
	My failing marriage came back stronger than ever, thanks to what Riley did to me.

	 

	 

	Soon after my cheating wife gave me the boot, I offered to help my nephew move into his first apartment. I couldn’t keep my eyes off his roommate’s girlfriend, Riley—less than half my age and every middle-age man’s dream. Better sense should have told me to let things be, but I couldn’t help wonder if she might... just maybe...

	Much to my surprise, she did. Not only did Riley surpass my expectations, she changed my entire outlook on sexuality. I wondered if I could ever forgive my wife, but Riley showed me I didn’t need to. She brought us both to a new understanding of one another.
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	I think her name was Christine...

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Girls like Riley were always harder to recognize than to find. I knew they were out there—at malls or at the park on a sunny day. I tried not to leer, but after what Riley did to me, I wondered if behind all those unapproachable personas lurked tempests of carnal chaos—maelstroms of enchantment cloaked in ditsy aloofness—girls like Riley.

	A year after we first met, I still hadn’t figured her out, but I realized it really didn’t matter. She was just one of those people we all run into who leave an indelible mark on one’s actuality, or in her case, a long chain of delightful marks. It was easy to underestimate her but impossible to forget her once she bounded barefoot into my world.

	To describe Riley’s looks would be to depict a million other twenty-year-old girls—a petite five-foot-two with long, strawberry-blonde hair and cobalt blue eyes. Often times, she wore classy rimless glasses. I doubt she even needed them, but they added a dimension of endearment to her lively appeal. Her face was angular, but her nose had a cute hook to it. She displayed her fair skin without shame in tiny shorts and skimpy tops. Her breasts barely supported anything of a strapless design, so she wore her tops tight to display her dainty shoulders.

	I’ll always wonder what made her offer her wiles to a guy in his late forties, and why she did so over and over. It’s not that I didn’t ask—Riley just never answered. She’d tilt her head or sling her hair behind her shoulders and offer a sassy response like, “You lookin’ to write a book?”

	Truth is, I was. If I could have figured out what made her little carnal clock tick, I’d have had a best-selling how-to book on my hands. Either that or I’d have been too busy with girls like her to bother writing about it.

	I was in dire straits when Riley and I crossed paths. Two weeks previous, I had caught Rayanne, my wife of twenty-four years, leaving a little no-tell motel with a well-built guy ten years her junior. It was a chance encounter, which made the impact all the more blunt. I was gassing up my truck at the station across the street. I barely remember driving home—just the constant pressure crushing my chest and clamping my throat.

	Needless to say, I left Rayanne that very day. She came home moments after me and walked in the door like nothing had happened. I’m not sure why she didn’t think I would notice her disheveled hair or the smell of man-sweat on her, but she tossed her keys on the table and asked, “Do you mind making dinner? I’m going to take a little nap.”

	I took in a deep breath, then stomped into the bedroom after her. “I was at the Motor Mart pumping gas today,” I snarled in a challenging tone.

	“Why drive ten miles to save three cents a gallon?” she asked, tossing her blouse in the hamper. Her voice was calm, but in the mirror, her mile-deep dark eyes looked into some other reality.

	“I saw your car at the dump across the street.”

	She raised her elbows to reach back and unclasp her necklace. “Sari,” she replied in a somber tone. “I want a trial separation.”

	Rayanne and I owned a duplex three houses down the road. One side was vacant, so I was moved in before I had a chance to cry. Living so close to Rayanne, it was hard not to notice when her boyfriend, Erik, came to visit. He was a real geek in my estimation—a tri-athlete showoff who shaved his chest and legs so he could swim faster. Supposedly, he spent three-thousand dollars on his bicycle—at least that’s what he claimed when I accidentally drove over it pulling in the driveway. “Hell,” I told him. “For three grand, it should have a kickstand. Maybe then I’d have seen it.”

	From the hours they kept, it was clear Erik and Rayanne’s affair was just recreational, at least in the beginning. He’d come by after supper and leave before midnight. After the bicycle mishap, he’d buzz up in a little purple car with an exhaust that sounded like an angry hornet. Half the neighborhood, I included, always knew when he left. Whenever I heard that noise, I would fold my arms and rock to quell the angst in my gut.

	I was moping around my apartment when my nephew Corey called, asking to borrow my truck. He had decided to rent a house along with Keith and Riley, a college-age couple. Part of me just wanted to sit around my little hovel and moan, but better sense prevailed, and I offered to help him move in.

	The arrangement Corey made struck me as wrong from the start. I hadn’t met the pair he was renting with, but I knew kids that age often cohabitated as a means of playing house. Corey was always a headstrong kid, so my advice fell on deaf ears. He had a good work ethic and a plan for the future, so I didn’t push the issue. Besides, my sister was all too happy to get him out of her basement, and I didn’t need any trouble with family.

	Corey was a go-getter. He was in Engineering School and worked a part-time job. His buddy Keith was a different story—a lazy slob who didn’t know which end of a screwdriver to hold. How he got such a damn cute girlfriend as Riley was a mystery that baffled me from the moment I laid eyes on the two of them. I was never one to gawk, but it seemed unfitting for him to put his grubby paws on her. If she found him worthy of a roll in the sheets, I had to wonder—why not an older, refined, and self-described handsome guy like me?

	That question got answered before the dishes were unpacked. Corey and I unloaded the last load of boxes from my truck while Riley cleaned the refrigerator. Keith sat on the sofa watching a basketball game with a bag of chips on his lap.

	“Damn,” Corey huffed. “I got class in forty-five minutes.”

	“Take off,” I urged. “Keith and I can sort through this stuff and at least put the boxes in the right rooms. You’ll get to it later.”

	“Thanks, Uncle Sari,” he answered. “Do you mind helping him, Keith?”

	“Not tonight,” he sniveled, swiping crumbs off his shirt and onto the sofa. “I told Jimmy I’d meet him for a few beers at The Bunker.”

	Riley meandered barefoot through the mess in tight shorts and a dainty red top that barely covered her small breasts—never mind her midriff. She picked up a plastic tray and a bag of cat litter. “Excuse me,” she chimed in a squeaky peep. “I gotta get through.”

	“Let me take those,” I insisted. “Where do you want them?”

	Without making eye contact, she handed them over. “We’re not supposed to have cats,” she confessed, raking her hair behind her ear. “I was kinda looking for a place to hide it.”

	“How about the basement?”

	Riley stood frozen in place as if she’d had an epiphany. She snatched back the bag and tray, then scurried down the cellar stairs without so much as an acknowledgment. As she came back up, Corey stumbled through the maze of boxes with his backpack slung over one shoulder. “Thanks for the help,” he offered, fumbling through his keys. “I got blinds for the windows, but I’ve never put ’em up before. Can I call you if I have a problem?”

	“No sweat. I’d stay and do it for you tonight, but I guess Riley and Keith are going out.”

	“She’s not coming with me,” Keith griped, sticking his arm in a stained brown coat. “Not till she cleans the kitchen, at least.”

	My upper lip curled into a disgusted sneer, but I limited my disdain to a huff.

	Corey rolled his eyes and jingled his keys. “Gotta fly,” he called, hurrying through the back doorway.

	Keith followed close behind, not bothering to say goodbye to Riley as he passed. I shook my head and went about my business, setting the blinds aside and tossing the empty boxes on the sofa. “I may as well start in there,” I called into the kitchen.

	There was no response, but stepping through the doorway, I darn near gasped at the sight of Riley standing tip-toe and stretching her little arms to ruffle a valance on the window. Her skimpy tube top had rolled up like a scarlet bandage, and the margins of her buttocks blessed my eyes in alabaster delight. “You uh, might
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