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Summary

He was my best friend’s dad and I had a boyfriend, but my body didn’t care about that.

When I agreed to spend the summer with my college roommate I didn’t expect things to heat up so fast. Now I’m sharing her house with the sexiest man I’ve ever seen. Too bad Justin is her dad. There’s also the little matter of my boyfriend. Even though I can’t stop thinking about Justin, I’m doing my best to be good—until my boyfriend dumps me.

What can I do to convince Justin that I’m the perfect woman for him?
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Chasing My Best Friend’s Dad

I DROPPED MY BAGS ON THE FLOOR BY THE BED and glanced around. There wasn’t much to see, really. Leah’s brother had stripped the room of everything that belonged to him when he moved out, so little remained but the bed and chest of drawers—not so much as a framed print to give the place any personality. I drew aside the curtains and found myself looking down on the deck and pool in the backyard. I had always wanted to live in a house with a pool, and this was a nice, big one with turquoise water that practically begged me to come down and dive into it. Yeah, I was definitely going to like it here.

Someone was lounging in one of the deck chairs. I couldn’t see his face from where I stood, but what I could see of him was tanned and toned and very nicely put together. I figured it was probably Leah’s brother, over to use the pool. I let my eyes rove across the hard body below me and felt a faint stirring deep inside of me. Guilt flared and I let the curtains fall back into place. My boyfriend, Tommy, was at school taking summer classes, and I had no intention of running around on him with the guy by the pool—no matter how hot he turned out to be.

About that time Leah poked her head in the door. “Well, what do you think? I know it’s not the Ritz-Carlton...”

“It’s fine,” I replied. “You have a pool, so I wouldn’t care if the room was a cardboard box and I had to sleep on the floor.”

Leah laughed. “We’ll dig some stuff up tomorrow to decorate it. Come on; let’s go introduce you to Dad.”

I hadn’t planned to spend the summer at Leah’s. Actually, I hadn’t intended to leave school at all, but the professor who was teaching the class I needed got put on bed rest six months into her pregnancy. Rather than find someone else to teach the class, the university just cancelled it, which left me with no reason to stick around. I thought about staying through the summer anyway so I could spend it with Tommy, but I was trying very hard to save money and the extra dorm fees would have taken a big chunk out of my bank account. Sorry, Tommy.

I followed Leah downstairs and out through the glass doors onto the deck.

“Daddy?”

Six feet of mouth-wateringly gorgeous male unfolded himself from a deck chair and grinned down at Leah as he swept her into a hug. I blinked hard. This was her dad? All golden-brown skin and built like an Olympic swimmer with looks that would make half of Hollywood jealous? A slight dust of silver in his dark hair only added to his appeal, and his smile... Omigod.

“Hey, sweetheart. How was the drive?”

“Not too bad,” Leah said, taking my hand and dragging me front and center. “This is Riley.”

He pulled off his sunglasses to reveal eyes like sunlit emeralds. A tingle crawled down my spine, and I was instantly mesmerized, lost somewhere in their depths. My heart began to hammer as he held out a hand.

“It’s nice to finally meet you,” he said, aiming a wry smile at his daughter. “Every time I’ve talked to Leah this year, all I’ve heard has been ‘Riley’ this and ‘Riley’ that.”

My tongue tried to glue itself to the top of my mouth. “It’s nice to meet you, too,” I managed to mumble as I took his hand. My palms immediately started sweating. What the hell was wrong with me? He was Leah’s dad and I had a boyfriend—Tommy. Remember him?

“Make yourself at home,” he told me. “Since Leah went off to college it’s been too quiet around here. It’ll be good to have some company to liven the place up.”

“Thanks, Mr. Reed.”

“Justin,” he corrected drily. “I’m avoiding the whole ‘mister’ issue until Brad or Leah makes me a grandpa.”

Leah snorted. “Don’t hold your breath. Sometime after I’ve graduated. Eventually. Maybe.”

He held up his hands in mock surrender. “I know, I know.”

“Come on, Riley. Let’s change and go for a swim.”

I was already wet, and I hadn’t been anywhere near the pool, but I nodded and followed Leah back inside the house, glad to beat a retreat and have a chance to regroup before I made a complete fool out of myself.

“Figure out what you’d like for dinner and I’ll go pick it up in a little bit,” Justin called after us.

“He really meant it when he said you were welcome, and to make yourself at home,” Leah told me as she slid the door closed behind us. “One of Brad’s friends lived here most of his senior year of high school because his mom got cancer and was away for months getting treatment. Another one stayed for a few months when his parents were going through a nasty divorce. Dad just treated them like part of the family. He’ll do the same for you.”

“He seems really nice,” I said guardedly, still trying to regain my composure.

“Yeah, he’s pretty cool. Plus he’s used to having me and Brad here, and I know he’s been lonesome knocking around this place all by himself.”

I started to open my mouth and stopped myself. I had never found out what had happened to Leah’s mom. Any time the subject came up, she managed to slide around it without divulging anything. I could tell it was painful for her, so I left it alone and figured she’d tell me whenever she was ready. But I wondered what the story was, and whether someone else had come into her dad’s life. Leah never mentioned anyone, but I simply couldn’t imagine Justin single and celibate. That was a little more suspension of disbelief than I could manage.

I closed the door to my room with a sigh of relief and let myself sink onto the bed. I was having a hard time dealing with the effect Justin had on me. No guy had ever punched all of my buttons at once that way before, making me feel like a swooning schoolgirl talking to her first crush while at the same time sending my body insane with the desire to have him inside of me. There was no doubt in my mind that if Leah hadn’t been standing next to me, I would have let him take me right there by the pool. This wasn’t like me at all; I was always the one who was cool and in control. I didn’t know what it was about Justin that set me off, but I was going to have to keep an iron grip on my emotions and libido if I didn’t want to end up making a total fool out of myself. Of course there was also the little matter of my boyfriend, and god only knew what Leah would say if she caught me throwing myself at her dad.

I couldn’t stop myself—I peeked through the curtains and looked down. Justin had stretched out again on his deck chair to flip through a magazine. The afterimage of his eyes and grin haunted me, and I snapped the curtains shut and tried not to think about the aching flutter deep between my legs.

My parents just had to pick this summer to renovate their house. I couldn’t blame them, really. It was the first time all of us kids were out from under foot, so they put everything in storage, hired a team of contractors to go over the place from top to bottom, and took off in their RV for an extended second honeymoon. Which sounds sweet and kind of fun as long as I don’t think about it too much, but otherwise I need a good dose of brain bleach. Ick.

Anyway, Mom suggested that I spend the summer with her parents, but while I love them to death they’re just a smidge too uptight (and closed-minded and parochial and old-fashioned) for me to hang out with for more than an extended weekend, much less the entire summer. Fortunately Leah, my dorm roommate, swooped in to the rescue. Her brother had moved out of her dad’s place, so they had a room available, and her dad gave the okay for me to stay with them until the fall semester started. Leah and I had gotten along like a house on fire at school, and I was looking forward to seeing what kind of trouble we could get into together here.

 “Hey, did you fall asleep in there?”

I threw on my bikini and jerked the door open. Leah looked at me quizzically.

“Everything all right, Riley?”

“Yeah,” I answered, forcing my voice level. “I just had a little trouble finding my top.”

She giggled. “I believe you. I watched you pack. I don’t know how you’re going to find anything.”

“Yeah,” I growled, “and you’re the Queen of Neatness. I’ve lived with you and I know better.”

We were still going back and forth over it when we got to the pool. As we walked around the edge of the deep end she bent to put down her can of Diet Pepsi, and I caught her off-balance and tipped her into the water. She fell in with a squawk and surfaced a second later, sputtering and slinging water from her long, blonde hair.

“No fair!” she yelled. “You got me when I wasn’t looking.”

“Well, if I had waited until you were looking, I probably wouldn’t have gotten away with it, now would I?”

“Dad!”

Justin shook his head at her with an amused smile. “Oh, no. Leave me out of it.”

Leah slashed her hand across the water and sent a sparkling wave shooting up at me that left me dripping from head to toe. I dove in after her and we spent the next few minutes chasing one another around the pool and giggling like maniacs. As I came up for air, I kept stealing little glances at Justin. It wasn’t on purpose; my eyes kept drifting back to him on their own, and each time I’d get a little flutter in my heart— and a bit lower down as well.

