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For MO. Still waters run deep, my love. You are dignity and grace, genuine and true. Always, I am blessed by your friendship, forever I am grateful, humbled by your beauty, honored by your presence in my life. This one’s for you, angel face…
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Maxine Rodriguez grunted as she eyed her friend Maddie skeptically. “I think it’s great, Maddie. I can’t see why you’re having such a problem with this. I mean, Cole is a hunk and he’s in love with you.” She began another set of arm curls with her small hand weights.

Maddie rolled her eyes, “Yeah, and Albert was in love with me too, and then ten years later he wasn’t.”

Maxine blew out short, choppy breaths. “But now Cole is in love with you and you’re having the best sex of your life. I don’t see the problem.” And did I mention you’re having sex? Like normal sex with someone you can see?

No, no, she wouldn’t go there. That was not happening. It was merely a result of the battering she’d taken four months ago. Brain trauma, that’s what the doctors said. Really wicked-hot-sexual brain trauma.

“I’m afraid, Maxie. I’m nuts about this guy and I don’t want to spoil it by moving in with him.”

She thought Maddie was nuts to not move in with Cole. But then again it certainly wasn’t up to her to judge Maddie. Hell, how can you judge someone when you’re having sinfully explicit sex with the Invisible Man?
We are not thinking about that remember?

“Look Maddie, I know Albert hurt you. But tell me, mi amiga, did you ever feel like this about Albert? Not just the sex, but the emotional fulfillment of it all?”

Now she sounded like Katy, their counselor friend. Is your fulfillment bank full, Maddie? Have you made a deposit in the account of you lately?

Ugh.

Maddie shook her head. Her newly-lightened blonde hair shimmered under the lights in Maxie’s small apartment. “No, Albert never made me feel this loved without making me feel as though I owed him something.”

“Probably because he didn’t know how to love you without asking for something in return. Cole isn’t about taking from you, Maddie. He’s about enhancing what you already are. That much is evident in the way he looks at you, in how he allows you to live your life the way you choose, not how he’d like for you to live it. It sounds terribly new millennium, but it’s just the truth.”

Maddie flopped down on the couch and smiled. “Yeah, he’s pretty good about giving me all the freedom I want. Yet when I have that freedom, I’d much rather be with him.”

Maxie set her weights aside and proceeded to stretch her muscles. “I think that’s your answer then, miss. There’s also that look on your face when you say his name. So shut up and let the rest of us live in envy over your good fortune.”

Maddie grinned at her. “You know, you look great. I can’t believe how quickly you’ve recuperated.”

Maxie smiled self-consciously. “You’re avoiding the subject.” What Maddie said was true. She did look good, far better than she had in a long time. The mess four months ago helped to change her life. Who knew getting the crap kicked out of you would lead to body beautiful?

Shit, she needed to focus and not think about that. No one would ever do that to her again. Hence the workout.

Maddie grabbed her purse and headed for the front door. “Yep, I’m avoiding it and I’m really good at that.” She waved over her shoulder. “Bye Maxie. I love ya and I’ll see you and the other two nut jobs later this week for lunch.”

Maxie giggled at her friend’s parting shot. Katy and Victoria were not nut jobs. Well okay, she conceded mentally, Victoria was. They were the other half of this crazy group they’d formed over a divorced women’s meeting. Maddie affectionately called them the Ex-files.

She never would have survived these past four months if not for the nut jobs that made up the Ex-files. Divorce was alien -- and so were their ex’s.

Sighing, Maxie gathered her weights and put them in the hall closet.

Silence.

Sometimes the silence frightened her more than anything else had these past months. It meant she was alone and she was just that more often than not.

Shrugging it off, she flipped the TV on and went to shower, refusing to think about the silence and the Invisible Man.

Brain trauma, that’s what it was. A screw loose, nothing more.

It was some damn screw.

* * *

A tongue, long and silken, separated the folds of her flesh, slashing out in quick thrusts to tease her clit. Her hips rose, welcoming the sweet caress, silently begging for more. It became more insistent, delving into her wet desire, taking long passes, stroking the swollen nub.

Maxie’s hands reached downward to cradle the thick head of hair between her thighs, scraping her nails through it. Shifting to her heels, she used them to push her toward the tongue, rocking on it, riding it.

A soft chuckle met her ears, low and hungry, as the tongue continued to lick. Hands found the front of her thighs, gliding over them, kneading them firmly. Fire ripped through her cunt as the hands lifted her, sliding beneath her ass to press her firmly to the tongue that feasted on her, slipping in and out of her needy, aching flesh.

Soft whimpers slipped from her lips as she felt the onslaught of orgasm. Maxie pulled back, needing to savor this, wanting it to last. The tongue eased its pressure. The hands slowly laid her back on the bed, knowing instinctively she wanted reprieve.

Fingers, thick and sure, slipped inside her. The tongue lay flat against her clit, resting, only to begin the slow rasp again. Her arms rose above her head, gripping the spindles of her bed as she willed herself to remain still.

Her nipples beaded tightly as the fingers increased the pace, thrusting into her slick pussy. “Ahhhh…” she cried out when the lips that nibbled at her wrapped around her clit and suckled. Maxie could hear the soft slurp of her flesh being pleasured and it brought the rush of her blood to her ears.

Harder. Lick me harder. The tongue obeyed, lashing out, dragging through her slick folds until she gasped for breath and rammed her hips at the tongue.

Sharp pangs of heat stabbed at her cunt. A rush of brilliant fire licked her clit. Maxie came long and hard, biting her lower lip to keep from screaming.

The tongue swept over her belly, grazed her ribs, licked the underside of her breast, found her nipples, tight and wanting.

They suckled, laving her, tugging her nipple away from her body, making her arch into the mouth that enveloped her.

She wouldn’t open her eyes, because if she did this dream would be over and she might miss the chance to feel the gloriously hard cock thrust into her as it had for several weeks now. Afraid to speak for fear it would disappear in a puff of smoke, she lay silent, allowing the dream to spread her legs wide, fondling her clit, just before it slipped its thick cock in her. Gracefully, it plunged deep, bringing a gasp from between her lips at the invasion of heated flesh.

“Oh…” she groaned, moving her hands to the thick muscles that strained beneath her touch. Arms gathered her close, her breasts crushed against the wide chest of the dream as it rocked within her. Wrapping her legs around the tapered waist of this dream that pumped into her, she clutched the head buried in her neck. Kisses, urgent and quick, scattered over her jaw and along her chin to find her lips.

A stab of white-hot heat shot through her veins when his tongue entered her mouth, stroking her lips, chasing her own tongue with swift licks. Maxie scooted down further on the bed, raising her legs high, reveling in the complete possession the dream took of her body.

She arched her neck into the kiss, bowing her back as her clit scraped the crisp hair above the cock that drove her to madness. Her fingers dug into the flesh of shoulders that rippled beneath her touch. She clenched them as she thrust at the hips that crashed into hers, milking the cock inside her.

Sweet hot release came quickly on a rush of heat and a violent wave of shudders, racking her body, tearing through her as she screamed into the mouth that covered hers in orgasm. The cock shuddered, thick and hot, as the dream, too, found its own pleasure.

Gentle kisses soothed her eyelids, drawing her back as her breathing steadied. Maxie felt the dream begin to pull away and silently her mind resisted it.

Carajo, can’t you stay? Stay until I won’t know you’re gone?

The hard body relaxed into hers, melting against her. Maxie slipped her arms under those of the dream and nestled her head in his neck. Inhaling his scent, she sighed as her hands slowly caressed the back of the dream that held her until she slept once more.

* * *

That was not a dream. If it wasn’t a dream and it wasn’t real, she had a nasty leak that no plumber could fix. The round circular spot in the middle of the bed was not her imagination. Tearing the sheets from her bed, Maxie threw them in the laundry basket.

She’d slept in the wet spot… Didn’t that figure? Even a dream left behind a wet spot.

She was decidedly losing her mind. What did Maddie call it? Flipping a nut. She loved the American slang Maddie taught her. She’d been here in the states most of her life. Her accent was light, but most of her time was spent with other Puerto Ricans. Maddie’s take on life, her terminology, cracked Maxie up.

Yes, her nuts were officially flipped and she couldn’t tell anyone or they’d take her nuts to the psych ward. But what a way to go. Maxie shivered at the memory of last night’s brain trauma induced orgasm.

Brain trauma, she snorted. There was no other explanation according to her therapist -- the only person alive she’d told thus far. The only person who wouldn’t label her certifiable, not yet anyway.

Maxie sat at the edge of the bed and began a series of leg lifts while she tried not to panic about having passionate, unbridled sex with a figment of her imagination.

Most women had BOBs. Not Maxie. She had the man without a face.

All right, there was nothing wrong with that. She’d suffered a great deal since her ex-husband’s beating -- a beating that nearly took her life and left her more determined than ever not to be a victim.

So, maybe her mind’s way of handling the stress was to have… sex? That made little or no sense at all. If anything, she should be frightened half out of her mind over anyone touching her, let alone another man. Not after Juan, not after what he’d done.

Fuck Juan, Maddie would say.

Yes, fuck Juan. Juan who couldn’t be found, and who had left behind not only his puta, but his obligation to pay his ex-wife her alimony.

Maxie looked down at her thighs, lightly honed now and buffer from the leg lifts. Her olive skin had taken on a healthier glow and her hair had grown out to her shoulders. Physical therapy and a strict workout regiment had given her the tools she needed for a stronger body.

Now, if she could only work on her sick, sexually overactive mind.

Brain trauma… Hah!

* * *

He slipped into her apartment silently. A wisp of black smoke evaporated in the wake of the trail he left as he entered her bedroom. Jumping on her bed with a whoosh of air, his big body landed gleefully in the middle of it. Her nightgown was on the pillow. Snatching it up, he sniffed the silky garment. The very same garment she’d worn last night when he’d used his cock to pleasure her.

His cock stiffened with the memory. “Ah, Maxie, you smell of me and my most virile lovemaking.”

He grinned stupidly, but that grin faded when he was reminded of his fate. Maxie couldn’t see him. She would never know the beauty of his face. The hard contours of his body in the light of day.

I see vanity troubles you little.

Kellen grunted. Vanity wasn’t the case. He knew his hard beauty was admirable. Vanity wasn’t a theory he oft pondered.

Often Kellen. You do not often ponder. Must I always remind you of the ways in the year two thousand and four? his conscience corrected.

“Often,” he repeated. Running a hand through his hair, he sighed as he lay on Maxie’s bed and silently bemoaned his fate. Cursed. He was cursed by a jealous wench who found his roving eye and curious hands worthy of punishment. Clenching his fists tightly he ground his teeth.

You were, after all, quite the rogue, Kellen. Seems only fitting that a man with appetites such as your own would soon find himself -- how shall we say -- in the way of the new millennium -- stuck between a rock and a hard place.

Kellen scoffed. So he’d liked a wench or two --

Women, Kellen, women. Women who will slap you senseless if you address them as such!

“Women,” he said aloud. In his time he’d had many. Until one became rather irate and cursed him to a fate that now was the bane of his existence…

Until Maxie.

Avenging women -- wronged by cads such as he -- was not entirely without its pitfalls. Frankly, “it sucked,” as he’d heard the popular term often used for disdain of the highest order. Kellen merely enjoyed the pleasures of the flesh. Never would he harm a woman physically. The thought made his blood boil. To be compared to such filth was incomprehensible to him. Yet avenge he did.

This new world offered much for him to avenge -- women raped or beaten by men who were nothing more than the dirt beneath his feet. Those men paid the price in darkened alleys and dimly lit streets, where Kellen gave them a taste of their own medicine.

He smiled as he mentally coined the phrase for revenge. He was hip and… and…

Cool…

Yes, cool. Which meant hip not cold, he reminded himself.

But it was a lonely existence with nothing but his conscience to keep him company.

Until Maxie…

From the moment he saw her lying helplessly in her hospital bed, he’d vowed to avenge her suffering. Maxie’s near lifeless form sent unexplained fury, thick and hot, coursing through his veins, angering him beyond all reason. This was the worst case he’d ever had to avenge. Her gentle beauty compelled him to watch her recovery as he hunted for this swine, Juan. Her lush form compelled him to reach out one night, graze her skin and rest his tongue on a tightened nipple.

