end of their session. Pleasure, desire,
warmth suffused her limbs and she made a little noise of protest when he pulled
back. Seeing the satisfied and somewhat cocky smile he gave her made her feel
almost as good as the kiss.

Ember chuckled and stood, moving over to the door and
opening it for them while Dave helped her stand from the couch. “Remember,
check your email when you get home and treat one another like you’re something
precious, because you are.”

Heart still hammering in her throat, all Summer could do was
nod as she slid her purse over her shoulder and followed her husband out the
door, the taste of their kiss lingering like sweet candy in her mouth.





Chapter Two

 

Summer leaned against the closed door of her youngest son’s
room and sighed, the long day catching up with her. Her morning had been filled
with her oldest son’s soccer game, then after a quick lunch they’d bundled
everyone into the car again to head off for a visit with Dave’s parents where
she’d eaten more of his mother’s good Southern cooking than she should have.

Now, after helping both kids with their homework, she should
be heading to the living room to watch some TV with Dave. Instead she had to go
check her email and see what emergencies and disasters had cropped up during
her time away from her computer. Ember had insisted today be a work-free day
and Summer had managed to do it, barely. She’d almost cracked during the soccer
game and checked her email from her smartphone but Dave had given her a pointed
look and she put her phone away with a grimace.

There had been moments when she’d actually forgotten about
work altogether and had enjoyed being with her family. When was the last time
that had happened? Ember said she used work as a barrier between herself and
the rest of the world and she had to admit that was probably true. After the
death of her father last year she’d thrown herself into her job and her family
had suffered because of it. A jolt of guilt raced through her blood and settled
in an unpleasant lump in her stomach.

A soft, furry warmth twined about her bare legs and she bent
down and picked up their “husky” marmalade cat, Pickles. Ugly, overweight and
battle scarred from his life as a stray before they adopted him, Pickles
nonetheless had perfected the mysterious cat aura of superiority. Dave liked to
joke they weren’t Pickles’ owners, they were his support staff.

With an armful of purring cat she made her way to her office
at the other side of the house, dreading what lay inside her email. All manner
of horrible things could have happened while she was in her self-imposed work
seclusion. Mainframes hacked, bank accounts stolen, identity thieves charging
up millions of dollars to old ladies who only had cat food to live on. Right
now some third world country could be on the edge of a civil war all because
she wasn’t there to stop the cyber attack on their government’s mainframe.
Well, that last one was probably a bit of an exaggeration, but she still felt
as if she’d let people down and she hated it.

Pickles meowed in protest as she put him down onto his
memory-foam-lined cat bed on the corner of her desk, but he stopped his
complaints when she took a small bag of catnip and sprinkled some for him. Not
even bothering to turn on her desk lamp, she sat in her black leather computer
chair and opened her email, her heart pounding and her brain conjuring up
disaster after disaster.

Sure enough, there were at least a dozen emails from her
work. Cursing Ember and her husband for making her agree to taking the day completely
off, she opened the first email and frowned. There had been an issue with the
Hong Kong office, but one of her staff had taken care of it. The next email
came from her recently hired assistant, Eric, an intense young man who’d just
graduated MIT. He detailed the problem in Hong Kong and his fix. To her
surprise it was exactly what she would have done.

Email after email showed the same thing, a problem and
Eric’s quick response to it. As she worked her way through the email list she
began to feel an uncomfortable tightness in her stomach, a small kernel of
worry that the company might not need her as much as she thought they did. She
liked being needed, thrived on it even, and had busted her ass to make sure she
was their go-to person for problems no one else could solve… Well, no one else
but Eric.

The last email in her folder was from her boss and in her
glum mood she imagined it would say she’d been demoted and Eric would be taking
over her job. After all, Eric was a man and in the highly chauvinistic world of
computer security having a cock and balls gave you extra points. Add to that
the fact she was pretty and most men in the field looked at her as a piece of
eye candy. How she loved making their jaws drop when they realized she was the
one keeping all their precious data safe, that she was her company’s big gun.

Opening the email from her boss she mentally prepared
herself for a scolding for being unavailable all day.

 

Summer,

 

Congratulations on actually managing to take a whole day
off. I didn’t know if you’d be able to do it. It’s nice to see you taking care
of things besides work, and more importantly it’s nice to see you giving Eric a
bit of room to grow. He is trying hard to impress you and you did the right
thing by giving him a chance to prove himself. I’ll see you in a few days at
the management retreat.

 

Murray

 

Pickles’ throaty purr mixed with the low hum coming from the
computer. She leaned back, the chair tilting beneath her weight as she stared
at the screen. It had never occurred to her she was holding Eric back and guilt
tightened her stomach again. When she looked at her work relationship with Eric
from the perspective of him being an employee trying to please her instead of
competition she felt like a real schlub. No, more than a schlub, she felt like
the kind of self-centered bitch she’d always hated. Had she really become the
kind of woman who would unconsciously sabotage a fellow employee over some
imagined threat?

Sounds like something my father would do. As soon as
she had that thought she berated herself for even saying such a thing, even if
she only said it inside her head. Her father had sacrificed everything so she
and her mother could live a life of luxury. Whenever she complained about his
absence her mother told her she should be grateful and should thank God in her
prayers every night for having a father who took such good care of her. He
didn’t drink to excess, didn’t abuse them and he made sure that she could go to
all the best boarding schools and that her mother never had to worry about
anything more than her prescription for Valium running out.

A new email popped up on her screen and at the sight of
Ember’s name she groaned. Right now she’d had all the personal revelations she
could deal with and really wasn’t interested in whatever her therapist had
concocted for her. Still, she wouldn’t leave an email sitting unopened any more
than she would leave the house without wearing clothes so she clicked the link
and tried to focus on the message.

 

Dearest Summer,

 

Your take-home quiz is to do whatever your husband says.
Before you go into a full-scale panic, I’m only talking about for this
particular exercise, not your entire life.

Give yourself the gift of letting go and enjoying his
love. Try to see the world through his eyes.

 

Ember

 

She stared at the screen, barely noticing Pickles when he
rubbed himself against her forearms. Her mind was strangely still, and she read
and reread the email at least a dozen times before Pickles got tired of her
failure to worship him and blocked the screen with his bulk. With a tired sigh
she picked him up and cuddled him to her chest, rubbing beneath his chin as she
stood and went to the dark window looking over the backyard.

What had started out as a pristine and expertly landscaped
garden had slowly become a playground any child would love to have.
Bright-yellow toy trucks gleamed in the faint moonlight and the boys’ jungle
gym, built to look like a pirate ship, loomed over her husband’s herb garden
and work shed.

When they’d first moved into their new home five years ago
they’d been overwhelmed by its size and wondered how they would ever fill up
the four thousand feet of living space and the gigantic two-acre yard. Now
every inch of the house and property bore the stamp of their lives and while it
was no longer showroom perfect, she liked how it felt like a home, their
home. At first it had been hard for her to leave for any amount of time for
work and she’d spent her first night away shedding a few tears over missing
putting her children to bed and cuddling with Dave. Over the years it had
gotten easier and right now she didn’t know if that was a good or a bad thing.

The last line of Ember’s message kept floating through her
thoughts and seemed to echo her earlier email from her boss. She’d always been
good on mentally landscaping the vast network of computer systems, but that
same intuition didn’t seem to extend to her personal life. Dave had always been
the charming one, the guy who made a room light up when he entered. He kept the
conversations going when her social awkwardness left her stumbling over small
talk and always seemed to know the right things to say to complete strangers.

She was so very lucky to have him as her husband.

Humming low in her throat, she placed Pickles back on the
desk and briefly considered changing into something more revealing than her
current comfy buttercup-yellow jammies. Maybe that racy red number she’d picked
up in Madrid, or the black bit of lace she hadn’t worn in years. But she walked
past the double doors of her bedroom, knowing if she stopped to change, she’d
also stop to shower, do her hair and redo her makeup. By the time she finished
Dave would be asleep and she’d be asleep face-first on the bathroom floor.
Already her bed beckoned and a wave of exhaustion washed through her but she
pushed it back. She had a job to do. No, wait, not a job, a treat. Ember said
she needed to change her view of sex from a chore to a treat. So she had a
yummy treat waiting for her downstairs.