He appeared to be engrossed in his magazine, but with his dark sunglasses on it was impossible to tell. For all I knew he was watching me just as I was watching him, and it gave me a thrill to imagine his eyes on me, exploring the curves and bare skin exposed by my bikini. At the same time I felt a little awkward, almost as though I was on display for him, and still more so because deep down I was terribly guilty about having these feelings. Yet there was no denying the way that I felt, or the fact that my body had developed a mind of its own where he was concerned, and I throbbed below the water with a need so intense it was scary.

That evening the three of us gathered around his kitchen table and worked our way through the mountain of Chinese food Justin had brought home. It was fantastic, and I was ravenous after all the swimming, so I dug in like a starving wolf. Leah watched in wide-eyed amazement as I devoured my third egg roll.

“Damn, Riley.”

“I think someone worked up an appetite in the pool,” Justin laughed.

“Yeah.” I looked at my plate sadly, and for about the millionth time I envied Leah’s willowy build and ability to eat like a horse without gaining an ounce. It was going to take some serious pool time to work this off. Not that I minded; it beat the hell out of jogging, which is how I had been keeping in shape since high school. I could swim laps to the moon and I still wouldn’t have Leah’s figure, though.

“So,” Justin said, pushing his plate away, “how did your grades come out, Leah?”

“I got all As and Bs.”

Her father feigned shock. “You mean you actually went to class this semester?”

She gave him an arch look. “I most certainly did.”

I snickered and sucked down a noodle. “She paid me twenty bucks a week to make sure she didn’t sleep through her alarm clock. And you’d better believe I earned every last penny of it, too.”

Justin turned his grin onto me and I felt my insides melt as our eyes met. Omigod. His face lit up like a little boy’s when he laughed, and I wanted to spend the rest of the evening making him do it over and over again.

“Yeah,” he agreed, “getting her through high school was a nightmare. If I had a nickel for every time I got a phone call because she missed the bus... I was on a first name basis with everyone who worked in the attendance office by the time she started her junior year.”

I giggled, warm with pleasure at his eyes on me. “I swear, you could march a brass band through her bedroom and she wouldn’t even twitch. This one time, two of the girls across the hall—”

“Riley has to sleep with a light on,” Leah blurted and stuck out her tongue at me.

I looked down, my cheeks glowing scarlet. “I had three older brothers who thought it was the funniest thing in the world to terrorize me,” I mumbled. “It’s not my fault.”

I glanced up and Justin was looking at me, but his face was sympathetic rather than mocking, and I found myself snared by those eyes once more. I sat there, trapped like a deer in caught in headlights, unable to look away as my heart began to race. Only this time Justin caught it; he smiled slightly, crinkling the fine little age lines at the corners of his eyes, and held my gaze until I was tingling all over and had to break away, heart pounding as I stared at the remains of my dinner. Omigod. Omigod. Omigod.

That was when I really understood just how much trouble I had gotten myself into with him.

In bed that night I tossed and turned until I was ready to scream. Despite the comforting yellow light leaking from my closet, I couldn’t get anywhere near sleep. Justin was under my skin, my mind awhirl and my body throbbing with the thought of him. I tried to block it out, to think of other things, but as soon as I did, those eyes and that smile would pop back in there to grin at me from my mind’s eye. I did my best to switch my thoughts to Tommy, instead, with the same results. Before I knew it, the sandy blond hair had gone to silver-dusted black, and brown eyes became gleaming emeralds. I couldn’t even hold onto his face, and I was awash in guilt over it all. How? How had I fallen so hard so fast for this guy? Just being in the same room with him gave me a rush, and when he smiled at me it was like seeing the sun for the first time after a long, dreary winter.

Hard as I fought, my body was not going to be denied. It knew exactly what it wanted—for Justin to strip me down, bend me over the nearest piece of furniture, and fuck me silly until he planted babies in me. And there was a part of me that thought my body had an excellent idea. The other part that was still squalling about Tommy seemed to be getting quieter as the night went on, especially when the first part of me reminded it of Tommy’s shortcomings, and that list seemed to grow longer all the time.

I knew what I was going to have to do if I was ever going to get to sleep; I just felt so guilty that I couldn’t bear to think about it. But finally, with a little moan of mixed self-pity and self-loathing, I worked one hand under the sheet and slid it past the waistband of my boxers. My clit was rock-hard under its little hood, and I teased it out with one finger. A few seconds of the soft touch of my fingertips set off a series of hot tingles that swept through my fluttering pussy, up through the middle of my body, and into my nipples until they were as hard as my clit. My whole body became suffused with a low buzz of pleasure like a cat’s purr, the warmth spreading through my belly and down my legs until my toes curled and my breath caught in my throat.

I had never been this hot, this on edge when I had done this before, and the intensity of it took me by surprise. I found my fingers flickering wildly without any idea of what I was doing, my legs twisting and stretching as my pussy throbbed and leaked hot juices to moisten my inner lips. Was I the one making those moans? I bit my lip and closed my eyes and tried with all my might to think of Tommy, but green eyes atop a swimmer’s body laughed back at me.

My fingers slid further down, into the wetness between my legs, pressing softly into the slick, clinging passage there. My other hand went to caress one swollen nipple, to circle the tight, pink skin and stroke still more pleasure from my heated flesh. Images flew through my mind of Justin, and it was his mouth on my nipple, his fingers exploring the edges of my soaked, throbbing pussy and finally pushing inside to feel the smooth muscles there squeezing him tightly. Slippery with my own juices, my fingertips returned to a frenzied dance on my clit, rubbing it again until the blood sang in my ears and my body felt more alive than it had ever been and it all burst in a crescendo that left me gasping and seeing nothing but a gray haze.

I collapsed back against the bed, unaware until then that I had arched myself up as the tension built to such an unbearable level, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Slowly I returned to myself, and that was when the shame hit me full force. Maybe I hadn’t actually cheated on Tommy, but I might as well have. I had done it in my head. What was worse, I knew that if the opportunity came I wouldn’t be able to stop myself from doing it for real. I was completely out of control.

We quickly settled into a comfortable routine, with Leah and me spending our days in the pool and watching TV, and our evenings hanging out with Justin. He wasn’t pushy or anything; in fact, he made a point of keeping his distance and giving us our space. Leah made an effort to include him, though, because she loved him dearly and knew how lonely he had been for the past year. We always ate dinner as a group, either in the kitchen or Justin would take us out, and sometimes we would watch a movie together or play a game afterwards. But Justin deftly managed things so that the two of us were never alone together for more than a couple of minutes at a time. He had seen it all in my eyes that first night, and I was sure he was hoping to avoid being ensnared in some schoolgirl crush. It was just as well; without Leah as a chaperone there’s no telling what I might have done.

Nights were the worst part. I’d lie in bed and stare at the ceiling, throbbing and aching and wanting him more than life itself, and hating myself for it every second, until finally I gave in as I had that first night. Again and again I’d try to think of Tommy instead, and imagine that I was with him and that it was his hands, his mouth on me. But inevitably, as my passion mounted, it was Justin’s eyes and smile I pictured in my mind as I exploded with sweet release beneath my sheets. I despised how weak I was, how out of control I was, but I just could not make myself stop. A little voice inside my head kept taunting me, asking if maybe that was because I didn’t want to stop at all.

I had been there a week when everything changed.

I was undressing for bed that Friday night when my cell phone rang. Laughter and the heavy beat of music in the background told me there was a good party going down on the other end of the line.

“Riley?”

“Hey, Tommy.” I felt my heart sink to my toes. He had been too busy with school to do more than say a quick ‘Hi’ during the week. I could only imagine what he’d think of me if he knew about the last few days, and I felt about an inch tall.

“How are you doing?”

There was something odd in his voice. “I’m fine. What’s wrong?”

“Well... There’s not an easy way to say this.”

Omigod. “Seriously? You’re breaking up with me on the phone?”

“I’m sorry, Riley, but I just can’t do this long distance thing.”

“Oh for god’s sake; it’s only been a week, Tommy.”