Kellen was sure this went against every restriction placed upon his curse, yet he cared not. Nothing of serious import had befallen him thus far, and so he continued. Night after night, he came to Maxie, spreading the sweet flesh of her womanly place, delving his needy tongue into the musky recesses, sliding his ever-stiff cock into her.

Maxie thought he was a dream.

Hah! What dream might bring such pre-connubial bliss?

Again, Kellen, I call you on your vanity. ‘Tis in need of a reining in -- of the highest order.

“I speak only the truth. I feel her thoughts and she has made my state of manhood quite clear. I am ‘el supremo’ in the sack,” Kellen proclaimed to no one quite proudly. He gathered this was a good notion. Certainly she was like no other wench -- er, woman -- he’d ever known. Just her smell alone made him mad with want.

If only she could see him as he saw her. How long was he doomed to this hell? It had been five years, according to this new world’s calendar, since he was so rudely thrust into this strange place of microwaves and cars and money markets.

Kellen rested the silken garment on his chest, rubbing it between his fingers. Strange longing to hear his name on Maxie’s lips coursed through him.

For now he would settle for clandestine nights with Maxie writhing beneath his hips. Tonight he would take her as his once more, whilst finding the answer to this predicament. 

Methinks your cock is not the answer, my good man.

Kellen sighed. But it made the journey that much more pleasurable.

Chapter 2

There was nothing Maxie loved more than “Divorcée’s Anonymous” group night out. They frequented the same place each week, mostly because Maxie loved to karaoke. Since she’d met Maddie Blake, Katy Jennings, and Victoria Rawlings, her life had changed in so many ways. If not for their love and support, she never would have survived her divorce and the eventual final beating from Juan, her ex-husband.

Tonight she just didn’t feel up to par. Her mind was elsewhere… like her bedroom.

“What’s the matter, Maxie? Aren’t you up for a little Bonnie tonight?” Maddie inquired with a smile.

Maxie waved her off absently with a faint smile. “I’m just not in the mood tonight, I guess.”

“Darling, how can this be?” Victoria clucked. “Nothing keeps you from Bonnie Tyler. What would group night out be if not for ‘Total Eclipse of the Heart’?”

Maxie just couldn’t get into it tonight. And nothing kept her from her karaoke.

“You look tired, Maxie. Are you sleeping well?” Katy asked. “Have you been finding some ‘me time’?”

If you only knew the kind of “me time” I’m having, honey.

Victoria snickered at Katy. “Yes, Maxie, are you filling up your bank of you? Making regular deposits in the checking account of self-esteem?”

Maxie was even too tired to fight with Victoria. “Yes.”

Maddie put her arm around and hugged her. “What’s wrong, Max? Tell us.”

How could she tell them her brain trauma consisted of hot sex with the Invisible Man? Carajo! They would think she was nuts if she told them about the wet spot that she damn well knew was there. She just couldn’t explain it.

“Something is obviously bothering you, Maxie. You know you can share anything with us.” Katy’s cornflower blue eyes beseeched Maxie’s. Her counselor’s cap was on and she was ready to heal Maxie one wing-nut delusion at a time.

Maxie sighed. Well, if she sounded like a nut so be it. “I had sex.” She threw it out to them as if she’d just had her car washed.

Maddie spilled her drink.

Victoria’s chair tipped backward.

Katy’s eyebrows rose half way up her head.

Jeez, it wasn’t the second coming. Well, not really, anyway. Although, there had been plenty of coming.

Maddie mopped at the table with napkins while Victoria picked herself back up off the floor.

Katy cleared her throat. “Who did you have sex with, Maxie?” Her words were stiff and slow. Calculated, obviously, to keep herself in check.

Maxie looked at Katy. “You sound so surprised. I can have sex. If Maddie can have sex, I can too.” So there. Maddie wasn’t the only hot number in town.

“No one said you couldn’t have sex, Maxie. But you never mentioned seeing anyone. So we’re just wondering,” Maddie assured her.

Victoria snorted, twirling her pink umbrella in her drink. “Yes, do tell, Maxie. It isn’t every day you have sex. Indulge us.”

“Don’t be snide, Victoria. Maxie needs a safe, loving environment to share in,” Katy chastised.

Maddie reached over and put her hand over Victoria’s mouth. “Maxie, honey, if you don’t want to tell us, it’s okay.”

Maxie put her chin in her hands, leaning her elbow on the table. “Well, I can’t really explain it, but the therapist said it might be brain trauma. I think I’m going out of my mind.” There, now she’d told another human being besides her therapist. She looked at her friends inquiringly.

They looked back.

Bewildered pretty much covered it.

She sighed and just dove in. There really was no other way. “Look, I’ve been having these really vivid dreams of a man, who I can’t see or speak to for the excruciating pleasure he creates, who comes to my room every night and makes love to me. The most incredible, sensual, exquisite love…”

Victoria pushed Maddie’s hand from her mouth. “Darling, you-are-off-your-rocker.”

Katy gasped. “Victoria, stop that right now, or you know what I’ll make you do,” she warned.

Oooh, Katy was angry. Victoria was going to have to go to the thinking spot, Maxie thought. HAH!

“Hey, Maxie, what kind of brain trauma causes this kind of vivid dream? I think Victoria could use a good whack upside her head,” Maddie cracked wise.

“Maddie…” Katy shook her finger at Maddie.

“Shut up, Maddie. Just because Cole is doing you six ways ‘til Sunday doesn’t mean you’re superior!” Victoria yelled.

Maxie jumped up out of her chair, slamming her hands on the table, “Both of you shut up! I’m losing my mind and you’re fighting about who has the most sex!”

Maxie flopped back in her chair and slumped into it as they all grew silent and the patrons of the bar stared at Maxie.

Maddie broke the silence first. “I’m sorry, Max. I wasn’t making fun of you. I know this has been a really rough time. I’ll shut up and you can tell us what’s going on.” Maddie raised her hands palms facing Maxie. “I swear, no judgments from me, okay?”

Victoria remained silent.

“VICTORIA.” Katy said her name with a warning attached that brooked no dispute.

“I’msorrytoo. All right?” Victoria spat out rapidly, shooting a narrow-eyed look at Katy.

Maxie bowed her head. “I know it sounds crazy. But it’s so real. I mean, I… well… I’m almost afraid to speak. Because I’m afraid he’ll just vanish.”

“How can he vanish if he’s not there, Maxie?” Katy cocked her head and gave Maxie the hundred-dollar-an-hour therapy look.

Maxie sighed in exasperation. “But it’s just like he is there, Katy. I’ve never opened my eyes and words fail me. It’s that real. It’s like he knows what I’m thinking, too. Faster, slower, hard… er…” Maxie trailed off. That was too much information, better known as TMI. Her cheeks flushed.

Victoria’s eyes began to bulge. “Okay, this… well… this is just like your therapist said. Brain trauma. I didn’t know it could induce your own personal love slave, but hey, if it works, what the hell?”

Maddie nodded her head. “It beats BOB any day of the week.”

Maxie smiled. It did beat BOB, and Frank and Joe and any other guy she could remember with her limited sexual history. Juan was her husband for fifteen years and she’d never experienced this kind of sexual satisfaction. Of course, that could probably be because he was off screwing that puta, while he reassured Maxie that sex was a sacred act. Not to mention kinda boring where Juan was concerned.

Strangely, Maxie felt nothing but disgust and a bit of lingering fear for Juan. That had not been the case in the beginning of her divorce. Back then she’d mourned the loss of what she knew and Juan was all she knew.

He’d beaten her often in their marriage, but she’d always been afraid to leave him, because being beaten meant she wasn’t alone. Always hoping the next beating was the last. Praying he would stop, foolishly loving him anyway.

Until he left her for another woman. Thankfully, God hadn’t given them children. She’d cried a lot over that, but now in the long run it was better. It’d taken a lot of therapy and finally talking about how she’d felt married to Juan to come this far. Therapy she would never have had, if it hadn’t been for that final beating. Self-defense classes taught her to find her own personal safety zone, her limits, and her instincts.

She’d shed most of her fear over Juan. She could handle herself now. Maxie refused to live waiting for Juan to crawl out from under his rock. Now she taught other women how to feel that way too. She loved her job teaching self-defense courses. Besides, no one could find Juan. So maybe justice wasn’t in the big picture.

“I don’t know, maybe I am losing my mind or maybe it really is brain trauma. I have to admit, it’s the best thing that’s happened to me since this whole mess. So if it isn’t real, then I say to quote Maddie, let me be a ‘flippin’ nut’.”

Maddie smiled at Maxie. “You are not a flippin’ anything. Keep talking to your counselor and one of these days ask this dream who the hell he thinks he is, showing up at all hours of the night for a booty-call.”

They all laughed at that.

As Maxie prepared to go home for the night, she felt a shiver of anticipation over her Invisible Man.

Oy, as Maddie would say.

She needed a plan.

* * *

“Ahh…” Maxie moaned as the tongue found her breast, licking the nipple to a stiff peak. The now familiar finger dipped into her pussy, slipping in and out of the moist folds. Maxie rose on her elbows, letting her neck fall back and her nipple thrust into the warm mouth against the fiery hot tongue that laved her.

She spread her legs, welcoming the callused thumb that fondled her clit.

Oh, just a moment more, she thought.

A low rumble from somewhere in the room sounded almost amused to her ears. The cock that brought her to heights unknown began its own exploration. The finger left her body as the cock teased her clit and the lips caressed her other nipple.

Maxie rolled her hips, seeking the delicious friction, writhing beneath the body that pressed to hers. The mouth worked over the arch of her neck, settling in the hollow, nibbling.

She couldn’t speak for the pleasure. Oh, GOD.

Her hand clutched the sheet beside her. She felt the hard nub of the stiff shaft that rested beside her. Caressing it, she toyed with the smooth surface… And BAM!

Maxie flipped the little metal switch on her remote and turned on every light in the room.

The head that night after night rested so gently between her legs snapped up. Gazing down at her were the deepest chocolate brown eyes she’d ever seen, filled with many emotions she quickly identified.

Surprise, shock, and more surprise.

Maxie’s voice had suddenly gone AWOL. She knew she had the deer in the headlights look, but she couldn’t move her tonsils. A thousand thoughts screamed through her brain. One of which was to yell as loudly as she could for help.

Help me. The most fabulous man I’ve ever seen is assaulting me. Please, tell him to remove his luscious body from mine or I can’t be held responsible for my next big “O”.

The chocolate brown eyes searched hers. Now he looked confused, as if she were the whack-job. Maxie’s breathing steadied momentarily. She took a deep gulp of air, filling her lungs, and then let loose.

Like really loose, in Spanish, forgetting where she was and seeking the comfort of her native tongue out of fear. “Y quien carajo eres tu, ah? Que clase de loco se trepa en la cama de una mujer inocente… sin previo aviso… haciendole… haciendole ‘cosas’ cada noche…”

He cocked his head again in question.

In English, Maxie.

She shook her head and repeated it in English. “Who the hell are you? What kind of psycho climbs into an innocent woman’s bed every night and brings her to orgasm without at least giving her advance warning?”

Oh, carajo, that didn’t quite come out as convincingly-forceful as she’d meant it to.

“Get off of me or I’ll scream so loud you’ll wish you were deaf and if you aren’t deaf when I’m done, I’ll scream some more. Then the police will come and bring big guns to shoot you DEAD! Your blood will spill all over my carpet and I’ll have to have it cleaned and that will make me very angry,” she hissed.

He continued to eye her, evidently puzzled.

“Get off of ME!”

The body of her dreams withdrew from her, leaving her naked and vulnerable. Maxie grabbed the sheet and dragged it with her as she flew off the other side of the bed and looked for something to throw at him.

Arrogantly he stood across from her, his thick thighs spread in a wide stance. Arms that bulged with muscle crossed over a wide chest. Thick black hair, pulled away from his face, accented cheekbones, razor sharp and flushed with color. The firm line of his lips compressed. Maxie’s eyes were drawn to his cock still thick with desire.

Whoa. That’s impressive equipment…

His dark eyebrow rose as if he waited expectantly.

Maxie tightened the sheet around her. “Who are you?” she fairly screamed. “If you don’t speak now, I’ll call the police and they’ll arrest you.”

He sighed, appearing rather bored. “I believe we are well acquainted, Maxie.” His brogue was lilting. Irish? What did she know -- she was Puerto Rican. She heard everything with an accent.

