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Summary

He had been the prime star of most of my adolescent fantasies, largely because he was completely inaccessible.

Just when I thought my spring break was going to fizzle out, I ran into Jude at the hotel. And I mean literally ran smack into him as I was coming out of the elevator. His body fit mine like he was made for me, and being in his arms felt like Heaven - for about two seconds until he realized who I was.

He was my dad’s best friend, twice my age, and so far out of my league he probably couldn’t even see my league from where he was.

But I can’t get him out of my head. Even when I'm out partying with my friends, he’s all I can think about. I just know he's the guy I’ve been waiting for, the one I want to be my first. Of course the whole idea is crazy. Jude would never in a million years go for me.

But what if he did?
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CHAPTER ONE

IT WAS THE SNORING THAT WOKE ME UP. I cranked my eyes open to see if I had fallen asleep in a lumber mill or something, only to be half blinded by a searing ray of sunlight shining through the partially open curtains. Stupid sun. Didn’t it know people were trying to sleep? I rolled over with a groan and found myself face to face with Darla, my best friend. Her long, ebony curls spread out in a dark wave across her pillow and her mouth was wide open. She was the one doing the snoring.

“Put a sock in it,” I grumbled, giving her a sharp nudge with my elbow.

She twitched and the snoring stopped so there was blissful silence for about two seconds, then she tilted her head and started up again even more loudly than before. How the hell could someone so tiny be so freakin’ loud? At that point I was muzzily awake enough to realize that trying to go back to sleep was pointless, so I risked a glance at the alarm clock by the bed. 11:36. Morning, not evening, at least if you believed that evil glowing thing outside the windows.

Darla and Beth, my other best friend, had hooked up with a couple of college seniors from Texas A&M our first night in South Padre Island. The guys had taken us to a beach bar last night and slipped us drinks until the four of them were too plastered to see straight. I took it easier because I don’t drink much. Well, that and because I didn’t have a boy-toy of my own dedicated to getting me drunk and naked the way those guys were trying to do with Darla and Beth.

I sighed. My friends were great, but there wasn’t a guy on the island who was going to give me a second glance when they were around. Darla was petite with hourglass curves and big blue eyes and Beth was a willowy blonde with a perfect tan and legs that looked about six miles long, especially in a bikini. As for me, I just had plain old brown hair and brown eyes, and I was short and ate too much chocolate chip cookie dough ice cream for my own good. While I was constantly trying new diets, my willpower sucked and something always seemed to come up to throw off my eating habits—finals, a breakup, my week, Spring Break. Thursdays. I mentally resolved to do better next time. But of course I always said that.

By the time it filtered through my brain that it was almost noon, my bladder was insisting that it really needed to get rid of the cosmopolitans I’d tossed down the night before. Still half-asleep, I rolled out of bed and fumbled around for my clothes. I had slept in my bikini, but I was too self-conscious to run around in it all the time when people would be comparing me to Darla and Beth, so I shrugged on my 30 Seconds to Mars t-shirt and wriggled into a pair of flowery Bermuda shorts before I stumbled towards the bathroom. My eyes were still a little gritty and I desperately needed to brush my teeth, but I actually felt surprisingly good considering how late we had stayed out.

Beth and Simon lay huddled in a tangle of bare arms and legs on the other bed. Thankfully they were mostly covered by a sheet, because from the noises they had made in the early morning hours after the lights went out I was pretty sure that their clothes were scattered all over the hotel room. I half expected to see holes knocked in the walls. Beth may have looked like an ice queen, but when her clothes came off all that went out the window and she acted more like a cat in heat.

Was I jealous? What do you think?

I had given up hopes for romance over my vacation, since with Darla and Beth around that was a total waste of time. All I really wanted was to relax and make the most out of the trip. Maybe do some shopping and work on my tan.

Yeah, I’m totally lying. I’d set my heart on finding some hot, sweet guy to sweep me off my feet and relieve me of my virginity. I was going to be twenty in three months and I still hadn’t done the deed, yet. Despite all of the many times my friends had dragged in looking ridiculously satiated after a night with some guy, I had always held back. The first time was supposed to be special, wasn’t it? Not just some guy you let pick you up at a club or frat party and then never talked to again. That’s what I kept telling myself, anyway.

When I pushed on the bathroom door it wouldn’t budge. My bladder gave a warning twinge, so I shoved harder. A low groan came from somewhere inside, and I vaguely recalled Ashton being noisily sick some time after we came in. Apparently he had passed out on the bathroom floor and his body now had the door blocked. Lovely.

My stomach was beginning to get as insistent as my bladder, so I found my purse and a pair of sandals and headed for the elevators. None of the others was going to regain consciousness for at least a couple more hours, and if I didn’t eat something soon my blood sugar was going to tank and I’d end up on the bathroom floor next to Ashton. The hotel had a restaurant downstairs, and presumably the restaurant had a restroom, so I could kill two birds with one stone.

As the floors dinged away I sucked on a breath mint. I’d just have to brush my teeth later. Something light and poppy was playing in the elevator, and I found myself humming and bobbing to the music. It was probably just the lack of caffeine making me delirious, but I really did feel pretty good and upbeat. Maybe I’d go do some browsing in the tourist shops along the beach after I got some food in me. A little food and a little caffeine and I figured I’d be ready to take on just about anything, but then my bladder reminded me that if I didn’t find a restroom very soon I was going to need a new pair of shorts. Fortunately the light for the ground floor lit up, and with a final cheerful ding the doors slid open and I darted out—only to slam face-first into a very broad, solid chest.

It was just like one of those cartoons where the character runs into a brick wall and reels backwards, except this time a pair of powerful arms caught me as I staggered back with my arms pinwheeling to try to keep my balance. I found myself firmly tucked against a warm, solid body that smelled of soap and spicy cologne while those arms dropped to circle my waist and keep me upright while I regained my balance.

It felt like Heaven and I never wanted to move again, but after a couple of seconds mortification kicked in. I’d run right into the poor guy without even looking. No doubt he thought I was either a total bubble head or still drunk from the night before.

“I’m so sorry,” I babbled. “It was all my fault. I wasn’t looking where I was going.”

“No harm done.”

I felt the rumble of that voice in his chest as much as I heard it, and I pushed away from him hoping that he hadn’t noticed how my nipples had gone hard against his body. The feel of him, the smell of him, and that gravelly voice had set my hormones on a freakin’ rampage, and I felt dangerously on edge even as I prayed that the sudden hint of moisture I felt between my legs was from my reaction to him and not my bladder giving way.

At that point he got a good look at me and his hands froze on my arms.

“Cassidy?”

My eyes lifted slowly up past the solid pecs outlined by his fitted shirt and up to his face. When I recognized his smile I couldn’t decide on whether to just go ahead and die of embarrassment and get it over with, or to heave a sigh of relief.

“Jude? What are you doing here?”






CHAPTER TWO

MY DAD’S BEST FRIEND gave my arms a playful squeeze while his deep blue eyes twinkled down into mine. “I’m in town on a business trip and your dad asked me to check up on you. Guess it was a good thing, too, if you’re out running into strange men.”

Heat pulsed through my whole body at that smile, and I blushed from the stirring sensation deep below my belly. I had always had a thing for Jude, ever since I first started liking boys. Of course with his athletic build, permanently tousled sandy-blonde hair, and roguish smile there probably weren’t many women who didn’t have a thing for Jude. As if all that wasn’t enough he had the kind of laid back self-confidence and dry wit that charmed everyone before they knew it.

He had been the prime star of most of my adolescent fantasies, largely because he was completely inaccessible. He was my dad’s best friend and twice my age. Hell, even if he hadn’t been, the guy was so far out of my league he probably couldn’t even see my league from where he was. That didn’t stop me from falling hard for him about the time I started high school. What made it worse was how nice he always was to me. He never failed to ask me how I was doing when he came around, and he seemed genuinely interested when I blathered along about the latest bit of teen drama in my life. For years I had dreamed about him whisking me away and the two of us living happily ever after.

Of course that’s all it was—dreams. With that whole Chris Hemsworth thing going for him Jude had every woman in sight ready to drop her panties, and I knew from overhearing conversations of my dad’s that Jude wasn’t remotely shy about taking advantage of that. He certainly wasn’t about to notice a plain-Jane schoolgirl who tended towards the fluffy side and I was very painfully aware of that fact, so I had mooned over him in silence and eventually got over him. Mostly.

I ducked my head a little so he wouldn’t see how flustered I was. “Sorry, I really don’t make a habit of plowing into every guy I meet. I was just in a hurry.”

His large hands released their grip on my arms and he took a small step back. “If you were in that big of a rush you must be on your way to meet a boy,” he teased.

If only. “Actually I was on my way to…” My voice trailed off as I finally remembered just where I was headed. God, how embarrassing. Thank you, bladder. “To the bathroom,” I whispered.

He blinked. “Is the one in your room not working?”

“Ours has a guy passed out cold in it.” I caught the beginnings of his frown and hurried to cut him off. “He’s not mine. Er, I’m not with him or anything. Or anyone else.” Oh, god. I took a deep breath and tried to say something coherent. “One of my friends brought him home with her last night.”

“Cassidy…”

“I came down to get something to eat and then do some shopping. My friends probably won’t be awake for hours yet, and I didn’t want to sit up there by myself. I’m really not much of a party animal, I guess.”

After a moment considering that, his lips quirked up into a half smile that was so sexy I was afraid I was going to melt into a pile of goo right there in the hotel lobby. “Does that mean you’re free to join me for lunch?”

Lunch with Jude? Was he serious? I was a total wreck. I hadn’t showered, my hair probably looked like a nesting ground for small animals, and I undoubtedly had raccoon eyes from not washing off my makeup before falling asleep. On top of that my clothes were rumpled and my bright sea-green bikini top was clearly visible through my white t-shirt.

Jude, on the other hand, looked like he was on his way to a GQ photo shoot or something in a sharply creased pair of khaki Dockers and a plum-colored button down shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. Why on earth would he want to take me to lunch? All I could think of was that he was doing it as a favor to my dad, but in the shape I was in the poor guy was going way above and beyond the call of duty.

I almost turned him down, but then I found myself admiring at the way his Dockers hugged his slim hips and muscular thighs and reconsidered. Jude was every bit as hot as any of the younger guys roaming South Padre Island—hotter, actually, because he had maturity and boundless confidence backed up by experience to go with his looks—plus I knew he wasn’t just interested in me because he wanted to get me drunk enough to get my panties off. Unfortunately.

Have lunch alone, or have lunch with the guy who was literally the man of my dreams? Decisions, decisions…

“I’d love to have lunch with you,” I told him, trying not to sound too pathetically eager. “Can you give me a couple of minutes to freshen up?”

Those blue eyes swept over me from my brightly painted pink toenails to my tangled brown curls with a shameless appreciation that left me tingling all over in anticipation of something that was never, ever going to happen.

“You look fine to me, but suit yourself.”

“Oh, stop it,” I mumbled, blushing at his approval as I struggled to ignore the way the deep pitch of his voice sent liquid warmth pooling in my lower body.

It was pure teasing and nothing else. To Jude teasing was as natural as breathing. He gave a nonchalant shrug, but the challenging look in his eyes let me know that he had no intention of taking it back. I didn’t get it. I was nothing special. That was why my friends were upstairs with two gorgeous seniors and I was down here alone.

Except I wasn’t alone, was I? I was standing right in front of a guy who was even more gorgeous. I couldn’t help the grin that sprang onto my face at the realization.

“I’ll be right back,” I promised.

*          *          *

As I watched Cass walk away I wondered if I had gone crazy. Have lunch with her? What was I thinking? Charles had just asked me to check up on her, not babysit her. No doubt the last thing on the poor girl’s spring break agenda was to humor her dad’s much older best buddy by spending time with him when she could be out on the beach or boy chasing. I don’t know what had compelled me to say it in the first place, except that I wasn’t quite ready to let her walk away, yet.

My mind shied away from examining the motives behind that too closely. I was her dad’s best friend and old enough to be her father, but I also felt like I had become her friend over the years as well and with that came a healthy dose of protectiveness where she was concerned. That protectiveness had kicked in with a fucking vengeance the moment she mentioned that guy in her room. It shouldn’t have been any of my business, but every muscle in my body went tense and it felt as though a huge hand was squeezing my heart.

Even though she was an adult now, she was still young and innocent and I wanted to protect her from the kind of guys that were trolling the beaches looking for a fresh piece of ass. I couldn’t stand the thought of someone like that touching Cass. Or pretty much anyone of the male half of the species even looking at her, for that matter. Maybe that did make me a little overprotective. Okay, a lot overprotective, considering that I wasn’t her dad and I had no real cause to concern myself in her affairs in the first place.

That was all it was, surely—overprotectiveness? It couldn’t have anything to do with those sleep-tumbled, mahogany curls that framed her face, or the luxurious curves which her shorts and t-shirt couldn’t manage to hide. Or that smile of hers that seemed to light her up from the inside out and made me feel twenty years younger whenever I saw it. No, I definitely wasn’t lusting after my best friend’s not quite twenty year old daughter. Nope. Not me.

My protests might have been slightly more convincing if I hadn’t caught myself watching the hypnotic sway of her perfect ass in those shorts when she headed for the restroom. The sudden pulse of heat in my groin as my cock twitched and stiffened in response was a clear warning that my body didn’t give a damn whose daughter she was or how old she was. When she disappeared from view my shoulders slumped with a deep sigh. I was going to get myself in big, big trouble if I wasn’t careful.

I sucked at being careful.

*          *          *

I made it back in five minutes with my bladder emptied, my hair mostly untangled and swept back in a ponytail, and my face scrubbed free of yesterday’s makeup. As for my clothes, I figured that I was properly attired for spring break and I didn’t want to have to go back upstairs and change—especially not when Darla or Beth might wake up and start asking questions.

“There’s a bar and grill just up the street that has much better food than the hotel,” Jude remarked, and resting his hand on the small of my back he steered me towards the door.

My skin seemed to sizzle under his palm even through the t-shirt, and for the rest of the day I felt the vivid sensation of his hand warm against me, almost as though it was still there. When we sat down I was tongue tied at first because my intense physical reaction to him kept throwing me off. One look from those blue eyes was enough to leave me stammering as my mind went blank, and whenever he hit me with that cocky smile I got all trembly and moist. There had been plenty of guys I liked before and I had fooled around with some of them, but none of them had ever left me with this gnawing, achy hunger inside that Jude somehow managed with just a look. And the more I looked at him and talked to him, the more I wanted him.

After a while his humor and easygoing manner calmed me down enough to relax with him, though. Sexy as he was, this was just Jude. I had known him most of my life, and he was so nice it was impossible to stay nervous around him for long. His little jokes and teasing drew me out and before I knew it I was teasing him right back and thoroughly enjoying myself.

Lunch came and we made small talk about college and his job while we ate, then we both had coffee for dessert. As we sipped I felt his eyes on me and I glanced up to find him watching me with an odd smile.

“You’re really looking good, Cassie,” he stated with quiet approval.

“Huh? I’m a total mess. I’m amazed that you’re not ashamed to be seen in public with me.”

A huff of laughter escaped him. “Hardly. You’re all grown up, now, and I think the beach girl look suits you.”

“You’re insane. I need a shower, clean clothes, and to drop about twenty pounds.”

Jude rolled his eyes in exasperation. “You worry about that too much. Especially around your friends. Stop trying so hard to be like them and just be yourself. You’re perfect the way you are.”

That earned him a derisive snort. “I am not.”

He reached over and squeezed my hand. “Cassie, you’re about the most perfect girl I’ve ever met. You’re smart, you’re funny, you’re sweet, and you’re all kinds of sexy.” His smile turned into a big wolf’s grin. “Especially when you’ve got this tousled beach bunny look going on. You stick with that and see if you don’t give your friends a run for their money with the guys tonight.”

He was just trying to pump my ego because he was a nice guy and he knew I had self esteem issues. I knew that. But I still blushed so hard I thought I might turn crimson permanently, and all the feelings I’d had from years ago when I was crushing so hard on him came flooding back. Why, why, why couldn’t I find a guy like him?

While I lingered over my coffee as long as I could, eventually I sipped the last of the lukewarm remnants and stared mournfully into the bottom of the cup, wishing that it would magically refill itself. I wasn’t ready for my time with Jude to be over yet, but he set his own cup down and slid his chair back from the table.