The defensive tone in his voice got stronger. “I know, but I was thinking about this before...”

“Well why didn’t you bring it up then?”

“I didn’t want to upset you right before you left.”

I gave a bitter little laugh. “In other words, you were too much of a coward to break up with me face to face, so you waited until I was safely gone so you could weasel out over the phone.”

“Don’t be like this, Riley.”

“You know what, Tommy? It’s fine. It really is. You’ve just made my life a lot less complicated. Thank you for that, and you can just run along back to your party now.”

I hung up, cutting him off in mid-reply, and dropped the phone into my bag. For a long time I sat there on the bed, numb and unsure what to think. I felt like I ought to be angry and raging at him, or upset and crying my eyes out; whatever normal people do when they get dumped out of the blue. But what I really felt was a tremendous sense of relief, as though an enormous weight had just been lifted from my shoulders. The only thing I was mad about was him waiting this long to do it; I could have saved myself a week’s worth of self-loathing if I had known.

That night, when I imagined myself with Justin, I let myself go and didn’t feel even a twinge of remorse. The little voice in my head kept quiet, but I could feel its self-satisfied ‘I told you so’ smirk leering at me through the darkness.

And then the next night Justin announced that he was going out on a date.

The sick feeling gnawing at the pit of my stomach felt like it went all the way down to China. Leah was thrilled, of course, and fussed over him like a mom sending her only kid to prom until I was ready to punch her. I wanted to go in and ask Justin what this woman had that I didn’t, but I was afraid I really wouldn’t like the answer to that, so instead I sat in the living room and seethed while I listened to them natter on about his date.

“So who is she?”

“She’s a sales rep for an office supply chain. I met her when I was at a client’s office back in March.”

“You’ve been seeing her for three months and you didn’t tell me?”

Justin laughed. “I didn’t want to be put through the wringer about her until I knew I was going to see her more than once or twice.”

“Is she pretty?”

“Well, I certainly think so.”

I flung myself back on the couch and lay there biting my lip. This was so not fair. First Tommy, and now this. It was bad enough being so hung up on the guy, but this was just adding insult to injury.

“Tah-dah! What do you think, Riley?”

Justin followed Leah out into the living room and I gulped hard. Leah had done something to his hair so it looked just the slightest bit mussed, as though Justin had walked through a brisk wind to reach the living room. A fitted shirt clung tightly to his broad shoulders, its dark green with silver and black pinstripes striking against his charcoal gray slacks, and he had left the collar open to complete the casual look. A whiff of his cologne floated through the room, hinting of leather and spice and warm summer evening. Omigod.

I’m pretty sure I was drooling. I wanted to run my fingers through that thick, silver-dusted hair, down to his shoulders and under that shirt to feel the smooth, hard muscles of his chest. Just looking at him was getting me moist. His eyes danced as they took in my reaction, once again looking deep into mine and holding my gaze until I had to look away. That was the worst part—he knew exactly what effect he had on me.

“You look great, Justin. Very hot.”

“Why thank you, Riley. Old guys like me just love it when beautiful young women flatter.”

Old? I looked back up at his self-deprecating little smile. He didn’t look old. He looked poised and distinguished, with an aura of confidence that said he could take on damned near anything and come out on top. It drew me to him like a moth to a flame, and I was pretty sure I’d end up burned the same way. My body didn’t care about that; it just wanted the feel of his arms around me, the hardness of him inside me. And did he just call me beautiful? I wasn’t beautiful. Leah was beautiful. I was... I decided to be generous and go with ‘average.’

“Oh, Dad,” Leah admonished, “you’re not old. You’re perfect. You’ll drive her wild when she sees you.”

Hot green eyes bored into mine. “Do you think so?”

“If she still has a pulse. Right, Riley?”

I nodded, unable to speak.

His eyes laughed at me. “You know, I think you just might be right. And now I’d better run, or I’m going to be late.” He bent and planted a kiss on the top of Leah’s head. “Don’t wait up, sweetheart.”

She laughed, but the look he gave me wasn’t intended to let me get any sleep.

Leah was oddly quiet after Justin left. We ordered pizza and watched a movie, but I could tell she really wasn’t any more into it than I was.

“Is something wrong?”

“No,” she said, twisting a bit of her hair. “I just hope she’s good for him. He never dated much after my mom. When I was older he said that he didn’t want to parade a bunch of women who weren’t going to stick around in front of his kids. He spent all of his time focused on us, and now we’ve moved out and he’s alone. He gave up a lot for us, and I want him to be happy.”

That was understandable; I wanted Justin to be happy, too. But I wanted him to be happy with me, not with this slut of a sales rep who was probably smoking hot and dynamite in bed and funny and just his type. Don’t wait up. My mind played over his words, helpfully generating a number of scenarios to account for them. I felt sick.

“I’m not feeling so hot,” I said. “I’m going to lie down.”

“Okay,” Leah replied with a yawn. “I think I’ll call it a night, too.”

Sleep wasn’t in the cards. I stared at shadows on the ceiling for what seemed like hours while I kicked myself for being so silly over Justin. Who was I that he’d give me a second glance, anyway? He was the kind of guy who could get any woman he wanted. Why on earth would he waste his time on someone like me? Deep down I knew it was true, but it didn’t make it any easier and it certainly didn’t make me feel any better.

The sound of the front door closing jarred me out of my thoughts and I glanced over at the clock. It wasn’t quite eleven o’clock, yet. What was Justin doing home so early? I squeezed my eyes shut and tried not to think about it, but it was more than I could take.

I slid out of bed, wearing the boxers and tank top I always slept in, and tiptoed downstairs with my ears straining for any noise that might give me some clue as to what was happening. A faint clatter came from the kitchen just as I reached the foot of the stairs, and I paused there as quiet footsteps went into the living room. A voice inside my head kept telling me to go back upstairs to bed before I made a fool of myself, but instead I padded along the hallway and peered around the corner.

Justin stood across the room, a tumbler of whiskey in one hand, his attention on an old framed photo on the wall of Leah from about the time she was in kindergarten. A sad, wistful little smile played on his lips. I had never seen him look sad before, and it twisted my heart to see it.

“Justin?”

It barely came out as a whisper, but he heard and turned his gaze on me, lingering on my body for a long second before meeting my eyes. The intensity in that look made me shiver. I wasn’t used to men looking at me that way.

“It’s funny,” he remarked. “I remember that like it was yesterday. Her first day of kindergarten. Now she’s halfway through college. Where does the time go?”

“You’re back early.”

He shrugged and walked towards the couch between us. “Doesn’t take long to say goodbye.”

My mind froze. “Goodbye?”

“She wanted to fuck other people while she was seeing me. That wasn’t going to happen—a little too close to Leah’s mother for my taste.”

I swallowed hard. “What happened to Leah’s mom?”

“Ran off with her yoga instructor right before that picture was taken. They bounced around the California communes for a while, and then went to India. Last I heard they were living on a commune there, where nobody owned anything and everybody was doing the free love thing.”

She had walked out on Justin and her kids. On Justin. “Was she crazy?”

He sent me a sardonic little smile. “It seemed to suit them, but it’s not my thing.” His eyes locked onto mine and his smile grew edged. “I don’t like to share.”

“And so you ended it with...” I had no idea what the sales rep’s name was.

“Gloria. Yes. I don’t break up with people over the phone.”

My face went hot with shame. “Leah told you?”

He nodded. “And I told Gloria she was free to fuck whoever she liked, because someone else had walked into my life whom I wanted more.”

“More?” My breath caught. Did he mean...? Omigod.

Somehow he had crossed the remaining space between us and stood before me, so close that I could feel the heat of him against my skin. Fingers slid beneath my jaw and tilted my face up to his.

“More than anything,” he breathed.

His lips brushed mine for the first time with a jolt that sent tingles down to my toes, and then his arms went around me and pulled me tightly up against his chest as he kissed his way back along my jaw. For half a second my mind was a panicked jumble. What was I doing? What was Leah going to think? What were my parents going to think? But then Justin’s lips found that spot in the hollow beneath my ear and I forgot everything else in the world as I melted against him.

