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Blurb


I've always assumed I'm straight. So it blows my mind just how much I fantasize about my father's sexy female boss.

Edwina Isaacs is everything I wish I could be—beautiful, sophisticated, sexy as hell. And now, she's here in our house, making me so crazy I have to escape to my room.

I never expected Edwina to even notice me, let alone follow me. Now I can see it in her eyes that she wants me like I want her.

Will it turn her off that I'm completely untouched? And how can I even tell her if we won't stop kissing each other?


My Father’s Sexy Boss


My father’s all in a tizzy because his boss is coming over for a Sunday afternoon barbecue. And I’m in an even bigger tizzy, as well…for exactly the same reason.

It really doesn’t matter that his boss is closer to 40 than 30. It doesn’t matter that his boss is so much more sophisticated and worldly than I am.

And despite the fact I grew up assuming I’m straight…it doesn’t even matter that daddy’s boss is a woman.

Edwina Isaacs is by far the hottest woman I’ve ever seen, even though I’ve only seen her a few times. Those occasions are tattooed on my memory like few other things ever have been.

The first time I met her was just over three years ago, about a week before I turned 16, at daddy’s office Christmas party. All families were invited, and though I kicked up a fuss and tried to get out of it, in the end I was super thankful I went. Otherwise I wouldn’t have seen Ms Isaacs in that gorgeous red formal gown that still fuels my fantasies when I’m having some…me-time.

Of course, I wasn’t much more than a giggly little schoolgirl, back then. Ms Isaacs never even noticed me. But holy hell did I notice her.

With her sinful dark eyes, and her full, luscious mouth and her tall, curvaceous body.

Unfortunately, I also noticed that devilishly handsome man on her arm at the time, who she introduced as her…ugh…husband. I spent the whole of that party making evil eyes at the man, wishing I could hip-check him out of the way. Maybe over the side of a cliff.

Whatever would let me take his place at her side. Like I say…stupid, giggly schoolgirl crap.

“Nadia,” my father says, cutting through my memories. “Are you ready?”

“Always, daddy.” Ready for absolutely anything when it comes to Edwina Isaacs.

“Great,” he continues, distractedly. “You’re on greeting duty. Don’t forget to offer drinks as soon as they all arrive, okay?”

“I’ve got it, daddy.”

He scurries off to get the barbecue started, so the coals have enough time to heat up. I go and stand by the front door, waiting for his sexy boss to arrive. Oh, and I suppose everyone else, as well.

God, I’m like a little pet puppy. Sitting here, panting with anticipation, just about whining with need. My heart pounds in my chest and my pussy positively tingles in my panties.

I honestly don’t know what it all means. Like, whether I’m bi, or even gay. All I’m certain of is that I never had this reaction to any of my high school boyfriends.

Eventually, people start trickling into our home. All of them with faces I vaguely recall, and of course I do my duty as a greeter to the best of my ability. And always keeping a keen eye out for the woman of the hour. The woman of the year, as far as I’m concerned.

When the doorbell rings again, I swear every hair on my body stands on end. Somehow I just know it’s going to be Ms Isaacs. I hold my breath and try like hell to get my body’s reactions under control.

It’s only when I remember that she’ll be accompanied by that man—her damn husband—that I finally come back to something that might approach normality.

I notice my fingers are trembling like I’m feverish as I open the front door. I hold my breath again as I pull it open, and that breath catches deep in my chest when I see her.

Edwina Isaacs stands there, filling our door frame with her knockout bod and her glossy, dark mane of hair. She’s holding a bottle of something that looks fancy—sparkling wine, I’m guessing—and she’s dressed the way rich folks dress when they don’t want to look so fucking rich.

There’s no hiding it, though. From her loose, half-open white linen blouse, to her tan leather cowboy boots, she just radiates the good life. And with her flawless makeup and skin tight jeans—holy fucking yum—she is absolutely everything in the world to me right now.

Okay, so I’m a fucking hopeless case, and suddenly I’m worried my obsession will be written all over my silly face.

“Nadia,” she says, and I gasp out loud.

“Oh. Y–you remember me?”