“Thanks for having lunch with me. I know that this was probably the last thing you wanted to do today, so I’ll let your dad know I saw you and that you’re doing fine, and I won’t bug you again.”

My jaw dropped. “Don’t say that. I had a great time!”

He hit me with that sexy smile again and my knees turned to jelly. “You’re very polite to say so, but I’ll get out of your hair and let you get back to having fun.”

“You don’t have to go.” God, how I didn’t want him to go. I would have happily enjoyed myself with him all day. And all night. “I was going to head down to the beach and do some shopping. If you’d like to come along…”

Jude shook his head. “Thanks, but I’ve got some work to do back at the hotel.”

“If you say so.”

I tried to hide my disappointment as I stood up, but when he held out his arms in invitation I practically leaped into his embrace. He squeezed me tightly in a brief hug, then bent to give me a peck on the cheek.

I don’t know what made me do it. In hindsight it was crazy, but maybe it was just instinct taking over. Quickly I turned my head so that it was my mouth and not my cheek that his lips found, and for an instant his mouth met mine in a soft, tingling caress. A sizzling jolt lanced through my body and I felt myself coming wondrously alive, every nerve quivering while a sweet ache grew low down in my belly. Just as quickly Jude pulled back, the warmth of his breath lingering on my skin as he looked down at me with a dark mixture of confusion and something far more primal dueling in his eyes.

“See you later, Cassie,” he said softly as his arms released their grip and I slipped away from him.

Before I could gather my wits enough to respond he had disappeared through the restaurant doors. Glumly I headed back to my hotel, my mind and body both buzzing with a raw mixture of need and desire for this man who was so completely out of my reach.






CHAPTER THREE

I WASN’T REMOTELY IN THE MOOD to screw around when I got back to my room. I was burning up inside, beyond frustrated, and I desperately needed a shower. When I found that Ashton was still passed out in the bathroom, I filled a mug with ice water and tossed it over his sleeping form through the crack in the doorway. That earned me a groan and some mumbling. The second cup managed to rouse him from his tequila coma and he sat up sputtering and cursing.

“What the fuck, man?” he snarled as he yanked open the door.

“Good morning, sleepyhead!” I chirped, oozing cheerfulness through every pore. “In case you hadn’t noticed it, this is a bathroom. B-A-T-H. This is where we bathe. Well, at least some of us do, anyway. We sleep in bedrooms. That’s B-E-D. Now, I realize that you’re an Aggie and you probably have a little trouble with complex concepts like that. And spelling. That’s okay—I’m not judging. But trust me, it’s really not that difficult to get it straight if you just apply yourself a little.”

Muttering under his breath—it sounded suspiciously like ‘snarky bitch’—he staggered past me and flopped down on the couch. That little matter taken care of, I dragged my suitcase into the bathroom and locked the door behind me. Fortunately Ashton had managed to hit the toilet, and the dear had even flushed before he passed out so the bathroom wasn’t a total disaster as I had feared. I turned on the shower and then stripped out of my grungy clothes with a sigh of relief. Cool air played across my breasts, my sensitive nipples tightening almost instantly into hard little pebbles. I shivered a little in reaction, and as the breeze played across the moist flesh between my legs I got goose bumps.

My encounter with Jude had left me a wet, throbbing mess, and even after the walk back to my hotel that nagging ache between my legs showed no signs of going away. If I didn’t relieve the tension, the insistent trembling deep inside was going to keep me miserable all day. I was just going to have to take care of it.

I stepped into the steaming spray of water and closed my eyes to imagine that Jude was there with me, droplets of water beading on his smooth, tanned skin. With a quiet little moan of desire I drew my fingertips lightly down my neck, dreaming of Jude’s hands on me, big and strong but gentle as he traced his way down my collarbones to my tight, heavy mounds. My fingers rolled around my nipples, stroked and kneaded them while Jude’s wicked smile floated in my mind, those sculpted lips perfect for sucking and nibbling me, until I burned for him and my clit swelled with anticipation.

Slowly I glided my hands down my sides, palms running smoothly over my water-slicked skin until my fingers reached the thin strip of dark curls on my mound. Trembling in anticipation I scooted back against the wall of the shower and spread my legs as wide as I could. In that position the hot jets of water from the showerhead pounded straight onto my clit and I gasped at the hot pulses which seared straight through my core. Tilting my head back against the wall I teased my fingers around my nub, thinking of Jude’s undoubtedly expert tongue licking along my skin, working its way slowly across my hot, glistening lips and flickering against the hard lump at their root.

Pleasure rocked me and I groaned as liquid gushed to fill my pussy. My fingers moved lower to tickle around the entrance to my quivering hole, then I slid one finger inside that slick, pink tunnel. As I slowly worked my finger in and out the tight, spongy walls clung to me, and the need within built into an agony of desire. I wanted him inside me so badly, needed his thick, hard cock to fill me and satisfy this longing. Desperate for more I ground the heel of my hand against my clit as I pressed even deeper, rocking my hips with each thrust.

Tight, swollen muscles squeezed around me even as my body begged me for a real cock to replace my finger. In the thick, steamy soup which filled the shower I gasped for air, my skin hot and flushed as I came closer to the brink. Bright, shimmering ecstasy peeked out, hot and vibrating along my nerves until I was ready to explode

With a gasp I tore my hand away. Too soon, too soon. I let the shower spray thrum against my clit once more while my body shook with suppressed longing and I sent my fingers back to toying with my stiff, pink nipples.

Heat swelled in my breasts to creep like thick syrup down through my belly, and my clit felt enormous, swollen and tight like a drum for the water to pound against. Hypersensitive now, it seemed as though I could feel every tiny droplet as it struck. This time it took only seconds for my body to begin soaring again, and I let my mind wander back to thoughts of Jude using his mouth and hands on every part of me until my back began to arch and my thighs shivered from the strain of holding back the flood.

Once more I plunged my index finger into my sopping hole while I rubbed my clit with the heel of my hand, this time sliding my middle finger back into the crevice of my ass to tease against the puckered hole there. I imagined Jude’s hard, thick cock stretching me, pounding deeply into me while my juices ran and both my holes throbbed with the unstoppable momentum of the orgasm. Hard and fast I stroked my fingers against nerves gone raw with desire until a gush of fluid spurted onto my hand and ecstasy crashed around me with the thrumming water. My back arched and I had to bite my lip to keep from crying out, only a low whimper of relief managing to escape before I clamped my jaws tight.

For a moment my vision went gray and I had to grip the hand hold above the soap tray to keep from slipping down into the bottom of the tub. Aftershocks rippled through the depths of my pussy while I held myself upright on legs gone weak and shaky. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had an orgasm so intense. It was all Jude’s fault. The man could make me come like a freight train without even being in the same room with me.

As I stepped out of the shower I could almost feel that bad boy grin beaming down onto me, and a fresh wave of desire, sharp and tingling, rushed through my body. I didn’t know how much more of this I could take. I was going to have to do something. It was time to get laid for real.

*          *          *

For the twentieth time since I had gotten back to my hotel room I found my attention wandering away from the spreadsheets on my laptop. I finally hit the sleep button and snapped the lid closed with a sigh. There was no way I was getting any work done when I couldn’t get my mind off of Cassidy.

I had only held her for what seemed like an instant, but she had felt so perfect in my arms and then when I accidentally kissed her lips instead of her cheek it was all I could do not to devour that perfect, pouty little mouth. And that wasn’t all I wanted to devour. I wanted to get her naked and spend endless hours learning every inch of her and pleasuring her until she couldn’t think straight.

Maybe if she couldn’t think straight she’d overlook such little details as me being twice her age and her father’s best friend.

With a curse I jumped to my feet and strode to the big windows overlooking the bay. I really had lost it. If Cassie ever found out about the thoughts I was having she’d be horrified—or worse, she’d laugh her head off at the mere idea. A guy my age hooking up with a lovely, innocent young woman like her was just indecent, and that was all there was to it. Middle-aged men in the throes of a mid-life crisis chased after girls her age, and it was a pathetic thing to watch. I had seen the disgust on young women’s faces after being hit on by men old enough to be their fathers, and I had no intention of putting Cass—or myself—in that kind of situation.

So why couldn’t I stop thinking about her?

Thoughts whirled like dervishes in my head, excuses to see her again, ways I could arrange to conveniently bump into her. All of it was pointless. I was not going to chase after her, no matter how badly I wanted to. I was not going to impose myself on her further and mess up her spring break. I was not going to be the old guy trying to hang out with the younger crowd and making everyone uncomfortable. I was not going to get in the way of her having a good time and meeting more suitable men who were her own age. And I was not going to rip off her clothes and spend hours on end doing all the wonderfully filthy things that came to mind every time I thought of her.

No, what I was going to do was take a shower and relax, and then go out and find a bar that catered to the older crowd. I’d spend the rest of my evening doing my best to drink away the memory of Cassie’s body pressed against mine and those impossibly soft, rose petal lips, and perhaps find some woman closer to my own age to bring back to my hotel room to help me forget. At least until morning.






CHAPTER FOUR

BY THE TIME I HAD FINISHED PRIMPING my friends were up, so we kicked the guys out and I watched some television while Darla and Beth got themselves put together. I couldn’t keep my focus on anything, though. Every few seconds my thoughts drifted off to Jude—his delicious, manly smell as he held me against his body, the power of his hard arms when they wrapped around me, the way his eyes sparkled while he teased me. The heat of his lips against mine. I was still tingling from that brief kiss.

He was so utterly perfect and I wanted him to be my first. I just knew he’d be amazing—passionate and sexy, but gentle and considerate all at once. That was Jude in a nutshell, right there. He’d make sure that my first time was everything I’d ever dreamed it could be.

It sure beat the hell out of the idea of losing my virginity in a drunken fumbling with some guy so blitzed he could barely even find my pussy in the dark. The only problem I could see was that there was no way that Jude was going to go for it.

We went downstairs to the restaurant and I sat silently while my friends argued over what to order.

“You want anything, Cass?”

“No, I’m good. I had lunch already.”

“Jeez. How long have you been up?”

“Since a little before noon.”

They traded significant glances. “Girl, we’ve got to get you laid. You’ll sleep a lot better.”

I just shrugged. If I could just figure out a way to get Jude naked, sleep would be the last thing on my mind. My thoughts wandered off on that tangent for a while and I lost the thread of the conversation going on around me.

“Hey. Hello? Earth to Cass.”

“Huh? I’m sorry. What?”

“Oh god,” Darla breathed. “I know that look.”

Beth stared at me. “You’re right. Oh my god, you’re right. Boy obsession.”

“So who is he, Cass?”

I bit my lip and cast my gaze down at the table. “No one.”

Wrong answer. That was like throwing chum into shark infested waters. Both of them scooted their chairs around closer to mine.

“All right, out with it. Just what did you get up to while we were asleep?” Darla demanded.

What the heck. “I had lunch with Jude.”

“Jude?” Beth’s brow furrowed in confusion. “Was he that pre-law guy from Baylor?”

“No, that was Jonas,” Darla told her. “Jude is…” Her voice trailed off and her eyes went wide. “Wait a minute, Jude-Jude? God’s Gift to Women Jude?”

When I nodded she sank back into her seat and looked at me with awed pity. “Wow. When you obsess you don’t do it halfway, do you?”

Beth reached over and patted my hand in sympathy. “Aw, Cass. You’ve still got a thing for him after all this time, huh?”

“Yeah.” I took a deep breath and tried to push the longings away. “It’s okay, though. I’m not going to let it get in the way of us having fun.”

My friends traded a long look.

“You know,” Beth said slowly, “it just might be worth giving it a try.”

“I always had a feeling about that. I’ve told you that before.”

I blinked and looked at them in confusion. “What are you two on about?”

“Is Jude still in town?” Beth asked.

“Yeah. He’s not going home until tomorrow evening.”

Darla bit her lip. “What do you think?”

Beth considered, then lifted one slender, tanned shoulder in a shrug. “It’s worth a shot, at least.”

“Will you two please tell me what you’re talking about?”

With an excited little smile Darla leaned close to me and rested her hand on my forearm. “We’re talking about you and Jude.”

“What about me and Jude?”

“Do you want him?” Beth asked.

That was a sure finalist for Stupidest Question of the Year. “Of course I do.”

“Well, then we’re going to help you get him.”

I stared at Beth. “That’s it. No more alcohol for you. You’ve lost too many brain cells.”

“We’re serious,” Darla said, squeezing my arm. “Both of us have gotten an odd vibe from him about you for a while, now. I think there’s something there. So look, here’s what we’ll do…”

I still had Jude’s number in my cell phone contact list. I’d swiped it from my dad a few years back when I was in full high school crush mode. Of course I’d never had the nerve to actually call him, but somehow I could never make myself delete the number either, not even when I was over him. Well, mostly over him.

“Hello?”

The rumble in his low voice sent a shiver down my spine. “Jude, it’s Cassie.”

“Oh, hey.” A concerned note crept into his voice. “Is something wrong?”

“No! Everything’s fine.”

Beth nudged my knee with her foot. Ask him, she mouthed.

“Um, I was wondering…”

“Yes?”

“Well, the thing is there’s this beach party tonight. There’s going to be a bonfire, and music, and food, and dancing…”

Darla prodded me from the other side. Do it.

“Anyway, we’re all going to be there—me and Darla and Beth, I mean, you remember them, they used to come over to the house all the time—and I was wondering if you’d like to come?” It all came out in a breathless rush and my heart was beating so fast I thought it was going to explode.

There was a long pause from his end and my stomach began to sink. “I don’t know, Cassie…”

“Please?”

“You’re supposed to be having a good time hanging out and partying with your friends and meeting people your own age. Why in the world would you want me there?”

“I just do.” Okay, that sounded lame even to me. “I had a really good time with you at lunch and I realized how much I’ve missed talking to you. I’d just like to get to spend a little more time with you before we go our separate ways. There’s no telling when we’ll see each other again.”

“Christmas, probably,” he muttered.

“Please, Jude?”

“Cassie…”

“Pretty please?”

“Okay,” he sighed. “Fine. I’ll come. What time?”

I told him where and when to meet us and ended the call, then sat there with my hands shaking and my heart racing while I wondered just what it was I thought I was doing. The whole idea was crazy. The guy was my dad’s best friend and insanely gorgeous. He was never in a million years going to go for me.

But what if he did?

*          *          *

I should have said No and made it stick, but I just couldn’t make myself do it. All I could think of while I was talking to her was the way her body nestled against mine like she had been made for me. I wanted to see her again. I wanted her in my arms again. I wanted to plumb the depths of her mouth and find out what she tasted like. I wanted her naked in my bed so I could explore her curvy little body all night long. I wanted to possess her, to take her and make her mine. I wanted so much, and it was all so very wrong.

Why had she insisted on inviting me to that beach party? It would have to be inhibiting for her and her friends to have me tagging along. Was it pity? Did she feel sorry for the old guy sitting alone in his hotel room with his work while they were all out having a good time?

The rational part of my brain resisted reading too much into it, but the predator in me wondered what had made Cassie turn at just that moment so that our lips met in that brief but world-altering kiss. It was crazy to let my mind wander in that direction, though. I was far too old for her to think of me as anything but a friend. Maybe I hadn’t let myself go to pot the way a lot of my friends had, but I was too proud to color the gray beginning to speckle my hair, and the crow’s feet lurking at the corners of my eyes seemed to grow more noticeable every day.

The women I picked up on the nights I prowled told me that those things lent me a maturity that they found extremely sexy, and I seldom went home alone when I set out looking for a woman to share my bed. But I had never before had any impulse to attempt to seduce someone half my age and I couldn’t see those symbols of maturity being nearly as appealing to them. To a woman in her twenties they wouldn’t mean maturity, they would just mean old, and for Cassie at nineteen I was practically Methuselah. There wasn’t a chance in hell that our kiss and her invitation meant that she was interested in me as a man.

But what if she was?






CHAPTER FIVE

ONE THING ABOUT IT, when my friends said they would help they meant it. The two of them spent a solid hour analyzing every word I could dredge from memory of my lunch conversation with Jude. It was Beth who honed in on his apparent fixation on my beach girl appearance. If that was what it took to attract his attention, they were going to make sure that was exactly what he got.