My head tilted back on its own while he kissed and nuzzled down my neck and then back up again along my throat to the angle of my jaw. One hand slid under the back of my tank top and his fingertips glided up my back, then slowly traced down the length of my spine, making me shiver. Then those soft lips fastened on mine once more, hungry this time, sucking in my bottom lip so he could nibble on it.

Slow waves of heat pulsed down my body, and my nipples hardened against his chest. Justin’s tongue darted playfully across my lips, growing slowly more insistent until I parted my mouth to allow him entrance. He tasted of the smoky bite of whiskey as our tongues explored one other, twining and darting and teasing while the passion built and the arm around my waist tightened as though Justin never intended to let go. Electric tingles ran through my center to stoke the heat growing deep in my belly. My clit swelled and tightened into a little aching knot, and the walls of my pussy fluttered impatiently with an insistent need I had grown all too familiar with in the last few days.

The hand stroking my back reached the base of my spine and continued down to lovingly caress the curve of my ass, and briefly cupped its swells for a moment before roaming upwards once more. His manhood thrust hard and rigid against me through the thin fabric of my boxers with a need that seemed to match my own. A little whimper escaped me as I slowly ground my hips against him. I was ready to feel him naked against me, to have him inside of me. I wanted him so much I could barely breathe.

He broke our kiss, leaving me breathless, and looked down at me with eyes aflame.

“I didn’t want to wait,” he said. “I’ve been dying to get you alone. But I don’t cheat; I had to tell her, first.”

“How long?”

“Since the moment Leah introduced us by the pool. I haven’t been able to get you out of my head all week.” He gave a low, incredulous laugh. “I haven’t felt like this in twenty years. I didn’t know I still could.”

I stretched up and twined my arms around his neck, and he kissed me again. By the time we came up for air, I was positively throbbing and there was a growing damp spot on my boxers, and Justin felt as though he was about to burst out of his slacks. He took my hand and led me upstairs.

I hadn’t been in his room before, and he didn’t give me time to look at it now. As soon as the door closed, he swept my tank top over my head and pulled me close again, his hands roaming across the bare skin of my back and sides and then down to my waist. Fingers pushed through the waistband of my boxers and gently worked them over my hips. I felt them hit my ankles and stepped out of them, naked now before him.

“I want to look at you,” he murmured, taking a step back.

Even in the dim light I could see his eyes burning as he savored me from head to toe, and back up again.

“You’re so beautiful, Riley,” he said, his voice a husky whisper, and began unbuttoning his shirt, never taking his eyes from me.

In moments he was as naked as I, his manhood an iron rod jutting from his hips towards me. He scooped me into his arms again, his kisses urgent and feverish while his hands explored my soft curves. Between us his cock slowly pulsed with need, a hard heat against my belly. His hands moved to my breasts, sliding up to my nipples and rubbing them in gentle circles that had me moaning and writhing against him. I saw his teeth flash in the light from the window, and then he bent down and took one of them between his lips, rolling it back and forth, and then tickling the tip of it with his tongue.

He let it slip from his mouth and gave me a sharp little shove that sent me toppling over backwards to land on his bed.

“Justin!”

I could hear him laughing softly as he landed beside me. He leaned over me and his mouth quickly found my nipple again, sucking it and licking it at the same time until my tits were on fire. I let out a little whimper as he released me, but he wasn’t done, yet. His mouth moved across me with little kisses and licks to the hollow between my breasts, and teasingly, ever so slowly down my stomach. It was so damned hot, but it tickled like mad and he had me squirming and giggling beneath him right until he got to my belly button. The sensation of his hot, wet tongue exploring there made all my stomach muscles tense at once, my hands clawing handfuls of blankets. I shivered as he teased around the rim. And then he went lower, past my waist, and his hot breath steamed against my mound. I wasn’t exactly a blushing virgin, but omigod.

I struggled to sit up, but his palm on my stomach kept me firmly planted on the bed.

“What’s the matter?”

“Umm... Nothing. It’s just that no one ever...”

He froze. “Really? Never?”

I was trembling, now. Was he really going to do this? “No.”

There was a long pause, and then his hands began moving across me in long, gentle strokes.

“Relax, Riley,” he whispered. “It’s okay. Just relax. Trust me.”

I laid my head back against the bed, took a deep breath, then another, and forced my muscles to unwind. He continued his slow stroking until he felt the tension leak from me, and a while longer until he was certain it was all right. And then he started.

Firm hands parted my thighs and he lowered himself between my legs. I wasn’t sure what he was going to do, exactly, and I jumped a little as I felt the first touch of his lips against the satin of my inner thigh. Then the wet heat of his tongue brushed my skin and I melted against him. Inch by inch he moved up my leg, driving my anticipation higher with each little lick and nibble. Softly, ever so softly he kissed his way to my nether lips, the feel of his hot breath against my most private places like nothing I could have ever imagined.

His tongue glided between my lips, up that little valley to where my clit waited, swollen and aching. The first touch of his tongue ripped a ragged gasp from me, and then I was lost in the feel of hot, wet velvet swirling against that tight flesh, sending waves of bright tingles searing through my depths. I pressed myself back into the bed, my breath coming in shallow gulps. I had never imagined that anything could feel so good.

Justin’s finger slid along the cleft of my buttocks until he reached the sopping hole between my legs. One finger circled around the edges, teasing briefly inside and then returning to its slow circling. Each time he slid it in I pressed my hips down against him, struggling to get more of him inside of me, the yearning to be penetrated and filled almost unbearable now.

The rhythm of his tongue playing along my clit increased, and his finger went into me to the first knuckle, and then the second. My stomach tightened and my thighs shook as the burning hot pleasure grew and pushed me to new heights, Justin taking me to a place I had never been before, a place I had never even imagined.

Pure ecstasy exploded inside of me and I couldn’t control myself. I sucked in a great breath of air and cried out, my hands locked in Justin’s hair as I rocked and ground against him, my throat sobbing out moan after moan while hot juices leaked from me to coat his fingers and hand.

When the aftershocks finally subsided and I dropped back onto the bed Justin crawled up beside me, one hand idly stroking my still-quivering stomach.

“There, now. Was that so bad?”

I swear I could hear him grinning. I rolled over and kissed him by way of answering. I had never tasted myself before, and while under other circumstances it might have been a little gross, after what had just happened that salty, bitter tang on Justin’s lips was the purest aphrodisiac. I threw myself on him, covering his face with kisses, licking my own juices from his skin. His mouth met mine and I thrust my tongue deep, savoring my own taste on his tongue and grinding myself against his erection while I thought of him licking me.

As amazing as that orgasm had been, I needed more. I needed to feel him buried deep inside of me, to fill that fluttery, hollow ache between my legs. I felt guilty, though. What Justin had done for me was incredible, and I wanted to give as good as I got. I took his pulsing cock in one hand and started to slide down to it, but Justin’s hands took hold of my arms and held me up.

“No, Riley. Tonight was special; it was just for you.”

I didn’t know what to say. He had me speechless. What guy does that?

He laughed, then, a low sound in the darkness. “Well, maybe not just for you.”

In a moment he had rolled on top of me, straddling me with his arms while his legs pushed their way between mine. I spread myself wide in anticipation. This was what I wanted, what I had been thinking of every day for the last week. I still couldn’t believe it was actually happening.

His cock slid into the groove between my legs, a pulsing white heat pressing against my clit. Slowly he began to slide back and forth through that slick channel, his rubbing setting off a new wave of tingles in my depths. Oh, surely not. Again? My body didn’t seem to care that I had just had the orgasm of my life. It wanted more. I wrapped my legs around his waist and thrust down against him.

“Oh, please,” I moaned. “Again.”

“Riley,” he said very quietly, “you’re not a...”

I knew he was thinking of earlier, when I said that I had never. Tommy had been my first, and now I wished with all my heart that I had saved myself for this moment.

“No,” I assured him. “No, I’m not.”

Justin didn’t answer, but he shifted the angle of his hips and suddenly the head of his cock pressed into the entrance to my pussy.

 “Do it,” I begged.

He thrust into me, a white-hot shaft driving into my center. I felt myself stretching to take him, his shaft thicker than Tommy’s and filling me more completely, and my walls pulsated around him, no longer feeling that aching emptiness. I clung to him, willing myself to clamp down and hold him deep inside of me. I felt so full, so complete, and I didn’t want him to move. Even as he buried himself to the hilt in me, his lips sought mine and his tongue pressed deeply into me, claiming me in two ways at once. I had never been so wet.