The cool cherrywood floor turned into a thick cream carpet
when she reached the archway to the living room and she paused for a moment,
amusement bubbling through her as she spied Pickles draped over Dave’s
shoulders like a fuzzy afghan. For being overweight that cat moved like a pumpkin-shaped
ninja when he wanted to.

She took a moment to watch her husband laughing at something
going on in the movie playing on the giant flat-screen. The French doors were
open, letting the warm spring air into the room and his discarded t-shirt lay
on the back of the wraparound couch. Keeping in mind the exercise from earlier
today with Ember, she really tried to look at her husband, to see him without
the constant chatter of her mind interrupting. Broad shoulders with a
scattering of freckles from the sun, strong hands and a flat stomach most
twenty-year-olds would kill for. He was handsome, he was delicious, and he was
all hers. The tiredness she’d felt before entering the room disappeared.

His laptop lay open on the mahogany coffee table and she
wondered if he’d read his email from Ember yet. In a perfect world she would
sweep into the room, make some sultry quip and they’d be on the floor having
hot, sweaty sex. In the real world her mind locked up. She’d always been
terrible at flirting, her overactive brain tripping over itself as she
struggled to put her emotions into words. But cripes, if she couldn’t talk to
her husband who the hell could she talk to? Screwing up her courage, she rapped
softly on the archway.

“Hey, stranger, mind if I join you?”

He turned at the sound of her voice and smiled, his
happiness lighting up his face. “Sure.” He glanced at the screen then back at
her. “Do you want to watch something else? I know you’re not a big fan of
slapstick.”

She walked over to the couch and shooed Pickles away,
earning a look that assured her the cat would find someplace to throw up a
hairball where she would step in it. “Well, I was actually hoping we could…that
is Ember…” Embarrassment filled her with a hot flush as she struggled to form
some kind of flirty yet sophisticated and seductive sentence. Instead she
blurted, “So, you wanna make out or something?”

He turned fully on the couch and started to laugh, but he
must have seen something in her expression because the laughter faded away,
replaced by a smile filled with such gentleness she felt like a dumbass for
being afraid of making the first move. “Come here.”

He pulled her over the couch and she giggled as he hauled
her into his arms and gave her a sound kiss on the forehead. “Did Ember tell you
to come down here?”

She stiffened and avoided looking at him. “Is that the only
reason you think I’d want to spend time with you? Because our therapist told me
to?”

He took a deep breath and she got ready to argue with him,
cutting remarks and comebacks filling her thoughts, her verbal armor to protect
her fragile heart. She started to sit up and but he wouldn’t let her go and
instead pulled her closer. “Summer, you don’t have to do anything you don’t
want to do. I’ll wait until you’re ready. I’ll wait for the rest of my life if
I have to.”

“Yeah, well I think it’s pretty insulting—wait, what did you
say?”

He cupped her cheek, his work-rough fingers stroking her
skin. “I said we don’t have to rush things. While there is nothing more I’d
love in the world right now than to have you purring beneath me as I take you,
I don’t want you to be doing this because you feel like you have to, and not
because you want me.”

She studied his face, noting the tension in the lines around
his mouth, the flash of hurt in his dark eyes. “I do want to be here. I do.”
Words failed her so she turned to action, cupping his face in return. She held
his gaze, trying to put everything she was feeling into her eyes as she leaned
closer and swept her lips over his.

His mouth stroked against hers, a warm and lingering touch
that drew her closer to him. He felt so hard, so male against her and she
traced the seam of his lips with her tongue. With a low groan he opened for her
and the delicious slide of his tongue against hers reminded her of how talented
he was at using his mouth on other places. Her body clenched and real desire
began to grow, awakening the soft flesh between her legs. A warm tingle
radiated through her as he repositioned them without breaking their kiss so she
straddled his hips, the iron-hard nudge of his erection settling between her
thighs and pulling an answering pulse of need from deep inside.

When he pulled back she tried to chase his mouth, to keep
kissing him, but he shook his head. “I’m in charge of giving you pleasure right
now, Summer.” He cupped her left breast in his palm, his thumb drawing lazy
circles beneath her nipple, which tightened and ached for his touch.

She clenched her jaw and swallowed back the urge to try to
take control of the situation. In theory Ember’s orders of letting Dave take
the lead had seemed an easy thing, but in reality the giving up of control was
akin to cutting off her arm. Her desire cooled and she nodded, trying to force
a smile on her face. “Sure.”

He snorted and brushed his thumb lightly over her nipple,
stirring it back to life. “Will you stand up and take off your clothes for me?
Show me that beautiful body that I love so much?”

She glanced at the open French doors, then at the archway
leading to the rest of the house. “What about the neighbors and the kids?”

He grinned at her and gave her nipple a pinch that sent a
zing of warmth through her body. “Our neighbors are far enough away that they
can’t see us, and even if they did we have a forest between our house and
theirs.” He released her breast and pointed to the end table where two of their
old baby monitors sat. “And I have a monitor set up in each of the boys’ rooms
so we’ll hear them if they open their door.”

She eyed those monitors he must have dug up out of the
basement storage and gave him a suspicious look. “Did you know I’d be coming
down here?”

He smoothed away her frown with his thumbs. “No, but I was
hoping. That kiss we shared this afternoon, I haven’t kissed you like that in a
long time, too long.” He ran his hands through her hair, playing with a stray
curl. “The only thing I want you to do is enjoy. Now stop stalling and take off
your clothes.”

She stood from his lap, fumbling with the first button on
her shirt. He grabbed the master remote control from the coffee table and
turned the movie off, putting on a soft jazz station and lowering the lights in
the room until they glowed with a soft golden hue like candlelight.





Chapter Three

 

Her heart beat a rapid pace as she shrugged out of her top
before neatly folding it and laying it on the back of the couch next to her
husband. His hand traced along her rib cage, drawing a giggle from her and
slowing her pulse. She paused there, letting his touch travel over her back,
tracing the indent of her spine with a feather-soft touch. Goosebumps broke out
over her skin and he unhooked the back of her bra, sweeping his rough palm over
her shoulder.

She stood back and let the bra slip down her arms, conscious
that her breasts weren’t as perky as they used to be. The cool air beaded her
nipples and she crossed her arms over her chest. He cocked his head and looked
up at her before gently grasping her hips and pulling her closer, his warm
breath stroking over the skin of her stomach. The soft down of his hair tickled
her belly as he wrapped his arms around her and rested his head on her hip.

“So beautiful,” he murmured against her skin. “How did I
ever get so lucky?”

The affection in his tone loosened the coil in her belly and
she dropped her arms from her chest, running her fingers through his hair. “I
ask myself that every day.”

He looked up at her, his dark brows raised in surprise.
“Really?”

A flush heated her cheeks but she forced herself to hold his
gaze, to say the words that wanted to stay hidden in her heart. “You’re so
warm, so generous. And you’re the kindest man I’ve ever met.”

He cleared his throat and gave her a teasing smile that
didn’t match the seriousness in his gaze. “Don’t forget smart, sexy and
modest.”

She pushed him back with a soft laugh. “I guess you’re
pretty good-looking for an old man.”

He gave her a narrow-eyed glare that sent a wave of warmth
through her. “Old man, huh?”

Tossing her hair over her shoulder she shrugged, enjoying
the way his gaze fastened on her breasts. “Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle.”

He growled and lunged at her, but she sidestepped him and
laughed as he tumbled to the floor. “Be careful, don’t want you to break your
hip.”

This time he didn’t give her any warning, just sprang up and
managed to hook the back of her pajama pants. Laughing and struggling, she
managed to get free of his grasp, minus her pants. Clad only in her pink cotton
panties she scrambled away from him, giggling too hard to get very far. He
followed after her, the teasing gone from his expression and replaced by a heat
that sent a rush of moisture between her thighs.

He managed to grasp one of her ankles and dragged her back
to him, easily dodging her flailing limbs and pinning her on her stomach with
his weight. The iron bar of his erection pressed into the softness of her ass
and she wiggled against him, eliciting a groan. He shifted his weight and the
carpet scraped across her nipples in a delicious manner. She rocked against
him, rubbing herself into his body like a cat in heat.

