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Brief Excerpt: From Brat vs. Man of the House

He gets a questioning look on his face. “You aren’t a virgin, are you?” he asks bluntly. “You have had sex before?”

“No,” I whimper, unable to say anything more.

“You want me to your first?” he asks me and his eyes search mine.

“Yes,” I choke the word out.

Seeming satisfied with my answer,, he doesn’t say another word, he holds me even tighter and forces his lips to mine in a hard kiss that drips with pent-up passion. He prolongs the kiss, his tongue exploring my mouth. I push against his tongue with mine, mimicking his movements and doing some exploring of my own.

When he finally pulls his mouth from mine to speak, we are both breathless. “I realized I wasn’t the only one wanting this when I looked into your eyes when we almost kissed down there in the shop. I saw your lust and need was just as strong as mine.”

I don’t know why he feels the need to say this, but I like hearing it. I like hearing that he wants me. My lips are still parted from the incredible kiss we’d just shared, but I don’t say a word. I now know why I have been having these feelings, those flitting, churning ripples of excitement whenever he is close to me. He’s right. About everything. I want him. I’ve wanted him for a while now. I want him to be my first, a part of me has always wanted that from the first time I met him.

He kisses me again and scoops me up and carries me, still soaking wet, to his bedroom,

He lays me naked on the bed while he pulls at his clothes, nearly tearing them off. I watch, drinking in his magnificent, hard muscled body with my eyes as each piece of clothing he removes reveals how gorgeously hunky he really is... 

My body aches for him. My pussy pulses and swells with growing excitement. The excitement I feel is overwhelming. I can’t wrap my head around what is going to happen just yet, but one thing I know for certain. I want it. I want him.

When I see his cock, longer, harder, and thicker than I had even imagined, bob into view as he pushes his underwear down, I nearly come right then. I feel the dampness oozing from my slit. Damn, I want that big thing buried deep inside my little snatch.

He stands before me completely naked as I am… My eyes travel up and his body and lock on his. I have never seen him naked before, and he’s even more perfect than I’d imagined. He looks like a perfectly proportioned bodybuilder. Just perfect.

He’s breathing hard as he stares back at me. “You need a man, Kayla,” he says in a voice ragged with desire. “You need someone experienced for your first time. That’s me. I’m the man to pop your cherry!”

His words send ripples surging through me. I hang on every word he says, and I repeat them again in my head.  I’ve wanted it for so long. Now it’s happening.
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"Kayla, get a move on, OK!" my mom's ex-boyfriend rages at me, right in my face.

I turn away from him and move down the counter and into the stock area to get the part the customer has come to pick up. My mom's ex, Drake Lawler, who would likely have been married to my mom by now if she hadn't run off to Belize with some ditzy friend of hers, runs a motorcycle repair shop that sells parts for the major bikes. After my mom took off, leaving me to fend for myself, Drake took me in and gave me a job.

Mostly I just wait on customers who want one part or another, but dammit Drake seems to think I just stand around doing nothing. I’m getting damned tired of him saying that shit and getting on my case about something that just isn’t true. So far I’ve only given him blank stares when he makes these baseless accusations, but he’s really pushing it. Lately he has been in my face more times than I can keep track of… today’s Thursday, and he’s been on my ass all week and more than once  a day. It’s getting ridiculous. Something has to give. Either he lets up or I give as good as I get and end up on the streets and homeless.

What the hell’s up with him lately anyways?

Hmmm, I wonder, secretly, of course, if it’s because I’ve been flirting with customers again, especially the older, hunkier bikers who come in and like an eighteen-year old showing a bit of interest. Maybe Drake’s just a teensy bit jealous? I wish!

Believe me. I really do.

Since I’ve gotten older, I’ve begun to look at Drake in a different way… like a woman looks at a man she finds appealing. And he is so damned appealing in so many ways! He has an easy, laid-back personality, unless he’s stressed. Lately that’s been a thing with him, but the brooding sometimes makes him even sexier. He’s a darkly tanned biker, with muscles forged from steel and gleaming with an oil-gleamed sheen that makes them stand out even more. He wears t-shirts, mostly black and thin, that stretch across his broad chest, showing off his pecs. The sleeves hug his massive biceps snugly, the way his jeans fit and hug his impressive, thickly muscled thighs and cute ass while accentuating his huge bulge.  