Satisfied that I had taken him all in, Justin began to fuck me harder. He went slowly at first, but as I creamed against him and he felt the liquid heat growing inside of me, he gradually sped up his motions, ending his rocking with his pelvis pressed against my clit.

I was amazed to discover that the bubbling heat was building again, only minutes after my last orgasm. Justin never let up, his tongue thrusting against mine, his cock stabbing ever deeper into the heart of me, his thrusts grinding his pelvis against my clit again and again.

I had thought my first orgasm with him was the most intense of my life. I was wrong.

My pulse sang in my ears and I clung helplessly to Justin as he pounded into me. I was so far gone I couldn’t even help him; my limbs locked around him and I could do nothing but gasp and moan. Justin must have felt it, because he increased his tempo, slamming into me harder and faster.

It only took a minute of that before I exploded again. I released his mouth and cried out with my face pressed against his cheek, and I felt my nails digging into his back, but I couldn’t make my fingers unclench. My whole body shuddered and shook with the power of that orgasm so that I could barely breathe. Justin’s arms went tight against my sides then, and deep within me his steely manhood gave a few sharp little jerks. He breathed a long sigh against my ear, and I knew he had just been waiting for me.

After a moment he slid off to one side, careful not to squish me. I knew he was watching me in the darkness.

“Stay with me tonight.”

I curled up against him and lay quiet until I heard his breathing slow and deepen. When I was sure he was out of it, I slid carefully out of bed and padded over to the closet, where I flipped on the light and then pulled the door closed so that only a narrow shaft of light escaped through the crack. That little necessity taken care of, I crawled back under the sheets to snuggle against Justin with a contented sigh and fell asleep with the heat of his body and his deep, tangy smell wrapped around me like a blanket.

When I woke up, golden sunlight was spilling through the curtains. Justin was missing; his side of the bed had already gone cool, and I pulled the covers over my head with a sleepy groan. I wasn’t ready for it to be over; it still seemed like a dream to me, despite waking up in his bed. In his bed?

I sat bolt upright, looking around the room wildly. Omigod. It really had happened. I was in his bed. I had spent the night with Justin. Panic snuck up and hit me from behind, setting my heart pounding in my throat. Where was he? Had he woken up, realized what he had done, and had second thoughts? Was he avoiding being here when I woke up so it wouldn’t be awkward for him? Had it just been a one night thing after all? Or was it me? Maybe I snored and he couldn’t sleep and went to the couch? Or maybe I was too clingy and he didn’t like me snuggling against him all night? Oh, god, that was probably it. He was used to sleeping alone, and what did I do? I latched onto him like a freakin’ octopus.

At that moment the door swung open. I let out a startled squeak and froze as Justin walked in, a wine-colored bathrobe wrapped close around him, his hair still sleep-tousled, with a steaming cup of coffee perched in each hand. He snagged the door and nudged it closed with one foot, and grinned when he saw me staring at him.

“Good morning, sleepyhead.”

Was this for real? The guy was fantastic in bed, made me come not once but twice last night, and now he was bringing me coffee in bed, too? I was dreaming. Any minute now I was going to wake up and he was going to turn into a pumpkin or something.

He sat one cup on the nightstand and then perched on the bed beside me looking like the cat who ate the canary. “Two scoops of sugar, no cream. Right?”

He remembered. I had to tell Tommy that a dozen times before he remembered, and Justin had picked it up all on his own. I just nodded up at him, speechless, as he placed the cup in my hands. Justin’s eyes narrowed.

“Riley, are you okay?”

“Uh-huh.” I did my best to hide behind the cup.

“Hey.” Fingertips brushed my cheek. “What is it? Regrets about last night?”

Was that what he thought? Seriously? “No.” I put my coffee down and raised my hand up to cover his. “No. Not now, not ever.”

“That’s good,” he said, his eyes dancing. “I was afraid you were having second thoughts about sleeping with an old guy.”

I giggled and stretched beneath the covers. His grin had me tingling all over again, and I liked it. Oh, how I liked it.

“And just how old do you feel this morning?”

His grin widened. “About sixteen.”

“Prove it,” I said, and slid my free hand under the folds of his bathrobe. He was already hard, straining against my fingertips.

Justin’s eyes smoldered, but he shook his head.

“We had better save it,” he said, “unless you’ve got a good explanation in mind if Leah sees you walking out of my room.”

Leah. Ugh. “I don’t even want to think about that.”

“She’s going to find out eventually. We’d better be prepared.”

“Yeah. I’d rather just think about the two of us for a while, though, and not spoil it with worrying about what Leah’s going to say.”

“Fair enough. And now you had better scoot that lovely behind of yours out of here before she wakes up.”

He flicked his wrist, sending the bedclothes flying to the foot of the bed, and I gasped as the cool air hit me.

“Justin!”

Hot green eyes caressed my naked body with a hunger that caused a flutter deep within my belly. My nipples went instantly hard.

“On second thought...”

“No.” I dodged him and hopped out of bed. As I bent over to pick up my clothes, his hands gripped my waist and pulled me back into him so I could feel his manhood pressing hard against my bottom through his robe.

“Behave!” I growled.

He turned me loose with a laugh. “Oh, all right. You’d better watch out tonight, though. I’m going to get you back in my bed even if I have to spike Leah’s Diet Pepsi to get her out of the way.”

I blushed as I threw on my clothes and slipped out the door and into the hallway, but it was a happy feeling this time. He really didn’t regret last night. I practically skipped down the hall to the bathroom to take a shower so I wouldn’t reek of sex when Leah got up. Considering that there was only one man in the house, questions about that would get awkward in a hurry. Besides, I wanted to be sure I was shaved extra close in some very special places to be ready for the next time.

The rest of the day passed in agonizing frustration. Every time I turned around I caught Justin eyeing me hungrily with a smile guaranteed to set my pulse racing. It would kick off a memory of the feel of his hands and mouth on me, the way he moved inside of me, and I would flush and lose all track of whatever was going on around me. Justin ate lunch with us that day, sending me long, burning glances every time Leah was looking the other way. By the time I finished my sandwich, I had soaked my panties through and I began to wonder if my nipples were going to stay hard for the rest of the summer.

“Ready for a swim?” Leah asked?

“Absolutely.”

I desperately needed the chance to cool off. The long, slow smile Justin gave me as I started for the stairs had me headed for a meltdown. Once I was in my room I stripped down and started to put on my swimsuit. Naturally I couldn’t find my bikini.

Oh, I found bikinis, because I had packed several of them, but I wanted this one. I hadn’t worn it, yet; I was a little nervous because it was the skimpiest one I had, and I had originally wanted to get a bit more of a tan and maybe lose a couple of pounds in the pool first, but today was the day. I might not be as hot as Leah, but this bikini did a damned good job of showing off what I had, and if Justin was going to look, I was going to give him something to look at.

I finally found it hidden between two of my oversized t-shirts. Leah was right; I really was a slob when I packed. As I went to step into the bottoms, though, I lost my balance and stumbled backwards, and barely caught myself from falling by grabbing the windowsill. Muttering a string of heartfelt obscenities under my breath as I recovered and stood up, I glanced down through the opening in the curtains and saw that Justin had already changed and was stretched out on one of the deck chairs.

The sight of that lean, tanned body made me quiver, and my poor clit positively ached. All of the teasing and flirting today had been too much; I was burning for him and I felt like if I didn’t get some release I was going to spontaneously combust.

Without even realizing it, my fingers stole down to my freshly-shaven mound and teased across the swollen flesh of my clit. I was so turned on by then that I gasped at the touch, which sent an almost unbearable burst of pure pleasure surging through me. Damn, but the man had me worked up. I didn’t want to do it—I wanted it to be Justin making me come—but I was to the point where something had to give. I couldn’t go back downstairs and face him again like this.