Reaching between them, he tugged at her panties and growled
with frustration when he couldn’t get them off in this position. He placed his
hand between her shoulder blades and held her pinned to the carpet before
lifting himself off her. “Raise that pretty ass up in the air for me.”

The guttural tone in his voice made her feel so wanted, so
turned-on. She did as he asked, lifting her hips and helping him take off her
panties as much as she could with him still pinning her to the carpet like a
wolf with his prey. The heat coming from his skin warmed her to the core and
she gasped when he ran a finger through the wet folds of her pussy, parting her
inner lips and circling around the hard nub of her clit. She wanted to arch, to
push herself back into his touch, but the position he held her in limited her movements.
Instead she could only moan as he gathered her moisture and spread it all over
her pussy, making her slick and needy.

“Please,” she said in a soft whisper.

“No.”

She tried to look at him but he pressed her harder into the
carpet, which turned her on even more. “What?”

“I said no. You’re mine to play with, Summer. Mine to
please, mine to do with as I want.” Her protest died on her lips as he took her
hard clit between his fingers and gently squeezed. “Do you trust me to give you
what you need?”

When she didn’t answer right away he increased the pressure
on her clit, making her empty vagina clench and squeeze. “Yes, God, yes.”

His grip on her nub eased and she shuddered, aching for him.
“Spread your legs wider for me.”

She instantly complied, thrusting herself shamelessly toward
him. The cool air made her aware of how wet she was and she couldn’t remember
the last time she’d been this turned-on. Her analytical mind tried to
rationalize why this appealed to her so much but before she could really think
about it he moved away and she mewled in protest.

“Wait—”

The words died in her throat as she registered the soft
brush of his hair between her legs a second before his mouth made contact with
her pussy. She would have fallen except he was now on his back beneath her.
After the first lick he helped her settle her legs so her thighs were on either
side of his face and her hands braced in front of her.

“So fucking beautiful,” he growled before giving her another
lick. “The prettiest pink pussy I’ve ever seen.”

A shudder ran through her as he gripped her bottom and
pulled her down to him, fastening his mouth over as much of her pussy as he
could. Then he sucked hard and her toes curled into the carpet. His tongue
seemed to be everywhere, licking along her outer lips, probing the tight
entrance of her sheath, teasing the hood of her clit. Around and around his
tongue circled, stroking the sides of that tight nub until she tried to shift
her hips so his tongue would stroke her where she needed it the most.

He nipped the tip of her clit and she shrieked at the
pleasure and pain that rocketed through her. His low growl vibrated through her
and he began to nibble harder, biting her labia and then soothing it with a
sweep of his tongue, only to bite again on the other side. He’d never been this
rough, this primal with her before, and she absolutely loved it. His grip on
her bottom grew harder and she vaguely wondered if she’d have bruises tomorrow.
Not that she cared, he could do anything he wanted to her right now and she’d
gladly let him as long as he didn’t stop.

The coil in her belly wound tighter until every lick, every
nibble seemed to push her closer to the edge of her orgasm. When he pushed her
back she cried out in protest, her thighs shaking with need.

“I want you to ride my face, my tongue. I want you to fuck
yourself on me until you come.”

Her head sagged as the pure eroticism of his words crashed
through her. He lay back and she looked down between her arms as his tongue
rested against her clit, not moving. Needing no further encouragement she
rocked her hips, getting a feel for how he would respond, clenching as she
pressed harder onto his tongue. Over and over she raked her clit over his
mouth, a sheen of sweat breaking out over her skin as her orgasm crept closer
and closer. He encouraged her, giving her every ounce of his considerable skill
until she truly ground her pussy on his mouth, biting her lip to keep from
screaming as he sucked directly on her clit.

When he gently bit the base of the tiny bundle of nerves she
couldn’t hold back the orgasm if she’d tried. Her whole body stiffened and for
one excruciating moment the pleasure became so intense the entire world
disappeared and she floated in darkness. Reality returned with a rush of
sensation, her hips snapping against his face with each contraction. He
followed her, not letting her pull away from him, licking and sucking up every
drop of pleasure she had to offer.

It became too much and she tried to roll off him, but he
held her fast and gentled his licks, making them long and soothing strokes that
kept pulling soft moans from her. A shiver racked her body and he gently eased
her off him, laughing when she collapsed into a boneless pile on the carpet.
Aftershocks of her orgasm blasted along her nerves and her pussy felt swollen
and tender.

His lips gently traced over hers, the smell of her arousal
on his breath as she returned his kiss with a lazy abandon, softly cocooned in
an amazing rush of endorphins that had her grinning at him when he pulled back.

He brushed her hair from her cheek and the dimple in his
chin deepened as he smiled at her. “Well, I think it’s safe to say you enjoyed
that.”

She could only nod and stretch, enjoying the way his gaze
heated as he stared at her breasts and then lower to her pussy. Remembering his
words as to how beautiful he thought she was she spread her legs, letting him
look his fill. “Thank you. That was…just wow.”

His smile turned smug and he traced the small indent of her
navel. “I love pleasing you, Summer. I love it when you surrender yourself to
me, that you trust me enough to give you pleasure. I know how hard it is for
you to let down your guard with anyone.”

She closed her eyes, unable to face the intimacy of his
gaze. “I’m sorry you have such an emotional nutcase for a wife.”

“Don’t you ever say that.” The anger in his words surprised
her and she looked at him, captured by the intensity of his gaze. “Having
emotions doesn’t make you crazy, it makes you human. I’m sorry your robot
parents didn’t understand that.”

Immediately the need to defend her family put her on the
offensive but before she could say anything he put his hand over her mouth,
scowling when she bit his palm. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that. Your
parents loved you in their own way, but you are such a gentle and sensitive
woman. I hate that they made you feel ashamed of loving, that they set
impossibly high standards for any child to meet in order to earn their love.”

The bliss of her orgasm quickly receded and she pushed away
from him, grabbing the throw off the back of the couch and wrapping it around
her. “Just because my parents weren’t the hippie-dippy-free-love space heads
that your parents are doesn’t make them bad people. Some of us have to work for
a living.” As soon as she said that she wished she could take it back, but the
words were out and the hurt done.

Dave’s cheeks flooded with red and he pushed away from her.
“Well, at least my hippie parents had their priorities straight. I had a mom and
dad who tucked me into bed every night.” He clenched his fists and sat forward.
“How about you? Oh wait, I know, your father had important business to do.”

Hot anger flushed through her until her ears rang. “You
forgot to mention that your power and water got shut off every other month
because your pot-smoking parents didn’t pay the bills. It would have cramped
their style to have to sacrifice for their family like I do. You think I like
being away from you and the boys? You think I like not being there to go to
their games, to cuddle them at night, to be the one they run to when they skin
their knee?”

A muscle in the side of his neck jumped. “If it was that
important you would stay home and tell your boss you need more time with your
family. But you don’t, do you, Summer? They say jump and you ask how high.”

“I have to! You know how hard I’ve worked to get where I am.
I can’t throw it away now.”

He made a cutting noise of dissent. “Excuses, excuses.”

She snarled at him. “Not that you would understand. All you
have to do is sit at home all day and play with the kids.”

His fists clenched and he moved farther away from her. “Sit
at home all day? Is that really what you think I do? Oh wait, you have no idea
what I do because you don’t give a shit. Same Summer, it’s always about you.”
She started to speak but he raised his voice, cutting her off. “I’ve been very,
very patient with you. For the past eight years I’ve put aside my ambitions, my
dreams to stay home and raise our kids so you could go chase yours. I keep
hoping that you’ll finally grab your brass ring and come home, but you never
do.”

“So what, you want me to quit my job so you can go out and
work?” She snorted. “Yeah, there is a big job market for philosophy majors
right now.”