Darla loaned me a green silk sarong that was an elegant riot of forest, lime, and chartreuse. She tied it off so that it fell modestly to my ankles, but every time I took a step the fabric slid aside to reveal my leg up to my upper thigh. Instead of underwear I had on one of Beth’s skimpy black bikinis so my upper body was mostly bare above the waist, and since Beth’s boobs are a size smaller than mine my tits were practically falling out of the top. Once I was dressed Beth teased and curled my hair until it was a disheveled jumble of lustrous, twisted curls that made it look like I had just gotten out of bed or walked in off some windswept beach. Then they proceeded to fight over how to do my makeup.

“Sex kitten,” Beth stated.

“Understated and mature,” Darla countered.

“Guys eat up the whole innocent, virginal thing.”

“If you make her look too young you’re going to scare him off. His conscience will kick in and that will be the end of it.”

“Okay, but you don’t want to go too mature, either. You want youthful and vibrant—classic beach girl.”

I tuned them out and concentrated on not having a panic attack. The whole thing was starting to give me a horrible case of nerves, but I wanted Jude’s arms around me again so badly that I pushed through it. Even if that was as far as it ever went with him, I at least wanted that much.

It was close to 8:30 when we headed down to the beach, and the fading sunset painted the world in rose and purple. Lights twinkled brightly among the waving palm trees and shrubs to keep the shrouding shadows at bay while throngs of partygoers milled around laughing and talking as they waited for the bonfire to be lit. Just out on the sand a stage had been set up where a local cover band belted out a series of light, poppy summer themed songs, and a number of people were already dancing barefoot to the music out nearer the surf where the sand was more firm.

Jude was waiting for us downstairs in the lobby, and as soon as they saw him my friends did a fast fade into the crowd. He looked ridiculously sexy in a pair of gray cargo shorts and a black t-shirt that clung to the muscles of his shoulders and arms. With a steadying breath I picked up my courage and walked over to him, knowing that he was taking in all of my bare skin and every sway of my hips in that sarong. When I smiled up at him there was an odd tightness around his mouth and the blue of his eyes had darkened with some emotion I was too nervous to try to name.

“I’m glad you came,” I told him.

At my words the tension in his face dissolved, and that bad boy grin lit up his face to warm me as though the sun had somehow come back up.

“Well, you did say please.”

I fluttered my lashes at him and watched him from half-lidded eyes. “Hm. What else would you do if I said please?”

“Probably more than you’d like and less than I’d like.”

I giggled. If he only knew how much I’d like him to do. Well, before the night was over he was bound to have a pretty good idea. With a contented smile I hooked my arm through his and pulled him out the doors and down the steps which led to the beach.

“Do you want a drink?” I asked him as we passed the bar.

“No. With you around I think I’d do better to keep my wits about me.”

I grinned. “Flattery will get you anywhere.”

“Will it?”

I squeezed his arm a little, content to let that be my answer, and drew him out onto the beach right at the edge of the surf where I kicked off my sandals and dug my bare toes into the wet sand.

“Oh, I love how that feels,” I sighed.

Jude slipped out of his shoes and did the same, then we both stood there for a few moments in silence staring out into the darkness over the Gulf while the sea breezes tugged at my hair and sarong. Low voices to either side of us reminded me that we weren’t alone, or I might have made some kind of move on him then. Instead I took advantage of a song change to reach down for his hand.

“Dance with me,” I said.

“Here? Like this?” he asked, but there was laughter in his voice and I knew he wouldn’t say no.

When I began to sway he joined me, moving in close so that our bodies were almost touching. Jude was a good dancer, far better than I was, every movement sure and sensual as he glided over the firmly packed sand. It was too dark where we were to really see, but I could almost feel the heat of his gaze as his eyes traveled over my body. After a little while he reached out and put a hand on my hip to pull me in even closer, and he slowed his rhythm a little as the heat of our bodies merged. Both hands rested on my hips now, and his thumbs moved up to caress the bare skin of my sides above my waist so that I shivered despite the warmth of the evening. Beneath my bikini top my nipples tightened, and along with the stirring low in my belly I felt myself growing moist.

I pressed into him, melded myself into the firm plane of his body and felt the hard length of his manhood stiff against my stomach. Tingling all over, I slid sinuously against him, excited and more confident now that I knew that it wasn’t just me who was turned on. I let myself go a little more, losing myself in the deep beat of the music, turned away into the darkness so that I faced away from him and leaned back against his chest. As I wound my arms up around his neck and twined my fingers into his thick hair, his hands tightened on my waist then curled around my stomach to hold me even more tightly to him while his hips continued to roll in time with mine. With every movement his erection seemed to grow harder and bigger against my ass and my pussy turned liquid in eager anticipation.

Hot, moist breath tickled against my neck and I tilted my head so he could get to me more easily. When his lips found the hollow under my ear to kiss and nibble I moaned and ground my ass harder into him. Everything else faded out until there was nothing left in the world but his body and mine, his lips soft on my skin. My bikini bottoms were soaked.

The song ended and Jude pulled away so he could turn me back around to face him. His face was unreadable in the darkness, but he left me in no doubt as to what he wanted when he bent down and his mouth landed on mine. Jude took my lips with a barely restrained hunger that stole my breath away and I clung desperately to him as my knees went weak. One hand went to my neck, fingers tangled in my loose curls to pull my head back and he slanted his mouth so he could explore me more deeply.

Wintergreen. He tasted of wintergreen, and I remembered the roll of wintergreen Life Savers he had always carried in his pocket when I was a girl. Ever since then it had been one of my favorites, and to taste it now on his mouth was like coming home. There was no holding back now for either of us, and we lost ourselves completely in that kiss until finally the need for air pulled us apart.

*          *          *

The reality of kissing Cassie far exceeded anything I had dared imagine. My reservations slowly disappeared as it sank in that this was no girl; the breasts pressed against my chest and the curves held so snugly in my arms definitely belonged to a woman. Her mouth met mine with a desire as overwhelming as my own, and I slipped my tongue past her parted lips with the eagerness of a teenager. There was a honeyed sweetness to her mouth that I knew I’d never be able to get enough of, and her tongue slid playfully against mine as her arms twined around my neck and she lifted herself up onto her toes to offer herself fully to me.

With every movement her bare skin slid like warm satin beneath my palms, and desire for her exploded within me with a force I hadn’t felt in more years than I wanted to think about. This grown-up Cassie was everything I had ever wanted in a woman, and so sexy that she took my breath away. My cock throbbed in my shorts, already hard from that kiss and impatient to continue what we had just barely started.

I let my hands roam the soft curves of her sides and hips and trace the firm roundness of her gorgeous ass. That ass had been making me crazy, and as I squeezed both hands on it to pull Cassie more firmly against my body my erection strained and swelled in anticipation. She was utterly perfect and lusciously ripe and damned if I wasn’t going to pluck and take a big bite of that fruit.

Cassie moaned into my mouth as she ground her hips into the hard rod which pressed against her stomach. I was ready to rip her panties off and take her right there on the beach, but since it was a little too crowded for that I decided to try the next best thing. Wordlessly I swept her up into my arms and carried her into the inky shadows of a nearby stand of palms. With her body locked against mine I sank down onto the sand, holding her in my lap with one arm and sliding the other under that flowing sarong.

She shivered as my hand grazed up the silky length of her thigh and my fingers brushed against her bikini bottoms, but she turned her face back up to me and I greedily took her lips once more. While our tongues danced my fingers played and stroked along her slit until I felt her moisture seeping through the fabric. Carefully I worked two fingers inside and dipped them into her tight, creaming tunnel, teasing around the rim and spreading her juices against her slick skin until I found the swollen lump of her clit.

As my fingertips swirled around that sensitive flesh Cassie gave a little cry and stiffened against me, her kiss more urgent now, fevered with the need burning between her legs. Her arms tightened around my neck and her hips rocked against my hand while droplets of her hot dew ran down her thighs to soak through the thin sarong. She tore her mouth from mine, little moans of breath warm against my cheek, her head tilting back as pleasure swelled within to consume her.

It took only a few seconds before she buried her face in my neck to muffle her cry of release, and I held her firmly against me while her body shook and trembled. Beneath the soft warmth of her ass my cock was a steel rod aching to plunge into her dripping hole, and I knew now that before the night was done that was exactly where I was going to end up.

A fresh wave of guilt swept over me as I pulled my hand from beneath Cassie’s sarong. What the hell had I done? Her father was going to castrate me when he found out. But then I saw her looking up at me, her eyes shining dark and liquid in the flickering light, and I found that I didn’t give a fuck what happened tomorrow so long as she was mine for the night.






CHAPTER SIX

“I THINK I NEED THAT DRINK NOW,” Jude rasped, his arms cinched around my waist as though he never intended to let go.

I laid my head against his chest and tried to squeeze still closer to him while my body buzzed pleasantly from the aftereffects of my orgasm. “Why don’t you take me to your room instead?”

“Cassie…” He sounded as though he was in agony. “You know it’s not a good idea.”

“We both want this,” I whispered.

“Yes.”

Without another word he helped me to my feet and took my hand to lead me back towards his hotel. As we walked he kept a possessive hand on the bare skin of my lower back. Just his touch was almost enough to send me over the edge once more, and by the time we got to his hotel I was so on fire I was afraid I was going to come again before Jude could even get my clothes off.

The instant the elevator doors shut behind us he was on me again, his mouth hungry and demanding as his hands roamed all over my body.

“I’ve wanted you so much,” he growled against me as one hand slipped through the slit of the sarong to cup my wet pussy. “So much. You’ll never know how much I wanted you.”

Fingers thrust inside my bikini and I gasped as his expert fingers found my clit and teased it to an aching hardness. My tunnel quavered with shared longing and I shoved myself down onto his hand, needing, wanting.

“Please,” I moaned. “Oh, please.”

My breath caught as a finger pressed deeper into my slick tunnel.

“So fucking tight. Like a…”

He froze in shock, and I squeezed down onto his finger until he gasped. “I want it to be you. I waited…”

“Jesus, Cassie,” he breathed against my forehead. “Jesus. Seriously?”

“I’ve always wanted it to be you.”

He kissed me again, hard and possessive with a finger still buried inside of me, not letting go until the elevator dinged and the doors slid open. Jude fumbled in his wallet for the key card, took three agonizing tries before the light flashed green and the locks clicked open, then he was pulling me inside and I kicked the door closed behind us.

In two seconds flat Jude had flung aside both my sarong and bikini top and was sucking on one hard nipple while his fingers massaged my clit through my soaked bikini bottoms. My whole body was tight and aching with need and my back arched as his tongue swirled and he let his teeth graze lightly against my rigid, swollen flesh.

“Oh, god. Don’t stop. That feels so good.”

He sucked my tits until my moans filled the room, then with a little growl he slid his hands through my bikini bottoms and yanked them down over my hips. I stepped out of them as they slid past my knees and hit my ankles, desperate to be naked with him now. All of my former self-consciousness was wiped away by a burning need to feel his skin against mine and to have the entire length of his hard cock lodged inside of me.

Despite my trembling hands it took me almost no time to strip him as well, his shirt flying off to reveal his firm chest and stomach and his shorts falling to a crumpled heap so I could slide off his tight briefs. As I tugged his underwear down to his thighs his thick cock bobbed enticingly near my face and I shivered as I imagined it inside me, spreading and stretching me where only my fingers had ever gone before.

Jude’s strong hands turned me and urged me onto the bed where he positioned me on all fours with my ass up on display for him. I looked back as he gave a little groan and his hands squeezed my buttocks and began to rub them in slow circles that left my lower body burning for him.

“You’ve got the most luscious ass,” he breathed, “and you smell heavenly.”

His cock brushed against the back of my thigh as he moved closer, his hands sliding up to circle my waist and stroke my hips before returning to the mounds of my ass. The ache to have him inside me was almost unbearable now, and my tunnel shivered and trembled with greedy desire while dew gathered on my lips and the sharp tang of my arousal slowly filled the air around us.

I thought he would take me then, but instead I felt his hot breath against my skin and before I could react his tongue slid between my legs to plunge into my soaking hole. A surprised squeak burst from me and I jerked involuntarily at this new sensation, but Jude’s hands on my hips held me firmly against him while his tongue explored every crevice of my dripping slit. Pulses of heat rocketed through me so that I could hardly even react when his tongue slid back and he began licking me from my pussy to the crinkled rosebud of my ass. Slowly, deliberately he moved from hole to hole, flicking and swirling around each opening, now plunging in deep to taste my flowing juices and then returning to tickle that other forbidden pucker until I thought I was going to explode.

Thrusting my ass back against his face I moaned with pleasure. In my wildest dreams I had never imagined that anything could feel so good. Then while my hips rocked slowly against him Jude pushed a hand between my thighs and his fingers slid across my clit. Every muscle in my body froze as my nerves went into overdrive and an overwhelming wave of raw ecstasy sucked my breath away.

“Ah!” I cried softly as my breath finally returned and my pussy pulsed in anticipation. “Yes, there. Oh, right there.”

Not that he needed my guidance. The man was a sex god and seemed to know my body far better than I did. Tongue and fingers moved in unison until my pussy swelled and I could feel another explosion building between my legs. Muscles went tense and I started to shake and that ache knotted into a hard coil at my center until his tongue slithered warm and wet against my asshole and I shattered.

I had never come like that before in my life, not with fingers or a shower massage or even my vibrator. The whole world seemed to fall apart and dissolve into bright, humming shards. As I shuddered and shook, hot, tangy fluids spilled from my pulsating pussy and Jude lapped and sucked as though determined to get it all. Slowly my muscles relaxed and the tension flowed from me even as his soft tongue gently licked every drop of cream from my burning skin.

When he finally pulled away I sagged against the bed, too drained to even hold myself up, while tiny tremors continued inside me, aftershocks of the quake that had rocked me to my toes. Behind me Jude’s hands lightly stroked my ass and thighs until I thought I was going to melt into the mattress.

“You’re so fucking hot, Cassie,” he murmured.

I made a rude noise and his strong hands rolled me gently over onto my back. Quickly he crawled up over my body to plant his hands beside my shoulders and his knees between my thighs so that he was looking down into my eyes.

“I mean it,” he insisted. “Can’t you feel how badly I want you?”

His manhood pressed into the softness of my mound like a rod of hot iron, proof enough for me that every word was true. When I reached down and tentatively stroked my fingertips down the length of his shaft, he shivered much as I had from his mouth on my clit.

“Then take me,” I whispered. “I’m yours.”

He pulled back and made as if to get up.

I blinked in confusion. “Where are you going?”

“I need a condom.”

Have a condom separating us my very first time? No freakin’ way. I shook my head firmly.  “I want you just like this. I don’t want anything between us.”

Jude drew a slow, deep breath and then I felt the head of his cock push against the slippery opening between my lips as he positioned himself. I found myself holding my breath with my fists bunched in the comforter while he eased his head into my tight hole. His cock was so much thicker than my fingers, and I had never dared go that deep when I played with my vibrator. My walls stretched to fit him, snug and slick, and the flutter deeper inside urged me to make him hurry. With a whimper of need I lifted my hips to try to grasp more of him inside of me.

There was a sharp sting and I gasped at the sudden pain, but then he was sliding deeper, my juices easing his passage as I gave way before him and everything faded away but the sensation of that thick cock stuffing my tight hole.

“Oh,” I moaned. “Oh, Jude.”

“Okay, babe?” he breathed into my ear.

In answer I wrapped my arms around his chest and spread my legs wider so that the weight of his body rubbed deliciously against my rock hard clit. Sensation overwhelmed me, overwhelming me from inside and out simultaneously until I could scarcely draw a breath. Finally Jude stopped moving and I realized that he was completely inside of me now, and I let out a long, slow sigh of contentment.

He withdrew teasingly, letting me feel every inch of his shaft as he pulled all the way back to the tip before sliding deep into my slick tunnel once more. He continued in that fashion, as though he had all the time in the world and wouldn’t be hurried in this, while my pussy swelled around him and I floated higher with each stroke. Each thrust of his manhood felt better than the last until I could hardly stand the ecstasy. Beneath me the sheets were damp where my juices had soaked them and the tangy smell of sex hung heavy in the air around us.

Moving faster now Jude’s cock plunged into me and my stomach and thighs went tight in anticipation. I hovered at the brink, fighting to hold it back so I could savor this first time with him just a few moments longer, fearing in the back of my mind that this would be all of him that I would ever have. My eyes closed and my teeth clenched on my bottom lip as I struggled, and still more honey poured from my pussy to slicken our bodies where they joined.