Yep, he is the whole package. Damn, I don’t know how my mom ever allowed herself to walk away from that! She must have had a senior moment — and forgot what she had. Oh well. Her loss. Now only if I could...

Hmmm. Get your mind back on your work, Kayla, or he’ll be riding your ass again, and not in the way you’re wishing.

As I search for the part, I think about how I should be pissed at him. Sure he gave me a place to live, but he also worked me hard at the motorcycle repair shop and made me do all the cleaning of the apartment over the garage where we lived. Keep it spotless, he’d said. Not easy, given that motorcycle grease is a bitch to clean and almost impossible to get out of laundry.

Most nights I’m dead dog tired, too exhausted to go out with friends or god forbid go on a date. Once in a long while, mostly on my birthday or occasionally to ‘treat ourselves’ as he puts it, Drake will take me out to eat at some burger joint or greasy spoon. Aside from that, I have no social life. Most of my friends probably think I’ve gone missing or left the country to join my mom. 

In the beginning, I looked up to Drake. I thought he was the single nicest guy my mom had ever dated. I even felt sorry for him when my mom took off and left him — and me — behind. But lately my feelings for him have begun to go South, and not in a good way. If it weren’t for the attraction I’m fighting for him, I’d be out of here like a freaking shot. Sure, I’m grateful for all he’s done for me, but lately he’s treating me like shit. I’m wondering why. Why does he seem so short tempered with me? So damn frustrated whenever I’m around? I’m also wondering why he can’t see me as more than a little girl who desperately needed him to recuse her after she’d been abandoned by her mother. I want him to see me as a grown up, a woman, even if I’m not his equal because of our life experience and age difference. I sigh. The truth is I just want a little bit of respect.

Finally I find the motorcycle part and take it back to him. Usually I put it square in his big hands so he can hand it right over to the customer. Today, still a bit pissed at him, I place it on the counter in front of him. I could argue that I’m gun-shy after he lit into me several times already today, but I really just want him to know that he hurt me with his harsh words.

The look he gives me says he isn’t getting it.

He stares me in the eyes and starts to speak, but glances over at the customer standing on the other side of the counter, waiting for his part. Ignoring me, he picks it up and delivers it into the hands of the customer.

I turn away and take a few steps before he can go at me again.

But he isn't having that, as soon as the customer is out the door, he gives me both barrels.

"Kayla, I don't know what that was about," he barks loudly, "but you'd better check yourself big time. I won't be disrespected by an employee, especially in front of a customer. Got it?"

Turning back to him, my eyes watery from fighting back tears, I say, “Yeah, I get it.” I swallow hard, punching down the hurt. “I-I’m sorry,” I apologize, but I really wasn’t. I wondered if he knew.

He gives me a hard stare. "Good, now get back to work."

Dammit! I’m tempted to tell him how I feel, but a customer comes in and I hurry to wait on him.

Since I turned eighteen a couple of months ago, Drake has been worse about getting on my case. A day never passes that he doesn't tear into me, but there are times, too, when he treats me nice, not like I’m some little kid he feels he's been saddled with. Sometimes when I’m looking away, I turn andI catch him looking at me. He almost always compliments me on my outfits when we’re going out to dinner. Just little things that seem different from the way he treated me before I came of age. I love those times, those little signals of approval. I practically live for them, but at the same time I’m left feeling confused and unsure why he behaves the way he does sometimes, especially when he rips into me. Still, truth is, those little moments and comments make the rough spots more tolerable, and at the same time arouse something deep inside of me, a quivering, grinding excitement, which I cannot explain to anyone, not even myself.

But it’s there almost all the time when I’m around him… a bubbling lower-stomach excitement that leaves my panties damp!

At times, Drake seems to hate that I’m around, other times, he seems pleased to have me with him. If he wasn’t riding me so damned hard, I might actually feel better about the whole arrangement myself. Sometimes I feel like he’s discouraging me from having a life, from meeting someone special, from having a boyfriend. It’s like he’s making sure I’m too exhausted to do anything outside of work, and he has made it clear to any guys who show an interest in me at work that he isn’t having that in his place of business. I’m beginning to think he’s just incredibly controlling… or maybe it’s just that he doesn’t want me seeing anyone else. I know it’s a long shot, but I’m aiming for that.

Near closing time, Drake has a go at me again. This time for bringing the wrong part to a customer.

“Take your time, Kayla,” he says in a loud voice before the customer even gets out the door, “and next time get the right part!”