He slammed his hands on the coffee table, the sound blasting
through the room like a gunshot. “Goddamn it! Would you listen to me for once?
I’m sick of this, Summer, sick of it. I want my wife back. I miss you so damn
much. Even when you’re home you’re not really here. You’re always thinking
about the next client, the next meeting, what you need to do to win your
dad’s—oh I’m sorry, I mean your boss’s—approval. Is that what it is? Your dad
dies so you’ve switched your irrational need to please him to your boss?”

Hurt welled up inside her, mixing with her anger until the
toxic combination churned in her stomach like burning acid. “If you’re so
miserable why don’t you leave?”

He surged up from the couch and stalked over to her.
“Because I’m not giving up on us. I wish I could say the same thing for you.”
He went to touch her but she jerked back and he closed his eyes. “When is it
ever going to be enough? When are you going to put your family first?”

“I—”

“You know what? Save your breath. I’m tired of hearing the
same lame excuses, tired of lying to my children that their mom will be working
less ‘soon’, that they have to be patient.” His words dropped to a whisper that
pained her even more than his shouts. “Remember when we were first married and
you swore you’d never be like your dad, swore that you’d never disappoint your
kids the way he disappointed you with every missed birthday and Christmas?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she lied and
avoided his gaze. Memories of sitting beneath a tree stacked with presents in
her parents’ mansion filled her head, times when it was her and her mother, and
maybe a couple maids opening the brightly wrapped packages. How her father
would promise next year he’d be home, next year he’d go on vacation with them,
next year he’d make it to her graduation.

He sighed and turned his back on her. “That self-centered
bastard couldn’t even make it to see his first grandchild in the hospital. He
had to leave for a business trip and he couldn’t even stop by the hospital
before he left. It hurt you so much and I wanted to wring his neck for tainting
what should have been one of the happiest days of our lives because there was
some banking crisis in Singapore that he had to attend.”

His shoulders tensed but he didn’t look back at her. “I
hated him for that. Hated him for hurting you, hated him for hurting your
mother. Most of all I hated that you still held out hope that maybe, just maybe
this once he would choose you over his work.” A breeze blew through the trees
outside, their rustle filling the room. “I don’t want our kids to hate you like
that, and I won’t let them hate me for allowing you to put our family at the
bottom of your priority list.”

Tears choked her throat and she had to swallow a couple
times before she could speak. “I love our boys more than anything in this
world.”

His shoulders sagged and he began to walk out of the room.
“Yeah, I know you do.” He paused at the archway of the living room and looked
over his shoulder at her, his gaze filled with sorrow. “I don’t know how much
longer I can do this.”

The world spun around her and she stumbled to the couch,
falling into an ungraceful heap when her legs would no longer support her.
“You’re leaving me?”

He turned away and shook his head. “No, Summer, I’m not
leaving you. I think you’re leaving me and I’ve been too dumb to realize it.”

She tried to speak, tried to deny his words, but her throat
closed up as tears spilled down her face. He left her there, alone on the couch
that still held the musk of their lovemaking. She grabbed a pillow and held it
to her face, muffling her sobs as a hole big enough to swallow the universe
opened up in her heart.





Chapter Four

 

“And with the closure of the McAdams hacking case that
brings us to a grand total of 4,893 satisfied clients in ten years.” Murray,
Summer’s boss, looked over the small but luxurious conference room facing the
Atlantic ocean and smiled. “Not too shabby for a bunch of computer geeks and
tech nerds.”

Summer forced out a laugh and joined her coworkers in
applauding Murray as he took an exaggerated bow. Outside the wide bay window
families enjoyed a beautiful summer day on the beaches of Cape Hatteras in
North Carolina. They were actually in Murray’s enormous beach house, a
twenty-bedroom mansion complete with two kitchens, servants’ quarters and the
conference room they currently occupied. It was more like a luxury resort than
a home but Summer found herself unable to enjoy much of anything.

She leaned back from the conference table, exchanging small
talk until the room emptied except for her and Murray. In his late sixties with
a full head of silver hair, Murray looked more like a Jimmy Buffet fan with his
loud Hawaiian shirt and deep tan than one of the richest men in America. With a
low hum the projection screen rolled up into its niche in the ceiling,
revealing a priceless collection of Impressionist art Murray and his wife had
collected over the years.

The scent of coconut tanning oil filled the air as he pulled
out the plush leather chair next to hers at the gleaming walnut conference
table. They didn’t say anything for a few moments, each looking out the window
and watching kids play in the surf. Quite a few of the employees had brought
their families with them to the beach and a stab of guilt went through her that
she hadn’t even considered bringing along Dave and the boys. She was such a
shitty wife and mother.

The chair next to hers creaked as Murray leaned back and put
his feet up on the table, the bright-yellow-and-green flip-flops he wore a
stark contrast to the businesslike stacks of papers and laptops. “What’s on
your mind, Summer? You’ve been awfully quiet this week.”

She darted a quick glance at him and hoped he didn’t notice
her blinking back tears. “Sorry, just some stuff going on at home.”

Murray didn’t say anything, just laced his fingers over the
small paunch of his belly and examined her. She fiddled with her wedding band
and took a deep breath, terrified of what she was about to say. “Murray, I was
wondering if…” Her throat closed up and a stinging sweat broke out over her
body.

“Yes?”

Her voice held a tremor as she said, “Would it be possible,
temporarily, to cut back on my workload?” The last words came out in a shamed
whisper and she clenched her nails into her palms, willing the tears away with
the pain. She couldn’t look at him, couldn’t face the disappointment in his
gaze, the unsaid words of her being a quitter, a failure.

“Absolutely.”

The happiness in his voice caught her off guard and she
looked up at him. The surprise must have showed on her face because he sighed
and leaned forward to pat her shoulder, Murray’s version of a hug. “Don’t be so
shocked. I’ve been worried about you and I’ve been trying to figure out a way
to tell you to take it easy without you taking it as a personal attack.”

She blinked at him and tried to school her features back
into something other than gaping. “I wouldn’t have taken it as a personal
attack.”

He snorted and raised his thick eyebrows. “Really? How about
the time I suggested you give the South Cape account to Carl and you proceeded
to work fifty hours of overtime for the next two months in order to get it done
by yourself? Or how about when I brought your intern Eric in and you spent the
next week looking at me like I’d kicked a puppy.”

She swallowed and avoided his knowing gaze. “I’m sorry.”

“Summer, while I appreciate your hard work and your
dedication to the company, I also see how you and Dave have been drifting
apart. You two used to be inseparable at our parties, making eyes at each other
and holding hands. Now you barely look at each other. I hope you’ll forgive me
for saying this, but I’ve known you and Dave for ten years now and I’d hate to
see you kids separate.”

His words echoed Dave’s so much that the wall she’d been
holding her emotions behind cracked. Her voice came out thick with tears as she
said, “I know. We’re so broken and I don’t know how to fix it.” She spun her
chair around and furiously wiped at the tears now streaming down her face, not
wanting Murray to see her weakness. “Forgive me, I didn’t mean to dump this on
you.”

“Hey now, it’s okay.” He patted her shoulder again and
handed her a handful of tissues from the box in the center of the table. “I’m
sure you still have a chance to make it right.”

“But I don’t know how,” she said in a furious whisper.

He spun her chair back around to face him and took his seat
again. “It’s going to take time.” His gaze went distant and he laced his hands
together again. “Many, many years ago Carol and I went through a rough spot.
You know, me spending too much time at work, her being cooped up with the kids
all day. By the time I got home we were both so worn out that neither of us
made much of an effort to take care of each other.”

She nodded, his words echoing her own situation. “But you
and Carol have a great relationship. How did you fix it?”

“Summer, you can’t fix people.” He gave her a gentle smile.
“Did you know I did a flowchart of how to make Carol happy?” She laughed and he
nodded. “Yeah, I know. Oddly enough her reactions didn’t follow my plan and I
had to learn the hard way that while her feelings may have seemed irrational
and illogical to me, they were very real to her. I had to learn how to see the
world through her eyes and to put her and the kids first.”

She gave him a narrow-eyed look. “Have you been talking to
Dave?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Nope, but oddly enough I’ve
had a great many friends and employees in the technology business get a little
bit career obsessed. Working with logical computer systems is a lot easier than
working with sticky human beings.”