Then my body decided enough was enough and my walls clamped down on Jude’s cock, clutching him deeply inside of me while my muscles locked from the strength of my orgasm. I cried aloud, no need for quiet now, until I had no breath left and my lungs burned for air.

*          *          *

It was all I could do to hold back from coming the moment I slid into Cassie’s tight, virgin pussy. She was so wet and ready by then that I don’t even think it hurt her much when I slowly pushed through her hymen to become her first. Her first—and if I had anything to say about it, her last as well. Her pussy squeezed my cock like a slippery fist while her little coos and moans gave me a pretty good idea that she was enjoying herself, and when she shifted her hips to clasp more of my shaft inside of her I relaxed and allowed myself to savor every second.

The dreamy look on her face as our bodies danced leisurely together would have been an aphrodisiac to raise the dead, and as I gazed down at her lush body spread naked beneath me my erection swelled and strained more than I imagined possible. While I wanted Cassie’s first time to be special, I had never wanted a woman so badly, never enjoyed the physical act of being inside someone as much as I did that night, so I drew it out as long as I possibly could for my sake as much as hers.

Cream poured from her pussy until we were both wet and sticky with her hot, tangy juices. I breathed in the raw scent of her sex like a drug, craving more with a hunger that made me wild so that I had to restrain myself from hammering into her. Difficult as it was, I forced myself to move in slow, luxurious strokes that allowed us both to feel every inch of my cock moving within her grasping tunnel. It was pure heaven and I never wanted it to stop. I could have gone on enjoying her that way for hours if she hadn’t come.

I felt her body stiffen below me, heard her breath catch and then she flung her head back and cried out as ecstasy took her past anything she had ever known. Her pussy became a wet, velvet vice that clamped down so hard that I could hardly move. Without a condom between us, the sensation was so intense that it almost took my own breath away. A prickling started deep in my balls, warning me that my turn was not far off.

As soon as her muscles loosened their grip a little I pulled back until only my head remained lodged inside. Taking a deep breath I plunged back into her, a little more quickly this time, until my balls slid against the slippery skin of her ass. She squeezed me with her legs around my hips and at the same time her inner muscles rippled against my shaft and I felt myself begin to boil.

I barely managed half a dozen more strokes into her before the orgasm tore through me. My body went stiff as I shoved my rod deep inside Cassie so my gushing cum could fill her pussy, and the cry that erupted from my throat felt as though it had been torn from me by the roots. Then with her arms wrapped around me I let myself sink forward so that I could feel the sweat-slickened skin of her body against my chest.

*          *          *

With my legs still locked around his hips Jude continued to thrust in long strokes that somehow seemed to penetrate even deeper than before. It only took him a few more seconds before he stiffened and pumped me full of his hot cum as he gave a hoarse cry of his own. His broad chest was heaving as he sank down onto me, squishing me just a little despite holding most of his weight up on his arms. I didn’t mind. I basked in the feeling of his skin hot against mine, our bodies entwined with his manhood still buried inside of me, and wished it would never end.

Slowly he softened and pulled away, and after a while he rolled carefully off of me to sink onto the bed beside me. I was afraid to look at him, afraid of what I’d see in his eyes when he looked at me now that it was over and his desire was sated, so I stared at the ceiling and tried to still my pounding heart.

No matter what happened now, I’d had this moment.

“Cassie?” he asked quietly?

I swallowed and bit my lip. He probably wasn’t even going to let me stay the night.

“That was utterly amazing. I didn’t deserve it and I don’t know why you picked me to be your first, but thank you.”

My heart turned over and did a little flip. “You liked it?”

He gave a disbelieving laugh. “Are you kidding me? It was fantastic. You were fantastic.”

“I was?”

Jude rolled up on one arm and looked down at me with eyes that still seemed to burn. “You make me feel about sixteen and ready to go all night.”

Wow. “You’d do it again?”

“And again and again. As often as you like.”

As a tingling began low in my belly my nipples puckered hard and a renewed ache for him made my pussy flutter. “Now is good for me.”






CHAPTER SEVEN

WHAT THE FUCK HAD I JUST DONE? I lay in bed beside Cassidy watching the slow rise and fall of her breasts as she slept, the morning sunlight limning the delicate lines of her face that somehow managed to look even more innocent in slumber. I bit back a groan and asked myself again, what the fuck had I just done?

Cassie had always been sweet and innocent, but until last night I’d had no idea just how innocent. She’d been saving herself for someone special, wanted her first time to mean something. I should have stopped the instant I realized, but I hadn’t. Because I didn’t want to stop. I’d wanted it to be me, wanted everything she was offering me more than I’d wanted anything in my whole life. And now I’d taken her virginity.

Charles, her father and my best friend, was going to castrate me when he found out. No, he was going to fucking kill me. Slowly. Painfully. And I wasn’t going to blame him one bit.

What the hell was wrong with me? This was Cassidy. I was supposed to look out for her, to protect her, not take her to my hotel room and my bed and spend the entire night using every trick I’d ever learned to make her want to stay there. I sure as hell shouldn’t be wanting to do it again. But I did.

Watching her, remembering the way her body had come to life against mine, had me hard as a damned rock under the tangled sheets as though we hadn’t already done it—I wasn’t even sure how many times. At least four. The girl had me burning like a teenager, unable to get enough. I wasn’t sure I’d ever be able to get enough of her to sate the desire she stirred in me. I hadn’t wanted another woman so much in years. Or had I ever?

I only knew that one night with Cassidy wouldn’t be enough. Somehow the girl had gotten her hooks in me and dug deep. Now I had to figure out how to disentangle myself before I managed to screw things up even worse. The fact that I wanted to keep her naked in my bed for days didn’t help matters at all.

Watching her sleep made me ache—and not just my cock. She was so damned sweet and lovely. The look of trust in her eyes last night had nearly broken me. Who was I to deserve that from her? Look at what I’d done to her. Even now I struggled with an almost irresistible urge to lean over and take one of those tantalizing, pink nipples in my mouth and softly lick and suck it until she came awake primed for another round so I could bury myself in her glorious heat and feel her body moving against mine once more, her skin warm and satin-soft against my palms.

Damn it. I wanted her, wanted to keep her for myself and never let any other man touch her. I was willing to face down Charles if it came to that, but it just wouldn’t be fair to her. Cassie deserved so much more, so much better than an inveterate womanizer who was twice her age. And she’d realize that eventually, that she’d be better off with someone her own age and at the same point in life. She needed someone who could go out with her and her friends and have fun, who was into the same music and culture and could build a real life with her. She’d get bored with me, but knowing Cassie she’d guilt herself into staying long past the point where she became unhappy.

I knew all of that, but all I could think about was the way she had looked at me and the way she’d felt in my arms, and how fucking right it had all been, and I didn’t want to give her up—ever. My jaw clenched at the thought of never holding her again, never again seeing that incredible look on her face as she shattered in my arms. But I was going to have to live without that, to live without her, because it was the right thing to do. I had to let her go and admit that it had been a mistake before I really hurt her. No matter how much doing it hurt me.

As I reached over to brush her sleep-tousled curls away from her face, I knew without any doubt that it was going to hurt a lot worse than I wanted to admit.

*          *          *

A gentle touch roused me, pulling me from the warm cocoon of sleep which I’d fallen into sometime in the early morning hours. A slideshow of extremely erotic images played out in my dream-fogged mind. Oh, god. Can you blush in your sleep? I’d been dreaming about Jude doing all of the things I’d ever dared to fantasize about—along with a bunch of stuff I’d never even dreamed of. If he ever knew, I’d never be able to look the poor guy in the eye again. But as I came fully awake the memories of the night before crashed back into place and I froze in realization.

It had all been real.

My eyelids popped open and I found myself gazing into Jude’s deep blue eyes only a pillow away. I was in his bed. I was very naked in his bed. The bed where we’d had earth-shattering sex for hours last night. And he was looking at me as though he’d like to do it all over again.

I did blush then, and struggled with a silly urge to hide under the covers. I could only imagine what he must think of me after last night, after giving myself up with such complete abandon that way. No doubt he had me pegged as a horny coed who’d just been looking to get laid over spring break. Which was true enough when you got right down to it, but it hadn’t been like that at all with him.

 Last night had literally been a dream come true. It had been everything I’d ever hoped my first time would be, and so much better than that, even. But he couldn’t know that. He knew it had been my first time, but that wouldn’t explain how eager I’d been to give it up to him, would it? Remembering just how eager I’d been turned my blush into a deeper heat that soaked through my body, and my nipples crinkled hard.

Oh, shit. My boobs weren’t under the sheet, and there was no way Jude was going to miss that. The hungry look that turned his eyes all hot and smoky assured me that he hadn’t. I quivered a little deep inside with fresh desire. Again? Hadn’t I gotten enough last night? I wanted him again, though, as often as he’d have me. But when I shifted to turn towards him there was a sharp twinge of pain between my legs. I must have winced or something, because the heat vanished instantly from his eyes as they narrowed in concern.

“Sore?” he asked.

I nodded. “Yeah, a little.”

There was no mistaking the look of relief that washed over his face.

“You should probably take it easy today. Have a good, long soak in the tub when you get back to your hotel room.”

Not in his room. Disappointment swelled as I realized my instincts had been dead on. He was going to get rid of me. I’d acted like one of his hoes and now he was going to treat me like one and toss me out before breakfast. Or maybe he was just having second thoughts in the bright light of day about the plain girl in his bed who liked her ice cream a little bit too much. After all, I wasn’t in the same league with the women he normally took to bed. No reason for him to want to keep me there any longer.

The sudden pain which twisted my heart quenched the heat stirred up by my libido faster than a bucket of ice water. Had I really believed that I’d be any different from those other women who seemed to come and go like mayflies? I was nothing special, and if none of them—hotter, older, more sophisticated in bed—could hang onto him, what chance did I have? I’d been a total idiot to think for a minute that it had meant anything.

“I should probably head back. I don’t want my friends to worry.”

Like I couldn’t just text them or something. Brilliant excuse, Cass.

“Yeah, and I’ve got a meeting in an hour. I need to get showered and put myself together.”

I was pretty sure he was lying to me. I’d known him a long time and had gotten pretty good at figuring out when he was fibbing. There was a subtle shifting of his eyes, a small change in the tone of his voice, that gave him away. I almost called him on it, but was there really any point? The only thing that truly mattered was that he wanted to get rid of me.

I jumped out of bed, scooped up my clothes, and went to change in the bathroom so he couldn’t see me. The last thing I wanted to do was start sniffling in front of him. It would be better if I just left gracefully without embarrassing either of us any further. But what I wanted to do was throw myself into his arms and beg him to let me stay—forever. As if that was going to happen. How stupid can you get?

Maybe I just wasn’t meant to be with anyone. Why couldn’t I be as casual about sex and guys as my friends? It wasn’t fair. They didn’t go through things like this. As soon as I was dressed I made a beeline for the door.

“Good luck with your meeting,” I sang out as though I hadn’t a care in the world.

“Cassie…” he said, and I paused with my hand on the knob, hoping.

He looked torn, as though he wanted to call me back and didn’t know how, and for a moment my heart leaped while I waited for him to say something to fix everything.

“Enjoy your day with your friends,” he finished lamely.

“You, too.”

I closed the door behind me and took a deep breath. So that was it. I’d lost my virginity on spring break. And I’d done it with Jude, the Man of My Dreams. So what if it had just been one night? It had still been amazing, right?

So why didn’t I feel all awesome about it?

I wanted to kick myself as I rode the elevator down to the lobby. He was my dad’s best friend. It wasn’t like we could be a couple or anything. I was so dumb. I had no right to expect more than I’d gotten. At least it hadn’t been some drunk frat boy or jock like the ones my friends were always with. He’d cared enough to be gentle and make it special for me. That should have been enough, right? But it wasn’t. Not even remotely.

When I got back to my hotel room and unlocked the door, the conversation which had been going on inside cut off like someone had hit the mute button. Four sets of eyes fixed on me, and I blushed again as I realized what they were all thinking. Beth was the first one to speak.

“All right, guys. Beat it,” she said, shooing them towards the door.

Their boy toys filed past me, knowing smirks on their faces. As soon as they were safely gone, Darla bounced up with a grin that would have made the Cheshire Cat envious.

“Okay, girl. Spill it. We want to know everything.”

I gulped a little. In my agonizing over Jude, I hadn’t considered that I’d be facing another possibly even worse ordeal from my friends.

“Everything?”

Beth nodded firmly. “Every last sweaty, sordid little detail.”

I tried my best to look indifferent. “Right now? Can’t it wait until after breakfast?” Or lunch, or dinner, or until a few months after we went back home.

“No!” they declared in unison.

It was pointless to try to get out of it. They’d scented blood in the water and were circling in. I might as well just get it over with.

I sank onto the edge of the bed and told them everything that had happened without going into too much explicit detail, how wonderful it had been, how amazing Jude had been. As I told the story I relived those bright, life-altering moments all over again. I refused to regret what had happened. It hadn’t ended the way I’d wanted to, but that didn’t take away from the sheer awesomeness of the night itself.

Even keeping it mostly rated R instead of X, I was still blushing redder than a cherry tomato by the time I was done.

“And that’s it,” I finished. “It was as perfect as I’d ever dreamed.”

Beth regarded me with naked suspicion. “So why do you look like your cat just died?”

“Yeah,” Darla said. “What part aren’t you telling us?”

I sighed and looked down at my toenails. The deep pink polish was chipped. I vaguely remembered banging my foot on the mini-fridge when Jude had chased me into the kitchenette when I got up for a drink of water. That countertop could definitely tell some stories today.

“Nothing,” I replied.

“Cass,” Darla said in a warning tone.

They obviously weren’t going to buy my denials, so I told them what had happened this morning.

“He doesn’t want me. He couldn’t wait to get rid of me. I think he was ashamed or something.”

“Ashamed?” Darla shrilled indignantly. “What the fuckity fuck, Cass?”

I shrugged and kept my mouth shut, although it was far too late for that to do any good. Beth plopped down on the bed beside me and wrapped a comforting arm around my shoulders.

“I think maybe you’re taking this wrong.”

I stared at her. “Taking it wrong? He practically pushed me out the door.”

“That’s not quite how it sounded. Look, the guy probably just got a case of cold feet. Think about it. He’s your dad’s best friend. Maybe he’s worried about that. Or maybe he’s worried about being so much older. But babe, we both saw the way he was looking at you last night. That was not a one-night-stand kind of look. He’ll be back.”

I snorted in disbelief. “You’re out of your mind.”

“Nope,” Darla chimed in. “She’s right. Dude had that possessive gleam in his eye. He isn’t going to let you go, even if he hasn’t quite worked that out for himself yet.”

I wanted to believe them. But he had let me go.

Beth gave me a squeeze. “Do you still want him?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Then don’t let him wriggle off the hook. This is not some frat rat who wasn’t ever going to text you the next day anyway. This is Jude. So be grown up about it. If you want it to be more than just last night you need to let him know.”

“I sure as hell would!” Darla chirped. “I’d trade both of these guys in for Jude in a heartbeat.”

“At least think about it,” Beth told me. “Are you willing to just let him go that easily?”

“While you’re thinking about it, go shower. You positively reek of sex, you lucky girl. And we’re hungry. We’ve been waiting for you to get back so we could go get breakfast.”

“Fine,” I muttered.

I pulled some clean clothes out of my suitcase and went to the bathroom. While I waited for the water to heat up I sat on the toilet with my phone in my hands. For long seconds I just stared at it while I agonized over what to do. Finally I pulled up his number, typed up a quick text, and hit send.






CHAPTER EIGHT

WANT TO MEET FOR DINNER?

The words taunted me from the screen of my phone. Cassie wasn’t going to give up. Even after the way I’d behaved like an ass this morning she wasn’t going to let it go. I grimaced as I sipped on my margarita. Day drinking was not my thing, but today was a special occasion. I’d managed to postpone my business meeting until tomorrow since I was in no mental state to deal with work today. And now she was texting me about dinner.

It took everything I had not to tell her yes. I wanted to go out with her. I wanted to flirt and tease and brighten her cheeks with that delightful blush. Then I wanted to take her back to my room and pick up where we’d left off last night. Hell, I’d find another room that had a hot tub just so we could soak and fuck in it, too. I wanted to do every single filthy thing I could think of to pleasure her and make her come over and over until she was limp as a dishrag, and then fall asleep with her in my arms so I could wake up next to her in the morning.