I take a deep breath and swallow the words I want to say. “Fine.” I practically yank the part out of his hand to go put it away.

“Watch your tone, Kayla,” he warns.

I stop dead in my tracks and look back at him. “Or what?” I ask, knowing full well I am in danger of going too far. “What’ll you do? Huh? Fire me? Make me feel worse than I already do?”

The part slips from my hand and hits the floor. Hard. A loud bang rings out. He just stands there, staring at me, and I swear I see pain cloud his narrowed eyes.

He moves closer, puts his hands on my shoulders, stares into my eyes, and I think for a split second that he’s going to kiss me. I want him to. I even raise my face to his and prepare for it. What confuses me is that I feel that excitement again. That fluttering… quivering… grinding in my stomach. This time, though, it’s even stronger. Maybe because this time I am thisclose to having his lips on mine the way I have fantasized about for weeks!

“No,” he says, and his voice sounds apologetic now. “I’m sorry I yelled at you. Just take the part and put it away.”

While he turns and leans on the counter, as if for support, I retrieve the part from the floor and put it away. He seems shaken by what just happened  —  or almost happened  —  between us. Had that floored him right there? The realization that he’d almost kissed me? That he might have feelings for me that went much deeper than either of us realized?

After I returned the part, I came back. I glance at him through the open door and see him still standing there as if he’s deep in thought. I shrug and head out. It’s closing time, and I figure he wants to be alone. So, I head upstairs to our little apartment.

Tired and feeling the grit of the long work day at the dusty, greasy repair shop, I go into the bathroom and begin shedding my t-shirt, jeans and tennis shoes. I glance in the mirror and push my long, blonde hair back as I step into the shower. I close my eyes as the warm, refreshing water pours over my naked body. It feels so good, so soothing. I let my hands glide over my body, my fingertips grazing my erect nipples, a hand dropping between my legs, channeling water between my thighs to my excited pussy. Hmmm. So nice.

I’m so caught up in the feelings I’m experiencing that I don’t hear the door open or the sound of footsteps as someone enters the room.

I don’t know he’s there until the shower door opens and he reaches in for me. He pulls me from the shower, dripping wet onto the bathroom floor and into his strong arms, and I fight him like a wild woman… until I look into his eyes. It’s him. Drake. A lusty desire fills his heavy-lidded eyes as he holds me, his face so close to mind that I feel his warm breath on my cheek.

“What’s this?” I ask, wiping water from my eyes. I know what I want it to be. I just hope it is...

“What I’ve been wanting since you turned eighteen,” he says, his voice deep but softer now, almost tender. “I hope you want it too?”

Since he directs it at me like a question, I nod as I stare into his eyes, making sure he knows how much I want this. I wanted it for so long, longer than I’d ever admit. “Yes,” I say.

He gets a questioning look on his face. “You aren’t a virgin, are you?” he asks bluntly. “You have had sex before?”

“No,” I whimper, unable to say anything more.

“You want me to your first?” he asks me and his eyes search mine.

“Yes,” I choke the word out.

Seeming satisfied with my answer,, he doesn’t say another word, he holds me even tighter and forces his lips to mine in a hard kiss that drips with pent-up passion. He prolongs the kiss, his tongue exploring my mouth. I push against his tongue with mine, mimicking his movements and doing some exploring of my own.

When he finally pulls his mouth from mine to speak, we are both breathless. “I realized I wasn’t the only one wanting this when I looked into your eyes when we almost kissed down there in the shop. I saw your lust and need was just as strong as mine.”

I don’t know why he feels the need to say this, but I like hearing it. I like hearing that he wants me. My lips are still parted from the incredible kiss we’d just shared, but I don’t say a word. I now know why I have been having these feelings, those flitting, churning ripples of excitement whenever he is close to me. He’s right. About everything. I want him. I’ve wanted him for a while now. I want him to be my first, a part of me has always wanted that from the first time I met him.

He kisses me again and scoops me up and carries me, still soaking wet, to his bedroom,

He lays me naked on the bed while he pulls at his clothes, nearly tearing them off. I watch, drinking in his magnificent, hard muscled body with my eyes as each piece of clothing he removes reveals how gorgeously hunky he really is... 

My body aches for him. My pussy pulses and swells with growing excitement. The excitement I feel is overwhelming. I can’t wrap my head around what is going to happen just yet, but one thing I know for certain. I want it. I want him.