I swirled my fingertips through the moist entrance to my tunnel, which was still leaking like mad. Slick now, I played them over the taut skin of my clit until my whole body sang like a bowstring. My fingers flew as I gasped for air, all the while watching Justin through the parted curtains, remembering the way he had used his mouth and tongue to claim me the night before. The memory of his tongue flickering across the flesh where my fingertips danced kicked me over the edge and I exploded, my hips rocking hard against my hand, and I bit my lips hard to stop myself from crying out his name. Not even two minutes—that’s all it took. That’s how bad I had it for him.

Leah was already in the pool when I got downstairs, trying to tease Justin into the water. I knew she was wasting her time; he never came in with us. Justin’s head turned as I came through the door, though, and I felt his eyes on me, knew he was watching every step I took as I walked to the pool, and my nipples went hard as though I had dunked them in ice water. It was going to be a very, very long, hot afternoon.

I dove into the deep end, reveling in the way the cool water enveloped me like a second skin, and swam down to touch both hands to the bottom. I came up for air just in time to see Leah send a tremendous spray of water towards Justin. In an instant he was soaked, along with his magazine and towel.

“All right, Leah, you asked for it. And you’re going to get it now.”

He flung aside his sunglasses and dashed for the edge of the pool. Leah grinned and fled towards deeper water, laughing hysterically. He cut the water behind her and zeroed in like a shark after blood. With a squeal of pretended fright, Leah swam for the edge, but he powered ahead and grabbed her ankle, and with a jerk dragged her beneath the water. A second later he rose up with her held above him, water streaming from them both, and tossed her back into the water. She landed flat with a smack that I felt from twenty feet away.

“Ow!” she howled as she broke water. “Daddy!”

Justin sent a splash of water after her. “Tag—you’re it,” he sang out.

That started a thirty minute game of pool tag that involved me getting dunked a lot. I didn’t remotely care; it was a chance to be close to Justin. Finally Leah had enough, and dragged herself out of the pool to sit dripping on the edge.

“I’m going to go get something to drink. You guys want anything?”

As soon as the door closed behind her, Justin was at my side, one arm wrapping around me and pulling me tightly against his hard body. His mouth pressed down onto mine, his tongue teasing across my lips until I opened my mouth to let him inside me. He pulled me even closer as we kissed, and I felt his other hand slide up the skin of my inner thigh. Gently he pushed aside the thin strip of fabric between my legs, and his fingers found the slickness around the opening there. I moaned against him as his fingertips teased and stroked, and then one finger dipped about an inch into me. My hips moved on their own, grinding down against his hand, and the flutter inside me built up to earthquake levels.

It only lasted a few moments, and then he let me go and pushed himself away to a safe distance, leaving me flushed and breathless and aching for him to finish what he started. It was so not fair. Perhaps a second later the door opened and Leah reappeared, but she was looking the wrong way and missed the wide, taunting grin Justin turned on me. He knew exactly what he had done to me, and wasn’t a bit sorry for it.

The rest of the afternoon crawled. After dinner we watched some movies, but I couldn’t have told you what any of them were about five minutes after they were over. I couldn’t concentrate; all I could think of was Justin where he sat a few feet away from me, close enough to reach over and touch if only I had dared. But I was too much of a chicken to do more than glance at him with Leah in the room.

Fortunately for us, Leah decided to go to bed early again that night. I don’t know if I could have stood another two hours of that kind of torture. We followed her upstairs and said goodnight and disappeared into our respective rooms to wait.

I may have made it five minutes before I snuck out of my room and down to Justin’s. Patience wasn’t real high on my list of priorities just then.

He was waiting for me, sitting in a chair with his robe on, the light on his bedside table casting a dim glow over the room. A slow smile lit up his face as I stepped in and closed the door.

“Take off your clothes.”

His eyes were hot and he looked as though he wanted to devour me. I fought off a sudden flash of self-consciousness about undressing in front of him. It was far too late for that. Slowly I lifted my tank top and pulled it over my head, and then dropped it to the floor. Justin’s eyes followed every move, like a cat watching a mouse. I hooked my fingers in the waistband of my boxers and inch by inch slid them down over my hips until they fell in a puddle around my ankles. His eyes widened when he saw that I was shaved clean, and he crooked a finger at me. I stepped out of the boxers and went over to take his hand.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, drawing me down onto his lap.

He was delusional, but I wasn’t about to argue with him. Just then he sucked one of my nipples into his mouth, and he could have claimed the sky was bright green for all I cared. I moaned, my whole body tingling at his touch, and felt his cock pressing hard against my hip through his robe. The way my body responded to him, I knew it wasn’t going to take much. I was on a hair trigger, and I was going to come as soon as he entered me. But I wanted to make it last.

 With a wicked little smile of my own I pulled away from him and stood up. Justin moved to follow me, but I put my hands on his shoulders to stop him.

“Nope. Now it’s your turn.”

I ran my hands along his shoulders, traced down his collarbones, and slid my fingers into the edges of his robe. Teasingly, the same way I had stripped for him, I pulled the robe apart to bare his powerful chest. Justin flinched and shivered as I bent and licked one of his nipples. He was even more ticklish than I, his stomach rippling as I kissed my way down and let the edges of my hair drag against his sensitive skin. I thought he was going to come out of the chair completely when I pulled aside the flap of robe concealing his cock and it sprang free, practically in my face, but again I held him in place.

I moved between his thighs and slowly sank down to kneel on the floor between his legs, so that the tip of his cock bobbed just about level with my chin. I looked up at Justin and smiled, holding his gaze as I bent forward and began to gently lick the swollen, purple head. After a few long, light strokes along the underside, Justin’s eyes closed and his head sank back against the chair with a deep sigh.

I gave myself a mental high-five. Tommy had loved getting head, and I had tried hard to please him. If nothing else good had come out of that relationship, at least I’d be able to give Justin a decent blowjob.

I circled the base of his shaft with my thumb and index finger, cradling his balls with the others, and planted a kiss on the very tip. Licking away the salty precum, I slid my lips down the satiny skin, swirling the bulbous dome with my tongue as I took him inside of me. When the entire head was in my mouth I stopped and began to suck, slowly raising my head. I let about half of him slip from my lips, and then went down on him again.

This time I took about an inch of his shaft as well before I started sucking. Justin’s breaths were coming harder, now, and he gave a little moan as his cock slid along the wet heat of my tongue. I did it again and again, each time taking a little more of him into my mouth, until at last I held the whole length of his shaft on my tongue, his head pressed against the back of my throat.

Once I had all of him I began fucking him with my mouth, slowly at first and careful not to scrape him with my teeth, but gradually speeding up to a steady pace that had him straining and pulsating inside me. The taste of precum grew stronger, and I didn’t think he could last too much longer.

“Enough,” he growled at last.

His strong hands pulled me to my feet and he led me to the bed. The robe slid to the floor and his arms tightened around me. Justin’s lips bent to devour mine, and his cock, still slippery with my saliva, was a white hot rod between us. My own juices were seeping between my lips, the smell of my arousal sharp and musky over the remnants of my perfume.

By that time both of us were on fire, driven by need and too far gone to worry about being gentle. Justin’s hands took hold of my waist and turned me around to face the bed. Realizing what he wanted, I eagerly bent over and spread my legs, shivering a little as cool air brushed across my moist, exposed flesh.

Justin stepped forward and the satin hardness of his cock slid against my thigh. I reached back between my legs and took hold of him, pulling him forward so I could fit him against the hard little nub of my clit. I thrust myself against him, trembling a little at the feel of his skin rubbing against mine, but I could only take a little of that and I knew he couldn’t take much more, either. Carefully I moved him back until he was pressed into the slippery entrance, and then I pushed back to take the first couple of inches.

He gasped at the tight heat clasping him, and then took a firm grip on my hips and thrust forward to bury himself completely in me. Wet as I was he slid in easily, all the way to his balls in one easy stroke. I felt his body shudder against the back of my thighs, and his fingers clenched convulsively in the flesh of my ass, spreading me even further open to him.

I still had one hand between my legs, and I used it to rub my clit as Justin started to thrust into me. The walls of my pussy fluttered and pulsed around him, driven by the fires churning in my depths. I moaned into the bedclothes, encouraging him without words, my ass grinding back hard against his hips as I fought to get even more of him inside of me. Behind me, Justin’s breathing grew ragged and his grip on me tightened until it was almost painful.

