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Summary

You’re the kind of guy who when you walk into a room you own it. And every woman in the room can feel that.

When Leah meets her dad’s new boss at the company picnic he’s not the socially awkward computer geek she expected. Anthony is mouth-wateringly gorgeous, aggressive, and when he sees something he wants he goes after it. A brief kiss sets her on fire and leaves her reeling, and despite his warnings Leah can’t get him out of her mind. Her fantasies get wilder every night, and she can’t tell if she’s in love or in lust or just plain crazy, except that she has to be crazy to be obsessing over this dangerous man. Anthony wants her; she’s sure of that, but she isn’t sure she can give him what he wants. Will Leah do whatever it takes to please this man who can drive her wild with just a look, even if that means doing very private things in very public places and throwing out the condoms?
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Bred by My Dad’s New Boss

LEAH BLINKED IN THE BRIGHT SUNLIGHT burning down from the cobalt sky and adjusted her sunglasses with a little frown. A warm breeze sighing off the lake riffled through the loose strands of her long, brown hair, and even through the dark lenses she could see the roiling heat waves rising from the water. Anyone on the lake was going to broil in a hurry unless they slathered on the sunscreen, so she crossed jet skiing off her to-do list. She had made the mistake of doing that on a similar day last summer and spent a miserable week so sunburned she could barely stand to shower or wear even the lightest clothes. One experience like that was more than enough.

It did make her wish that they would schedule the company picnics in May instead of June, though. She enjoyed going to the lake, but she would have liked it even more about ten degrees cooler and a little cloudy. By the time lunch was over it would be too hot to do anything but sit in the shade and guzzle bottled water. Well, swimming would be good, too, but sticking so much as a toe in the water was guaranteed to draw a couple dozen kids as if by magic and if she was going to get stuck babysitting she was damned well going to get paid for it.

She kicked a pebble into the water where it disappeared with a satisfying plonk, sending rings of slowly fading ripples gliding across the water. Why hadn’t she stayed home? She was almost twenty now, old enough to say no and get away with it. Sure, her parents might have bitched a little, but after some grumbling they would have gone without her. Her friends were all busy today, though, and her car was in the shop and she really didn’t have anything in particular to do, so she had let herself be cajoled into coming along just to get out of the house.

A gust of wind tugged at her cropped t-shirt so that anyone watching must have caught a glimpse of her bra, and Leah smiled to herself. If nothing else, she could at least amuse herself taunting her dad’s coworkers. Most of them were hopelessly socially inept computer geeks in their forties and fifties who drooled over her like kids staring at a birthday cake whenever they thought she wasn’t looking. She loved playing the innocent, pretending that she had no idea of the effect she had on them when she walked by showing as much skin as she could get away with. Those guys could give themselves whiplash trying to decide where to look first—at her tits in her clingy, cropped t-shirt or her ass in her skin-tight shorts. She made it a game, strutting through the middle of them as though completely oblivious to their lustful gazes and then turning suddenly with the excuse that she had forgotten something to catch them frantically trying to pretend that they hadn’t been checking out her ass.

Her girlfriends thought it was kind of creepy being leered at that way by a bunch of older guys, but it didn’t really bother her. It made her feel kind of… powerful. She knew that she could wrap any one of them around her little finger simply by batting her eyes and showing a bit of cleavage—not that she’d actually want to, of course. It was just knowing that she could that gave her a bit of an ego boost, and playing with their minds when they had no clue she was doing it on purpose made it that much better.

But she still wished her dad had gone to work for a chain of gyms that had a bunch of hot guys that she could spend the day with instead.

Behind her the sound of her dad’s voice came faint from the picnic pavilion, followed by her mom’s laughter. What were they up to?

“Leah,” her dad called.

Oh, great. They had probably hired some new pimply-faced intern and wanted to introduce her. Leah wrinkled her nose in distaste. The last one had followed her around like some pathetic little puppy and she had thought she’d never get him to leave her alone. At least the older guys knew that there was absolutely no way, and while they might leer at her every chance they got they would never try to make a move on her. But her dad actually encouraged some of the younger guys in hopes that she’d end up dating one of them—a nice, polite, safe boy with a degree and a stable job in his future.

While Leah didn’t mind the idea of a guy with a future, the ones her dad pushed her way left her cold. They all seemed far more interested in computer games than girls and would never have the guts to so much as touch her tits without asking permission first, like they were begging. Just the thought was enough to kill her libido; she’d rather be a nun or something than be stuck with a guy like that. With a frustrated sigh she turned towards the pavilion. She’d just get it over with, grab something cold to drink, and then go hide out somewhere until lunchtime. If nothing else there was always the women’s restroom. No one had followed her inside there—at least not yet.

When she turned the corner of the pavilion her parents were talking to a man who had his back to her. Her dad smiled when he saw her and waved her over.

“Leah, come here. There’s someone I want you to meet.”

She fought back a groan and forced a smile onto her lips. They were going to do it to her again. Maybe it was time to start thinking about moving out. It was nice not having to pay rent and all, but there were definite drawbacks. Then the man turned to face her and she forgot everything else.

His dark blonde hair looked a little windblown, as though he had been down at the lake most of the morning, and soft, curly waves drifted down his forehead. Deep green eyes like dark emeralds regarded her from a face of fine, smoothly cut features, while firm muscles bulged under the tight, gray Las Vegas t-shirt he wore, muscles that belonged on a swimmer or gymnast, not some guy from her dad’s office. His elegant looks threw her, and Leah revised her estimates of his age three times before realizing he was closer to her dad’s age than her own. The only thing that saved him from being pretty were his eyes. A predator stared out of those eyes.

His glance wasn’t cold, exactly, but a single look was all it took to realize that he wasn’t any kind of pretty boy, that there was absolutely nothing safe or nice about him. He bore the same resemblance to the other men around them that a timber wolf did to a litter of chihuahua puppies. This was a man who was used to being in control and going after what he wanted when he saw it, a man who could be ruthless about overcoming any obstacles in his path. A hot tingling stirred deep below her belly and Leah found herself looking down at her sandals to avoid the intensity of his gaze.

“This is my new boss, Anthony Kerr,” her dad said. “He took over the department a couple of months back when Jim retired.”

Anthony held out a hand. “Pleased to meet you, Leah.”

His voice was low, cultured, with just enough hint of a rumble in it to give her shivers. It was a voice that she knew she would hear whispering to her in her dreams and in the depths of the night when she couldn’t sleep, a voice that would tell her to do things that made her quiver just thinking about them. A voice she would never be able to resist.

“You, too,” she stammered, barely managing to take his hand.

An amused smile perked up one corner of his mouth. “Your father has told me a lot about you. I think he might be just a tad proud. You’re getting a degree in computer science?”

“Yes.” Her fingers trembled when he released her hand, still warm from his touch.

“Any thoughts on what you want to do when you graduate?”

She took a deep breath. Why did her dad always have to put her on display like this? “I’d like to work on embedded systems.”

His eyes narrowed in on her as though she had done something interesting. Under the full focus of his attention Leah felt like a bug pinned to a card. Did he do this in meetings? He was going to give some of the older guys in the department heart attacks.

“Do you mind if I ask why?”

She swallowed nervously. “Well, pretty much everybody wants to do the flashy stuff that runs on cell phones and computers. I just think it would be more fun to work on the things that no one pays attention to. I mean, nobody ever thinks about the software that runs their microwaves or televisions or cars, but without it pretty much nothing would work. And it all has to run right every single time.”

“Very true.”

“So it just seems to me that would be more interesting and useful than working on regular applications.”

“Well, Sam, it does sound like she got your brains.” His smile broadened and he winked at her mom. “And her mother’s looks. Between those I figure you’ve got your work cut out for you keeping her out of trouble.”

Her dad laughed and her mom blushed a little, and suddenly Anthony relaxed and his eyes were just warm on Leah rather than intense. Someone called out from over by the barbecue pit and he glanced away. She took that as her cue to bolt.

“I guess I’ll let you guys get back to talking. It was nice meeting you Mr. Kerr.”

Emerald eyes laughed down at her. “I enjoyed meeting you, too, Leah. See you around.”

She summoned all the dignity she could muster, but there was no way to call it anything but a retreat. His eyes seemed able to see right through her, and she wanted to put some distance between them while she was still capable of rational thought. As she risked a glance back and saw his eyes still following her, though, she knew that wasn’t going to be enough. Maybe leaving the country would do it, but anything short of that was probably a waste of time.

Leah did her best to ignore him after that, but apparently her subconscious had other ideas. She would blink and find herself watching him, admiring that perfect profile and imagining what his muscles would feel like under his t-shirt. Several times she caught herself moving closer to him, straining to hear his voice and wishing that she was the one his attention was focused on once again. Something about him touched her at her deepest, most primal levels, levels she hadn’t even known she had. It was ridiculous—he was far too old, and to make things worse he worked with her dad. 

That didn’t make any difference in how she felt, of course.

After lunch it hit her. She was used to making the other men her dad worked with notice her, and there was no reason that the same methods wouldn’t work on Anthony—not if she really wanted his attention, anyway. And even though she knew it was a very, very bad idea, Leah found she wanted his attention very, very badly.

*          *          *

Anthony looked up as Leah walked by for the third time in half an hour. The girl had touched up her makeup and hair since their conversation that morning, and somehow she had rearranged what little she was wearing to display even more skin. His manhood stirred restlessly as he let his gaze linger on her—dark brown curls tumbling loose halfway down her back, pouty lips practically begging to be kissed, midriff and long, tanned legs bare and inviting. His palms itched to slide over the golden satin of her skin, to explore her curves and the softness still hidden beneath her skimpy outfit.