“Goodness me, young lady. How could I forget?” She flashes me that broad, knowing smile and my panties turn to mush. “You grow even more exquisite every time I see you.”

I swallow heavily and try to be subtle as I cast an eye around her delicious form. “Are you…um…is anyone with you?”

She raises her eyebrows and shakes her head, her smile dipping just a little. “I’m afraid I’m all alone today. And every other day, for almost a year now.”

“Oh. I’m so sorry.” Except I’m actually ecstatic. “P–please, come in.”

“Delighted to.”

I swear my mouth is hanging at half mast as I stare at her. Edwina walks in like she owns the place, and as far as I’m concerned she absolutely does. I simply gaze in wonder as she steps past me, and it takes me a few seconds before I remember to close the door.

Then daddy’s instructions come back to me, and I scurry after Ms Isaacs, taking the time to stare at her thick, beautiful ass, and the way it fills out those jeans.

“M–Ms Isaacs, please can I get you something to drink?”

She stops and turns on the spot, her dark eyes gazing into my skull like drills. She purses her lips for a moment, and I swear she looks me right up and down, as if silly little old me is on the drinks menu.

I suddenly wish I’d worn something better than a loose T and my tiny shorts. Something that might make this worldly woman view me as something more than just a silly teenager. Which of course, I technically still am, even though I’m an adult.

“A glass of white wine would be lovely thank you, Nadia. Pinot gris if you have it.”

I blush at the way she says my name. Most people sound it all the way out. Three syllables. But Ms Isaacs clearly has some experience living in, or at least traveling to, Europe. She pronounces my name in two syllables. Nad-ja. And for whatever reason, it’s just so fucking hot.

I turn and head to the kitchen, and I’m not sure, but I think she whispers a curse word the moment my back’s turned.

Oh, god. She totally thinks I’m an idiot. Or something. I don’t know. But what other possible reason would she have for saying bad words as I walk away from her?

I open the fridge and take a moment to let the cool air wash over me. Maybe it can take the heat of embarrassment out of my cheeks. And the desperate need away from my pussy.

“Nadia?” my dad says, once again cutting through my crazed mental state. “What are you doing? You’re letting all the cold air out.”

“Sorry, daddy. I’m just getting Ms Isaacs a glass of wine.”

“Well…come on, now. Quick sticks. Get it happening, honey.”

It’s my turn to utter a curse word when I realize we have no pinot gris. And I know so little about wines, so I’m not sure what would be the best replacement.

In the end, I just pick up the only bottle of white wine I can see. I take it outside without opening it, just in case it won’t do. All I want is to please this magnificent sexy goddess, and it’s making me as antsy as hell.

I walk over to where Ms Isaacs is standing, talking to my father, and I steel myself for whatever look of scorn the woman will give me for my failures as a wine waitress.

While they chat, I stand off to the side. I don’t want to interrupt, even though they’re just shooting the breeze about world events, and movies.

Then Ms Isaacs holds up a hand. “Just a moment, Gavin,” she says to my dad, and then turns to me and smiles.

I can’t remember the last time—if ever—that anyone made me a priority like this, and all it does is have me wanting to fall at her feet even more than I already wanted to.

“Um, we, uh…” Oh, get it together! “We don’t have any pinot gris, I’m sorry, Ms Isaacs. Will, um…this do?”

I hold up the bottle to show her the label, and she reaches out to wipe the condensation off the label. Her fingertips barely brush against my hand, but it’s enough to make me catch my breath all over again.

“Sauvignon blanc will be absolutely fine. Thank you so much, Nadia.”

The heat that fills my cheeks makes me feel so silly. It’s relief, and it’s gratitude, and more than anything it’s pure adoration for this woman.

I scurry back inside and pour out a glass of the wine, taking it straight back to her.

Ms Isaacs reaches out and eases the glass out of my hand, and her long, graceful fingers graze against mine, a little harder this time. The hairs on my neck stand up so strongly and so fast they’re like a thousand little soldiers ordered to attention.

All I want to do is stand here and gaze at this tall, shapely goddess. Well, that’s not entirely true. There’s a ton of other stuff I desperately yearn to do with her, but that’s just…silly.