He gasped and grunted, thrusting into me so hard that he pressed me down into the bed, his cock twitching and jerking far within me. The sensation and knowing that he had come pushed me over the edge and I buried my face in his blankets and screamed at the sudden incredible relief of the pressure that had been building inside of me all day. 

Justin stood there for a while until I came down, his hands soothing against my back and sides, and then he slid out of me and we crawled into bed together. He didn’t ask me to stay. He didn’t have to. His arms around me said everything there was to say.

It wasn’t until I woke up the next morning that I realized that for the first time in years I had gone to sleep without a light on.

Justin was watching me when I opened my eyes. I yawned, stretched, and tucked my face against his arm. After a moment his fingers brushed slowly through my hair.

“Stay with me.”

I needed coffee. “Huh?”

“Don’t leave in the fall. Stay here. With me.”

That dragged me upright in a hot flush of panic. “But I have to go back to school. I’ve got to finish my degree. And I’m Leah’s dorm mate.”

“I know, and we can work all of that out. I just don’t want you to go.”

“But...” My brain didn’t seem to want to work at all.

“Will you at least think about it, Riley?”

I nodded, and in the circle of his arms the panic began to recede. I would think about it. It had all happened so fast, though. I had my own plans, made long before, and things I that I wanted to do. But I wasn’t sure what I wanted anymore, what was important. Except for Justin. Could I give him up if I had to?

The tension that day wasn’t so bad. After two nights with Justin, I had calmed down a bit. We continued to tease and flirt whenever Leah wasn’t paying attention, and there was still a charge to it, but I didn’t feel the need to leave the room every five minutes to cool down.

During lunch, Leah busied herself poking around with something on her cell phone, and while she occupied herself with that, Justin and I carried on our own silent conversation. Justin caught my eyes, looked pointedly down at my breasts, then back up at me. I smiled and sat up a little straighter, and took a deep breath. I was going to bust out of my bikini top if I wasn’t careful, but I didn’t care. Accidents happen, right? I flicked my eyes back to Justin, and he licked his lips.

“You can lick them later,” I mouthed silently.

His eyes got really big, and then I realized Leah was looking right at me. Omigod.

“Will you two please cut it the hell out?” Leah growled.

Justin choked and sputtered on his tea, and my mouth dropped open in shock. “What?”

Leah made a retching sound. “The two of you. You’re carrying on like a couple of seventh graders going steady for the first time. Act like grownups. Get a room, already. It’s not like you haven’t been doing that, anyway.”

“You knew?” Justin asked hoarsely.

Leah shot him a withering look that made him shrink back into his chair. “Of course I knew. Do you think anyone could be in the same room with you two and not know? You might as well have neon signs up.”

I wanted to hide under the table. “And you knew that we...?”

She looked at me, one eyebrow cocked, and laughed. “Riley, you’re not exactly quiet, you know? You were either getting laid or murdered. Even I can’t sleep through that.”

I blushed so red that beets would have turned green with envy.

Justin perked up in his chair. “You mean you don’t care?”

“Well, of course I care. Don’t be silly. Riley is my best friend and you’re my dad. How could I not care? I don’t mind, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“You don’t?”

“Daddy, you sacrificed fifteen years of your life to raise me and Brad by yourself. I love you and I want you to be happy, and to have something for yourself, not just to devote everything to your kids. If Riley makes you happy, then more power to you.

“As for you,” she said, turning to me, “you’re my best friend in the world and I want you to be happy, too. Tommy was a jerk; you deserve much better. I happen to think my dad is much better, and if you agree then you’re even smarter than I thought.”

She went and dug another can of Diet Pepsi from the fridge and toasted us with it. “You’re both adults, you’ll work it all out. Just please stop acting like a couple of lovesick teenagers, at least while I’m around.”

“Deal,” I said.

Leah paused then, struck by a thought, and shot me a suspicious look. “Oh, hell. I suppose this means I’m going to be getting a new dorm mate in the fall?”

Right up until that minute I hadn’t made up my mind, but I knew what I wanted. I nodded slowly and slipped my hand into Justin’s.

She glared at us, but I could see the twinkle behind it. “They’ll undoubtedly stick me with some ditz of a freshman who will probably wind up drunk and puking in her trashcan every other night. Not to mention I may never wake up in time for class again. You two had better make this worth it. If you don’t end up married, I’m going to be pissed.”

I looked over at Justin, and his eyes were huge.

“Married?” I mouthed at him.

Omigod. Omigod. Omigod.

The End

Continue reading for a sneak peek at Last Chance with My Dad’s Best Friend. 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: Last Chance with My Dad’s Best Friend

I LOWERED THE BOOK I HAD BEEN PRETENDING TO READ and peeked through the curtains behind the love seat for about the thousandth time in the last thirty minutes, but the door of the house across the street remained stubbornly closed. Dad was grilling steaks in the backyard and his best friend Steven was supposed to join us for dinner. Meanwhile I was going quietly crazy waiting for him to come over. Steven was smoking hot—a former Marine pilot with a bangin’ bod and curly, dark chocolate hair with just a sprinkling of silver—and my insides turned to jello whenever he was around. I’d sort of had a thing for him for a while, but for the past few months just looking at him set every nerve in my body on edge. My best friend Jill said he’s got a butt that makes her mouth water, but that he’s way out of my league and I’m just setting myself up to get shot down. She’s probably right—Jill usually is about stuff like that—but I couldn’t help it.

“Lexie!” Dad’s voice boomed through the open French doors.

“Yeah?”

“Can you bring me that bowl of marinade on the counter?”

I looked back through the window. Still nothing. “Coming, Dad.”

The smell rising off the grill was heavenly and my stomach growled loud enough to be heard a couple of streets over. Dad grinned as he took the bowl from me, brushing a fresh coat of his special marinade over the marbled slabs of meat sizzling before him.

“How are the potatoes coming along?”

“They’ll be ready in about twenty minutes.”

He glanced at his watch. “Should be just about perfect. Wonder what’s keeping Steven?”

I shrugged, trying to be nonchalant. “No telling. Probably just some last minute stuff for his office. He’s been doing the workaholic thing lately.”

“Yeah, most likely. Well, worst case he doesn’t show and I eat his steak.”

“You’d just hate that, I can tell.”

His grin widened. “What can I say? I’m a growing boy.”

I bent forward and poked his stomach, which had developed a distinct paunch the last couple of years. “I can see that. Maybe you ought to try doing a sit-up or two.”

“Hey!” He took a swipe at me with his marinade brush but I danced out of his reach with a giggle. “You’re still not too big to spank, you know.”

“I know, I know. I’m going to check on the potatoes before you let the steaks burn.”

I retreated back inside the house while he sputtered indignantly over his steaks. We tease a lot, but it’s all in fun. Dad had done a lot better job raising a teenage girl solo than anyone would have any right to expect, and I was probably doomed to always be a Daddy’s girl. Unless I could convince Steven to take over the job, anyway. Maybe if I offered to let him spank me…

The potatoes were coming along nicely so I popped back into the living room, retrieved my book, and took another peek through the curtains. Steven was there now, standing in his driveway next to his white and blue Mustang, and my heart took off like a rocket. A second glance sent it into a power dive right down to my toes, though; he was talking to Elizabeth.

Elizabeth Stokes is my arch-nemesis. She’s two years older than me and looks like she ought to be a model for Victoria’s Secret or something—tall, thin, blonde, and so pretty it makes my teeth hurt. Jill and I called her ‘Lizard Breath’ in school and spent an awful lot of time wishing she’d get crushed by a falling piano or something. But as much as I detested her on principle, I never hated her more than at that moment. Her eyes were sparkling and suddenly she laughed at something that Steven said, tossing her head back and sending her perfect golden curls dancing. The smile on Steven’s face as they chatted sent an icy chill through my heart.

Oh, no. No, no, no. This could not be happening.

I let the curtain slide back into place and bent over with my head between my knees. Maybe I should have skipped that last pint or six of Haagen-Dasz. Not that it really made any difference; I was never going to look like that no matter what I did. Part of me wanted to go and hide in my room, because I didn’t want Steven to see me after having just seen her and then make the inevitable unflattering comparisons. Another part of me wanted to look through the curtain again and force myself to endure every second of their smiling, laughing, and flirting. Apparently deep down I’m a masochist or something, but I made myself sit on my hands so I wouldn’t look. I refused to do that to myself.