Nineteen and hot, and she knew it. That made for a dangerous combination, especially for a girl who apparently enjoyed flaunting herself just to get a reaction from the men around her. He was reasonably sure that she was the only reason half of the guys from the office bothered to show up for the company picnics. The low conversations when her father wasn’t around sprinkled with a healthy dose of lewd comments and knowing laughter indicated that Leah would be playing the starring role in a number of fantasies later. Somehow he didn’t think she’d mind.

Anthony couldn’t deny that the little witch was having an effect on him as well, and from the sultry glances she kept throwing his way it was obvious that it was intentional. The girl was toying with him, trying to get his attention. Pushing his buttons. He could ignore that—to a point, anyway—but he was more concerned with how blatant she was being about it. People were going to realize what she was doing and they would talk, and while Leah was legally an adult and Anthony didn’t remotely give a damn what people said about him, he didn’t need the disruptions it could cause at the office.

On the other hand, he wasn’t like these other guys who would happily sit and let her prick-tease them all day long just so they’d have something to wank to later. No matter how hot she was, he simply wasn’t going to put up with some teenage girl trying to yank his chain. His eyes followed the hypnotic sway of her ass while she walked right past him, more daring with each passing minute. No, it was definitely time to end the little games. He had a pretty good idea how to put a stop to it, too.

*          *          *

Leah watched from across the shaded pavilion as Anthony got up from the picnic table and headed towards the restrooms. She was willing to swear that he got sexier every single time she looked at him. There was a catlike grace to the way he stalked across the ground, relaxed and powerful at the same time, and she could have spent hours just watching him move. The corded muscles rippling along his legs matched those of his upper body, and she wanted to run her hands from his shoulders to his calves to feel the silk-wrapped steel of him warm and hard against her fingertips.

She had caught him looking at her while she paraded in front of him, but unlike the other guys he didn’t turn away all flustered and embarrassed over it. His eyes had simply continued to sweep her from head to toe as though he intended to memorize every curve, and the heat in his gaze ignited a fluttery ache at the root of her sex. The longer she watched him the worse it got, and now it had become an insistent thrum that turned her pussy loose and liquid. Her body wanted him in the worst possible way, more than she had ever dreamed it was possible to want anyone. Maybe it was because he was forbidden, or maybe it was because she could sense the danger rolling off him like waves of cold from a block of ice; whatever the reason, an inexorable pull kept drawing her towards him.

With her heart in her throat she trailed him to the restrooms in the building behind the picnic pavilion. While he was inside she dithered around the corner wondering what to do, or whether she should actually do anything at all. The only thing she knew was the desperate tightness that gripped her chest at the thought of him. She heard a flush and then the sink splashing—he would be coming out any second. What was she going to do?

No one else was around, so she moved towards the door. Anthony stepped out, his eyes narrowing for a brief instant when he saw her, and then he smiled. Heart pounding, she smiled back and deliberately brushed against his arm as she passed him.

Before she had time to react he had her pushed up against the wall, his knee between hers, his hands pressed flat to either side of her shoulders so there was nowhere for her to go. The heat of his body so close to hers made her nipples harden and crinkle in need, and she looked up at him wild-eyed with a mixture of panic and raw desire.

“I think you’ve done about enough teasing for one day,” he murmured. “You’re a very pretty little girl, but I don’t play little girl games.”

His face bent to hers, and his breath tickled hot against her skin. Leah closed her eyes with a tiny shudder as his lips brushed lightly against the curve of her jaw and crept down to the soft skin of her neck.

“If you think I’m just another guy you can lead around by the dick, you are sadly mistaken.”

She swallowed hard at the words whispered into her ear, nipples and clit harder than they had ever been before and aching with a need so strong it made her teeth hurt. Anthony’s hands roamed her skin, gliding up her sides and up under her t-shirt to brush against the satin of her bra. A little moan started somewhere in her chest and crawled out of her throat.

“Is this what you want, Leah?” His lips hovered just above hers, so close she could feel the vibrations when he spoke. Fingertips found the hard knots of her nipples under her bra and grazed across them. “If this is what you want, don’t tease. Just ask. I won’t make you beg—much.”

The wet tip of his tongue flickered against her lips and then his mouth was on hers, a fleeting kiss that stole her breath and left her reeling. She had just enough time to taste the sharp bite of wintergreen on his tongue before the heat of him vanished from her. When she opened her eyes he was standing a few feet away with his hands on his hips, eyes dark and smoldering as he watched her trying to catch her breath.

“No more teasing,” he warned, “or this is going to turn into a very grown-up game that I really don’t think you’re ready to play.”

He disappeared around the side of the pavilion and left her standing there bewildered and disbelieving. And frustrated. Very, very frustrated.

Anthony’s warning had been enough to convince Leah to give him a wide berth the rest of the day, but keeping her thoughts away from him was another matter entirely, even after the company picnic was over. She couldn’t stop thinking about him—during the day she’d find herself daydreaming in class about his perfect features and his incredible eyes, and at night in bed she reveled in memories of his lips on hers while the heat of his body sizzled against her skin. The incident at the picnic might have lasted only a few seconds, but somehow it had taken over her imagination to flood her with a never-ending stream of images of what might have happened next if she had only had the courage to take one single step towards him.

The thoughts left her tossing and turning at night, her clit a swollen ache that begged for attention, but Leah didn’t dare touch herself. She was afraid that if she started masturbating to her fantasies of Anthony she would never be able to stop.

What she really needed to do was get him out of her head. Unfortunately she could only come up with two ways to do that. The first involved getting laid by someone who could get her over him, but she couldn’t think of anyone who was remotely close enough to Anthony’s league to even have a shot at it. That left going to see him.

Maybe seeing him again would change her mind about him. Maybe her initial impression of him was off and Anthony wasn’t as hot and sexy as she had made him out to be in her head. Sometimes taking a closer second look at someone she had found attractive would do that, and she would wonder what it was that she ever saw in them to begin with. If she was lucky she’d find that she had only found him attractive in comparison to the other men at the company picnic, and she could put him behind her for good.

Of course there was also the chance that he was every bit as amazing as she remembered and seeing him again would only make her growing obsession even worse—assuming that was possible.

She couldn’t just show up at his house. For one thing she didn’t have any idea where he lived, and it wasn’t like she could exactly ask her dad. Aside from that the thought of confronting Anthony alone at his home scared her silly. No, it would be better to do it at the office. Nothing could possibly happen to her there, and stopping by to see her dad would give her a legitimate excuse to visit. And if she just “happened” to run into Anthony while she was there, well, it was a small world, wasn’t it? On Thursday mornings her dad was in meetings from 10:30 until noon. She didn’t have class, so she could go up there and claim that she totally forgot about his meeting schedule or that she got her days mixed up. If she was careful she could slip in, see Anthony, and be gone without her dad ever knowing that she had been there. That would probably be a good idea since she didn’t make it a habit of seeing him at work and she didn’t want to do anything to make him suspicious. It all sounded easy enough, provided she could work up the courage to actually go through with it.

The next morning at 11:00 Leah pulled into the parking lot at her dad’s office and gave her hair and makeup a quick check in the mirror. It had taken two hours of dragging everything she owned out of her closet before she had finally settled on a lacy white camisole and a peach tulle mini skirt with a pair of high heeled sandals that really showed off her long legs. The outfit looked classy while still displaying lots of skin, and she didn’t think it made her appear too young. There was no way she could avoid looking close to her age, but Leah knew that if she could minimize that enough she might be able to keep Anthony from shutting her down right away on principle.

Her dad’s office was on the third floor of a large building in a modern office park. When she was a few years younger she had been there lots of times with her mother, so she knew her way around well enough not to have to ask directions. On the third floor she stopped at the front desk, but Maggie, the receptionist, was on the phone and just waved her through with a polite smile. Jim, her dad’s old boss, had occupied a corner office at the far end of the building and she assumed that Anthony would be there. At the moment most of the cubicles were deserted, their occupants probably in the same meeting as her dad, but Leah still found herself tiptoeing as she meandered through the silent office. This was it; she was really doing it. Nerves tightened and her palms began to sweat, though whether from trepidation or anticipation Leah couldn’t have said. She still wasn’t sure when she paused at the door of Anthony’s office a minute later.

The office door stood ajar and Anthony sat inside, head bent in concentration over something on his desk so that he didn’t notice her. For several seconds she stood there just watching him, her heart pounding so loudly that she was surprised he couldn’t hear it. It wasn’t too late; she could turn around and slip away and he would never know that she had been there at all. She could go back to her quiet life and wait for a guy her own age to come along who could make her burn the way that Anthony did.

But what if that guy never showed up?

Leah wanted more than nice, safe, comfortable sex; she wanted fire and passion with a man who would never let her own him, and it all was right there in front of her. All she had to do was reach out for it, if she dared. She almost turned and fled the way she had come, but in the end she screwed up her courage and one fist crept out to tap on the door frame.

*          *          *

Anthony looked up at the unexpected knock and everything froze as he saw Leah. He had thought for sure that he had scared her off with his kiss at the picnic, and now she was standing in his office with that same half-wild, half-terrified expression in her eyes, looking so innocent and so lovely that he almost felt guilty for the way his cock stirred at the sight of her. Her long, silky legs seemed to go on forever until they finally vanished under a filmy skirt that looked like peach cotton candy, and god, how he wanted a taste. He had resisted temptation once; he didn’t think he was strong enough to manage it a second time.

“Hello, Leah.”

“Hi, Mr. Kerr,” she replied with a shy smile. “Is my dad around?”

“He’s in a meeting.” She blushed lightly and looked away as he said it. Aha. “But you knew that before you came here, didn’t you?”

He wanted her. Anthony was honest enough to admit that to himself. So young and bright and eager and naive, how could he help but want her? Everything about the girl fed his desire to possess her, and here she was standing in his office despite his earlier warning. Well, he had given her all the chances to run he was going to.

The fact that her father worked for him never crossed his mind.