When I see his cock, longer, harder, and thicker than I had even imagined, bob into view as he pushes his underwear down, I nearly come right then. I feel the dampness oozing from my slit. Damn, I want that big thing buried deep inside my little snatch.

He stands before me completely naked as I am… My eyes travel up and his body and lock on his. I have never seen him naked before, and he’s even more perfect than I’d imagined. He looks like a perfectly proportioned bodybuilder. Just perfect.

He’s breathing hard as he stares back at me. “You need a man, Kayla,” he says in a voice ragged with desire. “You need someone experienced for your first time. That’s me. I’m the man to pop your cherry!”

His words send ripples surging through me. I hang on every word he says, and I repeat them again in my head.  I’ve wanted it for so long. Now it’s happening.

He takes my hand and pulls me to my feet, almost slamming my body into his. My hand brushes his huge cock, his mushroom head smearing my fingers with his warm, slippery pre-cum. My breath catches in my throat. Oh my god I want this so bad!

I hold my breath, feeling his naked body against mine, his stiff cock pressing into my lower stomach. He kisses me as he rolls onto the bed, taking me with him, I land on top of him, and I can’t help wishing his cock had buried itself deep inside my needy little pussy when we fell together. But it hadn’t, and to add to my disappointment, he does a half-turn and rolls onto his side and I am now lying beside him.

He gazes into my eyes, his own eyes heavy with lust as he reaches over and squeezes my breasts, pinching my nipples between his thick fingers. Hmmm, it feels so freaking good. I close my eyes, wanting more, but he slides his hand down my flat stomach and continues. My breath catches in my throat as he nears my private place. Once his hand slides down to my little gasping pussy, I lift my hips slightly off the bed to meet his touch. He fingers me, smearing my wetness along my slit, and teasing me as he pushes my pussylips apart. He dips a fingertip slide just inside and then pulls it back out. Finally, after a while, he shoves two thick fingers between my cuntlips and into my little pussy.  

A deep, quick moan escapes my lips as he twists his fingers inside of me.

“Damn, you’re so friggin’ tight,” he breathes the words as my tight cunt spasms around his fingers as if trying to pull them deeper inside me.

I squirm my little ass against his hand as he roughly tries to insert a third finger into my tiny twat. He has to stretch me wide to make them fit, but he finally gets them inside of me. “Mmm, nice,” he says, seeming pleased by what he’d found. “Kayla, I don’t think you hymen is still intact, but if it is I’ll bust it all the way to hell and back. Either way, it’s still gonna take some effort to get you loosened up and totally fuckable.”

I swallow hard, not sure what this means exactly, but I’m up for anything.  No matter what it takes, I just know I want him to be my first. I want him to take my virginity. I want more than anything for him to pop my cherry. I know it might be quite a bit painful, but I don’t want him to hold back. I want my first fick to be a good, hard one that I’ll never forget with the man I’ve wanted for so long.

“Well, babygirl, I can’t say you saved yourself for me,” he says, still moving his fingers inside me and making my little hips hump against his hand.

I want to say that that’s exactly what I’d done. But I can’t get the words out.

He smiles. “That don’t matter, though, babygirl,” he assures me. “I’m the man for the job, right?”

“Uh-huh,” I say, my voice shaky. I’m a bit afraid of what will happen, how it will feel, but I’m equally excited, if not more so.

“Good, sweetheart,” he says and takes a deep breath. “Now I want to hear you say it, do you want me to stick my big, fat cock up inside your tight little virgin cunt?”

I only manage to nod.

But that’s not good enough and not what he’d asked me to do. “Say the words,” he persists.

“I want you to stuff me full and fuck me with that big, fat cock of yours!” I choke the words out because that is exactly what I want.

Drake gets to his knees, pushing a knee forcefully between my legs, spreading me wider. Then he lays with his body partially on top of mine, not putting his full weight on me. He kisses my lips almost tenderly as if preparing me for what is to come and whatever pain there might be. I tense at the thought, but I steel myself for what is to come, knowing full well there was no way in hell I’m backing out. I’d come too far and wanted this for too long for that.

“Get ready now, babygirl,” he urges as he positions his cockhead at my entrance and watches my face for my reaction.

I’m barely breathing as I tear my eyes from his face and stare down at his long, thick cock. It looks so damned big and menacing against my tiny slit, like he could stretch me out.

“There may be a bit of discomfort at first,” he tells me, as if reading my mind, “but just push through it and it’ll pass once you start enjoying it, OK?”