Okay, so maybe I peeked a little.

The doorbell rang.

“I’ll get it,” I yelled out before Dad had a chance to react.

I vaulted the couch and hit the ground running, but my feet slipped on the polished wood floor of the foyer and I almost busted it before I caught my balance. In my excitement my previous angst was forgotten and my pulse hammered in anticipation. I paused for a moment with my hand on the doorknob while I took a deep, calming breath.

Okay, he’s not going to wait around out there all day, Lex.

I put on my best smile and swung the door open. Six feet of pure gorgeous smiled back at me.

“Hey, Lexie.”

My heart skipped a couple of beats the way it always did when I saw Steven. I started to say something but I found myself staring up into those warm, hazel eyes and my tongue quit working. Long seconds ticked by while we just stood there looking at each other.

One eyebrow quirked. “Can I come in?”

With a little shake of my head I stepped back and motioned him inside, mentally kicking myself for being such a giant twit. I struggled to come up with some excuse for my behavior as he stepped into the house, but everything I could think of sounded completely ridiculous so I just kept my mouth shut. Dad would have made some smart alecky comment that there’s a first time for everything.

“What are you reading?”

I had completely forgotten that I was still holding my book, a new adult vampire romance that I had borrowed from Jill. Steven would undoubtedly assume it was a trashy, fluff romance. Well, it sort of was, actually, but I didn’t want him thinking that’s what I spent all my time reading. Why couldn’t I have grabbed War and Peace or something instead? I slid the book guiltily behind my back.

“Nothing.”

His lips twitched and little flecks of amber danced in his eyes. “Oh, really?”

I took a step back. “Really. Nothing.”

“Uh huh.”

He faked a lunge to my right and when I spun away he deftly snatched the book out of my hand. While he glanced over it I hung my head and pretended to pout. He got me with that move every time.

“Is it any good?”

“I like it. I guess.”

He grinned as he held the battered paperback out to me. “There’s a ringing endorsement. The author should hire you to run her marketing team.”

That sexy smile of his just seemed to drive every thought out of my head. I took my book back without a word and left him to find Dad on his own, deciding to hide in the kitchen for a couple of minutes to regain what composure I could.

Steven had moved in across the street six years ago and he and my dad had been inseparable ever since. While he was a few years younger than Dad, their matching eagle with anchor and globe tattoos from their time in the Marines bonded them. They didn’t talk about their experiences much, but they really believed they shared a brotherhood and were always ready to jump in if the other needed a hand. It was actually kind of sweet the way they looked out for each other, while at the same time carefully maintaining that male bluster to make it look like they didn’t actually care.

“Lexie!”

Dad’s voice jolted out of my reverie. “Yeah?”

“Bring us a couple of beers, would you?”

“On the way.”

I handed them each one, blinking owlishly as my eyes adjusted to the brilliant June sun. Dad took a swig and rubbed the cool glass against his forehead.

“Thanks, sweetie,” he told me. “That hits the spot.”

“Thanks, Lexie,” Steven echoed with a smile that set me to tingling all over again.

I suddenly felt hot right down to my toes, and it wasn’t because of the sun. I headed for the pool before I melted into a puddle of goo right in front of him.

“I’m going to get in the water for a while. I don’t know how you two can stand to sit here in the sun like this.” Tossing my t-shirt over the back of a chair, I stripped off my shorts and looked up at Steven. “Why don’t you jump in, too? Just because Dad loves to burn doesn’t mean you have to suffer.”

“Nah, I’m good,” he said, hoisting his beer as an excuse.

I tried to make it look good for him as I sashayed over to the pool and dove into the deep end. I knew I wasn’t as hot as Elizabeth, but I wasn’t bad. I did have a nice tan and usually guys just can’t help looking at girls in bikinis. It’s like a built in radar system that all men have. Disappointment twinged in my chest as I glanced over my shoulder, though; Steven’s attention was still focused on Dad, not me. How’s that for ego crushing?

The cool water’s embrace could not quench the burning between my legs. One of these days I was going to find a way to hook him. Ever since I had turned nineteen right after Christmas that thought had been churning in the back of my mind. I was willing to be patient—I figured it would probably be a lot easier to break down his defenses after I started college since people seem to have less of an issue with older guys chasing coeds than high school girls. I was due to start at Pima Community College in the fall, and that was only a couple more months; I could wait that much longer.

I porpoised around a little, splashing noisily in hopes that I might get his attention. I willed him to look over, to notice me, to see that I wasn’t just the little girl from across the street anymore. Then what Dad and Steven were talking about sank in, and I stopped and treaded water to listen.

“So they’re going through with the transfer?”

“Yeah.” Steven took a long pull from his beer. “I’m supposed to be there and hit the ground running the first week of August.”

“Hell,” Dad muttered. “It’s going to suck not having you around.”

I choked on a mouthful of water and sputtered, “Wait—you’re leaving?”

Steven turned to look at me. “The company promoted me to VP of Logistics, and that comes with a transfer to Phoenix.”

It felt as though the whole world was collapsing in on me. Phoenix was two hours away! If Steven moved there I’d never get to see him. Sure, he and Dad would stay in touch and visit each other once in a while, but I would be in college and maybe get to see him all of once a year or so if I was lucky and he came down for Christmas or something. And even those visits would stop if he met someone in Phoenix and started dating.

Oh, God. I couldn’t stand to even think about Steven dating.

It was too sudden; I had counted on having time to break him down slowly and give him a chance to ease into the idea of me being something besides his best friend’s little girl. Now I only had a few weeks before he was gone for good. What was I going to do?

My mind burned through ideas as I pulled myself out of the pool and fell into a lounge chair to drip dry, scenarios flitting through my head, each one wilder than the last. None of it was any good; I watched Steven through half-lidded eyes and tried to force myself to calm down. I needed to think. I needed to be cool and rational and not do anything that might scare him off before he went away.

I was determined to get him alone before he left for Phoenix, though. Somehow.

Continue reading Last Chance with My Dad’s Best Friend…
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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.

First to Fall

It took only one day at college for life to throw a wrench in Alyssa’s plans. When she walks into the quirky used bookstore just off campus she expects to find a few old paperbacks, not to lose her head over the store’s sexy owner—and Kyle is way out of her league, the kind of sex-on-a-stick bad boy who would never give a girl like her a second thought. Or would he? There’s nothing Alyssa loves more than a good challenge, and this one promises to be a lot more exciting than running for class president. She just wants to make Kyle notice her, that’s all—to see her as a woman. How hard can that be? She’ll stop before she gets in over her head. But she can’t get those smoldering brown eyes and sinful smile out of her mind, and she keeps imagining his full, soft lips hovering a breath away from her own.

Would kissing him really be so dangerous?

Kyle doesn’t do sweet and innocent. He certainly doesn’t mess with the kind of college girls who will still be getting carded when they’re forty. But one look at Alyssa’s smile is enough to shake him, and he can’t seem to make himself push her away. It’s a mistake and he knows it—he’s too old for her, she’s not remotely his type, and he’s not into relationships—but she’s under his skin like no other woman has ever managed before. He knows he can’t have her, but maybe he can have just a little taste? He can always stop, any time he wants to, before he gets in too deep with her. What can it hurt? Just one kiss, and then he can stop. Can’t he?

Would kissing her really be so dangerous?






Kelli Wolfe Catalog

Some titles may be unavailable due to content restrictions.

Novels

[image: ]

Older Man Younger Woman Stories

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]

Professor Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]

The Preacher’s Virgin Daughters (first time erotica)

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]

Punishing Polly (blackmail erotica)

[image: ] [image: ]  [image: ] [image: ]

The Babysitter Diaries

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]

Punishing the Brats Next Door (sorority girl blackmail/revenge)

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ]

Friends to Lovers Stories

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]

Stepbrother Stories

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]

Slaves of the Beast Men (monster erotica)

[image: ] [image: ]

Princesses in Bondage (dark fantasy erotica)

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ]

Miscellaneous Stories

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ]






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
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