A grin twitched on her lips as she thought about all of her
socially awkward coworkers. “Yeah, I can see that. So what should I do?”

He didn’t answer right away, instead standing and moving to
the window. “Well, first thing you need to do is get your work in order and
take a vacation. You do know that you get six weeks a year off, right?”

She wadded up the tissue in her fist and nodded. “But what
about the Simperson case? And I need to go to the Trojan virus conference in
two weeks, and—”

“As invaluable as you are to this company, we have people to
cover you. Let the rest of your team handle the Simperson case and I think you
should send Eric to the conference.”

Her muscles tensed up. “I don’t know, Eric is awfully
young.” Murray turned around and gave her a pointed look, making her wince.
“Okay, okay. I think I need to go to rehab for being a control freak.”

Murray’s cellphone rang and he frowned as he looked at the
caller. “One second, I need to address something with the staff about dinner
tonight.”

He stepped out of the room, leaving Summer to wipe away the
rest of her tears and take in a deep, shuddering breath. All week she’d been
dreading this conversation, dreading disappointing Murray and now she felt as
if a great weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She checked her
cellphone, her heart sinking when there was still no message from Dave. He’d
been avoiding her calls all week and when she did get through he’d give the
phone to one of the kids before telling her a curt goodbye. She couldn’t
concentrate and all she could think about was how badly she’d messed up.

She tried calling the house again, eager to tell Dave about
her conversation with Murray, but the answering machine picked up and she hung
up without leaving a message. Maybe she should leave the conference a few days
early and surprise Dave. Then again, Murray had agreed to give her six weeks of
vacation so she didn’t want to seem like she was taking advantage of him by
leaving early.

Murray came back into the room and gave her a warm smile.
“Feel better?”

“Yeah, I do.” She took a deep breath and stood, smoothing
her light summer dress over her hips. “Thank you for being so understanding.”

He gave her shoulder another squeeze and escorted her to the
door. “Thank you for trusting me to talk about things, and don’t worry, I’m
sure everything will work out.” He smacked his forehead. “Oh, I almost forgot,
a package came for you while we were in our meeting. The staff put it upstairs
in your suite.”

She frowned. “I wasn’t expecting anything.”

He shrugged. “I have no idea what it is. I’m heading out
with the missus for some shopping. I’ll see you at the clambake later tonight.”

“Okay,” she said in a distracted voice and climbed the
stairs leading to her suite of rooms located in the one of the turrets of the
house. When she opened the door the sound of the ocean rolled through the space
from the open windows. She took a deep breath of the salt air, exhaling a great
deal of tension. The rooms were a lovely combination of cream, beige and
lavender tones blending in perfectly with the brilliant blue sky and ocean. She
kicked off her sandals and enjoyed the sun-warmed oak floors beneath her feet
as she looked around the room for her package.

The plain brown box sat on the distressed wood coffee table
in front of the love seat and her heart skipped a beat when she noticed the
return address was her home in Dave’s familiar handwriting. She grabbed her
purse from the edge of the couch and dug her keys out, slicing open the tape on
the box with a trembling hand. The small, insecure part of her psyche whispered
maybe he’d sent her divorce papers, but her rational mind argued he wouldn’t
have needed a box for that. Still, her hands shook as she finally opened it.

A cellphone sat on top of a tissue-paper-wrapped bundle and
she pursed her lips as she pulled it out. Setting it over to the side, she
ripped open the tissue paper and found a black one-piece bathing suit with
high-cut hips and a plunging back. Beneath that lay a pretty gold-and-ivory
wrap and a note.

She took out the note and sat on the love seat, her
curiosity overwhelming her earlier apprehension.

 

Dear Summer,

 

I miss you and I’m sorry you left on such bad terms. Let
me make it up to you. Put the bathing suit on and go for a walk on the beach.
As soon as you’re away from the crowd call me on this cellphone. It’s a
satellite phone so you’ll have good reception and the number I need you to call
me at is on the contact list. I know your curiosity will be driving you crazy,
but please trust me that it will be worth the wait if you do as I ask.

 

Dave

 

P.S. Part of this idea was Ember’s but most of it was
mine.

 

She tossed the note onto the table and took out the
cellphone, examining it and wondering why Dave had sent her a new one when the
one in her purse worked perfectly well. She almost turned it on but stopped at
the last second, remembering Dave’s request to wait until she was on the beach.
A little tingle of excitement spun through her body and she grinned as she
realized Ember’s involvement in this probably meant something kinky.

She quickly shrugged out of her dress and slipped into the
bathing suit, noting the fabric felt a little thicker and heavier than she was
used to. After adjusting the straps she was glad he’d thought to include a wrap
because the high-cut bottom of the suit partially exposed her butt. The scent
of pineapple and coconut filled the air as she rubbed in her sunblock before
grabbing her sunglasses and the phone.

A great weight seemed to have been lifted from her shoulders
after her conversation with Murray and she wanted to hug herself with relief.
She’d done it, she’d picked her family over her job and the world hadn’t ended.
The giant beach house was quiet, everyone either in their rooms enjoying an
afternoon nap or out on the beach playing in the waves. As the screen door clanged
behind her she smiled up at the sun, letting the warmth bathe her face and
shoulders. The weathered boards of the long boardwalk out to the beach were
smooth beneath her feet and a pleasant breeze gusted through the long beach
grass of the dunes on either side. The closer to the water she got the louder
the crash of waves mixing with the laughter of children became. She paused at
the end of the boardwalk and looked down the beach in either direction, trying
to decide which way to go.

The crowd thinned out farther down the beach on her
right-hand side so she decided to head that way, smiling at the sight of
gigantic pelicans flying in a tight formation over the beach. The sand was hot
beneath her feet and she found herself making a mad dash for the water, sighing
in relief as she reached wet sand and the first wave broke over her calves. A
few coworkers called out her name but she waved at them and pretended to be
talking on her phone. Keeping to where the edge of the water met the sand she
avoided a clump of seaweed and took in a deep lungful of air, the tang of sea
salt strong enough to leave a faint taste in her mouth.

The ebb and flow of the tide around her ankles as she walked
held an almost mesmerizing quality and she found her thoughts drifting with the
motions of the sea. A quick glance around showed she was now along a more
sparsely populated section of beach so she stopped and turned on the cellphone.
She found Dave’s name in the contact list and called the unfamiliar number,
wondering why in the world they couldn’t use their regular phones. It rang four
times and a twinge of unease tightened her shoulders before her husband’s
familiar voice came over the phone.

“Hello, Summer.”

She smiled and curled her toes in the sand, the cool water
of the ocean breaking over her shins as a wave crashed along the shore. “Hi,
Dave.”

“I miss you.”

“I miss you too and I’m sorry about what happened when I
left.”

“We’ll talk about that later. Do you like my present?”

She glanced down at the wrap fluttering in the breeze. “The
suit is lovely, but why the phone?”

His chuckle had a decidedly wicked edge to it and she
grinned, excitement mixing with her curiosity and bubbling through her veins
like good champagne. “Remember when we were engaged and I had to go away for
three weeks for job training in Kansas?”

Her libido stirred and her grin stretched wider. “Yes I do.”
She remembered that time all right, back in the day when they couldn’t get
enough of each other. He’d call her every night while she was in bed and every
night they’d have hot phone sex. “Dave, while I’d love to have you talk dirty
to me, I don’t think me on the beach is the best place for it.”

“Oh, but it is the best place. I’m going to take you to the
edge of orgasm and keep you there.”

She shook her head and glanced around, making sure no one
was near enough to hear their conversation. “Uhhh…I’m not touching myself on
the beach in front of everyone.”

“I didn’t say anything about you touching yourself. I’m
going to do that for you.”

She frowned and walked farther into the surf until it lapped
at her knees. “And how exactly are you going to do that?”

His voice took on a silky, sensual tone that made her body
heat despite the cool surf. “Summer, right now I’m stroking your nipples.”

She almost dropped the phone into the ocean as the sensation
of someone squeezing her nipples sent a bolt of desire through her. “What the
fuck!”