Deliberately he stood up and moved towards her. Despite her obvious nervousness Leah stood her ground, never taking her eyes from him. He stopped with only inches between them and slowly reached around her to pull the door shut. Her perfume went straight to his head and stole what vestiges of willpower remained in him to resist her.

“What do you want?”

She gulped. “I just thought…” Her voice trailed off and she bit her lower lip.

“No games, Leah.” He took another step towards her, but she still didn’t retreat and though her eyes were huge her gaze never wavered. “You want me to kiss you.”

The silence dragged on for several seconds. “Yes.”

His arms slid around her waist and pulled her into him. Lips found the corner of her mouth and began to taste her.

“You want me to touch you.”

“Yes,” she breathed, a whisper against his lips.

Between them his manhood stiffened and throbbed to life. Hell if he’d let her go. Hell if he would. He couldn’t remember the last time he had wanted a woman this badly, and if she wanted him too then that was all that mattered. His arms tightened around her, melding her body to his. Leah tensed, eyes closed, and for a moment he wasn’t sure that she was even breathing, but then she slowly relaxed against him. That was all the invitation he needed and his mouth smothered hers.

*          *          *

Their first kiss at the picnic had left her breathless, but that had been because it was so unexpected. This time Anthony kissed her senseless. As his lips pressed against hers Leah opened to him, her tongue greeting his as he slid past her teeth to explore. Hands moved from her waist, sliding down and around to cup her ass through the filmy fabric of her skirt and pull her hips firmly against his erection. She couldn’t believe how hard he had gotten already; his cock was a thick, iron rod pressing into her. His kisses gave her no time to think, no time to do anything but react. Hungry, his mouth plundered hers, his tongue sliding and twisting against hers in a heat that left her reeling.

Just when she thought she could take no more he pulled back to nibble on her lower lip, eyes smoldering with dark fire as he looked down at her. Slow kisses tickled down her chin, and then the moist heat of his breath raised goose bumps down the softness of her throat. The soft nuzzling of his lips there pushed slow pulses of heat through her belly until her pussy quivered and her clit knotted into a tight little bump of flesh. Nipples crinkled and she longed for his mouth on them, wanted him to suck her even deeper into this torrent of desire he had released within her.

While his warm, soft lips continued to caress her bare skin Anthony’s hands found the hot mounds of her tits. Fingers tweaked her aching nipples then rubbed them through her bra until she was afraid that her moans would be heard by anyone who walked outside, but he didn’t seem to care. It didn’t take much of that before both her pussy and her panties were soaked.

Abruptly Anthony released her and took a step back, the desire raging in his eyes enough to make her legs wobbly. Leah’s pulse centered somewhere between her legs in a deep, heavy pounding like a bass drum.

“Bend over my desk,” he told her.

“What?”

“Do it.”

A little hesitantly she turned and bent over, gripping the edge of his desk to steady herself. She knew that Anthony liked to be in control, and he had to know how exposed and helpless she would feel in this position. It put her totally at his mercy.

She wondered if he actually had any.

Quietly he moved in behind her, his hands skimming down her sides, her hips, and wandering lovingly over the firm flesh of her ass. The sensation left her tingling and shivery all over, and she wished that his palms were on her bare flesh rather than touching her through her clothes. It appeared that Anthony shared this wish, for with a rustle of fabric he lifted her skirt up over her back. Fingers wandered over the thin satin of her panties before dipping into the cleft between her legs. His touch there felt like it set off sparks and she moaned and arched her back.

“Your panties are all wet, little girl. I think we need to take them off.”

Her whole body trembled in anticipation and suppressed need as Anthony tugged her underwear over her hips and slid them down her legs. Carefully his hands lifted one foot and then the other to untangle her ankles from her panties then he tossed them onto his desk.

“I’m keeping those,” he told her. “I’ll get you some more later.”

She gasped as his fingers clenched in the pale globes of her ass and wondered if he would leave marks. Not that she cared—she was on fire for him, wanted him to mark her as his own, to spread her wide and take her hard, to slam his cock into her and pound her against the desk until she screamed. Instead the heat of his palms slid down her ass to stroke the smooth skin of her upper thighs, fingernails tickling lightly against the softness at the back of her knees.

“Spread your legs.”

Letting the desk take her weight she did as he asked.

“Wider.”

Mindful of her heels she slid her feet further apart and felt her thighs quiver. What was he going to do?

“Good girl.”

Fingers spread her open from behind and hot breath played across the naked skin of her slit. Leah whimpered at the first touch of his tongue as he teased it across her nether lips. Anthony ran it slowly up one side and then back down the other before slipping between to dip hot juices fresh from her fount, which gushed more to replace what he took. While her heart thrummed and her breath turned to tight little gasps his tongue played against her, flicking against her pink skin before plunging deep between her legs to bathe her clit. Raw jolts of pleasure buzzed through her bottom and gathered in a growing pool deep below her belly. It felt absolutely wonderful, and one hand snaked beneath her towards the slowly pulsing knob between her legs.

“Hands on the desk,” Anthony ordered.

With a little whimper she did as he said, instead rocking her hips back against his probing tongue in an attempt to obtain even more sensation. To her relief his fingers found her clit just as his tongue thrust into the tight confines of her tunnel. Slickened fingertips swirled across taut, aching skin while his tongue slowly fucked her vibrating pussy. It was pure heaven, and Leah was too far gone to even try to suppress her moans. With the bliss surging through her clit she barely noticed when he withdrew his tongue. It slithered back from her cunt, trailing fire across her skin, to circle warm and wet against the dark pink pucker of her ass.

Sweet heat like thick, golden honey spread from her clenched rosebud to slowly ooze down into her pussy, and Leah’s knees almost gave way. No one had ever done that to her before and she had never felt anything like it in her life. She couldn’t believe Anthony was licking her there. It was so dirty, so embarrassing—far more intimate even than having his tongue buried in her pussy. His tongue pressed harder against her, but even as she whimpered at the pleasure of it she moved her hand back to push him away.

With a sharp crack that rang through the office Anthony’s hand smacked onto one bare cheek of her ass.

“Owww!”

“Keep your hands on the desk,” he growled.

“But I—”

“Don’t make me tell you again.”

The command in his voice made her pussy flutter as she gripped the desk with both hands, and Leah finally let herself go. She was in Anthony’s hands; he could do whatever he wanted. As she focused on his tongue and fingers the burning sting on her bottom melted into the other sensations. While it wasn’t exactly pleasure, it wasn’t really painful, either. It simply added to the intense heat between her legs, which by that time was approaching volcanic levels.

Anthony’s tongue went back to her pussy while his fingers continued stroking her clit. His slow, easy motions wrung her tighter and tighter as prickling flames rose to devour her from within. Leah’s forehead dropped to one arm as the effort to remain upright consumed all of her efforts. Between pants for breath she heard herself moan, lost somewhere between bliss and the agony of Anthony teasing her right along the edges. Despite his best efforts to lap it all up, hot juices poured from her sopping pussy until little drops ran down her legs.

“Come for me, Leah,” he said, his fingers flying against her clit. “I want to feel you.”

At his words she crumbled, the orgasm bursting free to pound through her body in shockwaves of searing pleasure. Her legs shook so badly that Anthony had to prop her up while she tried to muffle her cries against her arm. As the fires slowly burned themselves out Anthony relaxed his grip and let her sink to her knees with his arms around her waist. He leaned in and the scent of his cologne mingled with the sharp musk of her sex wrapped around her like a warm, spicy blanket.

“You are so fucking hot,” he whispered against her ear. “I could do that a dozen times a day just to watch you, to feel you against me when you explode like that.”

She grinned through her gasps. “I’m pretty sure my heart would give out long before then, but if you want to try I won’t stop you.”

His laughter was like a low, rich melody that warmed her bones, and he gave her a quick squeeze before rising to his feet.

“As much as I’d love to see which of us would collapse first, I have a lunch appointment with two of the VPs.” He sighed. “If I had known you were coming by I would have rescheduled.”

“No you wouldn’t,” she scoffed. “You would have locked your door and pretended you weren’t here when I knocked.”

He held out a hand and lifted her to her feet. “Maybe,” he said, “but I don’t think so. I’m not really big into self denial. When I want something I usually go for it.”

“And you wanted me?”

“From the moment I saw you.” She blushed and cast her eyes towards her toes while he ran his fingertips along her cheek and down the smooth curve of her neck. “I really do have a lunch meeting set up, though. Otherwise we’d see if you give as good as you get.”

“I don’t know. I’m not as experienced as you are.”

“I should certainly hope not.”

She looked up with an impish grin that promised him lots of trouble later. “I’m a very fast learner, though, and when I decide to do something I put everything I’ve got into it.”

He laughed again. “I can’t believe I tried to scare you away. Are you busy tomorrow night?”

“No, why?”

“Would you like to have dinner with me?”

She blinked in surprise. “What? You mean, like, a date?”

“Yes, exactly like a date.”

“Well, sure. I’d love to.”

“Good. Do you know where Esperanza’s is?” When she nodded he smiled. “How about you meet me there at seven tomorrow night? I’d offer to pick you up, but that might not be the best idea under the circumstances.”

She giggled at the thought of the look on her dad’s face if Anthony showed up at her parents’ house to pick her up for a date. “You’re right about that. Seven is fine.”

“I’ll see you then. And Leah?” Dark heat simmered in his eyes as he looked at her. “Wear something… nice.”

His lopsided, bad-boy grin made her heart stutter so badly that she forgot all about leaving her panties behind until she stepped outside and a gust of wind tugged at her skirt. She flushed scarlet and held the layered peach tulle down with one hand, praying that she would make it to her car without flashing anybody, and didn’t relax until she slid into the driver’s seat. Maybe she should start carrying an extra pair in the glove compartment, just in case.