Not that it really matters in the end. Daddy’s trying to make headway with her in some fashion. Work talk that bores me to death in seconds. So, I finally find my self-control and I turn to walk away.

As I mingle with the other guests I hear Ms Isaacs mention the word promotion, and daddy makes that humming sound he makes when he really wants something but doesn’t want to let on how much.

My stepmom tries to make conversation with me when I’m back inside, but my attention is completely swallowed up by Edwina Isaacs. I can’t see her from here in the living room, but I can still hear her sweet alto voice. Gosh, I think I can still smell her perfume. Fruity and tangy and a little bit spicy.

Finally, it all gets too much. I know if I just stay here pining, I’ll make a damn fool of myself. All I need is a little breathing space. So I head down the hall to my bedroom.

I stop the moment I reach the doorway. I’m not even sure why, I just have a darkly delicious tingling sensation all over my back. Like a ghostly hand tickling its fingers down my spine. When I turn around, she’s there.

Edwina Isaacs is at the far end of the hall, talking to one of her employees. But her eyes keep drifting back to me, and I swear I can feel them stroking my skin.

Nerves overtake me, and I lick my lips. The flash of heat that fires through that raven-haired goddess is like a supernova, and it has me gasping for air.

It couldn’t be that she…likes me? Likes the way I look, at the very least. Right? A woman that classy, that experienced. A woman who could have any fucking man she’d ever want couldn’t possibly…

No. That’s crazy. The idea that she might feel any kind of desire for the silly virgin daughter of her employee. Don’t make me laugh. Because then I know I’ll cry straight afterward.

Even if there’s a chance that’s true, I wouldn’t know what to do about it.

So, I head into my bedroom and push the door mostly closed. But not completely. I sit on the end of my bed, my knees together and my hands resting on top of them.

It takes less than a minute, and then she’s there. Edwina fucking Isaacs is in my bedroom. With me.

“Nadia,” she says, her voice dark with something that…could it be arousal? “You looked like you…needed something.”

“Oh. Um.”

She steps a tiny bit closer and puts her wine glass on my desk.

“Would you like to be left alone?”

I clench my hands together and shake my head no. The clunk of the door closing makes me jump.

Edwina Isaacs walks closer, until she’s everything. I gaze up at her, with no idea what to do. I’ve seen romantic movies, and watched my friends with their boyfriends. And oh, boy, I’ve read a fuck-ton of lesbian smut books.

So I mean, if any of that is about to happen here, then I know everything I need to know.

In theory.

I’ve just never done any of it.

Ms Isaacs comes down onto her knees, and cups my chin in the heat of her hand. “Is there something…anything you’d like to tell me, sweetheart?”

Oh, fuck. Sweetheart? Not even my stepmom calls me that. I don’t remember if mom ever did before she died.

“Nadia? You look like you’re about to burst. I know, we haven’t spoken all that much, but…well, your father talks about you quite a lot. He’s very proud of you.”

That surprises me on a couple of levels. I’ve always thought I was more of a burden to him than anything.

“He does? I always thought he was more focused on work.”

Of course the bigger surprise is that he’d bother Ms Isaacs with that kind of talk. It doesn’t sound like him at all.

“Well, to be honest, I sometimes have to drag information out of him. You know how he is.”

That has me catching my breath for a moment.

“Y–you ask him…about me?”

Ms Isaacs shrugs lightly, and it’s as elegant as a ballerina dancing. “I don’t have children of my own. And…well, I guess I see a lot of myself in you, sweetheart.”

“Oh…” I only wish that were true. I’d be so proud to be even one-tenth as amazing as this woman.

“So anyway, Nadia. I promise, you can tell me anything. I’ve…”

I don’t risk speaking, so I try to ask her to continue, using only my eyes.

“Well, obviously I was once your age. I suppose there’s a fair chance I’ve felt whatever it is you’re feeling right now. What you’re trying to keep buried deep inside.”

How the hell is she reading me so clearly? I can’t tell if I’m just an open book, or if it’s more because she’s so worldly and wise.