He laughed as she ran a hand over her chest. “You are
wearing the latest and greatest innovation in phone sex, the ‘Touch Me 3000’.
Your bathing suit has thousands of tiny sensors running through it that will do
different things depending on what I, the operator, tell it to do.”

She fingered the edges of the suit, now realizing why the
fabric felt so dense when she put it on. “Is it controlled through this phone?”

“Yep, and on the computer screen in front of me I have all
these neat controls to make you feel different things.”

A shiver raced through her as her imagination went wild with
all the possibilities. “What can it do?”

“Well, for one thing it shows me your exact geographic
position and feedback on how aroused you are.” His tone changed, a bit of
uncertainty entering it. “Do you trust me to make this good for you?”

“Of course.” She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “I
trust you more than anyone in the world.”

He was silent for a few moments before the sensation of
hands cupping her breasts had her drawing her breath in with a hiss. “Summer, I
want you to start walking back toward the beach house you’re staying at. You
are not to orgasm until you are back in your room, do you understand?”

She bit her lip and eyed the distance back to the house.
“Okay.

“If I had you in our bed right now I’d start kissing your
beautiful neck, tasting your skin, inhaling the scent of your perfume.”

There weren’t any sensors on her neck, but she enjoyed the
mental image he painted nonetheless. Her neck had always been a big erotic zone
for her and Dave knew how to touch her there to elicit the most response. Her
pussy began to become more sensitive and the sensation of her legs pressing
against it as she strolled down the beach sent a pleasant rush of warmth
through her.

“Now I’m licking my way over your chest, down to your
breasts. They’re so beautiful, full and topped with the pinkest nipples I’ve
ever seen. I give them a quick lick, making them wet, before I blow a hot
breath on them, watching how they bunch up and grow harder.”

Oh God, while it didn’t feel exactly the same, the suit made
it close enough that she stopped walking and had to concentrate on breathing.

“Your nipples are too much to resist and I take one hard
peak into my mouth, sucking on it and nipping you. Do you like that, Summer? Do
you like it when I bite?”

Her voice came out in a breathy “Yes” as teeth bit her hard
enough to have her fighting back a moan.

“I’m mounding your breasts together now, going from one
nipple to the other, greedy for as much of you as I can fit in my mouth.” His
voice had taken on the raspy, rough quality that she had come to associate with
arousal for him. “I can’t help myself, I squeeze your breasts and love how they
more than fill my hands.”

“Dave…” Her voice failed her as the bites on her nipples
became more stinging, driving her arousal higher.

“Yes, love?”

“I…can’t think…it feels so good.”

“You don’t need to think. All you need to do is feel. And
right now I’m feeling you, running my finger down your hot, wet pussy. Mmmm, I
love how slick you are. But I wonder if your clit is hard for me yet, if it’s
poking out of its hood and begging for my touch.”

Those phantom fingers stroked at the lips of her pussy and
she squeezed her thighs together, barely avoiding a piece of driftwood in her
path back to the beach house. She stumbled and almost got knocked on her ass by
a particularly strong wave. “Shit.”

Immediately Dave’s voice became concerned. “Are you okay?”

Her whole body buzzed with arousal and she switched the
phone to her other hand and focused her gaze on the ground in front of her.
“Yeah, you almost made me fall into the ocean.”

He laughed and the sensation of a hand stroking the
undersides of her breasts made her squirm with pleasure. “Well, we can’t have
that. It looks like you’re almost to the boardwalk leading back to the house
now.”

The beach in front of Murray’s house had emptied out a bit
since she’d left for her walk and she bent down to cup a handful of seawater
and throw it over her warm chest, delighting in the feeling of the cool water
on her heated flesh. “Thank goodness.”

The crotch of her bathing suit gently buzzed like a vibrator
and she bit back a moan. “Dave, please…”

“You’re almost there, honey.” His husky voice would tempt an
angel into sin. “You can do it. Keep walking and let me take care of you.”

How she wished he were here, that he were really touching
her right now. She desperately wanted his weight on top of her, his stiff
length inside her. “I wish you were here.”

He sighed and she had the oddest sensation of being hugged
by her suit. “Hey now, no sad thoughts.”

The vibrations on her clit intensified as she reached the
base of the stairs and she held on to the railing, breathing hard as her hips
jerked forward in an uncontrolled movement. “Dave, if you don’t stop I’m going
to come.”

The vibrations eased a bit and she relaxed, her sigh of
relief turning into a hiss of need as two phantom mouths latched on to her
nipples. “Not yet, no orgasm until you’re safely in your room.”

She practically ran down the boardwalk, having to stop every
few feet to grip the railing as Dave did something particularly naughty with
her suit. Her arousal slicked her thighs and she could smell her own musk
mixing with the tropical scent of her sunblock and the salty sea air. The
finger was back, stroking her slit until she wanted to pull aside her bathing
suit and thrust her fingers into her hot, aching pussy.

“I have a perfect picture of you in my mind, your legs
spread wide to show me every inch of your pretty cunt.” He made a deep groan
that caused goose bumps to rush over her skin. “So fucking wet, I want to shove
myself into you, to fill you up with my cock until I don’t know where I end and
you begin.”

She sighed in relief as she opened the back door of the
beach house and stepped into the air-conditioned quiet of the lower level.
Thankfully no one else was in sight and she tried to brush the sand off her
feet as best she could while imaginary teeth nibbled a trail over her hip and
down toward her pussy. She was tempted to duck into one of the downstairs
bathrooms but didn’t want to be interrupted by people coming in from the beach.

“I’m almost there,” she murmured as she took the stairs two
at a time.

“To your room?” Dave asked in an innocent voice as he did
something that made it feel as if her clit was being gently rolled between two
strong fingers.

Sweat trickled down her back as she gave up all attempts at
being subtle and ran to her room once she reached the top of the stairs. “When
I see you, I’m so going to repay you for this,” she said as she fumbled with
the door to her room, the need building to the point of pain as her body cried
out for relief from the slow, sensual torture.

“Promise?”

She jerked the door open and slammed it behind her. “You—”

The words died in her mouth as her heartbeat thudded in her
ears. She had to be imagining the sight before her, it couldn’t be real. There
was no way that she saw Dave sitting on the love seat, clad in only a pair of
worn jeans with his hard cock straining against the fabric.





Chapter Five

 

“Dave?”

He smiled at her with such tenderness her heart ached. “Hey,
baby.”

“What— How…” She took a step forward and rubbed her eyes.
“Are you really here or am I having heat stroke?”

He rose, the muscles of his abdomen rippling in a
distracting dance that drew her eye to the line of dark hair leading down to
his groin. “I flew in this morning. Both of our moms are watching the kids for
the next few days.”

“Together?”

He chuckled and stretched, the movement doing wonderful
things to her libido as her arousal came rushing back. “Yeah, I figured between
the two of them they made one sane person. Besides, since your dad passed away
your mother’s mellowed out a bit. In fact, Mom said they have plans to drink a
bottle of wine and watch chick flicks after the kids are in bed.”

The bizarre image of her conservative, uptight mother
relaxing enough to drink a bottle of wine and watch a movie with no educational
value distracted her from the pang of hurt that always came at the mention of
her father’s death. “Are you sure it’s my mother we’re talking about? Not some
pod person from outer space impersonating her?”

He laughed and cocked his head to the side, a glimmer of
heat warming the darkness of his gaze. “Yes, I’m sure.” His bare feet whispered
across the wood floor as he stalked toward her, the muscles in his shoulders
flexing as he ran a hand through his hair. That little gesture stirred her
desire back to life and her body hummed in appreciation at the seductive look
he gave her. “Are you happy to see me?”

Words failed her as she tried to give voice to how much it
meant to her that he was here, so she let her actions do the talking. She ran
to him and jumped into his embrace, smiling against his lips as he wrapped his
arms around her, staggering a bit when she wrapped her legs around his waist.
Long and slow, she kissed him as if they had all the time in the world, and for
once they did. There was no need to rush, no need to worry about what needed to
be done next. She would take Ember’s advice and try to focus one hundred
percent on the joy of making love with her husband.

