He pulls me into the shower with him, and I
gasp from the rush of it all. He catches my gasp
in his mouth as he grips my thighs, pulling my
wet-blue-jean-covered legs around him. My
back meets the shower wall, taking some of my
weight off Atlas so that he can free up a hand.
He uses that free hand to unbutton my shirt.

I use both of mine to help him. We stop kissing
long enough for him to lower me to my feet so
that he can slip the shirt down my arms. The
shirt plops against the shower floor with a small
splash just as Atlas’s fingers meet the button on
my jeans. His mouth is hungry and back on
mine as he slides his hands between my hips and
my panties, tugging my clothes down one
difficult inch at a time. He grips the waistband
on the sides of my jeans and lowers himself
down my body as he works to slide them off me.
Once they’re around my ankles, I help him by
kicking them off, then he places his hands on the
backs of my calves and slowly works his way
back up me. When he’s fully standing again, his
fingers gather behind my back at the clasp of my
bra. My stomach clenches as he begins to
unfasten it. His mouth finds mine again, but this
kiss is gentle and slow, like the removal of this
last piece of clothing deserves to be savored.

I feel his hands slide to my shoulders, and then
he tucks his fingers beneath the straps and slips
them down my arms. My bra begins to fall away
from me, and Atlas pulls away from my mouth
long enough to admire me. His hand curves over
my hip, and then slides over my ass, squeezing
me. [ wrap my arms around his neck and slide
my lips across his jaw, settling my mouth over
his ear. “Then what?”” I watch as chills break out
over his arms. He groans, and then lifts me
higher up the wall until we’re aligned at the
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waist. I roll my hips into him, wanting to feel
him hard against me, and he meets my
movement with a quick thrust, forcing me to
gasp. It’s obvious we both want this, but he still
looks at me for permission before he takes me
right here in the shower. We’ve had the proper
conversations about my being on birth control,
and both of us having been tested, so I just nod
and whisper a desperate “Yes.” I grip his
shoulders tighter in an attempt to take more
weight off his arms so that he can position
himself to push into me. He uses his left arm to
hold me up and his right hand to grip himself,
and then he rolls his hips forward and up until I
feel the pressure of him inside of me. He sighs
into my neck at the same time I release all the
breath in my chest. It comes out like a moan,
and that sound encourages Atlas to get that noise
out of me again. My legs are tight around his
waist, but he thrusts against me hard enough for
them to unlock at the ankles. I start to slip down
him, but he hoists me back up and repositions
himself until I’'m filled with him all over again.
I release another moan, and he rolls into me a
second time, and a third time, and it may not be
as graceful against a water-soaked shower wall
as it is in a bed, but I can’t get enough of the
unruly side of him. He gives me that unruly side
of him for several minutes before we’re both too
weak and breathless to continue this without the
support of a bed. He doesn’t say anything after
he pulls out of me and lowers me to my feet. He
just turns off the water and then grabs a towel.
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