	CJ didn’t want to focus another minute on work. The weekend was here, and if she spent another minute in the office, heads would roll. Heading home, she mentally washed all thoughts of work out of her head. Focusing on the weekend, which would be a quiet one, a trip to the yarn store would be in order. Enjoying a good book while knitting was on the agenda. What might be a boring Friday night to others sounded absolutely perfect to her. No drama. No headaches. No whining adults. Just peace and quiet and relaxation.
	After a hot shower, and donning into her comfortable fluffy bathrobe, she towel dried her hair, frowning at the strands of gray that stubbornly demanded an appearance. 
	“Comes with old age,” she said, patting her chin, wondering what part of her would go next.
	Her bathrobe parted and she stared at herself in the full-length mirror. “Well your not forty anymore.”
	At least she didn’t sag down to her belly button. 
	She jumped at the sound of the doorbell, then quickly fastening her robe with the matching tie at her waist, hurried to see who interrupted her Friday night of peace and quiet.
	“I’m sorry to bother you, ma’am.” The man who stood before her was so tall he blocked the view of her yard. His shaved head, broad shoulders, and muscles absolutely everywhere had her imagining one of the characters out of her book. “I’m First Class Sergeant…”
	He paused, frowning, then cleared his voice, a deep baritone that made her heart beat a little faster than a moment before. 
	“I’m Jake White,” he said, his soft brown eyes dropping to the opening in her bathrobe. “I wondered if you knew anything about the family that used to live across the street.”
	He turned, ab muscles stretching under his tight fitting shirt, and pointed to the house across the street.
	CJ had to fight to focus her thoughts. Jake White was absolutely the most perfect specimen of man she’d ever laid eyes on.
	“Those folks moved in about six months ago.” She only took a moment to glance at the house across the street—the man in front of her was a much more appealing sight. “Not sure where the family that lived there before moved.”
	“That was my family.” 
His words hit her hard. “Oh no. Would you like to come inside?”
She stepped to the side, holding her door, and watched as the magnificent man entered her home. What kind of woman would take off on a guy like this?
“Thank you.” He almost had to duck to enter her home and she noticed he reached for his head, as if accustomed to removing a hat when entering a home. “I drove three hundred miles today. I didn’t think anything when the phone was disconnected. I knew it was hard getting money back here. I’ve been gone almost two years.”
CJ nodded, feeling for the man who’d just learned he’d lost his family.
He smiled for the first time, his brown eyes warm like melting chocolate. Heat rushed through her and she adjusted the tie on her bathrobe, warmth rushing through her that she seldom felt—well maybe after reading one of the hot scenes in her romance novels. Somehow it was different when the flesh and blood—and way too many muscles—were alive and breathing less than five feet in front of her.
“Why don’t you make yourself comfortable and I’ll make you something to eat?” She gestured at her modest living room. “The remote is on the coffee table.”
“That’s real nice of you. Its weird realizing suddenly you have no where to go.”
“Well it’s the least I can do.” She thought of all the letters, the cookies, the gift boxes that she’d mailed overseas. “You’ve taken care of me, now let me take care of you.”
“Thank you.” He moved over to the couch, sitting awkwardly for a moment but then slowly relaxing, his large body taking up most of the couch. “You didn’t tell me your name.”
“CJ,” she said, hurrying into her kitchen. 
“What’s that short for?”
“They’re my initials. I use them so much at work its just kind of become a nick name.” She searched through her refrigerator, thankful for the ham and potato casserole she’d made the other day. A man his size would need a good hearty meal. “My first name is Christiane.”
“Christiane,” he said, his deep baritone making her name sound almost romantic.
After bringing him a large plate of food, complete with some of her cookies she’d made earlier in the week, she hesitated. Fumbling with her bathrobe, she left him to his meal, realizing she should put some clothes on.
Alone in her bedroom, CJ was more nervous than a school girl, suddenly wanting to find something nice to wear, something that might make him look at her the way she was drooling over him.
Sheez. What was wrong with her? She stared at her closet, at the simple dresses that hung neatly on their hangers. Fingering a few of them, they all seemed so plain, so dowdy. Guess she needed to face up to the truth. She was an old maid. The best she could offer that awesome hunk of a Marine sitting on her couch was good food and maybe some conversation. 
The heat that had lodged between her legs didn’t subside though. Maybe she wasn’t as young as she once was, but she sure wasn’t dead. Untying her bathrobe, her hand brushed over her tummy. Her fingers moved lower, stroking the tender flesh between her legs. Instantly wet, craving attention, the pressure throbbed painfully and she sighed.
Her bedroom door opened, and Jake appeared without warning. “That was the best meal I’ve had in…” He paused, his gaze dropping over her partially naked body. “I’m sorry. I should have knocked.”