His lips parted and the tip of his tongue stroked against
hers, coaxing her to take the kiss deeper, his hands clenching her buttocks as
he gave a low growl. She buried her hands in his hair, pulling him closer,
trying to erase every inch of space between them. He broke their kiss and
nibbled on her jawline, nuzzling the sweet spot behind her ear before placing
featherlight licks along the column of her throat. “Mmm, you taste like the
beach.”

She closed her eyes and smiled, leaning her head back to
give him greater access. The world dipped around her and she opened her eyes as
the love seat came into contact with her legs. He shifted her on his lap and
leaned back into the seat, his eyes dark with desire. “Show me those pretty
tits.”

A little rush of embarrassment flashed through her as she
contemplated what her body would look like in the bright sunlight shining
through the windows. “Shouldn’t we close the curtains first?”

He gave her a gentle smile and traced patterns on her
exposed back with the tips of his fingers. “We’re three stories up facing the
beach, no one will see us.” She hesitated and he leaned forward, placing a
soft, sensual kiss on her lips. “I love you, all of you.”

With those words she slipped one shoulder out of the suit
and her pussy clenched at the low growl of desire he made. He didn’t wait for
her other strap to come down, instead palming her breast and lifting it to his
mouth, the wet suction of his lips teasing her already aroused flesh. When he
added an edge of teeth she moaned and ground herself against him, wanting him
inside her.

She tried to reach a hand between them to cup him but he
pulled her tighter, sucking harder on her nipple until she clutched the back of
his head with a helpless moan. “Dave, I want to taste you.”

He released her nipple with a pop of his mouth. “Beg me.”

She narrowed her eyes and tried not to grin. “Pretty please,
with sugar on top. Let me take that big cock in my mouth.”

He licked his lips and released her. “First, a bath.”

“What?”

He smiled and held out his hand, wrapping his warm fingers
around hers as he pulled her to her feet. “I hardly ever get a chance to pamper
you.”

She followed behind him as he led them to the sumptuous
master bathroom. The setting sun shone through the big stained-glass window
depicting an underwater scene of mermaids cavorting with sea creatures. Blues,
greens, oranges and yellows bathed the room from where the sun illuminated the
glass and her breath caught in her throat when she saw what he’d done with the
bath. A trail of white and red rose petals led to the massive Jacuzzi tub, now
filled with a mountain of bubbles. More petals were scattered on the bubbles
and she turned to him and smiled, a small knot forming in her throat. “It’s
beautiful.”

He traced a fingertip over her cheekbone and traced the
outline of her lips, the nerves sizzling beneath his stroke. “Let’s get you out
of that suit.”

She could only nod, held by his gaze as the press of his
hands unknotted the wrap around her waist. The sensation of the strap sliding
down her shoulder made her shiver. “I love this bathing suit.”

He laughed and smoothed his hands down her back. “I thought
you might.”

With a deft touch he tugged it down, freeing her breasts.
Giving him a playful grin, she darted out of his grasp and moved to the edge of
the tub. “I think a little payback is in order.”

“What?”

She turned her back and glanced over her shoulder at him.
“I’m still throbbing from you teasing the hell out of me on the beach. I think
it’s only fair if you share in my pain.”

He made a rough noise as she bent over at the waist, slowly
pulling the suit down her legs and giving him an excellent view of her wet
pussy. A thrill of naughty arousal shot through her and she parted her legs,
running her fingers up the insides of her calves. Bracing one hand on the edge
of the tub, she stroked the other hand high on the insides of her thighs,
feeling the slickness of her arousal. God, he had her so very wet.

The sound of his feet moving across the tile warned her a
second before he grabbed her hips and held her still, kissing a line down her
back to the rise of her buttocks. “You’re a cruel woman.”

Her reply came out in a breathy whisper as he rubbed the
faint stubble of his beard against her bottom. “You think I’m cruel now, just
wait until I get one of those suits for you.”

“You’d kill me.”

His hand slid lower and she glanced over her shoulder to
find him kneeling behind her. She braced both of her hands on the edge of the
tub, anticipation making her weak in the knees. The tips of her fingers pressed
into the bubbles filling the tub and she took in a deep lungful of the amber
and rose oil he’d put into the bath. The soft press of his tongue over the
crease where her ass met her thigh made her shiver, but not as much as his
clever fingers barely stroking her slit.

“Please.” She squirmed and tried to press back into his
fingers.

“Not yet,” he chided softly and moved his mouth lower,
licking at the very edge where the plump lips of her pussy met the crease of
her thigh. Ever so slowly he licked everywhere but where she needed it the
most, reducing her to a quivering bundle of nerves, the center of her universe
focused on him. She held her breath at the first swipe of his tongue over her
swollen flesh and cried out in protest when he pulled away.

“Turn around and sit on the edge of the tub.”

She did as he asked, eager for whatever he had in mind next.
To her pleasure he shed his jeans, the thick shaft of his erection bobbing as
he kicked them over to the side. Stroking his shaft, he squeezed a drop of
pre-cum to the ripe tip of his cock and she unconsciously licked her lips. She
grabbed for him but he stepped back and shook his head. “I want you to only use
your mouth on me. I want those pretty fingers between your legs. Touch yourself
for me, Summer. But I don’t want you to come.”

She gave him a frustrated growl but he just smiled. Fine, he
wanted to torment her? Well, two could play at that game. He must have seen the
devilish gleam in her eye because he almost stepped back before her mouth
engulfed him. One advantage of being married was she knew exactly what he liked,
what drove him crazy, and she used that knowledge now. With butterfly-soft
strokes she ran her tongue up the underside of his erection, playing with the
thick vein and the tiny bit of skin where the shaft met the head.

“You’re not touching yourself,” he rasped.

The first stroke of her fingers over her clit had her
moaning against him as he gently pushed deeper into her mouth, forcing her to
relax her throat muscles so he didn’t gag her. Her hips snapped up as she
touched her clit again, the denied orgasm tightening her body until she fairly
shook with need. He plunged his hands into her hair and rocked her mouth up and
down his cock, swearing softly when she used her teeth or tongue in some clever
manner against his rock-hard erection.

Unable to deny herself, she plunged one finger into her
slick entrance and pleasure blasted through her. Just a few more strokes,
another hard press on her clit and she’d come. It was so tempting, but Dave had
told her not to. Which only made it even more desirable. She spread her legs
wider, loving the feeling of his cock shuttling in and out of her mouth, but
before she could do more than run her thumb over her clit he pulled out of her
mouth and grabbed her hands.

“No cheating.”

“Dave…please.” His cock twitched and she lay down on the
soft, thick bathmat at the edge of the tub. “Please fuck me.”

He stood there for a few seconds, his fists clenching and
unclenching, a wild look in his eyes that had her spreading her legs wide for
him. Before she could draw a breath he’d lunged between her legs and positioned
his shaft at her entrance. She moaned as the first few inches sank in, then
screamed when he roughly plowed his hips into her, thrusting deep inside her
body. God, he had such a magnificent dick.

Her body squeezed him tight, the delicate inner muscles of
her pussy grabbing on to him as he slowly pulled out, only to shove back into
her with a strength that bordered on violence. With a cry she gripped the backs
of his shoulders and tried to move with him, but he growled and shook his head.
“No, you’re mine to fuck, Summer, mine to please.”

He moved her legs so her knees were pressed into her chest
and her heels hung over his shoulders. The position opened her fully to him and
she could barely breathe at the sensation of his cock shuttling in and out of
her. She turned her head to the side and licked at the sensitive skin of his
inner forearm braced on the floor next to her. The taste of his skin, the
unique scent of their lovemaking and the knowledge her husband was really, truly
here pushed her closer to the edge in a spine-shuddering wave of arousal.

So deep, he changed his angle and began to run over the
dense spot inside her that seemed to somehow magically touch her clit. Each
pass felt so good, she never wanted it to end, but at the same time if she
didn’t orgasm soon she was going to lose her mind. He reached between their
bodies and pinched her clit at the base, rubbing it between his knowing fingers
with a low groan.

She tensed, all the muscles seizing in her body then shattering
with an intensity that made her see stars. Her orgasm unfurled through her
body, waves of pleasure that were enhanced by his now frantic pounding, each
stroke driving her higher until she screamed. So sensitive, her body ached when
he ground himself into her. A moment later he shuddered as he filled her with
his seed, each jerk of his hips pressing him impossibly deeper.