Excitement bubbled through her for the rest of the day until she could barely contain her glee. Anthony had actually asked her out. In her wildest dreams she had never expected that. It just didn’t seem real, and she walked around in half a daze while imagining what tomorrow night would bring.

Her dad’s voice finally brought her crashing back to earth. “Leah?”

“Yes, Dad?”

“Maggie said you were up at the office today.”

Oh, god. She had forgotten all about the receptionist. “Oh, yeah, I stopped by to ask you if I could borrow forty bucks until payday, but you were in a meeting. It just slipped my mind that you wouldn’t be there.”

He started to fish out his wallet. “Do you still need the money?”

“No, thanks. I re-checked my balance and I think I can make it until the fifteenth.”

“Well, all right, as long as you’re sure.” He looked at her with an odd expression. “Did you happen to see Anthony while you were there?”

Leah’s heart lurched and began to pound. “Mm, hm. There wasn’t anybody else around when I went by, so I peeked into Mr. Kerr’s office to ask where you were and to say hi.”

His eyes searched her face, but she forced herself to remain collected. “I see. Just… go easy around him, all right? I mean, he’s a nice guy and everything, but, well...”

She wanted to giggle. Anthony a nice guy? Not hardly—at least not the way her dad meant it. That was what made him so irresistibly sexy and drew her to him in the first place. 

“Okay Dad, message received.”

She very carefully did not say that she would do anything about it, though, and from the unhappy look her dad gave her she got the feeling that hadn’t escaped him.

Later when she went to bed, memories of Anthony’s mouth and hands on her body kept her awake and throbbing far into the night. Eventually she dropped off without touching herself, but she wasn’t sure how much longer she could maintain her resolve. If Anthony didn’t take care of her on Friday night, she was going to have to resort to drastic measures or she might never sleep again.

Deciding what to wear on her date turned out to be a lot easier than finding something to wear up to her dad’s office had been. Esperanza’s was a fairly up-scale place and there was only so much in Leah’s closet that was really suitable. Once she had her outfit picked out, though, the really tough part began—waiting. Leah hadn’t been this nervous and excited about going out since her very first date when she was sixteen, and each hour dragged by as though it had a personal grievance against her and wanted to prolong her wait as much as possible. But she knew it would all be worth it in the end and managed to keep from going stir crazy by texting salacious details of Thursday’s adventure to her two best friends. They didn’t keep secrets—especially juicy ones about hot guys—from each other, and she might need them to cover for her later. Then finally it was time to get ready; her friends both wished her luck and she headed for the shower.

She was only a little late getting to Esperanza’s, and despite the excitement drumming in her veins that kept trying to push her into a sprint across the parking lot Leah held herself to a sedate walk. She didn’t want to appear too eager after all; besides, sprinting in three inch heels was hardly practical. To her surprise Anthony stood waiting for her outside near the entrance. She loved the way his eyes lit up when he saw her, and the naked heat there as he watched her made her feel like the sexiest woman alive.

The black, strapless cocktail dress had been a Christmas present from her aunt, and this was the first time she had gotten to wear it. It slid on her like a second skin and showed enough bare skin to give her parents conniption fits. The only drawback was that it was so tight that she couldn’t wear panties without showing lines. Faced with that choice she had opted not to wear any; Anthony could take advantage of that later.

He smiled down at her—even in her heels she didn’t quite manage to come up to his nose. One hand went to the small of her back, where it settled as though it had been made for her, and he bent into her neck to sniff her perfume.

“If that dress was any shorter it would be a shirt,” he murmured in her ear, taking the opportunity for a brief nibble.

Warm shivers rolled down her skin. “You like it,” she whispered back.

“What’s not to like? You look incredible.”

“Thank you.”

While she was too tongue-tied at the moment to say it, he looked pretty spectacular as well. His fitted dark gray suit was obviously an expensive one, emphasizing his powerful build while at the same time setting off his aristocratic good looks. There was just something about hot guys in suits that did it for her; she was ready to start drooling.

Hand still on her back, he guided her through the ornate glass doors and into the lobby where the hostess offered Anthony a dazzling smile that left Leah fuming.

“Two?”

“Yes,” Anthony replied in a voice smooth as silk. “I have a reservation for Kerr, and I would prefer one of the little tables in the back.”

The girl checked her list and picked up two menus, but her smile faltered as she caught Leah’s glare. “Certainly, sir. If you’ll follow me.”

*          *          *

Anthony struggled to suppress a grin as Leah glared daggers at the girl’s back. Her quick, fierce jealousy probably should have been setting off alarm bells, but instead he found himself pulling her a little more tightly into the curve of his arm. She was so different from what he had expected when he first met her. He was, in fact, more than a little bemused by her refusal to flee in terror—if not from his kiss then from what he had done to her in his office. No, from the sparkle in her eyes and her pleased little smile when she saw him at the door she wasn’t scared at all. Maybe he was the one who ought to be scared of her.

The hostess certainly ought to be.

Apparently she realized that, because she scampered off as soon as they were seated without so much as daring to glance his way again. Leah’s eyes narrowed as she saw his lips twitch, daring him to laugh, but Anthony just shook his head in mock disappointment.

“Are you always that rough on the wait staff?”

Dark curls bounced distractingly as she tossed her head. “She would have happily flirted with you all evening and then tried to find some way to slip you her number, despite you obviously being here with me.”

“Well, while I’ll admit to pursuing my share of women, I won’t chase one while I’m out with another. I hope you don’t think I encouraged her.”

That earned him a laugh. “You can’t help it.”

“Can’t help what?”

Leah’s eyes focused on his, golden brown and so warm they should have been glowing. “You’re the kind of guy who when you walk into a room you own it. And every woman in the room can feel that.” She ducked her eyes and smiled. “It makes our girlie bits tingle.”

“I’m going to make yours more than tingle.”

“Mmm. I like the sound of that.”

“And I like the fact that you’re not wearing panties tonight.”

“I was afraid you’d steal them, too. I’m a starving college student with a very limited budget to replace stolen underwear.”

The thought of her bare under that dress distracted the hell out of him. Desire for her had been consuming him for days, and now all he could think of was taking her against the wall or bending her over the table and fucking her hard and fast until the wineglasses went flying and the silverware clattered to the floor. Under the spell of that image he shifted in his seat, his cock stretching and filling with a slow throb. Tonight there would be nothing to interfere. He was going to bury himself in her softness and stay there until they were both satisfied.

Later, when the waiter had come and gone, Anthony slid a hand palm up across the table towards her. After a moment’s hesitation she laid hers atop his and he curled his fingers around her more slender ones. 98.6 degrees. He knew that if he measured their temperatures they would both be the same, so why did her hand feel so impossibly warm pressed against his?

“You are so amazingly sexy,” he told her. “I’d love to take you right here on the table.”

“Knowing you, I’m sure you would.”

“I’d strip that little dress off and kiss every inch of you, suck on those lovely nipples that are already hard for me, then lick that sweet, juicy pussy of yours until you made a mess on the table.” Her eyes got wide and he grinned at her. “And when I was done with that, I’d fuck you until you couldn’t remember whose name it was you were screaming.”

She swallowed hard. “I think that might just get us thrown out.”

“Maybe. Remember how you felt in my office? What it was like with my tongue inside of you and my fingers on your clit?”

Leah’s cheeks went pink and her nostrils flared as she slowly nodded. He could feel the heat building in her, flames that were his to control. Perhaps they could both do with an appetizer before the main course.

“I want you to touch yourself.”

“What?” she squeaked.

“Look around. Where we’re sitting no one can see. Just put your napkin in your lap over your hand in case a waiter walks by.”

“Are you crazy?”

“For you, yes. Come on. Do it.”

“You’re serious.”

“Very. Now slide your hand between your legs and touch yourself while you think about what I did to you while you were bent over my desk.”

*          *          *

Leah could not believe she was actually doing it, but Anthony had her so hot and bothered that her poor clit was practically screaming at her, and wet as she was she probably needed another napkin just to keep from soaking through her dress. For whatever insane reason she did as he asked and slid her free hand under the table and ran her fingers up her thigh. Even though she knew that he was right and no one could see, it felt as though every eye in the restaurant was glued to her. For some reason that made the gnawing ache between her legs even worse.

Short as her skirt was she didn’t have far to go before her fingers reached the moist, puffy folds of her sex. A bit at a time she pushed her way up, eyes locked on Anthony’s, until the pad of her middle finger came to rest against the hard knot of her clit. The intense jolt of pleasure that seared through her loins made her gasp, and she wet her lips nervously as fresh heat prickled between her legs.

“That’s it,” he breathed. “Nice and easy. Except it’s not your finger playing down there, it’s my tongue—warm and wet and soft—rubbing against you.”

Her finger slipped into an old, familiar rhythm as it stroked against her flesh. Slow, deliberate circles fed the burning tension, teased the fluttery vibration that ached so sweetly in the deepest parts of her pussy. Her breasts hung hot and heavy, her nipples puckered berries that sparked and burned just like the slick pearl between her legs. It wasn’t going to take anything to make her explode, not when just being around Anthony already had her on a hair trigger.

Tension coiled in her belly, its roots snaking down into her center to tug at her trembling cunt. Leah’s bottom squeezed tightly as she remembered his tongue there, so wet and wanton as it wriggled and tickled against her most secret, untouched place. Breaths came harder, deep gasps that rubbed her nipples against the fabric of her dress and pushed her still closer to the edge. Her teeth clamped onto her lip and fingernails dug into Anthony’s palm where he held her hand clasped firmly in his own.

“That’s it. Stay with me.”