Hookay, and he knew her name. He was a psycho. “I do not know you and if I don’t get some kind of an explanation pronto, you’re headed for the pokey!”

His black head cocked to the side. “Pokey? I am unfamiliar with this… Ah, well, never mind. You may not know me, but your body knows mine well.” He grinned at her. “Come back to the mating bed and I shall refresh its memory.”

The mating bed? The fucking mating bed?

Maxie spied her umbrella from the corner of her eye, sitting by her closet. Backing up, she grabbed it and pointed the tip at him threateningly. “I will not get in the mating bed with you or any other bed for that matter. Who the hell are you?”

“I am Kellen.” His answer was calm, assured, with that touch of arrogance.

As if that cleared everything all up.

He was Kellen. It’s always nice to have the name of the guy that sneaks into your bed every night and does you like a wild boar in heat! Oh, this was insane. How could this be brain trauma? He was as real as the day was long, and his package was as long as the day was real.

“Okay, Kellen,” she let her tone drip with sarcasm, “Where the hell do you come from and how do you get in here every night to boink my brains out?” Maxie loved that word… boink. She loved the way it rolled off her tongue. Maddie used it all the time and it cracked her up.

Focus, Maxie.

Pursing his lips he asked, “Boink?”

Maxie sighed in exasperation as she held him at umbrella point. “Yes, BOINK, hot pants. Do the nasty, get naked.” What did Victoria call it? Schtupp! “Schtupp,” she yelled. “You know, get in the mating bed and make some waves!”

Kellen chuckled. “Ah, yes the mating bed. If you would but venture back in, I know all of your fears will fade.”

“I will not get back in. How did you get in my bedroom?”

Kellen flopped back on the bed and grinned at her. “‘Twas simple. Yet, ‘tis my understanding that you will find it most difficult to comprehend.”

Maxie waved the umbrella under his nose. “Try me.”

“I would ask that you lay down your weapon, wench, and sit here beside me. I believe the term is ‘pull up a seat’ as you will need one.” His big hand with the long tapered fingers patted the bed beside him.

Maxie shook the umbrella at him once more. “I will not pull up anything,” she growled with as much menace as she could muster and hiked the sheet around her. “Spit it out, or I’m calling the cops.”

Kellen shrugged his big shoulders and sighed. “All right, but ye must remember I have warned ye.”

Ye have been warned? Ye? Oh, he was nuts!

“Ye?”

Kellen spat in exasperation. “I oft… often forget where it is I am and slip into the language I have always known. I forget I am in the year two-thousand-four. Though I am quite well versed in your language.” He smiled, obviously quite pleased with himself. “I am Kellen, a Celtic warrior from the year two-hundred-fifty-two A.D. A curse was placed on my head and that curse sent me here to your time. I was sent to avenge wronged women as punishment. I have lived in the shadows for five years now, and until this very moment, no one was able to see me. I don’t quite know how ye… you are able to. Nonetheless, you can, and this is most exciting news for me.”

Maxie’s eyes rolled upward. “And I’m Tito Puente. Give me the straight story or I’ll call the police, but not before I kick your ass. I teach self-defense and I’m not afraid of you.”

“This, M’Lady, is the straight story.” He crossed his fingers over his heart. “If you insist, I can demonstrate for ye. But I fear for your heart and what it may do, whilst I show ye.”

Why didn’t she feel afraid? Certainly, a measure of fear came from finding a man of this magnitude in your bed -- a man who’d boinked the life out of her for weeks now. Who claimed he was a Celtic warrior from the year two-hundred-fifty-two A.D. of all things. If nothing else, he got a big fat ten for originality. Oh, maybe she did have brain trauma. He could be a serial killer or a delusional maniac, or, or…

Maxie let the tip of the umbrella rest on his thigh. “Why have you been breaking into my bedroom?”

He lifted the tip of the umbrella and gave it a tug, pulling her toward him with it. Maxie stumbled and fell on the bed, landing on top of him. Kellen caught her in his arms and dragged her over his chest, skillfully rolling over and laying on top of her. She lost the sheet along the way. His chocolate brown eyes twinkled. “Methinks the answer is obvious, M’Lady. I find you irresistible. I would be nothing short of daft if I let a chance to, er, boink ye pass me by.”

Maxie struggled against the strong hands that held her arms above her head. She didn’t take those self-defense classes for nothing. With a swift lift of her knee, she went for his crotch, but he was quicker, blocking her attempt to give him a good shot to the groin.

“Ah, a feisty wench,” he growled. “It makes my blood sing.”

And that thing between his legs was singing too, because it twitched against her pinned thigh. “Look, you lunatic, let me go! I swear I’ll --”

Her complaint was silenced by the hard press of his lips.

Oh, those lips. She found hers opened just a bit, letting his tongue in.

No, no, no! She would not be swayed by Conan the Barbarian’s tongue. Twisting her head, she tore her lips from his. “Stop it right now, warrior boy! I want you to get off me now and let me figure this out!”

Conan nipped at her neck instead, nuzzling her ear and rimming the shell with his tongue. “I believe I told you I would show you, but you were not responsive to my offer.”

God, that tongue, sweeping over her ear, whispering to her in a husky rumble. Her nipples tightened against her will, scraping his smooth chest as she found her body arching into his.

She twisted her head away again. “Stop this now! I want to know what the hell is going on and I want to know NOW! Put your tongue back in your head and cut it out!”

She wriggled away and this time he let her, rolling to his side and propping himself up on his elbow. “Go on then, ask your questions so we might finish this and your lips will be put to better use.” Kellen grinned again.

“You are the most arrogant man. I never thought I’d meet anyone more arrogant than Juan, but you take the cake!”

Kellen’s face distorted in anger, his nostrils flaring. “Never, never compare me to that swine, Juan!” he thundered, letting her go, sitting up and narrowing his eyes. “He shall pay for what he did to ye. Mark my words as a warrior!”

Maxie’s eyes flew open wide. “How do you know Juan?” she whispered.

“I do not know the pig personally, but I know of him and what he has done to ye. I told you my purpose in your world. To avenge wronged women. Punishing Juan falls into that category.” His brogue thickened with each word.

Yes, he’d mentioned something about avenging… But why was he avenging her and who the hell told him she needed an avenger? Okay, she’d play nice with the psycho. “Why are you avenging women, Kellen, more specifically me?”

“I have not the answer to that question. I only know I hear the name of the woman in need whispered on the wind. I merely answer the call.”

Hookay, he was a couple of barks shy of a dog. “You hear it on the wind? So, you heard my name on the wind? You -- are -- a -- LUNATIC!” she yelled at him, backing further away.

Kellen’s dark eyes grew darker. “I told ye, ye would not believe me. What I speak is the truth.” He had that “so there” look in his eyes.

Maxie crossed her eyes at him. “What sane person would believe you? And who calls anyone ye?”

“What would ye have me call ye then, Maxie?”

Sticking her tongue out at him she mocked, “It’s you. Y-o-u.”

He said the word, “You. Does this satisfy ye, er, you, wench?”

Maxie waved him off. “Okay, so let me get this straight. You were cursed, right? Must have been some curse.”

He nodded his dark head.

“Who cursed you and why?” she asked suspiciously.

Kellen sucked in his cheeks. “A witch. A jealous witch.” He clamped those yummy lips shut.

Ah, now we’re getting somewhere. A girlfriend maybe? Did he lose his mind when she broke up with him? “And why was she jealous, Kellen?”

“Ack, simply because I did not find her to my liking,” he spat.

Uh-huh. “So you cheated on her?” Maxie challenged.

Kellen lifted his chin. “I know this word cheat. No, I did not cheat on her. We were not betrothed.”

Betrothed? She hadn’t heard that word since the last historical romance novel she’d read. “Betrothed, huh? So you weren’t going to marry her when you were done in the old mating bed then?”

“My intent was never to marry…” He sounded just a bit guilty.

“So you were playing the field and you got caught?”

“Playing the field?”

Oh, he was very good at this. “You were in many mating beds and she caught you.”

He had the decency to blush, the color staining his cheekbones. “Possibly.”

“Ahah! You were a lying, cheating pig. That figures.” Maxie shook her finger at him.

“I did not tell falsehoods, M’Lady. I merely did not tell.”

Maxie pushed at his shoulder. “Oh, c’mon, Conan, that’s lying by omission and you know it. This poor woman was led astray by your big, hunky body and your… your… mating bed prowess.”

Kellen smiled smugly. “She knew I was not interested in the marriage bed with her, Maxie. Alas, I am interested in the mating bed with ye,” he sighed. “You.” His wicked grin widened.

“Well, Don Juan, guess what? I am not interested in the mating bed with you! Now quit pussy footin’ around and get to the point. She slapped a curse on you because you were a jerk. Sure wish I knew how to pull that off. I can think of someone who deserves a curse or two. So now you’re here in the year two-thousand-four, and you’re trying to pass off this load of garbage about hearing women’s names on the wind. I should have bought popcorn for this. It’s better than any movie I could have rented at Blockbuster.”

He remained silent.

“Well, c’mon. Tell me how you got here and what this all has to do with me.”

“I know not what this has to do with you, other than I heard your name on the wind and I came. I found you in hospital, badly beaten. I promised I would avenge your suffering and I shall. Juan will not hide forever. I do not know the details of my arrival to your year two-thousand-four. I only know after the curse was placed, I awoke here. I was an apparition until just this day. I could not be seen by anyone. ‘Twas decidedly lonely for someone like me who enjoys the company of others.”

Maxie snorted. “Apparently you enjoyed the company of the wrong others, bucko. How did you know what the curse was? How did you know you had to avenge women and how many women do you have to avenge before you’ve paid your debt?”

“I know not the answer to this mystery. I only know her words before she sent me here. She rather loudly shouted her intent hither and yon in the town square for all to hear. I was doomed to roam the earth in an invisible form in a foreign land. A cad as handsome as myself deserved no human form, for I was vain. In my invisible form, I would avenge the wronged women of this strange land, to pay compensation for all of the women I had wronged. I remember little else but scoffing at her publicly, taking my leave, partaking of mead, and going back to my castle. This is where I woke up and where I have been for five of your calendar years. No one will miss me, but mayhap the wenches.” He smiled smugly. “My family is dead. I have but me to care for.” He paused, pursing his lips. “I have roamed your land, strange though it might be, learned your customs, and answered the call of the wind.”

Well, that was quite a story. She’d found herself so immersed in his crap she forgot to breathe. “Sounds like you got what you deserved. That’ll teach you to hop from mating bed to mating bed, now won’t it. Tell me, do you sleep with all of your avenged women? And that still doesn’t explain how you got into my bedroom. Is this like some magic cad thing?”

“I do not find your sharp tongue amusing. It may well be snatched from your mouth should you try my patience, Maxie.”

Maxie bristled, “Don’t you threaten me, or I’ll dig up this witch and have her put a double whammy on you. A big fat mojo.”

Kellen laughed. “I know not of this whammy, but I fear not this witch. I would welcome the chance to avenge my curse.”

“Yeah, yeah. You’re a big warrior doing all that avenging. Looks to me like she showed you who’s boss. So how did you get in here, Conan? How did you get in my room?”

“I offered to display my talents.”

Maxie yawned, oddly no longer frightened. She was beginning to feel rather sorry for this poor misguided fool. “Yeah, you did. So go ahead while I get the phone to call the police, because if you’re not nuts, then I am and they may as well take me away right now. So go ahead. Show me your stuff.”

“Now you must promise me that you will not scream, Maxie. It offends my ears.”

Maxie settled back on a pillow, reaching for the phone. “Okay, no screaming.”

Kellen slipped off the bed and turned off the lights. Maxie watched his big frame intently. The air became still, thick and oppressive. “Pay attention, Maxie, watch…”

Oh, she watched all right. She watched him stand beside the bed, disappear into a puff of black smoke, and slip through her bedroom window.

Maxie gulped hard. She was -- oh, what did Victoria say?

Discombobulated. Yes, discombobulated.

That was it. Totally and completely discombobulated.

Chapter 3

“Maxine! Maxine, ‘tis I, Kellen. Awake!” he yelled in her ear.