One thing was for damned sure—I’d never need Viagra with Cassidy around. The girl was sexy enough to give a dead man an erection. And she had no idea. That was the most amazing part of it all. She had no clue how beautiful and sexy she was. I could show her, prove it to her until she no longer had any doubts. All I had to do was type yes, and she’d be mine for as long as I could keep her. My fingers hovered near my phone, itching to type those three little letters. That’s all it would take. Taking a deep breath for fortitude, I pushed the phone aside.

However much we both might enjoy it, it would be wrong. I was all wrong for her, and I had to stick to my guns and keep things from going any further. I was supposed to be the damned grownup, the responsible one. I slammed back a gulp of my margarita and sneered at the glass. At this rate it would be easier just to switch to Scotch and be done with it.

Can’t make it, I typed. Work is piled up. Sorry.

I hit send before I could change my mind. That was that. I’d made the right decision, even though I hated myself for it. Then I ordered a double Scotch, determined to drink the day away. There was very little else for me to do, now. At least nothing that I remotely gave a damn about.

I gave up trying to get drunk before lunchtime, though. My heart wasn’t in it. I strongly considered just packing up and leaving, saying to hell with the new account, but I couldn’t make myself do it. It wasn’t so much that it was unprofessional as it was that I simply couldn’t make myself walk away from Cassie. So I sat in my hotel room pretending to work, hoping to god she’d knock on my door and save me from my own fucking integrity. I knew exactly what would happen if she did. Saying no to her was one hell of a lot easier when I didn’t have to look into those soft, luminous brown eyes. No would cease to be part of my vocabulary if she stepped into my room. But she didn’t knock, or even text again.

When dinner time rolled around I grabbed a burger and beer at the bar downstairs then went back to hiding. That’s what I was really doing—hiding from her, hiding from myself. The whole situation was absolutely ridiculous. I was twenty years older, infinitely more experienced, and here I was skulking in my room like a shy teenager because of a girl. Fucking ludicrous is what it was.

As the evening wore on, the tension inside me mounted until the room felt like a cage, and I was in danger of wearing out the carpet from my incessant pacing. I had to get out before I drove myself crazy. I needed fresh air and a drink or six to loosen up or I was going to pop a damned gasket. Tomorrow I’d wrap up my business and get the hell out of Dodge and try to forget what happened. And pray that Charles never found out. I’d already hurt Cassie. I didn’t want to lose my best friend as well, no matter how much I deserved to. I had no idea how I was ever going to be able to look him in the eye again after this, even if Cassie never breathed a word of it to him.

When I left the hotel it was after dark, and the streets were swarming with spring breakers. Although I was surrounded by scores of hot twenty-somethings in skimpy bikinis, my libido could not have cared less. For once. The only female I was interested in was the one I couldn’t have, a fact that was frustrating on multiple levels. Pressing through the crowds, I managed to find a small beach bar behind a restaurant that wasn’t completely packed. While I sipped on a margarita I gazed out over the waves, and the soothing rush of the surf gradually eased the tension which had been coiled inside of me all day.

I could handle this. I just had to get through my presentation tomorrow, and as soon as that was done I’d go. That firm resolve lasted through a second margarita, right up until I headed back up the beach towards my hotel. That’s when I saw her.

She was sitting at a patio bar with her friends and three young men. As I watched, she tilted her head back and laughed at something the guy nearest to her said. I froze, unable to look away. She was laughing, having a good time with people her own age. And that little punk with the bad haircut was practically falling over her. It was exactly what I’d kept telling myself she deserved.

I’d been right, too, damn it. This was better for her. What I wanted didn’t matter. Vindication had never sucked so much in my entire life.

As she turned towards Mr. Bad Haircut I could clearly see her smile, and my hands bunched into tight fists as he eye-fucked her. If that little bastard so much as laid a finger on her I was going to kill him.

“Damn it,” I snarled into my glass.

I made myself back off before I did something stupid. Well, something even more stupid. It wasn’t my business. I’d made it not my business, and she was free to do whatever the hell she wanted with whomever she wanted. I got out of the bar and walked away, but I didn’t go back to my hotel. Instead I stopped at another bar and went straight for the tequila shots. I was staring into space when two girls came up to the bar beside me.

They were older than Cassie, at least twenty-one since they both ordered drinks—tan, toned, and wearing bikinis that left very little to the imagination. The bartender slid two tequila shots towards them. The blonde put a lime wedge in her mouth, and then the brunette sprinkled salt on her friend’s wrist, licked it off, downed the shot, then slowly took the lime out of the other girl’s mouth in a lingering, sensual kiss. Afterwards she turned to me with a wicked smile, her eyes sparkling with a challenging heat.

“I’m Shelly, and this is Trish. Want to play? You look a lot more fun than the college guys.”

Both of them were hotter than hell and more than willing. A couple of days earlier I would have taken them back to my hotel room and fucked them both silly without a second thought. Today I wasn’t even tempted.

“Sorry, ladies. I’m taken.”

“We don’t mind,” the blonde said. “We don’t want to marry you.”

“As tempting as the offer is, I’m afraid I’m going to have to decline.”

The brunette leaned against the bar, arching her body in a pose that showed off every amazing curve.

“You don’t know what you’re missing,” she purred.

I smiled and shook my head. I knew exactly what I was missing. She just wasn’t in this bar.

“Good night, ladies.”

Dropping a bill on the counter, I headed back out into the night to walk for a while. I still wasn’t ready to go back to my empty room with its empty bed that still smelled like Cassie and sex. This time I moved away from the crowds making their way to the beach parties and found myself in a quieter section of the beach lined with swaying palms. Just ahead of me a lone girl was walking slowly in the same direction.

I didn’t have to see her face to know it was Cassie.

*          *          *

I’d spent most of the day slumped in a chair in front of the TV answering questions with monosyllables or noncommittal grunts. I didn’t want to think about Jude anymore, so naturally he was all I could think about. Finally my friends dragged me out of our room to go have some fun with the boys, or at least to keep me from sitting alone all night moping about the man I couldn’t have. The only reason I went along was guilt, because I knew if I hadn’t gone they would have stayed in with me, and I didn’t want to spoil their good time. Just because I was being stupid over a guy didn’t mean I had to ruin it for everyone else.

Besides, maybe they had a point. Getting out might make me feel better. If nothing else it might distract me for a while. Simon and Ashton had dug up another friend of theirs, Greg, to make the numbers even. No doubt my friends had come up with that idea in hopes that he could get my mind off of Jude. As freakin’ if. Greg was cute and all, but Jude had him totally outclassed. Greg was too boyish and didn’t come anywhere near Jude’s level of testosterone-dripping hotness.

We went to a bar they’d picked out on a restaurant patio just off the beach, and I did my best to pretend that everything was fine. Greg really wasn’t so bad, despite his whacked haircut and mundane sense of humor. He seemed nice enough and was happy to pay attention to me instead of my friends, though, which helped soothe my bruised ego. And if he wanted to ply me with overpriced drinks I wasn’t going to argue. Getting blind drunk and spending the next two days passed out at the hotel didn’t sound like a bad idea at all. Then it would be time to go home, and I could put this mess behind me and try to forget that it had ever happened.

After the first couple of cosmopolitans my mood did lift a bit and Greg’s jokes got funnier, but I was still too on edge to let myself get drunk. I knew I was a lightweight, and no matter how nice Greg was I had zero intention of letting him get into my panties. The last thing I needed was to get plastered and end up in bed with him because I was feeling sorry for myself.

As long as I was out, though, I figured I might as well make the most of it. I danced on the sand with my friends and we belted out the lyrics to Why Don’t We Get Drunk and Screw while the boys hooted and called out suggestive comments from the patio before they came down to join us. Simon and Ashton were all over Darla and Beth, but when Greg tried it with me I fended him off.

“Watch the hands, buddy. I don’t know you that well.”

The truth was that I didn’t want anyone’s hands on me except Jude’s. Greg just smiled as he swayed before me.

“You could get to know me better,” he said suggestively.

I pretended not to catch his meaning. “I thought that’s what we were doing. Getting to know each other. Slowly.”

“Aw, come on, Cassie. It’s spring break. No one has time for slowly.”

“I do.”

I left him on the sand and went back to sip my drink on the patio until my friends rejoined me. As they sat down I bent over to whisper in Beth’s ear.

“I’ll be right back. Gotta go to the bathroom.”

“Want me to come with?”

“No. I just need to pee. I can do that without you holding my hand.”

She grinned at me. “I’ll bet Greg would love to hold your hand. Among other things.”

“Ew. No. Not in this lifetime.”

“He’s cute!”

“So are skunks. Doesn’t mean I want to sleep with one.”

She giggled and shook her head. “Suit yourself, babe. We’re not trying to push you into anything. We just wanted to get you out for a while and make sure you had some company.”

After I emptied my bladder I spent a minute studying myself in the mirror. I was in no rush to get back and have to fend off more of Greg’s advances, so I stalled as long as I could. When I finally went out, though, I overheard Greg and Ashton’s voices coming from the men’s room.

“I wish she’d loosen up. I’d really like to get laid tonight.”

“Just go easy, man. You piss her off and you’re going to ruin it for us with her friends. Get a couple more drinks in her and play nice, and I’ll bet she’ll be ready to go. Just be patient, for fuck’s sake.”

“That’s easy for you to say. You and Simon already nailed the good ones.”

“What? She’s cute.”

“If I wanted cute, I’d fuck your sister. And if I wasn’t doing this as a favor to you two losers, I’d already be balls-deep in someone hot.”

“You are such a dick, man.”

That much I could wholeheartedly agree with. Anger boiled up until I was ready to punch the wall or something. I wanted to confront him. Hell, I wanted to slap him so hard his stupid haircut straightened out. My ego had already taken all the pounding it could handle without this jerk getting into the act. But it wasn’t worth it, and Beth and Darla would feel compelled to jump in on my side and that would mess up things with their guys.

I hurried back to our table before those two could come out, and grabbed my purse.

“I’m taking off,” I told my friends. “I’m just not feeling it. Sorry.”

“You okay?” Darla asked.

“Fine. Just… You know. I want to take a walk and be by myself for a while.”

Both of my friends nodded in sympathy, and Beth tapped her phone.

“All right. Text if you need us.”

For once luck was on my side, and I managed to get away without running into Simon or Greg. What he’d said had hurt. It shouldn’t have, but it did. I had no reason to care what that asshole thought, but coming on the heels of Jude’s rejection it was just too much.

Slowly I wandered over to a more deserted section of the beach where I could be alone with my thoughts and nurse my bruised ego in peace. Closer to the surf line, I could focus on the soft sounds of the water rather than the raucous noise of all the partying.

I still had two more days of this to get through, and I wasn’t sure if I could make it. Things would have been so very different if Jude hadn’t pushed me away like I was one of his stupid hoes. Tears welled up in my eyes for the first time that day. I would have given anything to be in his arms, close and safe, knowing everything would be all right. Why did I have to want him so much? I was startled out of my thoughts by a low voice behind me.

“You really shouldn’t be walking around out here by yourself this late.”






CHAPTER NINE

I RECOGNIZED HIS VOICE before I turned around and I hesitated, not knowing what to do. Part of me wanted to run. Hadn’t it been a lousy enough day already? I couldn’t deal with this on top of everything else, but there was no point in running from Jude. He’d catch me because his legs were longer. Instead I turned on my heel and faced him with my fists on my hips.

“Are you following me?” I demanded. “First you practically toss me out, and now you’re following me?”

My flash of anger seemed to catch him off guard. “I wasn’t following you,” he said with a hint of exasperation. “I was going this way and noticed you walking alone.”

“You were behind me,” I pointed out. “It’s dark. How did you even know it was me?”

“I knew.”

The complete assurance in his voice just made me angrier. Sometimes he could be so freakin’ arrogant I wanted to kick him.

“How?”

He took a step closer. “Because I know you, Cassie. I know how you look. I know how you walk. I know how you tilt your head over to the left a little when you’re lost in thought. I could recognize you in the dark with one eye closed.” A touch of sultry sexiness crept into his voice. “And if you were naked I could recognize you with both eyes closed.”

“Jude!” I was not in the mood for this crap.

“I know, I know. So what’s wrong? Why are you out here by yourself?”

I blinked away the remnants of my tears, hoping he wouldn’t notice in the darkness. “Nothing’s wrong.”

“Bullshit, Cass. Your friends are all back at the bar and you’re here wandering around in the dark. Was it that little jerk you were sitting with? If he did anything to upset you I’ll break both of his arms.”

I gobbled air. How did he know that? “Were you spying on me, too?”

“Oh, for god’s sake, Cassidy. We’re not even a block away from the hotels. It hardly stretches the bounds of the imagination that I’d see you if I went out, especially with you sitting on the patio. Did he do something to hurt you?”

Yes, but not as bad as you did. I had to bite my lip not to say it out loud. 

“He’s just a boy. They can be stupid. Doesn’t seem to change much as they get older, either.”

Jude winced at that. “Look, I’m sorry.”

“You didn’t seem sorry this morning or when you blew me off about dinner. Meeting my ass, Jude.”

“Fine. You got me. My meeting wasn’t until this afternoon.”

“So why? Why come after me now if you were just walking this way?” I asked, using air quotes around the last part. “You couldn’t wait to get rid of me this morning.”

“It’s complicated,” he said with a sigh.

“Yeah? Well explain it to me. You can use small words if it will make you feel better, but I am in college now and I’ve picked up a pretty good vocabulary. Do you have any idea how that felt, Jude? Coming from a frat rat after a one night stand, well, I would have deserved that. But from you? On second thought, forget the explanation. I don’t really want to hear it. Just leave me alone.”

I stormed off, unable to deal with him anymore. I needed to punch a tree or something. God. No wonder the man was still single. What woman would put up with this kind of crap? I made it maybe six steps before he caught my arm.

“Let go!”

“Damn it, Cassidy. Listen to me.”

“I told you I don’t want to hear it. I don’t care.”

He forced me to turn and look at him. “Now which one of us is lying?”

“Let me go. You don’t want me.”

“Is that what you think?”

His arms wrapped around my waist to pull me against him and his mouth crashed down onto mine. At the first touch of his lips my anger crumbled into dust. I wanted him too badly, and the hunger in his kiss was gasoline on the flames of my own desire. I lifted up on my toes and buried my fingers in the softness of his hair, desperate to be closer. Damned clothes. I wanted to feel the satin-wrapped hardness of his skin against mine, his body hot against me, inside of me. I moaned deep in my throat as our tongues slid and twined in a fevered dance of passion that sent tingles shooting straight into my center. When his hands slid lower to cup my ass, the heat radiated out from his touch until my skin felt flushed all over. I ached with wanting him, and the quivering within became almost unbearable.

I broke away, pushing off from the hard plane of his chest until I stood on my own again. I needed to catch my breath, needed to think about what I was doing.

I could almost hear his smirk when he asked, “Now, do you still think I don’t want you?”

“Can I have a thirty second timeout to think about it?”

“No.”

“Then you’d better take me back to your room right now, because I am not doing it in the bushes.”

He gave a sputter of laughter. “That’s not a good idea.”

“Neither was sneaking up behind me or kissing me, but you did that.”

I still had no faith that this would go anywhere. He’d probably just get rid of me again in the morning. At that moment it didn’t matter, though. All I knew was that I had to have him inside of me again, needed his hands on my bare flesh. I needed that more than air. He was still hesitating, though, and I needed something to push him over the edge. What was it my friends had said about him being possessive?

“Or would you rather I go get Greg and take him back to my room?” I asked in a voice dripping with sweetness.

“Over my dead body,” Jude snarled.

“Then you’d better take me to yours.”

He was still torn, still wanted to tell me no. I could practically feel the tension coming off of him in dark waves. But he didn’t. Instead he wrapped one arm around my waist and steered me back the way we’d come.

With his arm around me that way, we looked like any ordinary couple. It felt good, even beyond the thrill of desire his touch quickened in me. I knew it was right, knew that was where I belonged. I just had no idea how to convince him of that.

My heart beat faster as we got to his hotel, my anticipation rising with each floor we passed in the elevator. By the time he unlocked his door I was wet and throbbing and ready for him.

The moment we were inside he pressed me up against the wall, letting the door swing shut behind us. His hands held mine above my head as he devoured my mouth in a kiss that was almost as good as sex. Almost. I was gasping for air, burning from the inside out, when he released my hands so he could strip off my t-shirt. Two seconds later my bra joined it on the floor, and Jude’s hungry mouth fastened onto one stiff nipple. Electric shocks rippled down from there into my core, the heat pooling between my legs, and I groaned as his teeth grazed lightly against that sensitive skin.