Somehow she kept her eyes on his even as she soared up into the roaring, white maelstrom that threatened to overwhelm her senses. The soft tip of her finger vibrated wildly against her thrumming clit, dragging knotted strands of pleasure tighter with each second until the pressure burst free all at once. A whimper was the only sound she made as she shattered and came apart in front of him, staring raw and naked into hungry, green eyes that she thought might never let her go again. Even as the edges of her vision grayed she never lost sight of Anthony’s eyes. When her breathing slowed and she regained her composure he lifted her hand to his lips and pressed a slow, tender kiss into her palm, stopping her heart for a moment as little flames licked across her skin and her sex came instantly alive once more. It was almost frightening what he could do to her with only a look, a simple touch.

“Good girl,” he told her. The approval shining in his eyes warmed her as much as the orgasm had.

“God, Anthony. What if someone had seen?”

“But they didn’t, did they?”

Despite her earlier sense that every single person in the restaurant had witnessed her performance, she had to admit that no one had noticed. “Do you make all of your dates perform that way?”

Anthony shook his head. “I’ve never tried that before; I’ve never been with anyone who I thought would actually do it. You… are full of surprises.”

For some reason that pleased her as well. A thousand other questions bubbled up in her mind, but before she could ask any of them they were interrupted by the waiter bringing dinner. Leah excused herself to go wash her hands, and once in the ladies’ room she stared hard at herself in the mirror.

The girl who looked back at her was a stranger. She wasn’t sure who she even was when she was around Anthony. God knows she would never in a million years have done anything like that before she met him. Was she in love with him? Was it just an obsession? She didn’t have good answers to those questions, but she was pretty sure that when it came to sex she’d agree to do just about anything he asked her without question—and enjoy it when she did. Her mind shied away from asking where all this was leading, what the outcome would eventually be. That was a question for another night. For now just being with him was enough.

Back at the table he gave her time to collect herself, difficult as that was when he kept looking at her as though he would prefer to be devouring her rather than his dinner. He steered to conversation away from sex and focused on her—her life in college and before, her hopes and plans for the future. Leah couldn’t imagine why, but he seemed genuinely interested in her. It was funny because she didn’t think of herself as remotely interesting; Anthony was the one who was fascinating, and while he answered her own questions without any apparent reserve, by the time dessert was served she felt as though she had barely scratched the surface. She knew some things about him, but she still had no idea of who he was.

“How old are you?” she finally worked up the courage to ask.

Anthony quirked an eyebrow. “I’m thirty-two.”

Not quite her dad’s age, but still... “Wow.”

“Yes. My secretary has the nearest funeral home on speed dial,” he responded dryly.

A giggle slipped out before she could stop it. “That’s not what I meant. Well, I guess it sort of was, but it wasn’t very nice of me to say. Awk-ward.”

Thirty-two; an age so far off to her it might be forever. Her thoughts drifted, trying to imagine herself in his world and what that would be like. When the silence lingered Anthony jolted her back to reality by taking her hand.

“Where are you?” he asked.

She smiled. “With you.”

“I was wondering. Do you think you could take some time off this summer?”

“Well, I don’t have classes second summer session. I guess I could ask for some time off work then.”

“How would you feel about going away with me for a week or two to Hawaii or something? Just the two of us, with no distractions from work or parents or anything like that.”

Her heart screeched to a halt. “Wow. You really do move fast. We haven’t even finished our first date yet and you want me to go away with you?”

“I see what I want, and I go for it.” There wasn’t a hint of an apology in his voice.

“And you want me?” She had asked that before, but she still found it hard to believe.

His grin set her tingling all over again. “What do you think?”

She almost said yes—wanted very much to say yes—but even as caught up as she was in him Leah knew that this was something she needed to consider it carefully first.

“Well, I can’t say I necessarily agree with your taste, but I’m certainly not going to argue with you. Just give me a little time to think about it, okay? It’s kind of a big deal for me.”

“All right. I understand.”

“Don’t worry,” she said, sensing his disappointment. “The answer is probably going to be yes. I just… This is all new.”

He feigned surprise. “Really? You’ve never been asked to go away on an extended vacation by your father’s boss before?”

“Nope,” she said, shaking her head solemnly. “First time.”

“Good.”

He squeezed her hand with a possessiveness that mirrored her own from earlier, and a whole swarm of butterflies took flight in her stomach. She as in so much trouble with this man. Too bad her body didn’t seem to realize that; she wanted him more than ever, and her earlier orgasm had done nothing but whet her appetite for him. As they strolled out into the parking lot without a word from Anthony about his plans for the rest of the evening the suspense left her heart in her throat. Was he going to call it a night because she wouldn’t commit to going away with him? Was he going to go noble on her and make a point of giving her some space to think?

When he stopped by a shiny, black Mercedes and just stood there looking at her, Leah’s heart fell. He was going to send her home—home to a cold, empty bed with nothing but memories and desire to keep her company. Why couldn’t she have just said yes earlier like she wanted to?

“Would you like to come back to my place?”

Leah closed her eyes and offered up a silent prayer of thanks. “I’d love to.”

“Can you stay the night?”

“Yeah. I told my parents that I was going out with a friend. They’re used to me spending the night when I do that, so they won’t be expecting me home until sometime tomorrow.”

“Wonderful. Would you rather follow me, or ride with me and I’ll bring you back to pick up your car when you’re ready to go home?”

“I’ll come with you.”

The ride was awkward at first. They both knew what was going to happen when they got to his house, but Leah wasn’t quite sure how to talk around it. Not that they couldn’t find something else to talk about—they had done a fine job with that all evening. But sex was the great big elephant parked smack in the middle of the room and seemed to overshadow everything else. It was actually a funny situation; after two orgasms she had yet to touch him in a sexual way. Maybe it was time to remedy that.

She worked free of her shoulder belt and leaned across the low center console towards him, her heart fluttering like a captive bird in her breast. Tentatively she slid her hand inside his jacket, fingers running along the fine fabric of his shirt to explore the firm curves of the muscles beneath. The guy definitely worked out; there was no other way to get pecs like that, and she couldn’t wait to get his clothes off and see if the rest of him was just as nice, to press her body against his until she could feel every lean, hard inch of him. Deft fingers unbuttoned his jacket so that she could take her explorations further, down to the hard plane of his stomach. Anthony gave a little sigh as her fingertips found his bare skin and then teased through the line of hair running down to his groin. When she pushed down she could feel the hard tip of his cock pulsing in his pants.

“Leah,” he growled, “you had better watch it or I’m going to pull the car over right here.”

“Really?” she purred, one fingertip toying with his belly button. “I’ve never done it in a Mercedes.”

“And you’re not going to tonight, either.”

“Awwww.” He jumped as her fingers traced the outline of his cock through his slacks. “What’s the matter, afraid we’re going to mess up your pretty car?”

“I’m more worried about messing up my pretty date. Leather burns are worse than rug burns, babe.”

“Ugh. Yeah. It can wait until we get to your place.”

“And not a moment longer.”

*          *          *

Anthony was as good as his word. No sooner had she set foot inside his house than he was on her, hands gripping her waist to pull her hard against him while his mouth fastened onto hers. She didn’t have time to so much as catch her breath before his tongue brushed insistently against her lips. In response she teased her tongue along his while she ground her hips into the iron rod hidden in his pants, his desire feeding her own until her pussy was once again slick and throbbing. Without taking his mouth from hers he reached back with one foot and kicked his front door closed, shutting them away at last from the outside world and all its complications.

Those broad hands glided up her sides, tickling against her ribs, thumbs stretching out to zero in on her stiff nipples. Bursts of sizzling pleasure shot through her as his thumbs and forefingers rubbed and tweaked those stiff cherries until the heat in her breasts slowly spilled over and dripped down into the growing wet puddle between her legs, where the intense pressure threatened to loosen her knees. Leah arched her back in an agony of wanting and angled her hips to grind her mound against Anthony’s hard maleness. Her clit was right there, so close to him, craving the touch she remembered from his office.

Abruptly his hands fell from her breasts and Anthony bent his body over hers. Fingers ran down her hips until they found the hem of her skirt and dragged it upwards, exposing her bare skin and sending waves of cool air skidding across moistened, pink flesh. He broke their kiss so he could pull the dress over her head and flung it carelessly away—Leah thought it landed on his couch but she wasn’t sure; she didn’t want to look away from Anthony long enough to see. Kneeling down, she slipped off her heels and was left with nothing on but her silver hoop earrings. She thought she might melt from the heat flaring in those emerald eyes as he drank in the sight of her naked body, fully revealed to him for the first time. After a moment he let out a shuddering breath.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he told her, his voice husky with desire. “So beautiful.”

His arms pulled her back into him, hands licking across her bare skin like wildfire. In her bare feet the top of her head was below his chin, but he stooped down on her to sweep away her lips in a whirlwind of kisses. Oh, how she wanted him, wanted him inside her fluttering tunnel to fill her and pound her until she shrieked from the pleasure of it. When his lips left hers she could only hang limply in his arms and try to remember how to breathe.

His tongue flicked against her earlobe, a little bolt of lightning that sent electric tingles scurrying down her spine. “Sweet, sweet Leah. You’re mine now, aren’t you?”

Eyes closed, she nodded weakly as he nuzzled beneath her ear and down her neck.

Without warning he bent and scooped her up, his long legs carrying them both deeper into the dim recesses of his home towards what she knew had to be his bedroom. Leah was impressed—either he had his house painstakingly memorized or he had eyes like a cat because he navigated his way through the darkened rooms without stumbling once or banging her head into anything. Then he turned a final corner and flipped the light on and revealed the room which she had been imagining for days.

It wasn’t anything special to look at, just a bedroom with a heavy four-poster bed and the usual dresser and nightstands, but it was his and that made the difference. He slept there, dreamed there; if he had women over he had sex with them there. He was going to have sex with her there.

He placed her on the bed, stepped back a few feet, and removed his jacket. As his fingers began to work the buttons on his shirt he cast her one of his wicked smiles.