Embarrassment seared her flesh, her cheeks burning so furiously she turned her back to him, quickly fumbling with her bathrobe, her fingers still damp from her cum.
“It’s okay. Umm. Thank you.” She was babbling like a complete idiot.
“You’ve been nicer to me than anyone has in a long time.” He was no longer at the door but right behind her. “I’d like to show my appreciation.”
“You would?” There was no way she could turn around. Looking down at her hands, which she’d nervously clasped together, she licked her lips, her mouth suddenly way too dry.
“Yes. Anything you want, Christiane.”
No one called her by her real name. It was always CJ. He made it sound so romantic, so erotic.
“Anything I want?” 
“Yes. Turn around.” 
Sucking in a breath, she slowly turned to face him, but instead looked at his powerful chest, rippling with muscles that were obvious even through his shirt.
With one finger, he lifted her chin. Staring into those soft brown eyes, his brooding expression brought the heat back to her cheeks. This couldn’t be happening. A scene like this played out in one of her romance novels, but not to her. Maybe she was dreaming. Maybe she’d fallen asleep while enjoying one of her books and this was just an erotic dream.
If so, damn. May she never wake up!
“You…you don’t have to thank me.” Dear Lord! What was she saying?
Please. Thank her again and again!
Again he graced her with that smile, warm and sensual, compassionate, yet not hiding a hard and dominating side that couldn’t be revealed with that powerful body.
“And if I want to?” he asked, one eyebrow rising slightly. “Would you stop me?”
“No,” she said before she could stop herself.
“Good.” He lowered his mouth to hers, barely touching her with a mere brush of lips.
She forgot to close her mouth. Damn. Her lips trembled. And her heart had taken on an erratic beat that made it very hard to breathe without panting. No doubt she would make a bumbling fool of herself, and with a man sexier than anything she’d ever read in the hundreds of books she had.
Jake’s mouth brushed over hers, as if testing waters. Then his lips closed over her bottom lip, sucking gently. Fire rushed through her with such severity, the room started spinning. Before she could think about it, her hands pressed against his chest.
“Do you know how sexy you are?” he whispered into her mouth.
That was enough to bring her down to Earth. She chuckled in spite of herself.
“I know how sexy I’m not,” she whispered back, their mouths still lingering over each other.
“You’re wrong.” He closed his mouth over hers, capturing her protest, and parted her lips. 
He tasted of her casserole and cookies. His tongue pressed past her lips and she let her head fall back, opening to him, allowing him to explore. A small growl vibrated through him, his chest muscles twitching under her hands. Strong hands gripped her waist, pulling her closer. 
She would die, absolutely pass out right there and die. Never had she experienced such strong waves of lust. The way he held her, kissed her, pressed his hard muscular body against her, she wouldn’t make it through the kiss.
When his mouth left hers, she gasped for breath, her legs suddenly unable to support her. He trailed hot, moist kisses to her neck as his hands began a slow exploration.
“So perfect,” he murmured into the sensitive part of her neck.
Obviously he hadn’t been with a woman for a long time. She hadn’t been perfect when she was in her twenties. But at the moment, she wasn’t going to argue with him.
“So are you,” she said, clinging to his shirt now. 
His hands moved under her robe, parting it, loosening the tie at her waist. Then with little effort, he slid it from her shoulders.
CJ stiffened, forcing her hands to let go of his shirt. Gasping for breath, she took a step backward, her gaze instantly falling to his jeans, and the bold erection that stretched to his belt.
“Come here.” He took her hand, his grip strong and warm, and guided her to the bed. “Lay down.”
Damn good thing he knew what he wanted, she wasn’t sure she could even form a thought at the moment. Lying down on her bed, exposed to him, her hands fluttered over her body, every inch of her burning with a need so intense the pressure inside her was about to explode.
Jake stared down at her, taking his time studying her. So tall and well built, and so damned muscular, she couldn’t take her eyes off of him. Dark eyes, like melting chocolate, devoured her. His expression was intent, serious, making her heart flutter a mile a minute.
Her gaze dropped to his hands when he reached for his shirt, slowly removing it. She gasped at the sight of his muscular, hairy chest.
“See something you like?” he asked.
“Oh hell yeah,” she breathed, commenting quickly. There was no way she could lie about it. “You’re beautiful.”
	His chuckle gave her chills. “I’m not sure I’ve ever been called that before.”
She blushed and then realized her hand had moved between her legs, caressing the spot that flared out of control, needed attention so desperately she’d started giving it to herself.
He watched her masturbate, while he began removing his jeans. They’d barely slipped down to his hips when his cock sprang free. 
Dear Lord!
Never had she even imagined a cock so large, so thick, so damned hard.
It could qualify as a lethal weapon. Not that the rest of him didn’t fit in that category too.