He’d killed her. She lay lifeless on the bed, her head slumped to the side. Raven hair spilled on the pillow. Kellen gave it a tug. “Maxine, I order you to awaken!” Scooping her up in his arms, he pulled her close, running his hands over the soft lips he so loved to kiss.

You have taken the proverbial cake this time, Kellen. She is certainly not limp from desire, his conscience took pleasure in reminding him.

Her heart beat steadily beneath his hand. She lives. I have but frightened her. Breathing a sigh of relief, he laid her gently on the bed. Her naked form stirred his shaft to new and unseemly proportions. Maxie’s breasts rose and fell, making his tongue tingle to taste the sweet buds.

Methinks this is not the proper moment for pre-connubial bliss, Kellen, his conscience warned.

I did warn her, did I not? ‘Tis quite frightful to watch one disappear as spectacularly as I.

Yes, oh great master, disguised as a puff of smoke.

You mock me…

Of course I mock you, fool! She lies in a state of unconsciousness whilst you sing your praises.
Kellen climbed in beside her and gathered her near. “Ah, Maxie, I am a most grand sight, wouldn’t you agree? I didn’t mean to frighten you, merely show you the truth.”

Maxie stirred, pushing against his chest, and mumbled. Her lips moved against his chest.

“Getthehelloffofmeyoulunatic.”

Kellen tilted her chin up with a finger. “What say you, wench?”

Maxie looked up at him and smiled sweetly. “I said, get the hell off of me you lunatic.” She pinched his nipple for added emphasis.

Kellen closed his arms around her tighter. “Now surely you don’t mean that. Look at how our bodies cling to one another.”

“I am not clinging… I am being forced to cling.”

Kellen chuckled. “Would you have me gone? Out in the cold, harsh world, alone?” He nibbled her neck, hoping all was not lost and he might still have time to boink. Yes, boink. He liked that word.

Licking at her neck, he cupped her breast, letting the weight lay in his hands. Thumbing her nipple elicited a sigh with her breathy tone of contentment. Kellen’s cock greeted her with a rousing jolt of pure pleasure. Slipping along her neck, he trailed kisses over her collarbone and across her shoulder, waiting to hear protests from above him.

Clasping her by the waist, he slithered down her body and sipped at her nipple, nuzzling it with his nose. Maxie groaned and her back bowed, thrusting the nipple nearer his lips.

Oh, this woman. Would he never have enough of her ripe breasts and the sweetness between her thighs? Kellen tugged her nipple to his mouth, rolling his tongue over it, lapping at the tight bud until she thrust her hips forward, her thigh resting over his.

“Ah, Maxie, you would deny this pleasure between us?” He trailed a finger between the folds of her sweet flesh, groaning at the wet, hot desire there. “You cannot deny this, Maxie,” he moaned against her breast.

“I have to -- this is crazy,” she said as she dug her hands into his hair. “I’m still not sure what happened. One minute you were there and the next you were gone.”

Kellen ran his hands over her plump, firm bottom, kneading her, pulling her close to his belly. “Methinks you must give in to the desire for the mating bed, Maxie. I assure you, you are not, as you say, crazy. Nor is this desire you feel for me.” Kellen flicked his tongue over her other nipple, as her hands clenched his ears, offering her breast to him. “I can stop if you wish it, Maxie. You must but tell me so,” he teased, as he lingered by the erect bud.

“Oh, Kellen,” she gasped. “I think this giving in to the mating bed thing might be okay, for now. If I’m crazy, then I’d rather go insane.”

Kellen swiped her nipple with his lips. “Is this acquiescence, Maxie?”

“Damn you, YES! This is Maxie acquiescing to the mating bed. Nuts, but nevertheless acquiescing.”

He enveloped her nipple swiftly as Maxie groaned, swirling his tongue over it, sliding his hands between her soft thighs. She was smooth and shaven. This delighted him no end. It gave him the freedom to feel every inch of her soft folds, slick from his fingers’ ministrations.

Releasing her nipple with a pop, he moved downward, skimming her belly with his lips, kissing the soft slope of her abdomen. Maxie opened her legs willingly as she had so many nights, before cradling his head between the vee of her thighs.

Kellen kissed her lush outer lips, running his tongue over them in a soft glide on smooth skin. Maxie became impatient. Her legs trembled as he took long passes, not entering her, but grazing her swollen bud with each stroke of his tongue.

She wrapped her arms around his head, lifting her hips, murmuring softly, then gasping sharply when he slipped into her, spreading the lush lips and suckling her clit.

Maxie called the Lord’s name in vain as she oft did when he pleasured her, crying out as he stroked, trembling when he thrust his fingers into her tight passage of heat.

His cock raged hot and hard between his legs. It pulsed as she rode his mouth. He felt her release, sweet and warm as she clutched at him wildly, rocking against him.

Blood rushed to his head, along with the need to pound into her. More roughly than he liked, he pulled her down to face him and lifted her thigh over his. The head of his engorged cock teased her tight entrance as he slid his tongue between her lips. Maxie strained against him, wrapping her arms around his waist and pressing the moist place between her thighs against him, urging him to enter her.

Kellen pulled back and thrust with force, unable to keep himself from plunging into the invitation she so willing gave. Upon impact, he hissed his satisfaction, burying himself in her wet heat, stroking her fiercely with his cock. Her head fell back as she clung to his forearms, her breasts tipping upward. Kellen gathered them together, stroking her nipples with his index fingers as she clenched his cock tightly within her.

Her smooth olive skin against his darker ruddy color made his cock tight and hungrier than any mating he’d shared with her. She was beautiful to his eye as he watched her skillfully glide on his shaft. Her arched neck, long and graceful, her thick raven hair falling around her shoulders, and her mouth, partially open, all made Kellen’s lust increase tenfold. This woman hardened his cock like no other. He longed to see those lips wrapped around his shaft, milking him, her pink tongue lapping him. Simply thinking about it was all it took to bring his climax nearer.

Maxie raised her leg high as she reached completion. Bracing her hands against his chest, she cried out, tightening her muscles, tensing with sweet release.

Kellen thrust into her hard, his cock jerking as hot seed poured from him. Pulling her tightly to him, he kissed the top of her head as he gasped for air.

Maxie laid her head in the crook of his neck, murmuring something he could not hear clearly.

“You are pleased, are you not? Did I not tell you the mating bed cannot be denied?”

Maxie said nothing, her soft snoring muffled by his neck. Kellen chuckled. Withdrawing from her gently, he left the bed to seek a warm cloth to clean her. For the first time since he’d entered this strange land, he was able to turn on a light.

Ah, the luxuries of having a form, substance… a light. The harsh glare in the bathroom caught him off guard. The mirror held his reflection.

His reflection… Leaning in closer to inspect himself, he grinned. Ah, yes, he was still as handsome as ever.

* * *

Maxie awoke with a start, reaching for the space beside her in the bed. It was still warm. Her body was pleasantly sore and hungry for breakfast.

“I see the evening’s festivity leaves you with a pleasant reminder?” The deep rumble of Kellen’s brogue greeted her from the bathroom doorway. His hair was wet and he’d tied a towel around his waist.

He’d obviously enjoyed her shower.

“I must compliment you on the accommodations. I find the running water a satisfactory luxury.” He grinned at her, rubbing his wide chest with the towel.

“Listen, you can’t stay here. You have to go home and I have to go to work.” The very words made her stomach clench, but she couldn’t go on doing this figment of her very vivid imagination every night.

Why not?
Kellen strode over to the bed, sitting down beside her. He lifted the sheet, baring her breasts. “Ah, if only I had a home to go to.” He leaned forward and kissed her nipple. “For now, I’m afraid I must stay here with you. Though I wonder if only you can see me?”

Oh, yeah. He didn’t have anywhere to go. She wondered how one went about shipping someone back in time. Hello, Amtrak, do you have an express train that runs back to the third century? Yes, I’d like economy class.
Her thoughts came to a screeching halt. That she was entertaining his story was ludicrous. Closing her eyes briefly, she prayed for sanity.

“Can’t you just go off and do what you’ve been doing all this time? Ya know, the ‘poof’ thing?” She snapped her fingers.

He licked her rib, kissing the sensitive underside of her breast. “Again I ask you, would you have me go off and live in the shadows alone, rather than offer me the comforts of the mating bed? Besides, I cannot seem to maintain my ‘poof,’ as you call it, status. I can only ‘poof’ for so long and then I return to this form.” Kellen’s hands stroked her thighs. “My form is most pleasing to the eye, is it not?”

Maxie giggled. She couldn’t help it. “Oh, you are so vain! Okay, so this must be progress then, don’t you think? Not being able to maintain the shadow thing?”

He sat up suddenly. “It must be. Though I know not what it means.”

Maxie took the opportunity to sit up, dragging the sheet with her. No more funny stuff. She reached a hand out tentatively to touch his arm, squeezing his bicep. He flexed for her. When he held her in those arms… well… well, she didn’t know what, but she was getting a warm fuzzy as Maddie said, and that couldn’t be good.

If nothing else he felt real, and for now, he was her delusion. So bring on the Prozac and get the men with butterfly nets, cuz she was going in. “Let’s strike a deal, okay?”

He nodded vigorously, crawling across the bed to sit closer to her, letting his towel fall on the floor.

Maxie couldn’t stop herself from touching his cock. Stiff and thick, it bobbed between his legs as he moved near her. She enveloped it with her hand, letting the heat seep into her palm. Kellen muttered something in a language she suspected was Gaelic.

Pulling her hand away quickly, she shook her finger at him. “Nuh-uh, oh virile one, I have to get to work and you have to, well, you have to do something other than sit around in the mating bed.”

“Ah, then on the morrow I shall wake you at a more reasonable mating bed hour,” he teased, then sighed.

“Here’s the deal. I’ll let you stay here, but on my terms, which means you aren’t invited to the mating bed until I say so, AND you can only stay until we figure this mess out.”

“You, M’Lady, have a deal. It won’t be long before my mating skills are missed.” He smiled self-assuredly, then made a mock sigh. “I shall miss you whilst you teach wenches the art of fighting back.”

“Hey! We’re not wenches, and it’s self-defense. I learned it with good reason.”

Kellen smiled smugly. “I have seen this class you teach. I know all about your fighting back. You are a most admirable foe, Maxie.”

Maxie’s heart rate sped up over his approval. She didn’t know why, but it did. It didn’t creep her out one bit knowing he’d seen her teach either.

Not really, anyway.

Chapter 4

Hookay, so now, she had a live-in delusion that she had to find a way to explain to the girls, who already thought she was nuts. He’d been at her apartment for a week now and learned the ways of “having a form” quite rapidly. Maxie had picked him up some clothes and he was taking on the rather new age look of a man in the year two-thousand-four.

Kellen was also adept at cooking.

Each night when Maxie came home, Kellen had whipped up some new treat he’d found on the internet. The internet was another pastime that amused him far more than most of the gadgets he could now touch. And each night Maxie lay awake in her bed, hoping she could fight off the hornies for Kellen and get some much needed sleep. Just knowing he was on her couch was making her nights a living hell. It was making her cranky and sullen.

“Tell me. What is the matter, Maxie? Are you not enjoying the chicken cordon bleu with fluffy white rice and mixed vegetables?” Damn him for being so cheerful.

He sounded like Emeril, another of Kellen’s favorites. “I’m fine, just tired.”

“A long day teaching the art of kicking ass, eh?” He raised an eyebrow and winked.

“Yes, a long day. Tell me something, Conan. Why aren’t you a little more pissed off at this whole curse thing?”

“I have seen this Conan on the television, and I must tell you I am nothing like him. He is, how do you say, a wussy compared to men of my caliber.”

Maxine laughed as she toyed with her fluffy white rice. “Answer the question. Why aren’t you angry?”

He shrugged his big shoulders. “What purpose would it serve to be angry? This was my chosen path for a reason. Had I not been sent here, I would not have met you.” He shoveled some more vegetables in his mouth and grinned.

Well, how do ya like those apples?

Okay, so she had a warm fuzzy. It would pass. Maxie shook it off and picked up her plate, setting it in the sink. Being in the same room with him was overwhelming her. His big frame looked good, smelled good, and hadn’t been near her frame in a week. She all of a sudden felt like a nymphomaniac.

Carajo.

“I think I’m going to go to bed early. I’m beat,” she called over her shoulder as she passed him.

“You sleep well, Maxie. I’ll clean up.”