Ms Isaacs strokes her fingers back through my hair, hooking it behind my ears on both sides. Then she leans her head slightly to one side.

“My goodness, you’re absolutely gorgeous, sweetheart.”

My whole face heats up, and I swear steam is about to come screaming out of my ears. And I say the only thing I can think of.

“Thank you, Ms Isaacs.”

“Edwina. Please.”

My voice is shot for the moment, so I just shake my head. I can’t call her by name. Not when I’m so young and silly, and she’s so…fucking gorgeous.

“You’re giving me a vibe, sweetheart,” she says, not much louder than a heartbeat. “Would it be okay if I kissed you?”

I know my eyes flash wide and bright, like I’m about to flee. I know they stay that way until the air stings at them. But I can’t move. Can’t talk.

“Nadia?”

“Yes,” I say, finally finding my words. “Please.”

My father’s beautiful boss closes her eyes as she curls her luscious lips into a knowing smile. Then she leans closer, and she takes my mouth in a gentle kiss.

I gasp, and it sucks a little air straight out of her lungs and into mine. There’s a trace of wine on her sweet lips, but the rest is pure Edwina.

My neck goes limp as I lean into her, into the kiss. I part my lips and she glides her slick tongue into my mouth, dancing it around mine.

It feels as if I’m about to collapse, or maybe sail into the clouds, so I throw my hands around Edwina’s neck, just to keep myself grounded.

Her smooth voice rolls across my lips and down my throat, and I drink it like water. She grasps my hips and pulls me forward, and I part my thighs to let her between them.

The thud when my pussy slams against the front of her jeans is beyond beautiful. It sends cloaked tingles through my nerves, and makes me wonder just how good it would feel if there was nothing between us. If she could touch me in all the places I fucking need her to.

Ms Isaacs takes hold of my T and lifts it, pausing for a moment before it comes too high. Checking with me if she’s gone too far.

I raise my arms and let her strip it right off me, and she pauses when she sees my bare breasts.

She curses again, exactly the same way I heard her do it before. And I realize now, it was my ass that made her do it back then.

“Sweet fucking Jesus, Nadia. You’re beyond beautiful. You’re…exquisite.”

She tosses my T and cups my head in her elegant hands, drawing me back into another kiss. This one harder, fiercer, deeper than before. I guess I know why her husband is history, now.

I take hold of her linen blouse as she strokes her fingers up and down my bare back. When she brings her hands around and cups my breasts, we moan together.

Edwina strokes her thumbs over my nipples, and my whole spine turns to liquid. I worry I’m going to collapse, but this tall, voluptuous woman has my back. She holds my head in one hand and my shoulder in the other as she glides her delicious mouth down to my neck.

I’ve been kissed before. On the mouth and on the neck. But nothing those high school boys did ever felt one-tenth as good as what this salacious older woman is doing right now. With just her lips, her tongue and her teeth.

It’s like she’s a musician, and I’m her instrument. She’s coaxing all kinds of high sounds out of my throat, and I swear I’m not making them. They’re just appearing, fully formed, because of the way she’s kissing my neck, and stroking my skin.

And when she trails her tongue down, and flicks it against my hard little nipple, I yelp in sweet surprise.

“Are we good, Nadia?”

I can feel it again. My eyes are wide, as I try to take in the majesty of Edwina Isaacs, kneeling here between my legs, with her breath coursing over my bare breast. But I can see it in her face, that I must look scared to death.

So rather than risk her stopping, and leaving me to my own devices, I nod. And I wrap my hand around the back of her head to pull her closer.

Edwina moans with desire and parts her luscious lips, taking my nipple into the magical heat of her mouth. This is further than I let any boys go with me. And I’m so glad I waited, because this woman has an even better touch on my stiff little bud than she did on my neck.

“Oh, god…Ms Isaacs…”

“Mm,” she moans, then bites down gently on my nipple. “Let’s not stand on formality right now, sweetheart. Not while your beautiful tit is in my mouth.”

“Ohhh…Edwina…”

“You’re so fucking gorgeous,” she says, and it’s almost a growl of frustration. Like she wants all of me, right now.

But surely she can tell I’m good with that.