I nod my head just a little. “OK.”

I barely get the reply out of my mouth when shoves his cock into my wet little pussy, without going all in, and stops. He watches my face. I feel some pain as well incredible tightness, a fullness of the kind I’ve never felt before fills me up. I fight the urge to scream out. As he pulls back out, I feel some relief, but he’s not fully out before he thrusts back into my virginal cunt.

“Damn, I’ve never been with anyone as tight as you are,” he groans, fucking me harder and making the bed shake each time he rams his rock-hard cock into my squishy little pussy.

I watch him through nearly closed eyes, tinged with the dampness of unshed tears. He’s like solid muscle, pounding away at my unfucked little pussy like a well-oiled machine. He plows into me, thrusting in deep and pulling back out, again and again.

OMG! It is so hot. Like nothing I’ve ever imagined.  I never imagined it could feel like this. Once Drake fucks me through the initial discomfort, the pain eases and I enjoy it more and more. I buck my little back against his hard thrusts, trying to get him deeper into me, all the way to the depths of my snug tunnel.

He keeps at it, shoving in and pulling back out until my muscles seem to loosen up and my pussy takes him in even more, just a little at a time until he’s ramming deep in and settling into a steady rhythm… until he tenses up, and I’m thinking he might be about to cum.

But that’s not what happens.

He pulls out suddenly, looking into my eyes as if watching for my surprise. I hope he can't see my disappointment. I know he didn't want to cum inside of me because of the risk of pregnancy, but my disappointment is mostly because I hadn't come either. I hadn't come. And I needed it so damned bad!

I wonder if he knows...

Without a word, he slides down my body, kissing and licking my soft, damp skin as he goes. First my neck, then he pauses for a while at my breasts as he licks the tender flesh and suckles my hard nipples into his warm mouth. Then he slides further down, kissing and licking my flat stomach before pausing at my lower stomach.

I feel a stab of disappointment as he lifts his head, breathing hard. I can feel his hot breath on my damp pussy, and I hold my breath, waiting for what is to come next.

“You’re so wound up, babygirl,” Drake says, glancing up at me. “You still need to come, don’t you, Kayla?”

“Uh-huh.” I’m breathless with need. Any other time I’d be embarrassed because it’s almost a moan, but right now I need this so bad that embarrassment never enters into it.

“Let ole Drake take care of you, sweetheart.”

Again he pushes two fingers into my tight cunt, which is now sloppy wet with my juices. I raise my hips against his hand, and he increases the pressure, stroking his thumb across my hard, swollen clit. I moan out loud now, and the more I moan, the more he increases the pressure.

He pushes my legs apart and settles between my thighs, his mouth just inches from my pussy, so close I can practically feel his warm, wet mouth on me.

I close my eyes in anticipation of what’s to come, but I’m not prepared for what happens next.

When he places his mouth on my dripping pussy and shoves his thick tongue between my slit, I come up off the bed, wide-eyed, panting and fighting to catch my breath.

He raises his head, and I see a faint smile on his lips. “Don’t fight it,” he says. “Just lay back and enjoy it, sweetheart. Breathe and relax a bit so that you can put everything you have into coming for me, OK?”

Unable to speak, I manage to nod. Then I lay back, taking deep, even breaths, slow and controlled so that I calm down as he asked.

As soon as he’s satisfied that I’m ready, he goes back to work on my needy little cunt, sucking and licking then plunging his tongue in and moving it about inside of me. It feels amazing, and my little hips involuntarily buck against his mouth. I want him deeper and deeper. The last thing I want him to do is stop.

This goes on for a while, and finally I'm at a fever-pitch and cannot take anymore. I cover my mouth with my arm. I squirm about wildly, thrashing my head from side to side against the pillow, and I come hard in a series of colorful eruptions of pure pleasure like nothing I've ever felt before. My orgasm peaks with burst after burst of excitement while he tongues my cunt, lapping at my juices like a man possessed.

Finally, when I settle down a bit, Drake looks at me and grins. "Wow! That was amazing, Kayla! You did so damned good for your first time."

Without another word, he scoops up some of my juices with his fingers and pushes my thighs apart so he can get access to my rear. I lay there, unable to believe what he's doing and wondering what's it all about. He places his thick, rough fingers against my tender asshole and lubes it heavily with the juices, pushing inside me anally quite a bit and making me wince in near pain.