“Please,” she stammered, again speaking before thinking about it.
Now she was begging like a damned fool.
“I’d love to,” he whispered, stepping out of his jeans and then crawling over her on the bed.
She reached for him, but he stopped at her pussy, lowering his head so that her hands ended up on his shoulders. Hardened muscles rippled under her touch as his tongue raked over her swollen clit. She almost jumped off the damned bed.
He gripped her hips, either unaware of how long it had been since she’d been touched like that, or he didn’t care.
Sucking in a breath, she forced herself to relax, like that was an option with this magical mouth doing things to her that she’d only dreamed about. Whoever this mysterious marine was, she wasn’t going to question such a gift. Stretching her legs, feeling the pull in her inner thighs, she dared to rub his shoulders, feel the thickness of his neck, and the prickly sensation of his almost shaved hair when she ran her fingers over his head.
“Damn. You’re food to a starving man.” His whispered words tickled her soaked cunt, her cum soaking her.
“That feels…so good,” she managed to utter.
And then cried out when his tongue impaled her, lapping at her juices, stroking her inner pussy walls. A shiver tore through her, and then the dam broke, pressure exploding inside her while her body tensed. His hold on her kept her in place as her orgasm ripped through her. Aching to buck against his face, but unable to move with the way he had her pinned, she tugged at his shoulders.
“Hmm…not yet,” he whispered again into her sensitive pussy. “I want more.”
“God. I can’t take it.” Yet she wanted more too, wanted everything he could give her.
“Yes. You can.” His tongue stroked her pussy, circled her swollen clit, and then pressed against it, causing her to grab a hold of him and ride out the second orgasm that came on so hard and so fast that she couldn’t breathe.
Crying out, sent over the edge, her body jerked, her hips flailing upward as she grinded her cunt against his face.
Every inch of her throbbed like one swollen, over sensitive nerve ending, when he finally lifted his face, gazing up at her with lust-filled eyes. His mouth and cheeks glistened from her cum.
Slowly he moved over her, giving her finally the opportunity to run her fingers through his course dark hair that perfectly covered his chest. Rough and hard, like the rest of him, her mouth went dry as she breathed heavily and took in the heavenly sight.
Corded muscles twisted through his arms as he braced his arms on either side of her. His cock pressed against her soaked cunt, and then began a slow journey inside her. She arched into him, lifting her ass off the bed in her eagerness to have him fill her.
“Patience, my dear,” he told her, slowing the journey when she ached to have him inside her.
“I can’t, please,” she wailed, wanting to tell him that he tortured her worse now than he had when he’d impaled her with his tongue. It took too much effort to form the words though.
Closing his mouth, his gaze intent, he stabbed her with his huge cock, filling her so quickly and with so much force she felt it clear up to her throat.
Thrashing her head from side to side, she closed her eyes, screaming from the intensity of it as he ripped another orgasm through her so quickly she knew she’d pass out. 
Gasping for breath, determined to remain coherent so she could enjoy every moment of him, every inch of him, she raked her fingers through his thick chest hair, desperately needing something to hold on to.
His cock stretched her, filled her, stroked her inner pussy walls as he continued his journey, gliding in to her. Pressure built throughout her before her orgasm ebbed, yet another dam craving to be broken.
“You are so tight, so fucking soaked,” he said through gritted teeth.
She’d tell him it was because she hadn’t had sex in ages, but speaking seemed too much effort at the moment. When she was positive he’d split her in two, he finally began pulling out, than building a rhythm, which made the muscles in his body constrict and glide underneath his skin.
Her gaze blurred, need filling her stronger than anything she’d ever experienced, ever dreamed, ever fantasized about. Barely managing to focus on his face, he closed his eyes, arching his neck as his head fell back. 
Pounding her with more energy than a man should be allowed to have, it was all she could do to keep her legs spread, hold on to him, and breathe.
“Jake,” she cried out, her pussy constricting around him when the pressure broke inside her once again.
“God. Woman.” His teeth clenched together, the muscles in his body swelled so large, creating the odd thought in her that all of him might explode.
His cock grew, and so did his momentum. Fire burned through her as wave after wave of cum, like hot lava, flowed through her.
A growl ripped from his throat, growing until he almost howled as he exploded inside her. And he came more than she knew a man could, until their cum dripped down her ass, soaking the cover underneath her.
Feeling better than she remembered feeling in her entire life, the urge to laugh, wrap her arms around him and thank him until she cried, made her feel like a girl again.
Collapsing over her, and then shifting to the side as he pulled her into his arms, his wet cock slipped out of her.
“Want a roommate?” he asked.
Damn. She’d died and gone to heaven.
“I’m sure we can work something out.” She grinned against his chest, and he relaxed next to her.