With a low groan he pulled her legs off his shoulders and
collapsed on top of her, his warm breath panting into her ear. Joy suffused her
and she wrapped her arms around him, holding him close as her legs trembled
from being held in that position for so long. “Thank you,” she whispered
against the side of his head.

He laughed, the vibration moving through his body and into
his cock still inside her. “No, thank you.”

He held himself off her with unsteady arms. “Can I interest
you in a bath? The water should still be warm.”

She looked into his eyes and nodded, a small smile curving
the edges of her mouth. He pulled out of her and her body clenched down, making
him groan. They slid into the tub together, each sighing as the water sloshed
around them. He sat against the back of the tub and pulled her over to him so
she lay in the curve of his arms with a happy sigh. The sun had sunk lower on
the horizon and now patches of green-and-amber light reflected off the bubbles
surrounding them.

They lay in silence, touching each other and listening to
the gentle hiss of bubbles popping. He kissed the side of her neck before
resting his cheek on top of her head. “I’m glad I came out here.”

“Me too.” She hugged his arms closer around her. “I have
some news.” He tensed and she quickly added, “Some good news.”

“Good for us or good for the company?”

She elbowed him gently in the ribs and turned around to face
him. “Good for us.”

He tilted his head to the side and examined her. “Okay.”

“After I, well, we, leave here I have a few things to wrap
up at work, but then I’ll be starting my six-week vacation.” His jaw dropped
and she giggled. “I thought maybe we could take the kids to Disney World and do
that Big Red Boat cruise as well.”

“Are you serious?”

She flushed at his tone of disbelief and nodded. “Yeah, and
I cut back my hours. No more sixty-hour workweeks.”

“Why?”

She narrowed her eyes at him. “What do you mean, why?”

He cupped her cheek with a wet hand. “I need to know why. I
need to hear you say the words.”

She took a deep breath, surprised at how hard it was to say.
“Because I love you, I love our family and I never want you guys to feel like
you’re my second choice.”

He nodded and stroked his thumb over her cheek. “Thank you.”

Her throat closed up but she forced the words out in a rush.
“What you said is right. I’ve been unconsciously trying to impress my father,
the man who never made it home for any of my school plays, the man who often
missed my birthday, the man who I knew less of than I did our housekeeper.” She
laid her head down on his chest, the water line lapping at her chin. “The only
time I ever got any positive feedback from him was when I won some award at
school or moved up in the company. Even then it was like he was happier about
the fact he could brag about something his daughter did rather than being happy
for me. God that’s so fucked up.”

He made a comforting sound low in his chest and stroked her
back. “You have no idea how much I disliked that man for his abuse to you and
your mother.”

She tried to pull away from him but he tugged her back into
his arms. “He never hit me.”

“No, but that might have been easier. Instead he dangled his
affection, his attention to you like a carrot. His love was never given, it had
to be earned. And God forbid if you caused a fuss, he’d freeze you out of his
life in an instant.” He hugged her so hard her breath wheezed out in protest.
“I never told you this, but before I asked you to marry me I asked for your
father’s permission.”

“I never knew that.”

“I know. I wasn’t going to let him ruin it.”

His arms gentled and she drew in a deep breath. “What did he
say?”

“He said no, that getting married would destroy any chances
of you ever making something of yourself. That he hadn’t sent you to all those
expensive schools to end up someone’s fat housewife or meal ticket.”

Her heart ached and she swallowed back her tears. “Why would
he say that? He knew how happy I was with you.” She took a deep breath and said
what she really thought, even though a small part of her mind screamed at her
for even daring to think such a thing. “What an asshole.”

“I think he knew he was losing his control over you, that
you had found someone who loved you in a way that threatened his power. He was
all geared up for a fight. I could see it in the way he looked at me, the rage
in his eyes. He wanted to push me into getting into a confrontation with him,
to have something to use against me. What he didn’t expect was my sympathy.”
His laughter held no mirth. “I told him I felt sorry for him and he was still
invited to the wedding.”

Her first instinct was to defend her father, to make up some
excuse for him like she and her mother always did. Then anger surged into her
and she splashed her hands into the bubbles with a loud smack. “I can’t believe
he did that! Why couldn’t he be happy for me? He loved me, I know he did, and
he knew I wanted to marry you.” She grew still as memories of her engagement
day came back to her. “Why didn’t you say anything to me about it? Right after
we got engaged the first thing I wanted to do was go to my parents to show my
ring off.” She turned in his arms and stroked the strands of silver in his dark
hair. “My father shook your hand and welcomed you to the family. How did you
keep from punching him in the face?”

His smile held an edge of sadness in the fading light.
“Because if I had decked that conniving bas—er, if I had hit him like I wanted
to, and believe me, I did, I would have lost you. Nothing matters more to me
than you and our family’s happiness, Summer. I love you.”

She burst out in tears and he quickly sat up, pulling her
into his arms. “Hey now, don’t cry.” He kissed the top of her head. “This isn’t
how I pictured tonight. You’re supposed to be swept off your feet, not sad.”

Words were beyond her as the stress and fear of the past
year poured out of her. “Dave, I’m so scared of losing you.” She had to clear
her throat a couple times before the next words would come out in anything but
an incoherent mumble. “I didn’t know how to fix things, I didn’t know what to
do in order to make it better.”

“This… This makes us better, stronger, Summer.” He pinched
her butt and startled a giggle out of her. “I’m not just talking about the sex,
though that was awesome, I’m talking about holding you and talking. We need to
do this more, take some time out of the day to talk when we’re both not
exhausted.”

She sniffled and scooted back from him to the other side of
the tub before twining her legs around his. “Have you met our children? When
are we not exhausted?” She wiped her cheek and her fingertips came away smeared
with mascara. “Sheesh, I’m a mess. Can you hand me that washcloth?”

He grinned and took a washcloth from the edge of the tub and
tossed it to her. “You’re beautiful, and we’ll make time. You said you have the
next six weeks off, right?”

The reminder perked her up and she stopped scrubbing her
cheeks for a moment. “That’s right, I do!”

“Well, I thought maybe we could bring the grandmothers with
us on vacation. They’d love to go to Disney World with the boys and maybe if we
bribe them they’ll even watch them so we can have an evening or two to
ourselves.”

The thought of her reserved mother ridding on Space Mountain
sent a wave of amusement washing through her, brushing aside the lingering
sadness and leaving her feeling strangely peaceful…and hungry. “Well, I don’t
know about you but good sex always works up my appetite. Want to go down to the
beach where they’re doing a clambake?”

At the mention of good sex his chest puffed out and he got a
rather satisfied look on his face. “I aim to please, ma’am.” He tipped his
imaginary hat at her before rising from the tub, the suds running trails down
the curve of his hip to his semierect cock.

The smile she gave him also felt a bit smug as she tapped
her lips and studied his steadily hardening dick. “Though if you want to stay
here I’m sure we could think of something to do.”

He stepped out of the tub and grabbed a towel, wrapping it
around his waist while scowling at the tent his erection made beneath the
fabric. “Oh no, I came here to romance you and romance you I will. You won’t
distract me with your hedonistic ways.”

She giggled as she stepped out of the tub and grabbed a
towel, slowly drying herself. “Are you sure?”

He audibly swallowed as his gaze followed the trail of the
towel on her body. “Yes. We’re going to go down and hang out long enough to be
polite and eat all their food, then we’re going for a moonlight walk on the
beach. Only this time it will be my hands touching you for real, not some
computer program.”

She grabbed another towel and stood on tiptoe to gently dry
his hair. “I guess that doesn’t sound too bad.” She stole a kiss before putting
an extra sway in her hips as she strolled, naked, out of the bathroom. “Maybe
we can grab a couple beers to take with us. It has been a long time since we’ve
had messy, drunk sex.”

He swatted her butt and she yelped, spinning around to
return the favor. As he pulled her into his arms for a kiss she said a silent
prayer of thanks for this second chance with her husband and enjoyed these
precious moments of being alive and in love.
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