Jerk. Clean up, why don’t you?

Damn him for being so utterly fabulous.

Maxie stomped off to her bedroom, slamming the door behind her. Unbuttoning her shirt, she yanked it off and threw it on the floor. Tonight she would sleep if it was the last thing she did…

* * *

She put the pillow over her face.

She adjusted the blankets.

She rolled over.

She rolled back.

She kicked the covers off.

She tried breathing deeply.

She focused on the spot on the wall.

She created her own special thinking spot.

She thought of Kellen’s hands.

She thought of his lips.

She thought of his… well, his…

She freakin’ gave up!

Nothing would help sleep come… unless she came maybe. Maxie giggled to herself, clamping her hand over her mouth. Oy, this was just ridiculous. There was a perfectly good delusion out on her couch just waiting for her to have him. So why didn’t she go do just that?

Have him.

Her nipples tightened. She didn’t because she just didn’t do that. Never had she approached Juan for sex. Juan was always the aggressor and even then, it wasn’t anything more than her duty to him as his wife.

Ah, but he’s not Juan…
No, he wasn’t Juan. Juan never, not even once, made her feel the way Kellen did. And it wasn’t just the sex. It was the emotion Kellen evoked. She felt cherished by the words he spoke, in the way he took such care to see to her needs.

That was also what made him one of the third century’s best lotharios. Hence the bad mojo thing from the wicked witch of the whatever.

Well, wait one damn second. Who said anything other than a good rumble between the sheets was what was happening here? So what if he was a warrior playboy? She was just going to have him.

Not marry him.

Well, that settled that. She’d found justification! Screw worrying about her normally shy approach to boinking. There was sex to be had out on that couch.

Maxie stripped off her nightgown and confidently strode to her bedroom door. She flung it open, walking out into the moonlit room. Maxie was no longer ashamed to be naked as she’d once been with Juan. Working out and much therapy had taught her to accept her body, once battered and bruised, now healing and HORNY with a big old capitol ‘H’.

Kellen’s feet hung over the edge of the couch he was so big. She came to stand above him. His eyes were closed, his chest rising and falling steadily. Leaning over, she traced the outline of his lips, smooth and firm. Those lips that brought her to orgasm after orgasm. She shivered from the memory. Her legs wavered for only moments before she brought her hands to run over the hard contours of his arms.

Her heart hammered in her chest as she pushed the blanket away, revealing his thick cock, already hard. She tugged it gently, unashamed to ogle him. “I see you’re awake.” She was bold and brazen and… and… well, feeling like a bitch on wheels for lack of nookie.

Kellen smiled, his teeth flashing white against his ruddy skin. “I am awake now, M’Lady. What is it you wish from me this fine evening?”

It was now or never.

Straddling him, she wedged her leg between his hard thigh and the couch. Sliding up his chest, she brought her hips to his mouth, brushing the hair from his forehead with her fingers. “I want you,” she whispered as confidently as she could.

His hands cupped her ass, kneading the flesh. His hot breath hovered near her pussy, sending heat straight to her clit. “Have I told you, M’Lady, that the smooth surface between your legs is most tempting? My tongue glides between your folds with ease, allowing me easy access to this,” he said as he swiped at her clit with his hot tongue.

Maxie moaned, rolling her hips, letting her eyes slide shut. She felt the first press of his mouth to her and she gasped as his tongue explored the swollen outer lips of her cunt in a gentle caress.

Tugging at his head, she buried her hands in his hair, pulling him closer, encouraging him to slip between the wet folds, but he continued his unhurried exploration. The rasp of his tongue frustrated her as he swept over the length of her cunt, just grazing the swollen nub of her clit.

“Please, Kellen,” she moaned, not caring about anything but his tongue in her.

“Ah, Maxie, you are impatient,” he chuckled. “But the smell of your sweetness is best savored, the taste better for the anticipation. Tell me what it is that you wish. My tongue between your soft folds?”

Maxie whimpered, biting her lip. “Yes…” With a will of their own, needing to quiet the ache, her fingers slipped into her folds as he whispered kisses over the soft skin of her inner thighs. He caught a finger between his lips, growling as he suckled it.

She pulled it away from him, no longer willing to play. Spreading her flesh, she opened herself to him, enticing him to lick her. He complied with a long swipe of his tongue that had her rocking toward him, planting herself firmly over his mouth. Kellen slid further down the couch as she rode his lips. Finding her passage he slipped his tongue inside her. A wave of electricity slammed into her gut as he wedged into her, thrusting, bringing his fingers to her clit, and fondling her.

Moving in small juts up and down on his tongue, she fucked it, rolling to the rhythm he created. She was on fire with the need to come as she now boldly brought her hands to her breasts, cupping them, rolling her nipples between her fingers. The echo of his tongue lapping at her flesh was carnal… erotic. Kellen replaced his tongue with his finger, latching onto her clit as he sank into her. Maxie felt the onslaught of a newly familiar need. The ache forced her to press her cunt to him. The friction was delicious and hot.

When the first jolt of orgasm hit her, she clenched the hand that now held her ass, gripping his wrists as she slammed into him. Kellen wouldn’t let go, pulling her flush to him as he lapped at her pussy. She screamed his name when the pulse of her climax made her dizzy, a roar of blood rushing to her ears as she clung to him.

Pulling her hips from his mouth, she slithered back down his chest, rubbing against his smooth skin as she went. Her lips found his, sinking her tongue into his mouth. He met her kiss, wrapping his arms around her as his thick shaft pressed against her ass.

“Tell me what you want, Kellen,” she whispered against his mouth. “You always give to me, but you never ask in return. Whatever you want I’ll do…”

He groaned as his hips ground against her. “I know not of your experience, Maxie. I only know I do not wish you to seek this with any other man.”

Her heart pounded at his words, but she pressed him, “My experience has never been anything like this, Kellen. I want to please you too. Tell me what you like.”

He kissed her nose. “Have you yet to pleasure a man with your mouth, Maxie?”

Maxie knew what he wanted and no, she had little experience with this particular aspect of lovemaking. But she was curious and wanted to give back to him what he’d given her.

It hit her then, just exactly what Kellen had done. He’d given her freedom. Freedom to express her sexuality, enjoy the beauty of making love without the fear of abandonment or worse, feeling dirty.

“I’ve never done that, but I want to, Kellen.” She slithered down his body to kneel between his thighs. She grasped his cock, tunneling it, savoring the silken heat.

He stilled her hands with his. “No, Maxie, I do not wish for you to do something that makes you feel discomfort.”

“I don’t ever feel uncomfortable with you, Kellen… not ever,” she replied, her voice husky to her ears as she leaned forward and licked the hard shaft.

Kellen bucked beneath her, his powerful body tensing as her tongue tentatively swept his hard length. “Maxie, do not…” he trailed off with an “ahh,” as she slipped him into her mouth, ignoring him while taking as much of him as she could.

A sharp thrill shot through her as she tasted him. She and Juan had never experienced this kind of intimacy. Sex wasn’t something he considered an important aspect of their relationship to bond over. Using her as a punching bag was his way of bonding with her.

Swirling her tongue over Kellen’s shaft, she found a sensitive spot just beneath the head of his cock and pressed her tongue flat against it. Kellen writhed in response, thrusting up into her mouth, shoving his hands in her hair, and gripping her head. Maxie cupped his balls, kneading them upward, licking him in long hot strokes from stem to stern, twisting her hands as she went. She enveloped him again, loving the texture on her tongue, the slick glide she created.

Kellen hissed a “yes” when she lapped at his balls. His hands found her breasts, feverishly rolling her nipples between his fingers, making Maxie’s cunt slick again, aching for him to be inside of her. As she went down on him for another pass of tongue and lips, he pulled away. “You must stop, Maxie,” he groaned in frustration. “I cannot be held responsible for what may happen. Come up here to me NOW.”

Maxie slid back up over his thighs, settling on his hips, cradling his cock against the heat of her pussy, rubbing it on her clit. A shiver of delight raced through her when he trailed his finger between the swollen folds, rolling her clit between thumb and forefinger.

His breathing was shallow and rapid as he spoke in the brogue that sent chills up her spine, making her nipples tight with the need for his tongue. “Bring your breasts to my mouth, Maxie. They are beautiful and full, ripe, waiting to be licked by my greedy tongue.”

Kellen braced his arms on the couch and sat up, taking her with him, scraping her cunt against his cock as he went. Maxie caught her breath as he lifted her over his shaft then cupped her breasts together, bringing her nipples to his mouth he suckled hard.

White-hot lightning shot to her pussy, making it impossible to wait for him to be inside her. Lifting her hips, she leaned back as Kellen licked her nipples and hovered over his cock. His hips reached upward, his lips frantically tugging at her.

She descended on him slowly. Her slick cunt allowing her an easy pass. Kellen groaned between her breasts as she positioned herself on him. The crisp hair at the base of his cock stroked her clit as she rocked on him, bracing her hands on his thighs.

Her nipples were hard in his mouth as he nipped at them. Maxie cried out when Kellen grew impatient and drove harder. Her walls clenched him. Her hands gripped his thighs as she rode him. His cock was thick and hot, moving in her.

No longer able to take the exquisite torment of his tongue on her nipples, she pushed herself upward and clutched his head to her. Using her knees, she rose high and drove him back into her, over and over, holding onto the heat that was trapped in her cunt.

The tension in Kellen’s body was palpable as he slipped his hands under her and cupped her ass, urgently gripping her, wedging a finger where their bodies were joined. Maxie lost all control when he pinched the flesh of her ass in his big hands. Milking his cock, she came, long and hard, grinding into him, meeting his frenzied thrusts with vigor. Kellen let go too, jerking in her as his cock slowed its pace.

She must have been holding her breath because she exhaled, letting a huge blast of air out as she did. Tears threatened to slip down her cheeks and she squeezed her eyes shut to keep them in check.

Kellen’s breathing was ragged as he lifted his head and caught a tear with a fingertip. “Ah, Maxie, you are beautiful to behold when you find your release.”

Maxie looked away, but Kellen cupped her jaw. “Do not ignore this between us, Maxie. It is like nothing I’ve ever known. Look at me when you admit this.”

Tears fell from her eyes now, running freely over her cheeks, and she couldn’t explain why. “Yes,” she nodded, “this is like nothing I’ve ever known.” She sucked in a shaky breath at her admission.

Kellen kissed her wet cheeks and stroked her back. “You are the most beautiful woman I know, Maxie, in this century and my own. What you have given me this night is a gift I will never forget.”

Maxie sobbed harder, like a big, fat baby, as Kellen gathered her closer, rocking her. She felt safe, and that frightened her above anything else.

“Tell me what troubles you, Maxie? Why this flood of sadness?”

Well, crap. She didn’t know how to explain it. How did you tell the guy who’d come from another century what it was like to be sexually liberated? That her first ever blowjob had been empowering?

That she’d actually enjoyed giving said blowjob. How did you tell him that when he held her, she feared nothing? How could she possibly explain what it was like to overcome what Juan had done to her self-esteem? She knew now that she’d helped Juan to batter her, at least mentally. She’d enabled him by staying, but she’d been too afraid to leave him. She had no family and no one who she thought she could turn to. With her mother gone, there was nowhere to hide from Juan.

But look at you now. Strong, independent, earning your life back day-by-day, Katy had said. Yes, she was so much stronger now, but the part of her who’d depended on Juan, and now depended solely on her, was afraid to give that independence up. Afraid to share that with anyone else for fear it would be snatched away.

“I don’t know…” she sobbed, “Juan,” she sniffed, “Juan…” she hiccupped, “Juan and I, well we, we --”

“Do not speak of Juan if he hurt you in the mating bed, Maxie,” he cut her off, growling the words, “for I will not be able to tolerate hearing such filth!”

Maxie clung to him now, shaking her head. “No, no, Juan didn’t hurt me, but he didn’t…”

“Ah,” Kellen said with knowing, “he has not the virility of a man such as me.”

Maxie started to giggle. Between snorts she said, “Is there no end to your vanity?”

Kellen sat her upright. “’Tis true, yes?” His smile was infectious and she giggled harder.

“Yes, ‘tis true Conan, your virility is far superior to Juan’s.” She bracketed his face and kissed him, softly. “You make me feel things I’ve never felt before and it has me all screwed up.”