Deft fingers worked the buttons of my shorts, which fell down around my ankles. An instant later his fingertips dipped between my legs. I was so wet that I’d soaked through my panties, and his touch through the slick satin almost sent me up the wall. When he found my clit and slowly kneaded it I couldn’t stop the cry of pleasure which burst from my throat.

More. I needed more, and pressed down against him until he thrust past my panties so his fingers could reach my sopping pussy. Jude worked two fingers inside and pumped them slowly in and out while I rocked against him, desperate for more sensation. My hands clenched in the back of his shirt, my breath coming in sharp little gasps. He was going to make me come, and the man hadn’t even taken off his freakin’ clothes yet.

I whimpered in frustration when he withdrew. I was so close, and dying for release. When he stood upright his eyes were so hot and intense that it made my breath catch. To my surprise he pressed two fingers coated in my own juices against my lips.

“Taste them,” he told me.

I looked deep into his eyes as I sucked them into my mouth to learn the salty, tangy taste of my sex. Jude’s eyes narrowed as he watched, and I was sure that he was imagining that it was his cock there instead. I resolved to take him in my mouth the next time he’d been inside of me.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “My turn.”

He picked me up and carried me to the bed, almost dropping me in his haste. As soon as I hit the mattress he ripped off my panties and buried his face between my thighs. There was nothing gentle about the way he went down on me today. He was so desperate that he couldn’t hold himself back. He lashed my clit with his tongue until I saw stars, and just when I thought he was going to take me all the way he buried his tongue in my pussy. On instinct I thrust my hips forward, trying to get even more of him inside of me. I was moaning constantly now, my legs spread as wide as possible so Jude could get as close as possible to my scorching flesh.

While he fucked me with his tongue, I reached down to touch my swollen clit. The combined sensations exploded into a tingling ball of heat that flooded my pussy with hot fluids. My eyelids drifted shut and I focused on remembering to breathe, until even that didn’t matter any longer. I was there, right at the edge, my body quivering inside and out as the waves built within.

“More,” I begged him.

Jude thrust harder, his tongue sliding even deeper as he mashed his face down against my soaking slit. I whimpered again—it still wasn’t enough, and I needed to come so badly it was killing me. He must have understood, because he pushed my hand away and sucked my clit between his lips. He sucked hard, and then hit it with his tongue while every muscle in my body went rigid in shock. I bucked against him and screamed out his name as the pent-up pleasure burst and exploded through me.

When I opened my eyes again he was watching me with a satisfied smirk, his face smeared down to his chin with my juices. Slowly, deliberately he licked his lips, and I shivered as I realized he was just getting started.

He threw his shirt aside, and it was a miracle he didn’t rip the button off his jeans in his rush to get out of them. Grabbing my ankles, he slid my ass closer to the edge of the bed. The desire on his face was so raw that it was almost scary. I’d never imagined anyone looking at me that way, wanting me so much. 

His shaft was hard enough to knock a hole in the wall, and strained towards me as he rubbed it along the slippery furrow between my legs. I gasped as it brushed against my clit and sent a fresh pulse of hot pleasure shooting through me. It wasn’t going to take anything to have me right at the edge again.

After a moment he pressed against my opening, then thrust hard into me with a grunt. I gasped again as I stretched to take him, but by then I was so wet that he sank in easily. While I still wasn’t used to having something that big inside me, it felt incredible, so fucking amazing to have his thick cock there filling me up. My walls pulsed and squeezed down as he began to pound into me in earnest.

Last night he’d treated me like I was fragile, like I’d break if he just touched me the wrong way. This was different, his passion wilder, edgier. And it was so damned hot I could barely stand it. My ego swelled knowing that I had done this to him, that I’d made him shed that tight control that was normally so much a part of him.

He drove into me as though he couldn’t get deep enough, his eyes half-lidded as he lost himself in his own pleasure. Pulses of heat swept out from my pussy, and I rode those waves higher with each thrust, grabbing onto the bed so I could pump my hips to meet his. Jude’s swollen balls smacked against me, while my juices leaked out around his shaft until we were both soaked.

“Cassie,” he rasped, “you are so fucking hot.”

His words pushed me that much closer to the edge and I bit my lip to keep from crying out, but he was having none of that.

“Make some noise, baby. Let me hear that you like it.”

My breath burst from my burning lungs in a groan of ecstasy. “Yes! Oh, hell yes, I like it.”

I didn’t try to hide my moans after that. They seemed to spur him on, and his fingers clamped down on my ankles like twin vices. I could tell he was right there, hovering at the brink, and my own excitement crested to match his. I let myself go completely and focused on the sensation of his cock moving, thrusting, filling me over and over.

Only seconds passed before I came again, even harder this time so that the room grayed out and my cries echoed inside my head with the roar of my pulse. Jude stroked deep and held himself there, his hot cum spurting into me while he growled a low curse. When he was finished he pumped in and out a few more times to the pace of his deep, gasping breaths until he finally pulled free.

As he climbed onto the bed beside me, I scooted back from the edge and collapsed on a pillow. My hair was damp with sweat and my body sticky with our mingled fluids. An aftershock hit me and I moaned as an almost unbearable burst of sensation hammered at my raw nerves.

“Did I hurt you?”

I stared at him, shocked at the concern in his eyes. “No! I’m fine. Beyond fine. Fine has a whole new freakin’ meaning now.”

He gave a low chuckle. “Glad I could expand your horizons.”

“That’s not what you were expanding.”

I snuggled up against him, drowsy now and limp from back to back orgasms. I wanted a nap. Except my stomach picked that moment to rumble like the San Andreas Fault threatening to give way.

“You sure you’re okay?” he asked.

“I’m hungry. I didn’t have much appetite for dinner.”

He rose up on one elbow so he could see over me to the clock on the nightstand. “It’s too late for room service, but the grill at the bar is still serving.”

Reluctantly I pushed myself upright. “Sorry. I have to eat something, or my blood sugar is going to tank and you don’t want to be around for that.”

Jude hopped out of bed like he’d been stung. “By all means, let’s get you fed. You do get cranky when you’re hungry.”

With an outraged cry I threw my pillow at him. “I do not!”

He dodged the pillow then pointed to it. “I rest my case.”

I muttered under my breath as I cleaned myself up so I could put my clothes back on. I was a little sore again, but that part of me was still very new to all of this and Jude had been giving it some serious workouts. It felt good, though, in a weird sort of way. I certainly wasn’t complaining.

Fortunately it wasn’t far from the elevator to the bar, where I ordered a Swiss mushroom burger and gorged myself while Jude sipped on a beer. I was just starting to feel better when an older man stepped up to the bar on my other side. He was wearing a bright flower print Hawaiian shirt and faded khaki cargo shorts with white sneakers. Ugh! It was a good thing I was almost finished eating, because that was enough to make me lose my appetite.

He gave me a once-over, his eyes lingering on my boobs, then his gaze flickered past me and he gave a start of surprise.

“Jude! What’s up, man? You never told me you had a daughter.”






CHAPTER TEN

A DAUGHTER? OH, SHIT.

I flinched as I stared back at the man standing next to Cassie. Edward was the head of IT at the hotel I was pitching my software to. He’d bragged to me about how cruising the beaches to pick up drunk coeds was one of his job perks. Cassie turned beet red and looked as though she wanted to crawl under the bar and die. Damn, damn, damn.

“She’s not my daughter,” I said quickly.

Edward’s face lit up with a knowing grin. “I told you those beaches were a gold mine for guys our age.”

I flinched again. Edward had a good ten years on me and looked it, but as far as girls Cassie’s age were concerned we were both old guys with one foot in the grave. I felt every one of the twenty years I had on her weighing me down as she bent her head to hide her embarrassment. I blurted out the only thing I could think of to shut Edward up.

“Cassie is my best friend’s daughter. She’s here on spring break and I told him I’d look in on her. That’s all.”

“Excuse me,” she said in a small voice. “I need to get back to my hotel now.”

That obviously hadn’t been the right thing to say. I wanted to kick myself as she practically ran for the exit.

“Cassie, wait,” I called out, but she was gone.

Edward swiveled his head to watch her go with a leer of appreciation that made me want to pound his head to a bloody pulp on the bar. I gritted my teeth and tried to cool my anger with a big swallow of cold beer. Edward cocked an eye at me.

“I think you just fucked up.”

“Thanks. I hadn’t noticed.”

“You’d better hope your best friend doesn’t notice you’re banging his little girl.”

I sputtered and tried to protest, but he laughed it off.

“If you two are trying to keep it a secret, you’re going to have to do a lot better than that. You look just like a new couple having sex—the way you look at each other, the way you lean into each other. The way she got butthurt when you said she was your best friend’s daughter and that’s all.” He gave a commiserating laugh. “Oh, man, I’m pretty sure you blew it with that one.”

I sighed and slumped down on my stool. Twice in one day. I was on a total fucking roll, here. I’d be lucky if she ever spoke to me again.

“Relax. She’s just a kid, and your best friend’s kid at that. It’s not like you were going to marry her or anything.”

Marry Cassie? Jesus. The thought hadn’t even crossed my mind. I wanted her, wanted to keep her, but I knew I couldn’t. Even if I could, it had barely been two days since I’d first thought of her as something other than Charles’ daughter. Now wasn’t the time to be thinking about it, either.

What I did have to think about was the hurt look I’d seen on her face when she left. I wasn’t a hundred percent sure whether it was because of what I’d said, or because of the awkward situation. For once I was out of my element with a woman. I honestly had no clue what she was thinking, although I had a few educated guesses and none of them were flattering where I was concerned.

I only had two choices. I could let her go the way I’d planned to earlier in the day, or I could go after her and do my damnedest to keep her for as long as possible. I knew what I should do, but it wasn’t what I wanted to do. Given how eager she’d been to get back into my bed, I didn’t think it was what Cassie wanted, either. I set my drink down and stood up.

“I need to try to fix this.”

He shrugged. “Is there anything to fix? Come on, Jude. You’re old enough to be her father.”

That was true, but I wasn’t her father. And Cassie was one girl who didn’t have daddy issues. If she wanted me, it was for myself. I knew her well enough to understand that, at least. That might make her delusional, but I could live with that.

“Never know until you try. Later.”

“Good luck. You’re going to need all you can get.”

If he’d gotten nothing else right, Edward was dead on the money with that one.

I went back to my room for my phone, which I’d left when we went downstairs to the bar.

Cassie, come back, I texted.

There was no response. Long minutes ticked by as I waited. I knew she was mad, but Cassie didn’t stay mad. In fifteen minutes she’d be over it and back to her rational self again. Except fifteen minutes later she still hadn’t texted back.

“Come on, babe,” I murmured aloud. “Talk to me.”

Half an hour rolled by and I began to get anxious. Had something happened to her? Surely I hadn’t pissed her off that badly? I was such a damned idiot. I should never have let her walk out this morning. There was no excuse for reacting the way that I had, and whatever hell she decided to put me through was well-deserved.

After an hour I was really starting to worry. This wasn’t like her.

I texted again. At least let me know you got back to the hotel okay.

Still nothing. Damn it. I grabbed my room key and wallet and set out to look for her. When I got to her hotel, I realized that I didn’t know which room she was in. The night clerk was inclined to be a dick about telling me, but a hundred dollar bill convinced him to be more cooperative. A couple of minutes later I was standing outside of her room, half-afraid to knock.

I kept hurting her, and I was afraid it was going to happen again. If I’d had any sense at all, I’d have turned right around and marched back to my own hotel. Let her be mad at me. Let her burn it out of her system. She’d forgive me eventually, and while our relationship would never be the same as it was before at least we could go on with our lives without making things any worse. Now that she’d moved out on her own we rarely saw one another, and we could pretend like nothing had happened between us on the rare occasions we did.

I snorted in derision. Fuck that. Something had happened, and far from regretting it I didn’t want it to end. I knocked on the door.

It took about a minute before someone opened it a crack. A striking blonde peered out and started when she recognized me.

“Jude?”

I remembered seeing her at Charles’ place a few times. “Yeah. I’m looking for Cassie. Did she make it back okay? She’s not answering any of my texts.”

The girl glanced back over her shoulder and had a whispered conversation with someone else inside. At some point they reached an agreement, and she unhooked the safety lock and opened the door. A petite but curvy brunette stood behind her, and they both regarded me with expressions of disquiet.

“She’s not here,” the blonde said.

“Have you at least heard from her? I’ve been worried.”

“She went home,” the brunette told me. “She came in just long enough to throw her things into her suitcase then bailed.”

*          *          *

You never told me you had a daughter.

Jude reacted to that as though the man had slapped him. That was what finally drove it home for me. It just wasn’t happening. It couldn’t work. No matter what Jude felt, he was never going to get over the age difference thing. That was going to wreck him. It wasn’t his fault. It wasn’t that he didn’t care. It was just that I was half his age and my dad was his best friend, and the guilt was going to him alive.

I should have seen it, should have realized, but I was so caught up in what I was feeling that it didn’t sink in. Stupid. I knew Jude. The man would never deliberately hurt me, would certainly never use me like those other women. He did want me. And that was the problem.

I could push him, keep after him, and he’d go along. But he’d tear himself up in the process. I couldn’t do that to him. I couldn’t let him destroy himself to fulfill my little schoolgirl fantasies. If I’d realized what was going on this morning I would never have gone back. I would have let him go. But I hadn’t, and now things were even more messed up.

How had I not considered what an affair with me might mean for him? The guy beside me at the bar had immediately assumed the worst. What would it do to his reputation at work and with his friends to see him with a girl twenty years younger? They’d assume he was going through a mid-life crisis or worse. I was no good for him.

I had to get out of there, had to get away from him. I pushed my food away and stood up.

“Excuse me. I need to get back to my hotel now.”

The look on Jude’s face cinched it for me. He wasn’t relieved I was going. He wanted me to stay. But that was the worst possible thing I could do to him. Before I could change my mind I turned around and walked towards the exit as quickly as I could without running.

“Cassie, wait,” he called out after me.

I kept on going, though, out of the bar and out of the hotel, into the uncaring night. The swarms of spring breakers reveling in their youth and freedom were insult to injury. Why couldn’t I just be like them? But I wasn’t. I didn’t belong with them. I didn’t fit in. I never had. I wanted something different, something more. And for one brief, shining moment I’d had it. It just wasn’t meant to be.

That taste was all I could ever have, unless I wanted to risk destroying Jude. He’d lose his best friend. His other friends and business associates would forever be talking behind his back about us. It wasn’t like I could fit in with them, either. I was still in college. I wasn’t even old enough to order a beer. To all of them I’d just be a kid, and they’d think he was taking advantage of me. Hell, he probably thought he was, the big idiot. I couldn’t let him do that to himself.

I made it back to my hotel on autopilot. The only thing I remembered about the walk over was ignoring Jude’s text. I unlocked the door and looked around. What was I going to do? The others were still out, and I didn’t want to drag them into this anyway.

If I stayed in South Padre, I’d end up going back to him. I didn’t have the willpower to stay away. I had to leave. That was the only answer. With dull determination I started stuffing my things into my suitcase. I was getting the last of my things out of the bathroom when Beth and Darla came back.

“We’ve been looking for you,” Beth said. “Are you okay?”

Darla rolled her eyes. “She’s packing. Does that look okay to you?”

“I have to go home.”

“Why?”

“Things with Jude. They got complicated.”

Darla’s eyes widened. “It’s too soon for a pregnancy test to show.”

“It’s not that. If I stay I’m going to screw him up. I need to get out of here so we can both forget it ever happened.”

Beth’s brow furrowed in concern. “Are you sure, babe? We’ve still got two days left.”

“I can’t stay. If I do, I’ll change my mind.”

My phone dinged with another incoming text. Jude again. I shoved it into my purse without reading the message. I couldn’t look at it. Not now.

We’d come in Beth’s car, so I had to find another way home. It turned out there was only one car company around that would rent to someone under twenty, so I had an Uber drive me into Brownsville to pick one up from them. Then there was nothing to worry about except the long drive home to San Marcos.

About the time I got onto the highway my phone started blowing up with texts, so I pulled over at a gas station to read them. Darla and Beth had both sent messages telling me to be careful and check in regularly. There was a string of messages from Jude. I didn’t read them.