What the hell is he up to?

When he finishes, he grabs my hands and pulls me to my knees. Holding me, he positions himself behind me and I feel the wet tip of his mushroom cockhead pushing against my tight little hole. Realizing now what's happening, I squirm in his arms, almost as if I'm struggling to get away. I put up quite a fight for a much smaller person, pushing against him, even kicking him, trying desperately to stop him from entering me.

But it's no use, and I grow tired. The fight goes out of me.

Even though I know what’s about to happen, I breathe deeply and try to calm myself. But I can’t push the thought from my head: I’m an anal virgin, and he’s determined to take my rear cherry as well.

"That's it, babygirl," he whispers in my ear, his breath warm and calming. "Relax and just go with it. Let it happen. It may be uncomfortable at first, but then you'll get used to it and you'll want it more than you can imagine. Trust me, OK?"

I nod against his stubbly cheek. "OK."

"I need to cum too," he tells me. "Don't you want me to cum inside you? Don't you want me to fuck your sweet little ass with my big bad cock and fill you up with my warm, thick cum?"

"Yes."

I barely get the word out of my mouth when he plunges into me. At first the pain is almost unbearable, so bad I want to scream out, but I hold back. I don't want to disappoint him. I want him to cum. I want him to cum inside me just like he'd said. So I stay in place, safely in his arms while he forces his cock inside my sore little hole.

"Shit, sweetheart, you're even tighter here than your little pussy!" Drake says, seeming surprised as he pulls his cock out and rams it back inside me even deeper, ravaging me and stretching my tight little hole almost to the point of tearing. After a few painful tries, sinks into my asshole all the way, balls deep. I am amazed I could take him... all the way!

He slides out slowly and slams back in. His thrusts become faster and harder. I put my hand to my mouth and bite on the edge of my forefinger to keep from screaming. He doesn't realize what's happening and just keeps on fucking me even harder.

My eyes water and I keep biting down on my finger to keep my mind off the pain. After a while, the pain eases, just as Drake had said it would. I drop my hand from my mouth, and find his hand just below my breast. I place his big fingers so that they rub against my tits each time he pounds my little ass. I also surprise myself by pushing back against him, bucking my little hips against him, meeting his thrusts one for one. He seems to like that. I hear his breath increase and become ragged with excitement. I keep at it, waiting to excite him so much that I push him over the edge, to the point where he cannot hold back any longer.

"You like it now, don't you?" he asks as if he can tell from my reaction.

"Yes," I say and I can hardly believe the word came out of my mouth. I never imagined I could admit such a thing about a hard-pounding ass-fucking, but I just did. I'm enjoying having him ride my little ass this way, and I want him to cum deep in my little hole.

"You want me to fuck you even harder?" There was an excitement in his voice that clung to his words.

"Yes!" I scream out the word as he bangs my little ass, showing no mercy. Now that the pain has somehow become mostly pleasure, I want him to keep fucking me this way. The sensation of being filled so unbelievably full by his long, thick cock while it slides in and out of me, causing a hot, steady friction is oddly more appealing now. I feel myself responding more and more with each thrust deep into my little ass. These new sensations are building within me, and I continue grinding my hips against him while he fucks me raw.

I take one of his hands and guide it down between my legs so that his hand is on my dripping wet cunt. I hold my hand on his while he finger-fucks me while still hard-fucking my ass. I press his big thumb against my hard clit, and he strokes back and forth across my hard little nub. It feels damned amazing, and just the idea of what he’s doing adds greatly to my excitement, coiling and spreading downward as another orgasm roars to life within me.  

“I-I’m gonna cum again,” I say breathlessly, and what I said seems to excite Drake even more. He starts to work my pussy with hard, frantic movements of his hand while he keeps pounding my ass hard.

“Cum, babygirl!”

I hear him grunt, and I feel him tense up behind me. Suddenly he is grunting and groaning while bucking against me rapid-fire as he shoots his load up into my tight little bum. He unloads in me, spurt after spurt fills me up. It feels so amazing, so warm and soothing to my aching little asshole. I feel a rising excitement overcome me as well, and I come again too. Juices flooding from my little pussy and dripping down my legs onto the sheet below.

Drake turns my face to his and kisses me softly on the lips as he cums and as my orgasm winds through me.

When he finishes coming in my little rear, he holds his cock there as it begins to soften. He also keeps me enveloped in his thick arms as he pulls me wth him back down on the bed. We lay, our bodies still connected, as we enjoy the warm afterglow of our lovemaking.