He wiggled his eyebrows at her, lifting her off him. He swung his legs over the edge of the couch and pulled her up, taking her toward the bedroom. “If we do not hurry to wash, you shall see just how superior my virility is by the size of the wet spot on the couch.”

Maxie began to laugh again as she followed him. “C’mon, Conan. If you’re very good, I’ll let you change the sheets after we shower.”

“Oh, the delights of the mating bed,” he chuckled as he led her into the bathroom.

Chapter 5

“Okay, now listen to me, Kellen. The girls think we’ve been dating. They know nothing about this time-travel thing, something I’m not entirely convinced of myself. So I want you to sit nicely, smile at them, and not say a word, do you hear me?”

Kellen nodded affirmatively, grinning at being able to convince her he should come to girls night out. “I promise to sit quietly. I know the ways of this ‘wenches night out.’ Maxie, you forget I was in the shadows for five years past in your land.”

Maxie straightened his collar. “Well, you just remember that they don’t know your ways, Conan, and they won’t take too kindly to you calling them wenches. Now promise to be a nice delusion and not give us up.”

He kissed the tip of her nose. “I promise. Come, wench.” He offered her his arm. “Let us find your fellow wenches.”

Maxie laughed as she led him to their favorite table in the far corner. “Hey, guys. I’d like you to meet Kellen.”

Her heart pounded with pride as each head turned slowly. Victoria’s green eyes were wide, and Katy smiled warmly as she nudged Maddie, whose mouth was open. Maxie caught her under the chin and helped her close it.

“Ladies, it is a pleasure.” Kellen held out his hand. “You must be Victoria. I know from the color of your eyes, emerald, like the stone. And you are Katy. Maxine says your smile is warm as the sun. And this… this is Maddie. I was told I would know you right away, and Maxine was right.”

His accent must have been giving Victoria palpitations, because she was fanning herself with a napkin. “It’s a pleasure and, yes, I’m Victoria,” she offered coolly.

“It’s really nice to meet you, Kellen. Maxie’s told us a lot about you. Grab a seat, and right again. I’m Maddie.” Maddie pumped his hand.

Kellen took a chair and sat between Katy and Maxine, draping his arm over Maxine’s shoulder. “So, Kellen, what do you do for a living?” Katy asked.

Kellen squared his shoulders, prepared beforehand by Maxie, to do battle. “I am a chef. I trained in England.”

Nice delivery…
“Oh!” Maddie squealed. “He cooks? Maybe you could teach my Cole a thing or two about the fine art of something more nutritious than a Happy Meal.”

“I do. I cook for Maxine,” he offered proudly.

“Yes, I’m sure you do cook, darling,” Victoria said, letting her innuendo slide right in.

Maddie kicked her under the table and slapped Kellen on the back. “So, big guy, how do ya feel about karaoke?”

* * *

“Kaaaarmmaaa, Kaaarma, Karma Chameleeeeon! You come… and… and go, you c… and… go-oh-ooh! Lovin’ would be easy if… if… yourcolorswerelikemydreams… red, gold…”

Kellen had officially been bitten by the karaoke bug. Three or four bottles -- of what he called “mead”-- and he was hugging that microphone like a long lost friend. Struggling to keep up with the scrolling screen on the karaoke machine, he belted out what once was one of Maxie’s favorite tunes.

Victoria sang backup and Maddie helped.

Katy chuckled out loud, something she rarely did, catching Maxie off guard. “He’s lovely, Maxie. I’m so happy you’ve met someone who shares your love of karaoke.”

“Yeah, he’s… he’s great.” She heard herself admit it, and it felt right.

Katy nodded. “I can see that by the way he looks at you and… by the way you look at him. Just might be something long-term here, huh?”

Maxie cocked her head. If only Katy knew just how long term. “I don’t know, Katy. I like him so much and he does things to my insides, you know?”

Katy’s smile was wistful. “Yes,” she whispered softly, “I do know. Does he know about Juan?”

Maxie nodded. “Yes, I told him everything. He’s been wonderful.”

“Did you tell him about the dreams?”

Damn Katy for thinking you should lay all of your cards on the table when you began a relationship. “Um, not yet… they’ve gone now. Maybe it was just like the therapist said, brain trauma.”

“Maybe. It doesn’t matter. I’m happy for you. I know this is scary. It’s been a horrible year for you, but look at who you are now. You’re working and healing and now you’ve found a wonderful hunk of a man, who seems to think you’re pretty great too. Life has a funny way of changing, doesn’t it, Maxie?”

If she only knew… “Katy, I’m afraid. I like Kellen a lot, but there’s so much that hurt me. To open myself up like that again, well…”

Katy rubbed her hand and smiled. “You know what, Maxie? I would worry about this if you hadn’t taken the time to heal, after the divorce, after the beating. I would worry if you hadn’t worked so hard to get help, but you did. In my mind, that’s all that matters. You’re getting the warm fuzzies and that frightens you. Don’t be frightened, embrace it. I would if I were in your position.”

Maxie held Katy’s hand tighter and looked into her cornflower blue eyes. Sadness lingered there, and longing… “Katy, you’re so sad. Why? What’s happened? Is it the boys?” Katy had two grown sons and she worried over them more often than not.

“No, it’s nothing like that, honey. They’re fine.” She paused a moment, clinging to Maxie’s hand. “It’s my ex. Looks like he’s getting married.”

Well, fuck.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

“Oh, Katy, I’m sorry. I don’t know exactly what went wrong in your marriage, but I do know that he was stupid to leave someone as wonderful as you.” Anyone who knew Katy knew she still loved her ex-husband.

“Never you mind me. If I were you, I’d go rescue that hunk, because I think he’s had his fill of… what did he call it?”

Maxie threw her head back and laughed. “Mead.”

Kellen weaved his way back to the table, wobbling, with Victoria and Maddie a couple of steps behind. “Ah, Maxie! This… this thing you call ka… kar…”

Maxie grabbed his hand to steady him, pulling him down in the chair next to hers. “Karaoke,“ she finished for him.

“Yes!” Kellen roared his approval, “I love to sing the music that comes out of the box. It invigorates the soul, rejuvenates the spirit!”

“Somebody’s had a bit too much in the way of spirits,” Victoria commented dryly.

“Oh, Vic, shut up and let him have fun,” Maddie scoffed at her. “He’s a hoot and I think if he sticks around Cole will love him.”

Maxie clamped her hand over her mouth to keep from laughing out loud. Kellen was soused, while still being incredibly appealing. His ruddy skin was flushed and his glassy eyed stare was rather sexy on a completely new level.

Maxie leaned over and whispered in his ear. “Come, my Karaoke King, take me home and have your way with me.”

Kellen leaned back in his chair and growled, “Doth this mean M’Lady hath been serenaded so properly that she now feels a special glow?”

“I hath been serenaded, all right,” she giggled. “It’s always been my dream to be Karma Chameleon-ed to deafness.”

Kellen rose, pulling Maxie with him and twirling her around. Bowing to the girls, he smiled at them. “It has been my pleasure, ladies, but the hour is late and my wench has made clear her intentions.” He wiggled his eyebrows at them as they giggled.

Maxie waved goodbye to the girls and yanked Kellen with her. “Let’s go, Conan. I think you’ve had enough mead to last you ‘til the next century.”

Kellen laughed, kissing the top of her head. “Have I told you, M’Lady, mead makes me most virile?”

Maxie shivered in anticipation. “What doesn’t make you virile, warrior boy? Breathing makes you virile.”

“Brussel sprouts,” he answered with a chuckle, “hath never failed to make my nether regions turn southward.”

“Then I’ll cross them off my list,” she teased back, “because we couldn’t have your nether regions all in a bunch.”

Kellen pulled her close as they walked. “Then hurry, wench, and un-bunch them…”

* * *

Kellen tore at Maxie’s clothes from almost the moment they walked in the door, pushing her to the wall as he ripped at the buttons on her shirt. “This night,” he whispered hoarsely, “I must have you quickly, Maxie. My loins burn for you.” He took her hand and crushed it to the bulge in his jeans as he licked his way from her ear to her breast, nipping it through her lacy bra. He pushed it upward, clutching her waist and latching onto a hard nipple. He suckled fiercely, tugging hard at the tight bud, licking it, surrounding it with his mouth.

As long as he lived he would never have enough of her, he thought briefly as she pressed against him, gripping his head. Impatiently he pushed her skirt away, skimming her belly as his hands found the wet warmth between her thighs.

She wore no panties, making his lust rage as heat coursed to his cock. It pressed against his jeans uncomfortably and he unzipped his pants to ease the strain. Kellen knelt before her and Maxie threw a leg up over his shoulder, opening to him. He groaned into her thigh as the familiar smell that was all her lingered in his nostrils.

Thrusting her hips at him, she cupped his chin, pulling him to her pussy, holding the back of his head with her palm. Kellen wasted no time adhering to her demands. His tongue thrust into her, hard and slick. Maxie bucked against him, crushing his face to her as he savored her juices, lapping with rapid, fevered strokes.

He turned, sliding under her, letting her leg fall to the floor, leaning his back against the wall for a better angle at her soaked flesh. Her knees bent as she backed up against him. She slid on his tongue as he lashed out at her with it. Sipping at her clit, he used both hands, running them from her lower back over the firm flesh of her bottom and back down to her cunt, cupping it, pressing her tightly to him. Her hands were planted against the wall by her hips to brace herself as she ground against him.

His cock throbbed. Each stroke of his tongue made him long for it to be the stroke of his cock. Sliding his tongue into her passage was her undoing. She called his name, begging him to lick her as she writhed above him.

Clutching at his head, she pulled him forward and up to face her. “Kellen, please,” she groaned with urgency as she jammed her hands into his pants, shoving them down past his hips. She stroked him hard, creating fire along the length of his cock, twisting her hands around his shaft. He pressed her firmly against the wall. She gasped for breath but threw her leg up around his hip. “Fuck me, Kellen. Fuck me now.”

Her command made him insane with the need to ram his cock into her, drive into her until she wept. He clenched his hands at his sides. Maxie wrapped an arm around his neck and yanked his head down to hers. “Don’t be afraid, Kellen. I’m not. You won’t hurt me… but if you don’t fuck me now,” she pulled his fist from his side and forced it between her legs, slipping it between the folds of her cunt, “I’ll come like this.” She held his wrist firmly, jamming his hand against her pussy, letting her head fall back, arching her neck.

He swallowed hard. When his lust was so fierce, he feared hurting her, frightening her. But the slick, wet warmth was more than he could bear. His cock raged to feel it milk him. Maxie groaned as she rode his hand. “This would be so much better if it were your cock, Kellen.”

Blindly, he reached for her, hauling her up around his waist. She hooked her legs around him, sitting high on him, dragging her wet flesh over his belly as she found his now painfully hard cock.

The moment the head of his shaft sensed her warmth, he lost his control, ramming into her hard. Maxie screamed, hoarse and raw to his ears, and he immediately stilled, fearing he had hurt her.

She dug her nails into his shoulder, gasping out the words, “Don’t stop, Kellen, don’t stop, take me hard, please.” She pulled his head back hard, forcing him to look up at her, licking his lips as she began to clench his cock, using her legs for leverage to ride it. “Look at me, Kellen. I want you, like no man ever before. It’s just like you said… you’re not hurting me, I promise you. I know you would never hurt me.” She whimpered against his mouth. “Don’t you see I want you just as much? Can’t you feel it?”

His eyes searched hers frantically. He saw desire, for him, only him. “Maxie, you are my undoing. My cock rages for you, lusts for the sweet flesh between your thighs. I wish not to frighten you with it…”

She appeared frustrated, nipping at his lip she ground out, “Kellen, fuck me.” Ignoring his protests, she rose high and jammed her slick cunt downward, and then he too lost control. Gripping her bottom, he drove upward forcefully, hard and fast, over and over, as he buried his face in her breast, biting her nipples with gentle teeth.

He could think of nothing but sinking into her. He didn’t hear her back hit the wall as he drove into her, nor did he feel her nails rake over his shoulders, digging deeply into his flesh. His focus centered on her words of trust and his cock, ramrod-stiff and hot inside her.

Maxie sobbed as he tongued her nipples. “Kellen, I can’t… wait… anymore…” she screamed, as she took one last hard plunge on him, letting go of his shoulders and clinging to his head at her breast.