I’m going home, I texted him, then blocked his number.

I didn’t want to hear from him. I just wanted to forget.






CHAPTER ELEVEN

I COULDN’T BELIEVE IT HAD ENDED LIKE THAT. I lay on my bed at home, the bed that was so cold and empty without Cassie in it, and stared blankly at the ceiling. My mind was still struggling to cope with what had happened. It was all so damned surreal, like I was stuck in a Twilight Zone episode. In the course of a couple of brief days I’d discovered what had been missing from my life, let her go, gotten her back, and then lost her all over again. Hell, I hadn’t even known anything was missing until I’d held Cassie in my arms.

I didn’t get hung up on women. It just didn’t happen. But somehow Cassie had gotten to me, gotten deep, and I didn’t know how to dig her out again. She seemed to have that part pretty much handled, though.

She’d left without a goodbye. Blocked my number and refused to talk to me. Of course I had been on thin ice since the morning after we first slept together when I practically ran her off, but I hadn’t realized it was that thin. Not for her to just run away without a word after that incident in the bar. There had to be more to it. I just wasn’t seeing it.

When I’d taken her back to my room that night I’d had every intention of sticking with her. I knew it was a long shot, but I was willing to try, which was more than I’d ever done with any other woman. Of course she didn’t know that. I hadn’t exactly had a chance to talk to her about it, and now I couldn’t because she wasn’t speaking to me.

I’d flown home to Austin the next day after a sleepless night. I’d gotten the new account somehow, but that was small comfort for what I’d lost. Although if I was honest with myself I had to admit that I’d never really had her in the first place. What I’d had was some potential, and I’d wasted it.

I cursed and rolled out of bed then headed to the kitchen, where I half-filled a tumbler with Scotch. Idiot. I curled my lip in disgust as I knocked back a slug of the warm, amber liquid. If I was half the man I liked to think I was, I would have held onto her and dared the whole fucking world to make something of it—even Charles. If Cassie decided she didn’t want me that was one thing, but I should never have let my concerns, my fears, about what anyone else might think get to me. Now I’d let the best thing that had ever happened to me slip right through my fingers.

I carried my drink out onto the deck to mull over the situation. I could go after her. No, I was going to go after her, I just needed some kind of a plan. If I tried just showing up at her apartment, she wasn’t going to let me in, and I strongly doubted that I had any chance at winning over her friends. Most likely they were united in telling her to stay the hell away from me. I couldn’t show up at her school or work without royally pissing her off, and I didn’t want to come across to the people who knew her as the creepy old guy stalking the pretty, young coed. Even if that was pretty much exactly what I was doing. Appearances mattered. Assuming I could somehow get her to give me another chance, the people in her life were going to be skeptical as fuck about me. There was no point in making things even harder by handing them a bunch of ammunition against me right off the bat. Every single thing I did with regard to her from now on would have to be totally above board and beyond reproach.

That sure as hell didn’t make my little problem any easier.

I warmed my throat with another swallow of Scotch and closed my eyes, willing an answer to form in my brain. What was I going to do? Approaching her directly was out. I could try going through her friends, but that was almost certainly a non-starter. They were loyal to her—as I’d found out when I went looking for her in her hotel room. Those two girls were like mama bears protecting their only cub.

Damn it, I was going in circles. The answer was there—it had to be. I just wasn’t seeing it. I had to look past the obvious. What was I missing?

I started to take another drink and then froze with the glass halfway to my mouth. Shit. There it was. I had one potential way in that I’d overlooked, but I’d overlooked it because it was far more likely to blow up in my face than come to anything. At this point, though, I was out of other options. I just really, really didn’t like the one I had.

I downed the rest of my Scotch and went inside to use the phone.

*          *          *

The trip back to San Marcos from South Padre had been miserable. So were the two days I spent alone at our apartment before my friends came home. They’d suggested coming back early, but I’d managed to convince them not to. I wanted to be alone. They texted to check up on me but I didn’t much feel like talking. Didn’t feel like doing much of anything else, either. I lounged on the couch binge-watching Netflix and made myself eat something every now and then to keep my blood sugar out of the toilet. Mostly, though, I was too busy feeling sorry for myself to care.

I had no right to be so upset about it all. I knew that. It had only been a couple of nights of sex, even if one of them had been my first time. It was nothing to get so worked up about. But that didn’t stop me from lying awake in bed thinking about those two nights, and wishing.

It was only because I’d let myself have all of those fantasies about Jude for so long, but that was all just a stupid little girl’s dream—it wasn’t reality and never could be. Not once in all my fantasies had I ever considered what it could mean for Jude. I never once thought about how it could mess up his life, and even where his friendship with Dad was concerned I’d simply glossed over it. Then when we were together and my hormones were all lit up like a freakin’ Christmas tree I certainly wasn’t doing any serious thinking. I just lost myself in the chemistry and wasn’t considering anyone but myself. I was still acting like a stupid little girl.

When my friends did get home they walked on eggshells around me for the first few days. They were obviously concerned, but left me to my own misery. After a while, though, they started trying to draw me out, to get me out of the apartment which I now rarely left other than for class or work. I went out with them a couple of times so they’d quit bugging me, but I came back home again as soon as I could get away with it.

The second week back I tried to shake it off and made a concerted effort to do better. I got mad at myself and threw myself into my classes and did everything I could to keep myself from thinking about Jude. During the day it mostly worked, but when I went to bed at night the memories were always waiting for me. That made it hard to sleep, which slowly sapped my resolve and I went downhill again.

Beth caught me one afternoon as I dragged in from class. Darla was watching TV on the sofa, and she muted it as I came in.

“You can’t keep on like this, Cass,” Beth said gently.

“Yeah,” Darla said. “You look like shit. And I say that out of love.”

“Thanks,” I replied with every ounce of sarcasm I could muster. “You’re the best.”

Beth pulled me into the living room. “Seriously, babe. Something has to give. I saw the grade on your last computer science quiz. That’s one of your straight A classes. You love that stuff.”

“I forgot to study.”

Darla snorted. “You were studying Vampire Diaries with a carton of ice cream.”

“Look, it’s one stupid quiz. It’s no big deal.”

“That depends on how long you keep this up.”

“I’m trying, okay?”

Beth patted my arm. “I know.”

Darla wasn’t having any of it. “Bullshit. You’re going to make yourself sick. You can’t keep moping about the guy forever. Yeah, it’s Jude. I get that. But it’s not the end of the world. There are plenty of other hot guys out there.”

I rolled my eyes. “Like I care. I don’t want any of them.”

“Then call Jude already and make up,” she said. “Makeup sex is the best, anyway.”

Beth threw her an exasperated look, but she stared back, unrepentant. “What? It’s true. Either let him go, or call him and make up. Just pick one before you drive both of us crazy, too.”

With a sigh, Beth took over. “What she meant to say, in her own very special way, is that you’re not doing yourself any good by dragging this out. You walked away from him. You had your reasons, but you never really let go when you did it. You’re still holding onto him in here,” she said, poking me between the boobs. “Either let him go once and for all and get on with your life, or call him and see if there’s still a chance.”

“A chance for what?” I muttered. “It couldn’t possibly work out.”

“You don’t know that for sure. Weirder things have happened. Like Darla going out on a second date with that guy she met at the library, for one.”

“Hey! He has pretty eyes.”

“It wasn’t his eyes you had your hands all over when he brought you home. Not unless his head was up his ass.”

“We’re not talking about me. We’re trying to help Cass, remember?”

“I don’t need help. I just need…”

I wasn’t sure what I needed. No, that wasn’t true. I knew, I just couldn’t have him.

“Fine,” I told them. I’ll get him out of my system.”

It was a stupid promise to make because I had zero clue how to do that. But I had to make it at least look like I was making an effort in order to shut them up.

Every time I picked up the phone after that, though, I heard Beth’s voice. Call him and see if there’s still a chance. For days I managed to resist the urge, because I knew there wasn’t. I made it all the way to Friday night, when the two of them were out on dates and I had the apartment all to myself. I was supposed to be studying for a test on Monday, but I couldn’t concentrate. Blowing it off for one night wouldn’t hurt, so I parked it on the couch. I’d just turned on the TV when the doorbell rang.

Grumbling to myself, I stalked over to the door. It was probably one of the countless guys my roommates kept stringing along. When I yanked open the door, though, it was the last person I expected to see.

“Daddy? What are you doing here?”

Dad lived in Dallas and rarely came to visit, and when he did he always called first.

He grinned down at me and stepped inside. “Hey, Peanut.”

“Is everything okay?”

“Well, I don’t know. I figured I’d better ask you that.”

I shut the door with a groan. “Did Darla and Beth call you?”

“No.” His eyes met mine and held them. “I had a visit from Jude.”






CHAPTER TWELVE

MY HEART STUTTERED THEN TOOK OFF like a gazelle being chased by a lion. Oh, no. He hadn’t. I could not have heard that right.

“Jude?” I croaked.

“Yeah. Seems you two ran into each other during spring break.”

I grabbed onto the back of the couch because I wasn’t sure my knees were going to hold me up.

“Yeah. He was staying at the hotel next to mine.”

Dad nodded thoughtfully. “Apparently you did a little more than just say hi.”

Oh, shit. Oh, shit, shit, shit. Jude had told him. Why? I could just imagine my dad’s reaction to finding out about that.

He smirked at the look of stricken panic on my face. “Oh, don’t worry. He’s still alive.”

I couldn’t help heaving a deep sigh of relief at hearing that.

“I punched the living fuck out of him, but he’s still breathing,” he added casually as he walked over and sprawled out on the couch. “I’m reserving final judgment on whether he lives or dies on what you have to say about it.”

I gulped and bit my lip. I could so not talk to my dad about this. Seeing my hesitation, he gave me a hard look.

“Did he hurt you?”

“No.” Not like Dad meant, anyway.

“Were you drunk?”

“No, Daddy. It wasn’t like that. He was good to me.”

He sighed. “It would have been so much easier just to plant him in a shallow grave on the highway to Abilene.”

“Daddy!”

“He thinks he hurt you, and that you ran off because of that.”

I shook my head. “That wasn’t why.”

He raised his eyebrows expectantly. Realizing I wasn’t going to get out of this, I sighed and dropped into the recliner across from him.

“I left because I didn’t want him to get into trouble.”

“Oh, really?”

I gave him a rundown of what had happened in the bar with the man Jude knew. As I finished, he was shaking with laughter.

“His daughter,” he chortled. “Oh, I would have loved to have seen the look on Jude’s face at that.”

“It made me realize what it would be like for him. All the assumptions people would make, all the snide comments behind his back. And I thought about how it was going to mess up things between the two of you.”

“So you were trying to protect him?”

“Yes. If I’d stayed it just would have hurt him.”

“Did you want to stay?”

I bit my lip and nodded. He’d have seen right through a lie anyway.

“So it’s like that, huh?”

“I’m sorry, Daddy. I didn’t mean to hurt anyone.”

He shrugged. “Jude didn’t come to me to apologize, Peanut. He wanted to own up to what had happened. He wasn’t sorry, though. He was… Asking my blessing, I guess, if he was able to get you to take a chance on him.”

I froze and forgot all about breathing. All I could do was stare at him.

“Yeah, it wasn’t the brightest thing he’s ever done. That shallow grave thing was looking really good for a while. But you’re an adult now and old enough to make your own mistakes, so I guessed I’d better see what you thought about it.”

“Did you give him your blessing?”

He frowned. “Hell, no. Not until I knew what you wanted.”

“I want Jude. I always have.”

His face took on a stern expression. “Like I said, you get to make your own mistakes. If you two can work things out, I won’t stand in your way. Don’t get me wrong—I am not thrilled about this, Cassidy, and your mother is going to have a conniption fit when she finds out. But it’s your mistake to make.”

“Thank you, Daddy. I guess I’d better call him.”

“Not necessary.”

He typed a quick text on his phone, and a couple of seconds later the door opened and Jude walked in. Dad stood up.

“I think the two of you have some things you need to work out. I’ll pick you up for lunch tomorrow, Peanut.”

Jude gave him plenty of space when he walked out and closed the door behind him, then he stood watching me warily as though he wasn’t sure whether I might throw something heavy at him.

“That’s quite the black eye you’ve got,” I said.

One side of his mouth quirked up in a wry smile. “At least the nose isn’t broken. Sore as hell, but not broken.”

“What were you thinking? I’m surprised he didn’t kill you.”

“It surprised me, too. But it was the only thing I could think of to do that would prove to you how much you meant to me. That I was serious about this, about us. I know it won’t be easy, but I’ll try with everything I’ve got.”

I still couldn’t believe he’d done that for me. I was the girl everyone overlooked for her hotter friends. I stared at him, unable to find any words to match his.

“Cassie, say something.”

I did better than that. I ran into his arms and made him kiss me. That was a much better answer than any words I could have come up with. Eventually we had to come back up for air, and I could see in his eyes that I’d made the right choice, no matter what Dad said. It wasn’t a mistake. Couldn’t be.

“Do you want to talk?” I asked him.

“No.”

“Neither do I.”

What I wanted to do was find out if Darla was right and makeup sex really was the best. I ran the tip of my tongue along his lips and felt his manhood swell between us. The thought of having him inside me again drove everything else straight out of my head. I rubbed myself against his hardness with a whimper of need, then squeezed his cock through his jeans until he groaned.

“God, I’ve missed you,” he said.

“Good. Show me.”

He pushed me back onto the couch and stood with his legs between my knees, studying me as though he couldn’t decide which part of me he wanted to devour first. Laughing, I stripped off my tank top and bra and reveled in the dark heat which flared in those blue eyes at the sight of my bare breasts, my nipples hard and aching for his touch.

Dark lips fastened onto my pink flesh, sucking gently while his tongue swirled against me until I cried out at the explosion of pleasure. When his fingers found my other nipple to knead and stroke it, the tingling heat in my core drove me back onto the couch. I spread my thighs in invitation, my need a fist knotting below my belly and squeezing with pulsing fingers. I was already wet, had probably soaked through my panties from his first kiss.

I writhed under him, wrapped my legs around his hips to pull him against me until the hard length of his cock pressed into the heat of the fork of my legs. It was so close, but not nearly close enough. Jude didn’t think so, either. He pulled his mouth away from my nipple and his hands slid down to drag off my shorts. Helpfully I lifted my ass off the couch so he could get my panties, too, which disappeared behind the entertainment center when he tossed them over his shoulder. Have to remember to get them out later.

The heat smoldering in his eyes as he looked at my now-naked body made me flush with delight. No one else in the world could possibly want me so much.

“My beautiful Cassidy,” he murmured as his hands stroked along my bare skin. “I want you so fucking much.”

Any response I might have made was cut off when he dove between my thighs and his mouth fastened on my moist slit. I gasped and flung my head back while my fingers clawed into the couch. Oh, fuck how I’d missed this. The soft velvet of his tongue trilled across my clit and pleasure enfolded me in a wave of warm, thick honey until I could barely breathe. In no time at all I was crying out his name as I shattered against his face, my ass bucking on the couch as he drove his tongue into my pussy to lick away the juices leaking out.

“No fair,” I gasped. “That wasn’t supposed to happen so fast.”

“It’s a talent,” he said smugly.

It definitely was, but it was my turn now. I sat up and popped his jeans open, tugging them over his hips and down his long legs. While I was doing that he took off his shirt, so he stood before me in only his underwear. I brushed my fingers lightly against his straining erection, and looked up at him with a pleased little smile.

“I love that I do that to you.”

“You drive me fucking crazy,” he growled. “I can’t get enough of you.”

“You’re welcome to try,” I said as I pulled his briefs down. “I’ll let you.”

At the first touch of my lips on his cock Jude’s body stiffened, and a shiver ran through him. Knowing that I did that to him got me wet all over again. Just one brush of my lips was enough to bring Jude to his freakin’ knees. How’s that for an ego trip?

My body throbbed with its craving for him, demanding that I climb on his thick cock and ride him hard until I came, but I had something else in mind. I wrapped my fingers around the base of his shaft then ran my tongue around the head until the spongy flesh was covered with my saliva. Slowly I licked and sucked my way down the shaft and then back up again. Jude’s fingers twined into my hair, holding me loosely as he moaned at each lick.

Taking a deep breath I went down on him, taking about half of his length into my mouth while I fondled his balls with my free hand.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned. “That feels so fucking good, babe.”