Edwina switches to my other nipple, sucking on it while she strokes her thumb over the wet peak she’s just had in her mouth. My head feels light, and without really understanding why, I fall flat onto my back.

My father’s boss moans with pure want, grips my shorts, and then yanks them down and off, taking my panties with them. There’s a look on her face that scares me in the most exhilarating way. It’s a blend of hunger, determination and sheer animal lust.

She has me completely naked, and the instinct to cover my waxed bare pussy is so strong. But the moment I move my hands inward, she seizes them and pushes them down onto the bed.

My legs are still parted around Edwina, and her attention is laser focused, right between them. On the glistening heart of my pussy.

“God damn, Nadia,” she moans. And then she grips my legs and pulls me forward, driving her gorgeous face down between my thighs.

The first stroke of her tongue is a kind of magic I’d never believed could exist. All those sensations earlier today—the cloaked tingles, the pulses of need—they were nothing. This is what it’s all about.

Though her tongue is blunt, and wet, and soft, the sensations erupting inside me are all sharp and hard, brittle and spiky. As she pulses her mouth against me, she fires out dark, dirty exaltations. About how wonderful I taste. How beautifully soft I am. How deliciously perfect I feel against her mouth.

Then she eases the slender tip of one finger up inside me, and I gasp as I slap my legs together around her beautiful head.

Edwina releases my lips from her mouth with a delicious wet sound. “Sweetheart?” she says, her breath gushing into my needy slit. “Are you okay?”

I weigh up the options. Whether confessing to her that I’m completely inexperienced will turn her off. Or will it make her want me even more?

“I’m sorry. I…I’ve just never done…anything.”

There’s a short pause that still feels like it lasts a year. “You’re a virgin?”

Again, I nod, not trusting my voice.

“With boys and girls?”

“Yes. But please…?” I want this, I truly do. But it also terrifies me beyond measure.

“Mm.” It’s more of a grunt than a moan. Like she’s weighing up her options. “Do you want me to stop?”

“No!” Jeepers, I didn’t mean to scream that out so loudly. I just hope the conversation outside is enough to mask it from dad and my stepmom. “Just…maybe warm me up a little more before you…” I can’t even say the words fingerblast me, so I tap her hand.

“Of course, sweetheart.”

Edwina kisses the inside of my thigh, then does the same on the other side. Her beautiful dark eyes flash with hunger, and it tempts me beyond belief. So I haul my legs wide apart and she snarls like a ravenous wildcat.

I barely register her moving before she dives on me again. Edwina grinds her tongue into my clit, and I have to smother my face with my pillow to keep from crying out loud with ecstasy.

Edwina squeezes my tits and sucks my clit, and in what feels like only a few seconds, I tumble ass-backward into a climax that is so much more intense than every other one I’ve ever had, combined. I swear she’s struck me with fucking lightning.

My whole body pulses with pure bliss, and I fill my pillow with my screams.

I’m still throbbing all over when she releases my pussy, but I’m too weak to say or do anything. I just hope she’s not leaving now.

“My god,” she says, as much as whisper as it is a moan. “Nadia…”

“Is it…am I…?” I have no idea what I’m even trying to ask her. I’m just terrified that I’ve somehow messed up.

“Sweetheart, you’re…holy fuck, you’re perfect.”

She’s still finishing her words when she falls on me again, driving her tongue deep inside me this time. My dad’s sexy boss pumps her head forward and back, giving me the most delicious shallow fucking with that sweet, wet muscle.

I drag in a sharp breath, and then just keep sucking more and more air. It’s like I can’t let it out, because I’m certain it will turn into a moan, and then a howl.

Edwina sinks her slender fingers into my inner thighs, and she comes up onto her knees, gazing down at me.

I grab a hold of my boobs, and I squeeze like I’m juicing them.

This time, when she presses her fingertip to my slit, I don’t cry out. I don’t tense up. I just stare in wonder at her immaculate face, glistening with my juices.

“Edwina? Will it…will it hurt?”

She pauses, with the fingers of her other hand digging into my hips with a surprising strength. “It might, sweetheart. But only for a little while.”