“You can start without me, just like you did at the restaurant. Think of what I’ve done to you, what I’m going to do to you next. But don’t finish, or you’ll get a spanking.”

She almost came just from thinking about it, but instead her hand crept down between her legs where the aching knot of her clit waited. Eyelids drooped to half mast as her fingers teased her little lump, her breaths coming rapid and shallow. Through slitted eyes she watched Anthony peel off his suit and her whole body sang in reaction to his lean, sinewy nakedness. By the time his thick cock bobbed free of his trousers Leah was afraid that she was going to explode again the second he touched her.

Naked now, he prowled towards the bed with feline grace, his eyes flipping between her face and her dancing fingers. His body was very nice indeed, everything she had hoped it would be in the car. Toned muscle flowed under sun-browned skin with a lean power that suited Anthony’s personality perfectly, a body architected to be a match for his powerful mind and Leah had no doubt he knew how to use both to maximum effect. She wanted to taste his skin, to feel those arms holding her tightly while he took her.

As for the cock which pointed unerringly towards her, it was like something out of her dreams, and the walls of her pussy trembled in anticipation of embracing his manhood. Anthony wasn’t porn star huge, but he was thick enough to make her flinch inside—it would take some stretching for her to be able to take that, but she was ready. Her pussy gave another twinge to make sure she knew just how ready she was, and the stiffness of Anthony’s jutting manhood left her in no doubt as to how ready he was.

He climbed onto the bed between her knees and grinned up at her, a look full of promise that made the muscles of her tummy quiver. Leah’s clit and nipples pulsed in harmony as he bent over her and let his breath play across her delicate skin. He teased her, coming close enough that she could feel the intense heat of him, but moving away again before they actually touched. Leah whimpered; her need for his touch was like a thirst that wracked her skin, a parched desert dying for rain. She jumped when his tongue touched her thigh, a butterfly that landed and slowly crept towards the fount of honey hidden in the pink petals at her center. Soft kisses and licks scorched the satin of her skin and launched buzzing pulses of warmth up into her loins. Each one burst there with a shock that was almost physical, and Leah moaned as the pleasure ballooned, her legs stretching, spreading still wider to invite Anthony closer. She hoped her butterfly was hungry; sweet dew coated her sex and every time she moved her pussy made wet, smacking sounds.

Anthony’s tongue nudged her fingers aside and covered her clit like a soft, fleshy blanket so that his warmth penetrated deep into her to soothe away the ache which had been eating at her. With a soft little sigh she relaxed and eased back into the bed, letting the gentle buzz of her building excitement envelop her. A moment later Anthony sucked her hard little nub between his lips and trilled the tip of his tongue against it. Her body felt as though she had stuck a finger in a light socket, and a sharp squeal broke from her as she simultaneously tried to sit upright and clamp down on Anthony’s head with her thighs. An amused chuckle drew her attention back to Anthony, who was looking up at her with a Cheshire Cat-sized grin.

“We’re going to have a lot of fun together,” he purred, rising up between her legs.

Before she know what was happening he was on his back and had pulled her on top of him. His strong hands turned her until she was positioned as he wanted—straddling his body with her face above his straining erection and her dripping cunt poised over his eager tongue. For a moment she felt an overwhelming wave of self-consciousness at being so exposed to him—there wasn’t an inch of her that his greedy eyes couldn’t explore—but the tip of his cock bobbing right before her nose proved distracting enough to take her mind off her embarrassment. It beckoned her, pulling her mouth down to give it the sloppy kiss she had been imagining for days.

Behind her Anthony’s tongue slipped between her nether lips to deliver a deep kiss to her sopping cunt. Lapping away at her, his tongue dove and flickered maddeningly along her slit, as though he was determined to drive her insane with desire. From her pulsating clit to the tight pucker of her ass, Anthony’s tongue seemed determined to leave no scrap of her unexplored and untasted. His touch left cool lines across skin that was ready to blister from the heat he awoke in her, and her hips rocked in slow waves against him of their own volition. She had a feeling that tongue was going to be her fatal weakness, Anthony’s permanent Get Out of Jail Free card.

Tucking her hair behind her ear, Leah swirled her tongue around the slick, spongy skin of Anthony’s head. His rod kept trying to dip away from her, so she captured it in her lips, sucking it little by little into her mouth while her tongue continued to tease across the swollen, purple tip. Still a little nervous, her fingers wrapped loosely around the base of his cock to hold him steady as she took him still deeper into the moist heat of her mouth. As her confidence grew, she began stroking him with that hand, her fingers gliding loosely along the sleek skin of his shaft.

She had no hope of squeezing more than a fraction of his length into her mouth without a lot more practice, and the determined play of his tongue against her cunt kept her from being able to concentrate. The same burning tension she had felt earlier in the restaurant held her in its grasp once again, swirling and bubbling in her depths like a molten bubble of raw desire. A piece at a time it seemed to be sucking the rest of her into it, drawing her entire being into that one white-hot core which pulsed to the beat of her heart. With each lick the pressure built, rising inside of her while it twisted and stretched her to the breaking point.

Breath whimpered, jerking in sharp gasps as her lungs burned, and Leah mouth released its grip on Anthony’s cock so she could suck down the cool air her body craved. Her head bent, the tip of his manhood pressed wet against her cheek as her hand continued automatically to stroke up and down his length. Nipples prickled and burned, but she didn’t have a free hand to soothe herself now. She was frozen, trapped between torment and bliss until Anthony should release her.

Without warning the dam burst and Leah flung her head back in a mindless cry of ecstasy. Knees relaxed, her body sinking down until her drenched cunt ground against Anthony’s face while gushing a flood of her golden nectar onto his eager tongue and she thought he must surely either drown or smother in her dripping folds.

When she finally returned to herself she found her face buried against the musky root of Anthony’s cock. She gave it a playful lick and slowly lifted her still-quivering body up off of Anthony. Careful of his erection she reversed herself so that she was straddling his hips rather than his chest and looked down into his eyes. Her stomach fluttered at the primal need which surged there, a hunger for her that she thought might never be sated. How could anyone want her so much?

Then Anthony’s hands were on her, his arms holding her to him as he laughed and twisted so that they rolled over with him on top. His mouth pressed down on hers, hot and demanding, lips determined to have their way with her. That need ignited her own passion and she kissed him back with abandon, pulling his tongue into her mouth and sucking her own tangy juices from it while between her legs her pussy throbbed, still unsatisfied even after two orgasms. The flutter at her root would give her no peace until Anthony’s cock had filled her to quiet it.

Powerful hands drew her arms above her head, and Anthony held her wrists in a grip like steel with one hand while holding himself over her with the other as he positioned himself between her knees. In his grasp she felt small and helpless, knowing that he could do anything at all to her that he wished—she couldn’t have fought his strength even if she had wanted to—and her body quickened at the thought. Nipples crinkled, hard and aching, while between her legs the throbbing grew into a crescendo. She was wet, so wet and ready for him, more juices pumping from within every second to ease his passage into her.

“Please,” she hissed.

The head of his cock pressed into the soft valley between her lips, sliding a little until Anthony angled his body to meet hers, then pushing just inside the entrance to her sodden tunnel. He held himself there, his eyes looking deep into hers and she could feel the strain in his body where it lay against hers.

“Now?” he asked.

She nodded, unable to find the breath for another word, and he thrust inside of her.

*          *          *

If there was a Heaven, Anthony doubted that it could be any better than where he was right now, the steamy, velvet glove of Leah’s pussy squeezing him with every motion. When he flipped her beneath him he had almost pulled a condom from his nightstand, but at the last moment he decided not to. It wouldn’t have been the same, and he had desperately wanted to feel her wrapped around him with nothing to get in the way and lessen the sensation. On another level he knew that he wanted to play Russian roulette, wanted to come deep inside that sweet little pussy and knock the girl up—plant his child inside her so that he could claim her, mark her as his.

He had no intention of giving her up. He wasn’t sure yet how he was going to convince Leah, but after tonight he doubted he’d have to work too hard at it.

She writhed under him like a wild thing, her hips undulating against his, her cunt pulsing against his cock, and wet—so impossibly wet and eager for him. Breath rasped hot against his ear, her moans sweeter music than Beethoven or Mozart as he drove himself into her. He had intended to go soft and easy the first time, but when the moment came he simply couldn’t hold back. She responded to it as he had hoped, by opening herself fully and giving all that she had, holding nothing back of her own passion or desire. She was like a bitch in heat, a slut—his slut, ready to do anything or be anything that he asked.

The weight of his hips pressed his pubic bone into her clit and Leah bucked beneath him with little cries of pleasure. He shifted a bit so that the angle was better for them both, giving her the full sensation on that sweet little nub while his manhood pushed against her depths. She was tight, so very tight that her walls clung to him despite how wet she was, and each time he thrust into her he shuddered at the intensity of the sensation.

Leah gave a cry that turned into a low growl, her back arching as she pushed hard as she could against him and sank sharp teeth into his shoulder. Pain flickered through him like a flash of lightning, brief but intense until she let go, then quickly lost in the boiling pressure surging through his balls. He managed another thrust, two, then buried to his root in her he exploded, his cum jetting out in hard spurts that seemed to come from all the way down at his toes. At last he sank against her, drained, sweat slickening their sizzling skins as their bodies slipped apart.

Leah’s eyes were dreamy as she looked up at him, but they widened as they focused on the dark red marks her teeth had left on his shoulder.

“Oh crap. Anthony, I’m so sorry—”

“Forget it,” he cut her off. “That’s nothing. Just a little foreplay—a badge of honor for a job well done.” With a wink at her surprised expression he told her, “It just tells me you’d probably like me to do it again.”

“Oh, yeah,” she breathed. “Again and again and again.”

He laughed. “Good. We’ve got all night. Although maybe we could take a little break. Want something to drink? I don’t know about you, but I could use something to cool off.”