Encouraged, I sucked hard on him and swished my tongue against his slick skin. Whatever I lacked in skill I tried to make up for with effort, and I was determined to become as good at it as he was. After a couple of minutes his hands tightened in my hair. I thought he was going to come, but instead he pulled me away.

“No,” he said. “I want it to be inside of you.”

Who was I to complain? He turned me around until I was kneeling on the couch in front of him, and his warm hands soothed my body, drifting over my back and down my hips, then his fingers slid along the quivering muscles of my thighs and ass. Even though I could tell he wanted to drive straight into me, he took his time as though he wanted to savor every little touch.

Fingers dipped, teased against my sex and sent a pulse of delicious heat spreading through my lower body. He explored me with his hands as he’d done with his tongue minutes earlier, and it took no time at all for him to bring me right back to the edge, wet and wanting. I rocked my hips back, greedily taking his fingers as he pressed them into my slick heat, my muscles squeezing down on him, not wanting to let go. I moaned as my walls fluttered, desperate for his thick cock to fill them.

His hands left me and I felt him move in behind me. My breath caught in anticipation and I closed my eyes, my whole body straining with desire. The head of Jude’s cock slid into the wet furrow between my legs and pressed against my opening, spreading me, stretching me tight around him. With a whimper of raw need I pushed back to cram still more of him inside.

“Harder,” I gasped. “Go harder, Jude.”

His hands took firm hold of my hips and he drove himself deep. It felt so good I could barely stand it. My slippery walls gave way to him, clung and pulsed against his thick shaft as he sank fully into me. My back arched and I cried out his name. Dear god, he was so fucking perfect.

Then he began to move inside of me, slowly at first, in long, deep strokes that seemed to go right through me. As he found his rhythm Jude started to go faster, harder, until he was pounding me into the couch. I held myself up with one hand, the other thrusting between my legs to my clit where my fingers sought to match the sensations flooding through my body from Jude’s cock. Pulses of tingling heat swept through me, and the hot smell of sex filled the room.

Even though I’d already come once, I began to wonder if I was going to beat Jude to it again, but the rasping of his breath soon told me that he was on his way. Prickling warmth erupted between my legs in response. He was going to take me with him.

“Now,” I breathed. “Now, Jude.”

With a final thrust he shoved into me until his balls pressed against my mound. As he filled me with his cum my pussy clamped down on him in response.

I cried out his name, then buried my face against my arm as my body rocked under the thundering orgasm which crashed through me. For a long time I could hear nothing but the blood pounding in my ears and low moans, which I finally realized were coming from me.

When I came to myself, Jude was lightly stroking my body once more, his cock still buried inside me. I sighed and shivered as the air tickled my damp skin.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Oh, fuck yes,” I told him.

He laughed. “I’m just glad your roommates didn’t walk in on us.”

“They’ll be out until late.”

He pulled his manhood free of her and stood watching her with that bad boy grin. It gave me tingles all over again.

“In that case, we can take our time when we do it again.”

“And again.”

“As often as you like, or until my heart gives out.”

Turns out Darla was right. Makeup sex really is the best.






EPILOGUE

Four years later…

I SET THE BOX WITH ALL MY HAIR and makeup supplies down on the counter by the sink in the master bathroom. As I turned away my ring snagged on a loose flap of cardboard and I almost pulled the whole thing off. I managed to grab the box right before everything dumped out onto the floor, then checked my ring to make sure it was okay. That diamond solitaire had been on my finger for two years, since Jude had proposed the night I graduated from college. It had been the best night of my life.

Satisfied that it had survived intact, I went back into the bedroom. I would have married Jude back then and run off to Vegas with him or something, but since I was going back for my masters degree in the fall he had insisted that we wait. My parents were a lot happier with a long engagement anyway. Jude had been surprisingly patient about school and my parents—far more so than I had been.

I looked around, taking in the room. It was so weird. I had stayed at his big house on Lake Travis a lot over the past four years, but it had always been his house. Now I was finally moving in with him, and in a couple of months—August 6th at 8:00 PM—it would officially be my house, too.

“Hey,” Beth called from the hallway. “Where do you want this?”

She and Marty had lugged in my vanity. I waved to an empty spot on one wall.

“Just put it there for now.”

I smiled as they carried it in. Marty was a quiet, almost painfully shy accountant Beth had met our senior year. I had no idea how it worked with her so outgoing and him so introverted, but somehow they managed. She’d stayed after graduation and gotten a teaching job in San Marcos to remain close to him, then married him a year ago. Darla had flown down from Montana for the wedding. She’d moved up there to help one of her uncles manage a resort. I couldn’t wait to see her again in August.

I headed back out to the moving truck while they were still maneuvering the vanity around. As I passed the kitchen Jude popped out, wrapped me in his arms, and kissed me with a hunger that hadn’t faded a bit over four years.

“Ew,” I said, pushing him away. “I’m all sweaty and stuff.”

He gave me his very best bad boy grin. “I like you all sweaty and stuff.”

“I know, but it’s not in a good way.”

His fingers curled in my hair and he tipped my head back to kiss me again. By the time he was done my pulse was racing and I was getting all quivery inside. Jude knew how to kiss you so that you felt it all the way down to your toes.

“I can make you sweaty and stuff in a very good way,” he whispered against my mouth.

“Beth and Marty are right behind me,” I protested despite the familiar ache of desire between my legs. I wanted him as much as he wanted me, and he knew it.

“There are spare rooms. They’ll just have to entertain themselves.”

“Later,” I promised. “After I shower. If you’re good I’ll let you scrub my back.”

“Oh, I’ll scrub your back. And your front. And all those delightful parts in between.”

The tingling inside was almost enough to make me drag him to one of those spare rooms for a quickie, but I heard Beth and Marty coming and pulled away.

“It’s a date,” I told him. “Bur right now you get to help me carry in the rest of my books.”

“You and your books,” he said with a put-upon sigh. “All right, but you’re going to owe me.”

He bent to whisper exactly what it was going to cost me into my ear, and I blushed down to my toenails. I brushed my fingers teasingly over the front of his jeans, manhood pulsing hard enough in response that I could feel it through the denim. The man was so easy. Not that I was any better.

“All right, and I promise to scrub your front after Beth and Marty leave.”

“Deal.”

It took half an hour to unload the rest of my things from the truck, then I ordered pizza for all of us. At last Beth and Marty headed to their car for the drive back to San Marcos, and. I gave my friend a long hug. I was really going to miss living so close to her, and I got misty-eyed as they drove away.

On the other hand, I was finally going to have Jude to myself as much as I wanted. It was still hard to believe it was really happening after so long, but now I was all alone with him in our house.

We took a couple of beers out onto the deck to watch the sunset and let it all soak in. This was home now. No more weekend visits that were never long enough, or the rare vacations we got to take together that always left me wanting more. We could be together every single day from now on. And it was all because I had to pee.

I giggled and almost choked on my beer.

“What?”

“We are here today because I had to pee,” I announced solemnly.

Jude cocked his head and looked at me as though I’d lost my mind. “How many of those beers have you had?”

“That day in South Padre Island. I was rushing downstairs because I had to pee when I ran into you and you asked me to lunch. If I hadn’t had to pee so badly, we wouldn’t be sitting here right now.”

He shook his head with a laugh, then raised his beer in a toast. “To your bladder, dear.”

As soon as we finished our beers we went inside to take that long-awaited shower. But there was one more thing to take care of first. I went to Jude’s bedside table and pulled out the box of condoms he kept there. Holding them up for him to see, I made a show of throwing them into the trash.

“Are you sure?” he asked.

“That’s why I got the job where I can telecommute. If we start now, maybe I’ll be pregnant by the wedding.”

“If we start now,” he rumbled, “I’ll have you knocked up by ten o’clock.”

“Works for me. I just don’t want to wait anymore. For anything.”

He pulled me against him, his mouth hovering just over mine.

“You don’t have to,” he said. “You’re here now, and we’re all done waiting. Everything starts today.”

“I love you,” I whispered.

Jude scooped me up and carried me into the bathroom.

“I love you, too, Cass. And you’re all mine at last.”

The End

Continue reading for a sneak peek at Built for Sin. 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: Built for Sin

OVER THE YEARS OLIVIA HAD PULLED every dirty trick she could think of to keep me out of the beach house we shared. I punched in the numbers on the keypad by the front door and was rewarded with a loud thunk as the heavy locks released. With a sigh of relief, I stepped inside and dropped my bags onto the tiled floor of the foyer. After half a dozen civil suits, an exasperated judge had warned her that the next “little misunderstanding” was going to get her locked up in the county jail for contempt, no matter who she was or how much money she had. After that I hadn’t had any more trouble, but I’d been out of the country for the last seven years and I was still mildly surprised that she hadn’t “forgotten” to give me the latest code.

I was also surprised that Olivia hadn’t changed much around the place. Deep down, I was grateful for that. I had needed something to come home to, some familiar place to relax and let myself go for a while. My time abroad in Australia had allowed me to turn a small mining outfit into a powerhouse that had made a fortune while the commodities market ran wild, but there had been no time to settle in or put down roots. Enough was enough—I needed a break, and I had become increasingly lonely for home. This beach house was the one link to my past that I had left, and fortunately Olivia was off skiing in Switzerland so I wouldn’t have to worry about running into her while I was here.

A faint noise came from somewhere in the house and I turned to listen. With Olivia out of the country for a month I had expected the place to be empty. Someone was definitely there, though. My footsteps echoed hollowly as I went through the foyer and into the open kitchen and dining area that took up half of the lower floor of the house. The noise grew significantly louder. It was music. Had someone left the house sound system on without realizing it? Maybe the maid had been listening to it while cleaning and forgotten to turn it off when she left. I opened the pair of arched doors to the living room, which looked out onto the shimmering ocean waves, and squinted as the blinding wave of sunlight flooding through the tall windows hit me square in the face.

The drapes should have been drawn if no one was home, and the music was coming from outside, maybe from the pool house. When I tried the handle I found the glass doors unlatched, and I stepped out onto the patio into a blast of light pop music thumping with a trendy beat. As I watched, a striking blonde pulled herself up the ladder out of the infinity pool, crystal droplets sparkling on her tanned skin and cascading back into the pool from her long, water-straightened hair. For a moment she paused at the edge of the pool with the droplets pattering down onto the tiles at her small, bare feet, her eyes closed as she lifted her face and stretched to bathe herself in the hot, golden rays of the sun.

Long, perfectly shaped legs tapered down to slender ankles, one of which glittered in the sunlight with a delicate golden bracelet. Her skimpy, navy blue bikini was barely large enough to conceal the ripe curves which proclaimed that this was a woman and not a girl. Her breasts weren’t huge, but they were firm and round and set high on her chest, and her hips had a generous swell that I imagined would be a perfect fit for my hands. Desire flared, stirring my cock with a heat I hadn’t felt in ages.

As I took a closer look, though, I realized that while she had the body of a woman, she was a lot younger than I had first thought. She was in her early twenties at most, and something about her suggested that was stretching it. Nineteen, maybe? Eighteen? Far too young for me, that was for damned sure.

When she lowered her gaze, she realized she wasn’t alone. Soft gray eyes went wide in surprise, and she took an alarmed step backwards.

“Who are you?” she demanded.

I frowned. Was this Olivia’s idea of a joke? She knew I was going to be here. Had she planted some little bimbo here to irritate me? “Who am I? Who the hell are you? This is my house.”

“Your house? But this is…” She looked dubious, but then she narrowed her eyes and wrinkled her nose as she got a better look at my face. “Blake?”

“Huh?”

She cocked her head. “It’s me, Callie.”

Impossible. This was Callie? She had just started middle school. Except that had been seven years ago, which would make her exactly the right age to be the still-dripping young woman in front of me. A wave of guilt for my earlier thoughts did nothing to dampen my awareness of how sexy she was as she walked up to me with the boneless, primal grace of a cat.

“I was just having a quick swim before I had to go start getting ready. I’m going to a party with some of my friends tonight.”

Something about this wasn’t right. “What are you doing here?”

Her lips pursed in an irritated little frown. “Oh, Dad has been giving me all kinds of grief, so Mom told me I could stay here until he cooled off.”

“But she’s in Switzerland. She just left you here all alone?”

“Don’t you start,” she snarled, stamping a tiny foot. “I’m eighteen years old and I’m perfectly capable of taking care of myself.”

“Fine. I just wish that Olivia had mentioned that you were going to be here.”

I could see her plan, now. She had left her daughter behind to aggravate me into giving up on the idea of staying at our house. I had to admit it was pretty brilliant. It wasn’t going to work, but it was brilliant.

Olivia’s father and my father had been best friends as well as business associates, so we’d known each other since we were toddlers. Despite me being two years younger we’d been friends as well, even through the worst of my angsty teen years. When the business took off our parents got together and bought this luxury beach house, and this was where we spent most of our summers afterwards. For one month it was ours, the next month it was theirs, and then in August we all stayed there together. Until I graduated high school and went away to college those August vacations were something I looked forward to all year, but after that I stayed away while I did my best to avoid Olivia at all costs.

Our parents were gone now, but Olivia and I still shared joint ownership of the beach house. That might not have been so bad if Olivia hadn’t hated my guts.

 “Great,” Callie muttered. “First Dad doesn’t want me around, then Mom runs off to Europe so she can avoid me, and now you don’t want to be around me either—and you haven’t even seen me in years.”

She spun on her heel and stalked over to a lounge chair to retrieve her towel, my eyes following every exquisite movement; I couldn’t have looked away if I had tried. I hated myself for it, but I just couldn’t make myself stop. My cock stiffened painfully in my jeans as she bent to dab at her legs. Sweet god she was a gorgeous little thing.

After giving herself a quick pat down, she slung the towel around her waist and faced me with her fists on her hips. “You don’t want to be around me, fine. I don’t care. You won’t know I’m here. I’ll move my things out into the pool house tomorrow and you can have the whole place all to yourself.”

With an aggrieved sigh she shoved past me and stormed into the house, slamming the door hard enough behind her that I was surprised the glass didn’t break. There was something to be said for quality craftsmanship. I watched her through the window, her hips swaying hypnotically as she went up the stairs, and my cock gave another sharp twitch.

Maybe just finding a hotel and letting Olivia win this round wasn’t such a bad idea.

I carried my bags upstairs to my old room. Everything had been left just as it was when I set off for Australia. The room had been dusted, but other than that nothing had been touched. I spent a few minutes lingering over the books and CDs I’d left behind, remembering old favorites and fondly flipping through the pages of a couple of novels I had completely forgotten about. I dropped one book I had particularly liked onto my nightstand so I could read it later, and hoped it would be a good distraction from the twisted thoughts churning in my head.

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

The devil on my shoulder whispered that she was eighteen and perfectly legal and what Olivia didn’t know about wouldn’t hurt me. My hard-on liked that argument a lot better. Go figure.

I had to do something to get her out of my mind, so I pulled out my laptop and did a little work and caught up on the news. By the time I snapped the lid shut again, a couple of hours had passed and I felt calmer. I could do this. I was a grown man, and I was not going to let some little teenager get under my skin and force me out of my own house. That just wasn’t going to happen.

But as I caught myself dawdling again, I came to the uncomfortable realization that I was hiding in my room. She had me scared. I was afraid of running into her, afraid of my overwhelming reaction to her. Afraid that if I got too close I wasn’t going to be able to resist her, that I was going to taste the forbidden fruit of her sweet, pouty lips and to hell with the consequences.

Continue reading Built for Sin…
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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?

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.

Relentless

Seth Garrett didn’t look like a teacher. His short, medium-brown hair was mussed as though he ran his fingers through it—probably from frustration with me. Deep set, green-gray eyes regarded the world with weary cynicism from a face that was too hard, too angled, to be classically handsome. Ever since I'd moved into his class in January I’d spent hours memorizing the stark lines and planes of that face, until I could see it perfectly in my mind. There wasn’t a girl at school who hadn’t sighed over him, and fantasized about him at least a little.

But I was the one who was going to get him.

I wasn’t supposed to want her. I didn’t want to want her. I was her teacher, she was my student, and the whole situation was a disaster in the making. I should have gone to someone for help. I should have had her transferred to another class. I should have kept my temper and libido firmly in check when she was in the room. But I didn’t do any of those things. Maybe it was because forbidden fruit really is the sweetest, or maybe it was just because I wasn’t done self-destructing yet. Either way, I did nothing to stop it.

And then it was too late.
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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 my blog. 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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