I feel him planting little kisses against my hair and my neck, nuzzling behind my ear as I lay against him, content.

For now.

His breathing is deep and labored, but I know that as soon as we are rested up a bit, we’ll enjoy each other all over again…

The End
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Chapter One

__________________

Jackson is back, and I should be excited to see him.

I wrote to him for years while he was in the military, stationed in the Middle East. Even now I tell myself I just felt sorry for him. But I suppose that's not the whole truth.

Not really.

I cared for him. There was a time years ago that I thought I was falling for him, but he never seemed to feel the same way. At least he never showed it.

Not even a little.

I wanted him to. Then. Now I think our love boat has sailed into the sunset and kept sailing.

Without us.

Too bad. Once I thought we could have been good together, but that was before we graduated from high school and the same day he told me he had enlisted and would be heading to another country. That little confession took a hose to the whole idea of romance between us.

Before he'd shipped out, we'd dated a few times, but that was it. I even saw him off for his deployment. He was a close friend. I suppose that's why I kept in touch. But that was just an exchange of friendly letters. I couldn't stand the thought of him in a foreign country and being lonely. And the Christmas and birthday packages were just because I wanted to make sure he got something nice from home. What can I say in my defense? I'm a softie. I can't help it. Besides, like I said, we were close and had dated.

So, Jackson was my ex, sort of anyways, and he just called and he was on his way here.

Now.

I had a lot of things to sort out. My head. Our time apart. How I felt about him.

As I stood at my front door, the anticipation of seeing Jackson after four long years weighed heavily on my heart. Before he left for the military, we'd been getting closer, almost boyfriend-girlfriend.

But something stood in our way.

His sister Kendall. My sworn frenemy since high school. We'd spent most of high school bickering.

It wasn't pretty.

She hated the thought of me hooking up with her brother. Shit, I bet she was relieved when he joined the army before things between us could go any farther.

She was less of a threat now that she was married and had a kid of her own.

But she wasn't exactly out of the picture.

And time had passed, and I wasn't sure how I felt about her brother now. Maybe I wouldn't even find Jackson attractive anymore.

But when Jackson arrived, dressed in his military uniform, a surge of emotions overwhelmed me, unlike anything I had ever experienced before.

"Jackson, I can’t believe it’s you, you’ve changed so much," I noticed, my voice filled with disbelief, my eyes fixed on him without blinking.

Throughout our time apart, our correspondence had been limited to letters, and I had never received any photos to show how he was doing.. or changing appearance-wise.

The man standing before me now was transformed, bearing the marks of experience and sacrifice. His once youthful and clean-shaven face was now adorned with a thick beard, adding a rugged charm. His eyes, now filled with wisdom and maturity, seemed to hold a thousand stories. I found him more attractive than the last time I saw him… before he left me to head off to war.

With a husky voice, laden with a mixture of exhaustion and determination, he declared, "I'm back for good, Brenna."

His words hit me like soothing music, mingling with the tears that welled up in my eyes.

In that moment, everything felt surreal as I realized that the distance and uncertainty had come to an end.

Jackson dropped his backpack by the door, and spread his arms wide.

Without a second thought, I flew through the doorway, not caring about the world outside, and threw myself into his embrace, hugging him tightly.

The embrace was so fierce that it felt like I could merge into his very being.

There was a warmth in his touch that washed away all the loneliness and the doubts that had plagued me during his absence.

As we held each other, time seemed to stand still, and the weight of the years apart lifted from my shoulders.

"It feels like an eternity since we last saw each other," I murmured, my voice barely more than an emotional whisper.

The tears flowed freely now, a mixture of relief, joy, and the overwhelming emotions that had been bottled up for far too long.

"I wasn't sure if you would ever return," I confessed, my words a telling confession of the fears that had played on me while he was away.

“That’s all behind us now, Bree,” he said, his voice thick with excitement. “I’m here, and I’m never going away again.”

Jackson slowly lowered me to the ground, seeming reluctant to let me go. But he did and we stood there awkwardly for a moment.

"Well, aren't you coming in?" I finally broke the awkwardness. I gestured towards my apartment, leading the way inside.

Jackson brought in his backpack and set it down, and I offered, "Can I get you anything?"