“Sure. I’d love some water.”

He rolled off of her, careful of his weight on her, and hopped off the bed. As he headed for the door she stopped him.

“Anthony?”

“Yes?”

He turned and she was watching him with that possessiveness he had seen earlier. “I’d really like to go on that trip with you this summer.”

After a moment he nodded. “Okay. We’ll figure out where we want to go and when the best times are for your work schedule.”

As he pulled two bottles of water from his refrigerator he wondered how long it was going to take her to figure out that he wasn’t using condoms. The way they were going he wondered if she’d even care.

With a satisfied smile he flipped off the light and headed back to his room to find out.

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at Living with My Best Friend’s Dad. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.
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Sneak Peek: Living with My Best Friend’s Dad

HAVE YOU EVER HAD ONE OF THOSE DAYS where life just decides to screw with you? Well, I was having one of those days. It had started before I left the house for work that morning, and I desperately needed to talk things over with Brynn, my best friend. Of course it was Saturday so a steady stream of customers kept me hopping until lunchtime and I had no chance to text or call. When I had applied for a job at the used video game store two years ago I didn’t know the difference between an Xbox and a pop tart, but the owner had hired me anyway on a hunch. I was young, female, sort of pretty in a wholesome, girl next door kind of way, and most of his clientele consisted of geeky, awkward guys in their teens and twenties. Sales had spiked almost twenty percent in the first month after I started working there and my boss immediately gave me a big enough raise to make sure I wasn’t going to find a better job anywhere else in town. I wondered if he’d be able to give me another one so I could afford to stick around.

As soon as I could break away for lunch I pulled out my cell phone and called Brynn. I had no idea I was about to get nailed with the second half of the double-whammy life had in store for me.

“Molly!” she squealed, “I was just about to call you. You won’t believe it!”

“What?”

“I got the scholarship! The other girl dropped out.”

She had been the runner up for a veterinary scholarship at Texas A&M University, one of the ones they set up to encourage more women to get into the field, and very competitive. Just getting into the program was hard enough, but Brynn had kicked some serious butt to make it into the runner up spot. Icicles started gnawing their way through my stomach—my best friend was going to be moving halfway across the state. I couldn’t help but be happy for her, but I was feeling more alone by the second.

“That’s great news. I can’t believe she bailed on the scholarship.”

“Hey, why don’t you come over when you get off work and I’ll tell you everything?”

I thought about going home to spend the night wallowing in self-pity instead, but it didn’t sound particularly appealing. “Okay.”

“See you then!”

When I locked up that night I almost backed out—this was a big day for her and she didn’t need me spoiling it with my problems. Of course if I didn’t go over she’d wonder why and pester me with a nonstop barrage of texts until I eventually gave in and ended up telling her everything anyway. I figured my best course was to suck it up and keep my mouth shut. My personal issues would keep for another day or two.

Brynn lived with her dad in an enormous, two story farmhouse that was almost a hundred years old and had enough character for a dozen homes. I had been spending nights there since we first became friends back in middle school, and I loved that place more than anywhere else in the world. The stairs creaked and the pipes groaned and some of the windows had a tendency to stick during the summer, but you simply couldn’t beat the place for a wicked game of hide-and-go-seek.

With five huge upstairs bedrooms and the living areas downstairs all sized to match it was far too large for just the two of them. Brynn had been an only child when her mom had died in a car accident, though, and for some reason her dad never remarried. Thinking about it always made me a little sad because she had told me once that when her dad bought the house for her mom they had intended to fill it with kids. I never could understand why he held onto the place rather than moving them into something where they didn’t rattle around like the last two M&Ms in the candy jar. Maybe it was the memories, or maybe it was just inertia. I had never had the courage to ask.

By the time I met Brynn her mom was already gone and her dad, Dr. Jonathan Sanders, just seemed like a normal single father. A surgeon at the small hospital in town, he was often busy and sometimes absent-minded, but always seemed like a good dad. Over the years when he had to work or got called in for emergencies Brynn had spent countless nights at my house, and Jonathan repaid my parents by having me over on school holidays and taking me along with them on trips to San Antonio, Austin, and Houston.

It wasn’t until I pulled up in front of their house that I realized that with Brynn leaving he would be completely alone in that vast, empty place. Sympathy squeezed at my heart—however difficult this was for me, it had to be even harder on him.

“Is that you, Molly?” a voice called from the shadows as I started up the steps. A moment later Dr. Sanders poked his head around one of the tall, white columns that lined the porch. “Thank God you’re here. I was afraid she was going to spontaneously combust if she didn’t have a chance to tell you all about it six or seven times.”

How the man had managed to stay single all this time was one of life’s great mysteries. Ebony hair framed a lean, aristocratic face set with sea-green eyes that could shift in an instant between placid, sunlit ripples and storm-tossed, hoary deeps. Running and hiking were his passions whenever he wasn’t working, and he had a toned athlete’s body that belied the fine age lines around his eyes. By rights every woman in the county should have been beating on his door—and maybe they were. But so far as I could tell none of them had managed to get so much as a foot inside. Their loss.

“I’ll see if I can get her calmed down,” I promised, “but you might want to call in a prescription for tranquilizers just in case.”

“I should have thought of that hours ago,” he sighed, then with a wink at me he stretched back out on the porch swing. “In the meantime I’m staying out here where it’s safe. Good luck.”

“Thanks.”

Brynn popped the door open before I could knock and dragged me inside.

“I can’t believe it,” she gushed, bobbing on her toes. “I’m so freakin’ excited I feel like I’m going to explode.”

“Congratulations,” I said, trying unsuccessfully to free my arm. “You know, if you yank that off your dad is going to have to reattach it.”

It took a second, but then she realized what she was doing and let go. “Sorry. But can you believe it? I’m going. I’m really going!”

For two years she had battled disappointment and frustration at not being admitted to the veterinary school at A&M. In high school we had both been far too interested in other things—mainly boys—to worry about our grades much, so she had worked like a fiend after graduation to make up for it by excelling in college. Now her hard work had paid off and she was on her way to make her dreams come true. I just didn’t know what I was going to do without her.

“I know,” I told her. “You deserve it.”

 “Come on, I’ll show you the letters,” she said, and grabbing my arm again bounced her way up the stairs to her room.

For two hours she told me all about it; I read the letters from the university half a dozen times, and then she pulled up the campus maps on her computer and we looked at pictures of dorms and the buildings where she would attend classes. I truly was happy for her, but at the same time my heart felt hollow. Whatever time we spent together before she left, she already had one foot out the door and would be looking ahead to her new life rather than thinking about me and the little town where we had grown up. I felt like I had lost her already.

“Oh, shoot,” she said, casting a guilty eye over her shoulder at me. “You never had dinner, did you? I’m sorry; I’ll bet you’re starving.”

“It’s fine,” I shrugged. “I didn’t have much of an appetite anyway.”

Big, blue eyes focused their full attention on me. “Molly, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

“You’ve been acting off all evening. Did this upset you?”

Yes. “No! I am so happy for you, I truly am. Of course I’ll miss you like mad when you’re gone, but I wouldn’t change it for anything.”

Those blue eyes narrowed dangerously. “Out with it.”

“It’s nothing,” I sputtered.

“Molly…”

I sighed and slumped back on her bed. “Dad’s leaving.”

My alarm bells should have started going off the instant my dad stumbled into the kitchen that morning. I wasn’t sure what he was doing up so early; most days he didn’t crawl out of bed until after I had left for work since the antique store he managed didn’t open until ten o’clock.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he mumbled as he staggered past me and collapsed into a chair at our tiny table. “Is there any coffee?”

“It just finished brewing.”

I slid a steaming mug in front of him and stepped back to give him some room. Dad is not in any sense a morning person—one of the few things I seem to have inherited from him—and he’s usually best left alone until he’s had a chance to work through a couple of cups of coffee, so when he cleared his throat I spun around, startled.

“Molly, we need to talk.”

I glanced at the clock on the microwave. I had twenty minutes to get to work. “Now? I’ve got to run in a couple of minutes. Is something wrong?”

He squared his shoulders but refused to meet my eyes. “The Steins have sold the antique store.”

Oh, no, that wasn’t good at all. I sagged against the counter and bit my lip. Ever since the divorce three years ago Dad had been flaky, quitting jobs at the drop of a hat. The antique store was the first place he had seemed to settle in and find his balance again. I didn’t know if I could take him going back to bouncing from job to job.

“I’m sorry.”

“I’m moving back to Garvena.”

My mouth dropped open and I stared at him, speechless. Garvena was a flyspeck on the map of west Texas where his parents lived. Heck, it was so small it didn’t actually show up on a map. 

“Mom and Dad are getting older and thinking about retiring, and they want me to take over running the store. Well, I’m going to do it. I need a fresh start, Molly.” His soft, brown eyes finally met mine, pleading with me to understand. “I know I haven’t been good for much since Denise left, but I think if I get away from here maybe I can pick up the pieces.”

Four years ago my mom had bailed on us and gotten remarried almost immediately after the divorce was finalized to a real estate agent named Hank. Hank had a big, brand new house right on the river in Kerrville, drove a BMW convertible, and went to wine tastings all over Texas. He also had a habit of undressing me with his eyes whenever Mom wasn’t looking, so I stayed with Dad after the divorce and didn’t go to visit.

Dad never really bounced back; I think his ego had been totally crushed knowing that he would never have been able to give Mom any of the expensive things Hank had, and afterwards no matter how he measured himself in his head he came up short. It was all baloney, of course. I think if I could have hated my mom I would have for what she had done to him. Dad was a great guy in every way—he was just never going to be wealthy. Up until the divorce he was solid and dependable and had loved his family fiercely, with everything he had. He was also still young enough to have a chance to start over again if he wanted to try badly enough.