Kellen felt the tidal wave of release scream through his cock, tearing at his balls and exploding from him. He rode the wave, jamming Maxie against the wall and clutching her bottom with an iron grip.

Maxie held him close as he spent the last of his seed, her chest heaving violently.

Awareness settled in and he gathered her near as she laid her head on his shoulder. His chest was tight with emotion, something he knew not how to identify. “Maxie, you are the most incredible woman I know. I was rougher than I should have been. Come, I will clean you and let you rest.”

Lifting her head, she smiled at him as he carried her to the bedroom. “Kellen, I think I have a confession…”

Setting her on the edge of the bed, he withdrew from her, slipping his jeans off,and asked, “What is that, M’Lady?”

“I really liked it rough.” She giggled as a blush stained her cheeks and she lay back on the bed, lifting her arms high above her to stretch. “And I don’t care if it makes me sound like a tart. So there.” She stuck her tongue out at him.

Kellen brought a warm cloth and tended to her, wiping her gently, kissing her thighs, attempting to wash away any pain she might have suffered. Her hands absently caressed his head and his chest tightened again.

“A tart, M’Lady? I would say you were more a tiger than tart.”

Rolling her over, he removed her skirt and blouse. Her plump ass raised high in the air caught his attention. His big hands immediately went to her bottom, smoothing the satiny flesh. “My Lord, Maxie! I have hurt you.” His grip on her had left red hand marks…

“Hey, Conan,” she said over her shoulder, “I feel wonderful. I’m okay, Kellen. Really.” She must have sensed his grave concern. “I’ll tell you what, warrior boy, you can kiss it and make it all better. How’s that?” she teased.

Maxie was jesting, but Kellen was sick with his animal-like behavior. His lips immediately went to her bottom, whispering gentle kisses over it. As he worked his way over her back, he saw the beginnings of discoloration where she had hit the wall.

Oh, God, he’d hurt her! He couldn’t live with himself. He was swine, lower than Juan, allowing his lust to rule his better judgment. Kellen’s throat became tight, but Maxie reached around her, pulling him close.

He could not speak for the unbearable shame.

Rolling over she faced him. “Kellen, stop. Stop what you’re thinking now. Look at me, Kellen,” she demanded, cupping his face between her hands. “You are not Juan. I consented to your lovemaking. I wanted it as much, if not more. I bruise easily, I always have.”

Kellen turned his head away, but she forced him to look her directly in those big brown eyes. “Look at me, Kellen, and don’t look away! I won’t be ashamed of what just happened between us. I wanted you, hard and fast. Juan never cared what I wanted. Carajo!” she snapped in his face. “He never cared what I didn’t want either. Juan only cared about using me to take his fear out on, his frustration, his anger. We never made love, Kellen, we made Juan come,” she spat. “Do you hear me? Understand this, Kellen, Juan didn’t cook for me. He never took the care you do in cleaning me, pleasing me. He stuck it in and pulled it back out, then he beat the living shit out of me in between.”

She gripped his face tightly. “If you believe you’re anything like Juan, then you may as well be cursed for life! But I won’t have you feeling guilt at my expense. I won’t feel guilty for fucking your brains out and loving every minute of it either!”

His words were slow as he tried to speak around the knot in his throat. “I would never hurt you, Maxie. Never. I would die first. I am a warrior. This is true. I fought battles in my land. I have murdered, pillaged… but never, never would I hurt you. I have never lain a hand on an innocent woman. Only those who were deserving of my wrath, but never a woman.”

Maxie wrapped her arms around him. “Don’t you think I know that? Kellen, how could you doubt that I know that? I know where you came from, or have you forgotten telling me all those warrior stories these past weeks?” She pulled his hands to her breasts and he immediately cupped them, stroking the nipples with his thumbs. Maxie caressed them, arching into his palms. “I know these hands would never hurt me, Kellen. How could they hurt me, when they do that to me?”

He looked down between them to see her nipples rise against his touch -- tighten.

She kissed his lips, slipping her tongue between them to stroke his. “I know these lips would never hurt me either, Kellen.” He groaned into her mouth as his cock rose, against his will, against all reason. Maxie stroked it with both hands, gently, lovingly…

It was then, as Kellen buried his tongue in her mouth, as he stroked the breasts he so loved to taste, that he realized he loved her.

His chest swelled. His heart pounded. This woman, with her soft hands, sweet smile, fierce determination, and lush body, ripe for him, was his love.

Maxie lay against him, her easy caress gliding along his cock, milking him to near release again. “Do you see, Kellen? Look what you do when you touch me.” Lifting her thigh, she took his other hand from her breast and slid it between her legs. He slipped inside her, tracing the sweet lips of her pussy, fondling her breast. She sighed into his mouth. “Do you see? I’m wet for you, Kellen. No matter how we make love, hard or slow, it’s you, your hands that do that…”

She continued to stroke him, his cock burning in her soft grip, straining against her hand. “Don’t stop, Kellen,” she said as she arched against him, rocking gently against his hands. “Make me come with your hands, the only hands that have ever made me feel this way.”

His hips began to move against her as his fingers slipped into her tight passage. His thumb gently rubbed the swollen nub as they kissed, long and sweet, tongues tangling with long strokes, their breath a mixture of sighs and harsh rasps.

“Ah, Kellen, I’m going to come,” she enticed. “Don’t stop, Kellen, and I won’t either…” As her grip on him tightened, he felt her convulse around his finger, her slick flesh weep against his hand. His cock went rigid when she cupped his balls. As she gasped his name, licking at his lips with slow strokes, they came together with leisurely ease.

Kellen spent himself in heated spurts as Maxie arched back, never leaving his cock until his thrusts ended.

Maxie wrapped her arms around his neck and held him close.

Kellen buried his face in her neck, smelling the sweet scent of cinnamon and vanilla. He chuckled. “M’Lady, methinks we have a wet spot…”

Maxie kissed his forehead. “Then methinks you’d better find those clean sheets.”

“Ah, but you are a witty wench,” he teased, pulling her up with him to sit at the edge of the bed. “Come, I shall use these hands you boast over to wash you, yet again,” he mocked a sigh.

Maxie hugged him tightly. “I’ll only consent if you use the apple scented shower gel on me.”

Kellen tugged her up, taking her to the bathroom. “I shall smell like a wench, but for you I can make this exception.”

He turned to face her. Looking down at her, hoping his eyes conveyed what was stuck in his throat, he whispered, “Only for you…”

Chapter 6

Maxie slept cradled against Kellen, waking to his hard body, the musky scent of man, and his thick cock pressed against her. She burrowed beneath the covers, sinking into him, hardly able to believe this man was here with her.

A frown crossed her face. How long would he be here? Kellen claimed the call of the wind no longer whispered to him. He was unable to do the puff of smoke thing anymore, and now everyone could see him. So what did that mean? Because if he had fulfilled his duty to the curse, done his time so to speak, would he be taken away from her?

Her heart clenched tightly. NO. She wouldn’t let him go. He was hers.
Hers? Now where the hell had that come from?

He was no longer her delusion, but the man who’d taught her to feel again. He’d taught her to enjoy her body, enjoy a man’s body for the first time in her life, and she’d be damned if she’d let that go.

Clinging to the arm that was thrown over her, she concentrated on what to do next. Was there some secret key to his staying here? And where did one go to find it? The magic curse counter at Wal-Mart?

There had to be a way, and if there was one, she’d find it. Anxious to begin, she gently moved Kellen’s arm and sat up.

“Well, look at you.” A voice from the far corner of the room slammed into her gut. There was no mistaking the thick accent. Maxie jumped, forgetting she was naked.

“I see your new boyfriend thinks you’re a bitch too, you whore!” he seethed in a hiss.

Juan.
Oh, Jesus Christ, it was Juan.

Maxie flew around, just as he came around the end of the bed. Silent and stealthy he snaked an arm out to wrap around her neck. He flashed something shiny in front of her eyes, before it came to rest at her throat. “Say anything, and you die.”

Maxie scratched at his hands, fighting wildly as he dragged her backward out into the living room. Her heels dug into the carpet as she soundlessly tried to scream Kellen’s name.

Juan’s mouth pressed against her ear, his breath reeking of stale beer. Terror clawed at Maxie’s gut. “You fucking puta! Look at you, spreading your legs for a man who isn’t your husband. I should have killed you when I had the chance, you filthy bitch. If you move I’ll slice you open like the pig-bitch you are!” His tight voice held fury, a fury so familiar to Maxie she could taste it.

Maxie fought for air as he clamped his hand tightly over her mouth. Her body was rigid against his. Juan pinched her nipple hard as a scream welled in her throat and tears stung her eyes. “That’s how you like it now, bitch? If I knew that, I would have never left you for that whore. Who knew I had my own right there at home? You like it rough too, don’t you, Maxine? I saw the bruises on your back. You see, Maxine, no matter who you fuck, they’ll always beat you, because you deserve it. Because you’re a fucking BITCH!” He rasped the words in her ear.

Maxie’s hands lay limp against her sides as she felt the oxygen seep out of her lungs in slow increments. She was going to pass out, but Juan’s words kept her hanging on as she silently screamed for Kellen in her mind. “You know what I’m going to do to you, Maxie? I’m going to fuck you, just like he did last night. I’m gonna fuck you hard, just like you like it, and then I’m gonna fuck you again.” His breath was choppy and quick as she felt his erection press against her ass.

“Did you miss me, Maxine?” he sneered. “You know what else I’m gonna do? I’m gonna ram my cock down your throat and make you suck me dry, bitch, and then I’ll kill you, you fucking cunt slut!”

Revulsion, thick like mud, settled in the pit of her belly, just as anger, wild and untamed, screamed through her nerve endings.

And then she was at peace. A peace so sudden and right, she knew what to do next. She’d die before she’d ever let Juan touch her again. Remembering all that she’d been taught, each class she’d taken, each image stored for just this moment, she struck.

Maxie fell against Juan, letting her body go limp. As she stumbled back against him, giving her full weight to his chest, he fell, losing his grip around her neck, his nails screeching across her skin before he let go as the knife skittered sideways across the floor.

Maxie sprang into action, grabbing the first thing that caught her eye.

A coat rack.

She brought it high over her head. As Juan scrambled to his feet, she swung wide and whaled him on the side of his head. The sickening thud rang out through the air as blood spattered in all directions. Juan reeled backwards, slamming to the floor, but he attempted to stand again, and Maxie came down hard on his ribs with the coat rack.

She heard the crack against his body, but her rage drove her. Relentless and unceasing she threw the coat rack to the floor and kicked him.

Kicked him hard, again and again and again.

She fell to the floor beside him and slapped him forcefully.

He lay lifeless, but she pounded him anyway, pummeling his chest with her fists. “I hate you,” she screamed, tears streaming down her face. “I hate you!”

Hands, large and strong, grabbed her by her upper arms and shook her. “Maxie! Maxie, stop!”

She fought against the hands, scratching and tearing to be free, but they held her firmly, whipping her around sharply. “Maxie, ‘tis I, Kellen!” he yelled in her face. “Stop! Stop this! I am here, Maxie. I love you. Stop… stop…”

Her eyes, wild with fear, gazed into his chocolate brown stare and she shuddered, collapsing against him as he hauled her to his chest. Maxie sobbed, gasping, as the adrenaline rush left her body and the fear took over.

Kellen rocked her against him, stroking her back, murmuring soothing words against her hair. She shook violently, spasms racking her body. Maxie didn’t even have the energy to cling to his hard frame as he carried her to the couch.

Maxie heard the distant moan from Juan and she tensed as Kellen jumped to his feet. She struggled to sit up, ready to strike again if need be. Kellen dragged Juan to the corner of the living room just as the room began to rumble.

The vibration hummed through the air and Kellen looked toward the ceiling, a frown creased his brow just as a flash of brilliant white light criss-crossed through the room.

Maxie, too terrified to scream, gripped the edge of the couch as she took in the sight that appeared as the light faded.

A tall woman, in her estimation, probably five foot eleven, with long blonde hair and wearing not much else, stood in the middle of her living room. Familiarity flashed across Kellen’s face and then anger as his eyes narrowed and he stalked toward the woman.

The woman held her hand up, her full breast lifting as she did. “Stop, Kellen. Go no further!” she shouted as Kellen came instead to stand near Maxie, placing a possessive hand on her shoulder. Maxie rose on shaky legs to stand beside him. Looking up at him, she whispered out of the side of her mouth, “Kellen, you’ve got some splainin’ to do.”