So I bite into my lip, and I nod. Edwina closes her eyes as she smiles.

My daddy’s boss lifts my leg and kisses the inside of my knee as she guides her finger partway into my hot little channel.

Oh, my fucking god. It’s so good. She glides it forward and back, not going too deep, and even though I came just a short while again, she’s awakening fresh tingles of need inside me.

“Please, Edwina?” I say, swallowing my fear before continuing. “M–more?”

“Mm. Naughty girl.”

This sexy older woman works a second finger inside me, still keeping it shallow. She strokes in and out a few times before adding a third. It’s the most beautiful burning sensation, and though it does hurt a little, I don’t care at all. The pleasure is so much stronger than the pain.

“Are you okay, sweetheart?”

“Uh-huh.”

I lick my lips, and I wrap my legs around Edwina’s lower back. When I think I’m ready, I squeeze down on her fingers, and her eyelids flutter.

“Please?” I say. “Fuck me, Edwina?”

“Oh, god, you’re perfect,” she whispers, and then thrusts her fingers deep.

This time, I don’t need the pillow. My scream is utterly silent. I writhe as the sweet pain wrestles with the pleasure, as her long, lovely fingers bite at my tight little channel, and I slowly—ever so slowly—melt around them.

Edwina strokes her other hand over my body; around my breasts, down to my belly, over my smooth, bare mound. Every touch draws my attention for a second or two, until before I know it the burning pain has become a smoldering bliss.

Edwina hums with pleasure and glides her hand backward, closing her eyes to savor the moment. When she opens them again, that determined heat is back, and she takes hold of my hip and punches her fingers forward.

My whole body sings and dances as she glides herself in and out of me. It sounds as good as it feels, all slick and wet. My scent fills the space between us and the moment Edwina latches onto it, her whole face brightens with satisfaction.

“So fucking beautiful…”

Her voice is all dry now, and more than anything I need to kiss her again. I whip my hands out and grip her loose blouse so I can pull down on her.

Edwina topples forward, mashing her palm against my clit as her mouth lands straight on mine. Through the sweetness of her fragrance, I catch the salty spice of my own pussy. The scent and the taste fill my senses as I drink from Edwina’s perfect lips, and suckle on her agile tongue.

She thumps her hips over the back of her hand, and she pumps them like an engine. My dad’s beautiful boss is fucking me almost like she’s a man, only even I can tell it’s really not like that at all. Just the mechanics are similar. The sensation is…oh, god, it’s so much better than it could ever be for me with a dude.

As Edwina snarls deep into my throat, my whole body fizzes like soda. When she sinks her fingers into the flesh of my breast, it’s hard enough that I know it’s going to bruise. And that knowledge strips away the last of my resistance.

This time, I don’t want to put my pillow over my face. I need her to see me as I climax again. So I jam the side of my hand between my teeth and bite down, turning my screams into pulsing, hissing sighs.

Edwina arches her back and she drives forward one last time. Then the heat of my climax pulses through me, deep in my belly. It burns as sweetly as a hot chocolate on a winter’s night.

I keep my legs clamped around her, as if I could hold onto this ecstasy forever. Edwina’s kiss turns soft and searching, and she drifts down the center of my body until she’s face to face with my ruined little slit again.

My dad’s boss glides her fingers out of me, and drives them straight into her mouth to drink my juices down. I glide down onto my knees and I share the feast, as I messily kiss her around the barrier of her hand.

I throw my arms around her waist and pull, wishing there was time for me to make her come, as well. All I know right now is that I desperately want to. I need to do all the things with this woman. Over and over.

But I know daddy will be looking for Edwina real soon. And maybe me as well. There’s no doubt we’ve crossed about a dozen lines here, and there’s no undoing that. Nor do I want to.

No matter the consequences, while I have this woman here in my room, and in my arms…I’m just gonna savor it. Maybe this can never happen again.

“Nadia…sweetheart…”

“Mmm…?”

“Will you come back to my place, tonight?”

I don’t know yet how we can make that happen. What I’ll tell my dad. But I’m an adult, now.

“Oh, my. I would love to, Edwina.”

Okay. So maybe, this is my future.
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