How could I stand in his way?

“I think that’s great,” I told him, trying my best to sound upbeat and supportive, although my stomach was a churning vat of acid. Three years of Theater Arts in high school should have made that a lot easier. Maybe if I had gotten more speaking roles.

He blinked in surprise. “You do?”

“Yes. You’ve spent enough time moping over her. Do whatever you have to do to get yourself put back together.”

The tentative smile that broke out on his lips was the first I had seen in longer than I wanted to think about, but all too soon it flickered and vanished. “What about you?”

“I’ll be fine—but I’ve got to run or I’m going to be late.” I gave him a peck on the cheek and hurried out the door before he could say anything else.

I didn’t know if I was going to be fine at all. I had my part time job at the video game store while I worked on my degree, but even if I found something full time I wasn’t going to be able to afford a place on my own. We lived in a fairly small town packed with retirees where housing was limited and rent was expensive, so there was no guarantee that I could even find a place before fall classes started in about a month. Dad running off this way was liable to leave me high and dry, and I’d be lucky if I didn’t end up living in my car.

Going with him was no alternative, though. Garvena was nothing—a highway intersection with one small general store and a couple of dozen farming families scattered around and the nearest college a two hour commute away. While it might be the perfect place for Dad to get himself straightened out, it wasn’t any good for me.

Brynn listened wide-eyed while I gave her a rundown of my morning then uttered a low whistle. “Wow, that sucks hard. I am so sorry.”

“I don’t know what I’m going to do.”

“I’d offer you one of the spare rooms here if I wasn’t leaving, but…” She blinked as her voice trailed off. “Well, why the hell not?”

“What?”

“Move in here.”

“Huh? What are you talking about?”

She grinned and started bouncing again. “You need a place to stay. There’s plenty of room here, and Dad won’t mind. The man needs someone around to make sure he remembers to eat and stuff like that anyway—he’s completely hopeless on his own. I was worried what was going to happen to him all by himself here, and this way we can kill two birds with one stone. Oh, this is perfect!”

I stared at her aghast. “Brynn, this is so not perfect. I can’t do that to your dad. Jeez, the poor guy finally gets some time to himself after riding herd on you for twenty years and now you want to turn around and saddle him with me?”

She stuck out her tongue at me. “Oh, pooh. I’ll bet he doesn’t care. Let’s find out!”

With that she flounced out before I could protest again. I trailed her down the stairs and by the time I caught up to her on the porch she was already rattling off the whole story as though she was stuck in fast forward. When she got to the part about staying in his house Jonathan cut his eyes over to look at me and raised his eyebrows in a silent question. I shrugged helplessly, but he knew as well as I did that it was impossible to stop Brynn whenever she got an idea into her head. Finally she ran down, and her dad gave her a few seconds to make sure she was finished before he looked at me once more.

“Molly, you know that you’re welcome to stay here any time you need to for as long as you need to.”

The compassion in his voice sent a twinge through my heart. “I really don’t want to impose on you. You’ve probably been waiting years to get a moment’s peace from Miss Chatterbox here, and the last thing you need is me moving in and messing that up.”

“You’re practically family, Molly. You can’t impose,” Brynn objected.

“Besides, unlike certain people you can actually be quiet for five minutes at a stretch,” her dad added drily.

“I don’t know…”

“Well,” Dr. Sanders offered, “how about this? You can stay here in one of the spare rooms while you look for something permanent. If it will make you feel better you can throw in something for rent and help out around the house a little. Then when you find a place that suits you better you can move without having to worry about breaking a lease.”

I gnawed on the corner of my lip. “Are you sure this isn’t going to put you out?”

“Oh, Daddy,” Brynn exclaimed, throwing her arms around his neck, “you’re the best.” She turned to me. “This is gonna be so awesome! We can move your stuff in tomorrow morning then we’ll get to spend every minute together until I have to leave.”

I still wasn’t sure about the whole thing, but the way Dr. Sanders’ eyes danced over his daughter assured me that everything was all right. I’d make certain that I didn’t overstay my welcome, though. I took another quick glance at those eyes and felt an odd thrill shoot through me. Probably just relief, but relief shouldn’t have been so unsettling.

In the end it turned out to be just as easy as Brynn had said. By noon the next day we had unloaded my meager load of belongings into the spare bedroom across from Brynn’s, and I handed her dad four hundred dollars for my first month’s rent. He flatly refused to take a penny more despite my protests, and I made a silent vow to make up for it by helping out around the house.

It didn’t take long at all to settle in and get comfortable. I had spent so much time there that it practically felt like a second home already. When I wasn’t at work Brynn and I were joined at the hip and spent most of our time either getting her packed or revisiting our old haunts so she could say goodbye. In the midst of all that, a week after I moved in I saw my dad off, waving a final goodbye as he turned west onto I-10. That was a weird feeling, the nail in the coffin lid of my life under my parents’ roof. For all that I was twenty I had always had that security, and now I was truly on my own at last—even if I was living with my best friend’s dad.

The following week we packed up Brynn’s car and her dad followed her off to get her settled into her new apartment in College Station, and for the first time in my life I was really alone. When I came home from work in the evenings I had that giant house all to myself, and that felt even weirder than when my dad left. It wasn’t scary, exactly, but it was very quiet and extremely lonely and after the first night I took to sleeping on the couch in the den with the television left on for company.

That’s where Dr. Sanders found me when he got home. For once I had a Saturday off so I had stayed up late Friday night watching movies and texting until I finally passed out from sheer exhaustion. I was having a dream about playing hide-and-go-seek in the house with a bunch of little kids when I heard my name.

“Molly,” it came again. That low, sexy voice was the stuff dreams are made of. Very, very naughty dreams.

I sat up and blinked at the dim figure standing in the doorway. A moment’s panic jolted me before I dimly made out Dr. Sanders’ face in the flickering light of the television.

“Just wanted to let you know I was home,” he said.

That was when I realized that all I had on was panties and a sleeping shirt which had hiked up in my sleep to reveal quite a bit more of myself than other people usually got to see. Blushing wildly I tugged it down to a more modest position and hoped like mad that it had been too dark for him to see anything.

“I wasn’t expecting you back until tomorrow,” I stammered.

“Technically it is tomorrow,” he replied, gesturing towards the clock. “I probably should have let you sleep, but I didn’t want you to wake up and hear me banging around and worry that you had an intruder in the house.”

There was a bright flash of light from the television as it flipped to a commercial and for an instant I got a clear look at his face and the way he was looking at me. Hunger mixed with a longing that seemed to be etched into his bones, so deep that it took my breath away and my heart stuttered in surprise. Then the picture went dark, mercifully draping his face in shadow once more. Not that it mattered; I was never in a million years going to forget that look. 

Continue reading Living with My Best Friend’s Dad…
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Built for Sin

She was half my age and she was Olivia’s daughter, for god’s sake!

Olivia hates my guts. We had been best friends growing up—right up until the night I turned her down. Unfortunately I didn't realize she was a closet psycho, and in a fit of jealous rage she sabotaged my entire life. To escape her I finally fled to Australia, where I hoped that time and distance would give Olivia a chance to get over her craziness.

Today I came back home for the first time in years, and the first thing I saw was her gorgeous daughter, Callie. Callie has the face of an angel and a body built for sin, and I can’t stop thinking about all the filthy things I’d love to do to her. I know I need to keep my hands off like she was plutonium, but every time I see her I want her more and I’m rapidly losing my will to keep her at a distance. I can’t help but think that no matter what Olivia might do to me, Callie would be worth it.

I was going to taste the forbidden fruit of her sweet, pouty lips and to hell with the consequences.

Punishing Shelbie

She tasted of cherry lip gloss and bubblegum and innocence.

Shelbie has been teasing her best friend’s dad for months. She knows it’s wrong and that it’s sinful, but he’s so sexy she just can't help herself. The hunger burning in his eyes is like a drug and the more she gets, the more she needs.

But Derek Vance can only take so much, and when the preacher’s girl pushes him too far he turns the tables on her. Now he’s determined to punish her taunting by giving her exactly what she’s been asking for. Will Shelbie’s innocence be the price she pays for tormenting him?

Obsessed

I’d never imagined that someone just looking at me could set me on fire.

Why couldn’t Patrick look at me that way? But this was his father, and the feelings surging through my body were wrong on so many levels that I didn’t even know where to start listing them. This couldn’t be happening. What the hell had I done? I’d kissed my boyfriend’s father. He’d kissed me.

And sweet God, how I wanted him to do it again.

I should have felt guilty for kissing her, but I didn’t. From the very first moment I set eyes on Sylvie, I wanted her. I didn’t give a fuck that she was half my age, or my son’s girlfriend. I didn’t care about anything, except somehow taking her away from him and claiming her for my own.

I intended to make her mine—completely mine—and know that no other man but me was ever going to touch her again.

With One Word

Have you ever fallen in love with someone you shouldn’t have?

Ever since my dad walked out eight years ago, my life has been Hell. My mother is an alcoholic whose “boyfriends” enjoy using me as a punching bag. Everything nice I’ve ever owned has ended up in the pawn shop so Mom could buy booze and cigarettes. Thanks to her reputation every guy I’ve ever gone out with has only been interested in one thing, so I’ve never had a real boyfriend. The only reason I didn't skip town the moment I turned eighteen is my little sister, Willow. She needs me, and I won’t leave her behind. Now my best friend has moved across the country to go to college and I’ve got no one at all—except Grant. Grant is my knight in shining armor. He’s the only man who has ever treated me like a person instead of trash, and he’s always been there when I needed him. And now I’m afraid I'm falling in love with him. There’s just one little problem.

Grant is my best friend’s dad.
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I was lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my sexy stories. Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at http://kelli-wolfe.com. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially to everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO

Kelli
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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}
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