The blonde strolled leisurely toward them, her long legs graceful and fluid. “We meet again, Kellen. I see you’ve not changed much in the five years past.” Her disdainful tone was directed at Maxie.

Kellen cocked an eyebrow. “Nor have you, Oriana.” He let sarcasm lace his tone.

Holy friggin’ mojo… this must be the witch that cursed Kellen!

Okay, now she was scared.

Oriana smiled at Kellen, her beautiful face turning toward Maxie. She absently surveyed her nails. “I am a busy woman, Kellen. I have not time for your games. To what do I owe this beckoning?”

“I know not, witch. I would think ye would have the answer to that question,” he spat.

Oriana sucked in her cheeks and narrowed her amber eyes. “Who is this wench, Kellen? Another of your toys, you cad?”

Hey, wait a second, she was no toy! Maxie might have spoken up, but quite frankly this was one mean looking bitch, and she was kinda freaking her out.

Kellen pulled Maxie closer. “This is my love, Oriana. Do not speak ill of her, or I shall cut your tongue from your head!” he threatened.

Yeah, see? Take that!

Wait… his love? Maxie’s heart beat faster as she snuggled against his side. His love… well, then that was just fine. Let’s just see this Ori-whatserface try to take him from her! She’d challenge her to a duel at dawn… or whatever they did when you were a warrior.

Oriana pinned Maxie with a look, deadly and calm.

Okay, maybe she ought to re-think the duel at dawn…

“Tell me, you cad. Dost thou love this wench?”

Yeah, dost thou?

Kellen thrust his hard jaw forward. “I do. And if you harm one hair on her head I shall see you on the chopping block!”

She chuckled. “Ah, Kellen, now you must know what it is to feel love. It is not an emotion to be toyed with,” she thundered. “How would thou feel should she be taken away? What if she toyed with you, as you did with so many, but to leave you for another?”

Kellen’s nostrils flared. “I found the woman of my heart. That is no longer possible.”

Oh yeah, she’d forgotten, he was a cad.
But he was her cad.

“Um, Miss ‘O,’ er, I think he’s learned his lesson. I mean, look, he hasn’t been able to do the ‘poof’ thing in days and well, he’s done a lot of avenging. So what do you say we call it even and you go home to… to, well, to wherever and I’ll keep a close eye on Kellen to be sure he doesn’t do the cad thing?”

Kellen glanced down at Maxie and grinned. “You love me, M’Lady, do you not?” He shook his head. “Never mind, of course you do, ‘tis my virility…” he trailed off when Maxie nudged him hard in the ribs.

“Vain as ever, I see. I am dreadfully sorry, wench,” she said to Maxie, “but alas, Kellen must return with me. He has fulfilled the curse by falling in love. There is nothing left to do.”

“NO! I won’t let you take him. He stays or I go with him.”

Oriana’s amber eyes rolled in her head. “You are a simple wench. I cannot leave him here. The curse is fulfilled. He must return or find someone to take his place in our century.”

Oy. Now how the heck was she supposed to do that? I mean, it wasn’t every day you found a cad just lying around waiting to be shipped off to parts unknown. It just wasn’t possible. It took skill and finesse to rope one of those bad-boys in. Besides, no one would be willing to go back to the dark ages and… and…

Juan.

Maxie stepped out from behind Kellen. “Take him,” she said without hesitation, pointing to Juan who lay unconscious on the floor.

Oriana strode over to Juan, nudging him with her toe. “He is a cad like you, Kellen?” she called over her shoulder.

“He is, but he is mean, Oriana. His temper is great. His fists hold fury.”

Her arched eyebrow rose. “He strikes you?”

Maxie nodded. “I was married to him. He beat me nearly every day for fifteen years.”

“A feisty cad?” she laughed, throwing her head back. “We have many uses for the likes of such scum! All right, wench, he is mine. Kellen is of no use to me when he fawns over you.” With that, she hauled Juan over her shoulder and disappeared in a puff of black smoke.

Maxie fell to the couch, too stunned to speak. No pomp, no circumstance, just gone.

Kellen sat beside her, running his hands over her face with concern. “Maxie… tell me you are all right. You fought like a tiger. Never have I seen even the bravest of warriors fight as you did.”

“I don’t know what happened, Kellen. One minute I was petrified and the next I wanted him dead.” Her bottom lip quivered.

“‘Tis rage, I imagine, left in you for many years. Had I awakened sooner, I would have seen him dead!” He ran his hands over hers, swollen from hitting Juan. Then he touched his lips to the scratches on her neck.

Maxie slipped her arms under his and held him. “I’m okay, now, Kellen. Really.” Lying back, she pulled him with her.

“I will hurt you, Maxie. Let me prepare a bath, so you might soak your soreness.”

“No, not now. Just stay near me. I need to feel you close, please…” The past hour’s terror seeped into her bones and she melted into the couch, letting Kellen’s hard body absorb some of it. Spreading her legs, she wrapped them around him and breathed deeply.

He kissed her eyelids, stroking her hair and easing her fear. His cock lay hard between her thighs, yet he didn’t take advantage.

But Maxie did as she lifted her hips and pressed against the head of his shaft, urging him to enter. It felt right, to begin this day with Kellen. After so many years of fear it was finally over and her need to reach out to the new overwhelmed her.

“No, Maxie. You must rest… please.” He stroked her lips with his tongue and a slow simmer of heat burned for him between her thighs. “I love you, Maxie, and now that I am here for as long as the Lord wishes, I am here with you. We have many nights to play in the mating bed.”

Maxie smiled. “I love you too, Kellen, and I say why waste one more second for the mating bed?” Reaching between them, she positioned him at her entrance and thrust upward, clutching his ass to bury him deeply inside her. “Ah…” she moaned against his mouth. “Now stay where you are.”

Kellen chuckled, then hissed when she pulled her hips back again, only to push him plunging into her. Reveling in his hard, silken cock, she sighed with contentment as Kellen stroked her lazily, with a sweet slowness.

Release came for both of them in a matter of moments, a gentle turn around a corner, filled with the passion they shared, and beginning their future.

Sighing, Maxie pressed her breasts against his chest, and he leaned down to quickly lave a nipple. “You know something, Kellen?”

He became transfixed again while licking the tight bud as Maxie tunneled her fingers in his hair. “What, M’Lady?”

“It occurred to me that while all this went on… not a one of us had our clothes on but Juan.”

Kellen lifted his head to look at her, replacing his tongue with his finger. “If I have it my way, you will always be naked…”

“You know what else, Kellen?”

“M’Lady, you disturb me. Can you not see I am busy?” Kellen returned to her nipple, enveloping it in his mouth. Her heart tightened with the vision of his dark head at her breast.

Sighing, she tugged his head up. “Kellen!”

He smiled, sighing in mock exasperation. “Say it, M’Lady, so that I might return to the task at hand.”

“Um, if you keep that up…”

“Yes?”

“We’re gonna have a really BIG wet spot.”

Kellen laughed. “‘Tis fine, M’Lady. I believe ‘tis your turn to clean the wet spot.”

Epilogue

Kellen and Maxie smiled at one another from across Maddie’s apartment. Maxie rubbed her belly contentedly and sighed. Maddie was busy mingling with her other guests, dragging a smiling Cole behind her.

Maddie and Cole were having what Maddie jokingly called her “let’s not get hitched party.” Cole had finally convinced her they could make this thing work and despite Maddie’s protests, she decided moving in together for starters was okay. She beamed with love as Cole joked and laughed with her.

Maxie popped a deviled egg in her mouth just as Kellen came up behind her and nuzzled her neck. Leaning back against him, she smiled as his hands ran possessively over the small mound of her belly.

“‘Tell me, M’Lady, doth the baby like his father’s deviled eggs?”

“Well, let’s hope so, but if not, the baby’s mother does.” She smiled, licking her fingers.

Kellen’s culinary interests led him to attend cooking school. He now was the head chef at an exclusive country club, specializing in old Celtic recipes.

Kellen’s hands rested just beneath her breasts. Her pregnancy made them ripe and full, leading Kellen to believe that the old standard ’barefoot and pregnant’ was just how he liked Maxie.

“I’m worried, Kellen,” she said out loud, clasping his hands in hers.

“What troubles you? Is it the baby?”

Turning, she slipped her arms under his and rested her head on his chest. “No, the baby is just fine. I’m worried about Katy. She’s been so quiet and sad. It frightens me.”

Kellen stroked her head. “Ah, yes, her ex-husband is marrying again… I would not wish her such sadness. She needs maybe to go to her thinking spot?”

A small tear welled in the corner of Maxie’s eye. “Oh, Kellen, if only that were the answer.” Lifting her head, she looked for Katy, who was, only moments ago, quietly sipping her wine and rocking in Maddie’s favorite chair.

“Oh, Kellen. I wish… well, I wish that Katy could go back. Back to when she and her ex were happy, knowing what she knows now. Maybe somehow she could stop this, change it. She loves him so much. Where is she by the way?”

“Hey, Victoria,” Maxie called. “Have you seen Katy?”

* * *

Katy set her wine down and went off to find Maddie’s bathroom. She needed a moment to gather her thoughts, examine her guilt over feeling so left out with all of this happiness surrounding her.

She loved Maxie and Maddie, yet if she allowed herself the “pity party” she so wanted to indulge in, she would resent their happiness. Happiness was elusive to her, lost now to another woman who would take her place in Garret’s life.

Clutching the edge of the sink, she waited as the wave of dizziness passed. She hadn’t felt well since she’d arrived, and it was becoming the perfect excuse to leave early. Eyeing herself in the mirror, she smiled forlornly, trying to shake off the sadness that pervaded every cell in her body.

God, she missed Garret.

No amount of research, fancy therapeutic words, or damn thinking spots made that go away. If it would always ache this way, as fresh as if her divorce had just happened, then she didn’t want to wake up another day.

The therapist in her rebelled against the very idea, but the lonely, sad, disinterested Katy just wanted to go back. Back to the beginning, so that she could right this grievous error.

Sinking to the floor in defeat, she rested her forehead against the cool porcelain of Maddie’s tub. She let her eyes flutter closed and the wave of nausea passed.

A pounding beat throbbed in her head. Katy fought to open her eyes, struggling against the black vortex sucking her toward a swirl of dim light.

“Hey, Kaaaaatyyyy! Wake UP!”

Katy moaned. Her head felt like she’d just attended a ten day marathon on “How to Hone Your Counselor’s Listening Skills,” one-O-one.

She hated that seminar…

Someone buzzed in her ear, “Katy! C’mon, get up, we have stuff to do.”

Katy cracked an eye open, then quickly slammed it shut. Leg warmers. She’d distinctly seen a pair of purple leg warmers.

Yep, she’d lost it. And that was okay. Wherever she’d been lost to, it beat where she was.

A toe nudged her. “Katy, c’mon. I got a lot a shit to do. Wake up. God, I hate this phase of transport,” the voice complained.

Slowly, she opened her eyes…

Madonna?

What the hell was Madonna doing in Maddie’s bathroom?

Madonna -- with pink hair and purple leg warmers.

The pink-haired sprite knelt down beside Katy and smiled a toothy grin. “I know what you’re thinking, Katy. I look just like Madonna, and you’re right. Now hurry up so I can give ya the ‘this is your life speech’.”

Hookay, it was time to take a deep cleansing breath and think about centering one’s potential for sane thoughts.

The sprite giggled a tinkle of a laugh that echoed in the bathroom. “That sappy, crappy, ‘I love me’ shit isn’t going to work, Katy. Not here, anyway.”

Here?

Where was here?

Rather abruptly, the tune of “Like a Virgin” reverberated through the bathroom. Throbbing irritatingly in Katy’s head.

Breathing…
“C’mon Katy, let’s dance. You used to love this song. Like a virgin… touched for the very first time. Like a vir-ir-ir-gin!”

She was in hell. Did hell have hits from the eighties? Karaoke?

“That’s right, Katy Jenning’s, THIS IS YOUR LIFE!”

To be continued…

So where is Katy Jennings and what the hell was in that wine at Maddie’s party? Discover where Katy went wrong and how she can mend her broken heart in The Ex-Files third installment, Kinky Katy.
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