He hesitated for a moment, and my heart raced with worry. Has something terrible happened to him? Countless terrible scenarios flashed through my mind. Finally, he spoke, and fear gripped me. "I've been dreading asking you this, but I need a place to stay."

Without thinking, I swung my fist towards him, but it met a solid wall of resistance. His time in the army had clearly bulked him up. "You jerk! I thought it was something awful! Don't say another word, of course you can stay with me."

Jackson held his hands up in surrender, understanding the mixed emotions flooding through me. "It won't be for long, just until I can find a job."

I fought the urge to give him a smack... hard while taking a deep breath to calm myself. "I just told you not to say anything else."

Oh my god, I can be so freaking blunt when I’m frustrated.

Jackson nodded in agreement, and I softened my tone. "Now, would you like something to eat?"

His eyes met mine and locked for a moment before he spoke. "I'm starving."

I swallowed the subtext before speaking, a little thrill running through me and sending shivers down my spine. "How about my famous homemade lasagna?" I suggested. "That's been my go-to lately."

Jackson's face lit up with delight. "You have no idea how much I've been craving that."

I couldn't help but wonder aloud, "Wasn't the food in the army good?"

He shrugged. "Sometimes. Mostly it was so-so ."

"Oh." I smiled to lighten the mood. "Doesn't look like you've wasted away to skin and bones," I observed, taking in his solid build. I trailed fingers from his broad shoulder across the front of his t-shirt, grazing his muscular chest. Mmm, nice.

"Hey, not even a little, so I guess the food was nourishing. The thing is, nothing hits the spot like home-cooked food, right, especially your home-cooked lasagna!"

"Compliments will get you everywhere!" I teased. "Come chill in the kitchen while I whip up some grub and let's catch up."

Jackson followed me and plopped down at the tiny wooden table meant for two. With just me living here, there wasn't much need for anything grand.

"You've got a pretty sweet place here," Jackson remarked, looking around my small place.

I placed a pot of tap-heated water on the stove and cranked up the heat.

I almost rolled my eyes, but instead I just stared at him. "No need to sugarcoat it, dude. I know this apartment isn't exactly top-notch and it's small to boot."

"Well, it sure beats sleeping rough and close to the ground for days on end," Jackson replied, and I felt a pang of guilt. I needed to choose my words more wisely, taking his experiences into account. I focused on the water, waiting for it to boil, avoiding eye contact.

"What have you been up to?" he asked. "I remember you mentioning in your letters that you snagged an office gig?"

I shrugged. "Not exactly." I took two plates from the cupboard and set them on the counter, then got two tall glasses. I took two cans of beer from the fridge and motioned for him to fill them. "Oh man, do we really have to chat about mundane stuff like that?"

"If you don't want to, we can talk about something else. I'm just curious about where you've been clocking in," he replied, tossing the empty beer cans in the trash bin at the end of the counter.

I yanked a tray of lasagna I'd bought from  my favorite Italian restaurant from the fridge, the same as the first time I'd 'made' my homemade lasagna for Jackson. I plopped it on the counter and used a spatula and cut two large pieces of lasagna and put them on the plates, then I heated them one at a time in the microwave.

"I'm working at this company that manufactures boats," I retorted, flipping the hamburger around in the pan with a wooden spatula.

Jackson snorted a laugh. "A boat company? Seriously?"

I guess he was having a hard time seeing it. "Yeah, I put on the lettering."

His eyes looked unconvinced. "For real?"

I nodded. "Yep. One hundred percent."

I brandished the spatula at him, frustration evident in my voice. "Seriously, it's not funny. We're in the business of manufacturing luxury paddle boats for high end customers." I glared at Jackson, unable to contain my irritation any longer.

But instead of responding with the seriousness I expected, he burst into uncontrollable laughter, clutching his stomach as tears streamed down his cheeks. It was as if something tickled his funny bone in the most hysterical way imaginable.

"Oh my god, I can't handle it. Is there even a market for that!" he managed to say between fits of laughter. "Well, to answer my own question, I guess there must be!"

A wry grin spread across my face, secretly pleased to witness his genuine enjoyment. I figured he must have needed a good laugh or something. "Well, okay, I suppose I can see the humor in it. I mean, let's be honest, it's about as mundane as my description suggests."

Jackson wiped his teary eyes as his laughter gradually subsided. "Yeah, I guess you have a point," he conceded, his amusement finally giving way to comprehension.

As I finished heating the lasagna, he eyed the baking sheet on the counter and chimed in curiously, "Do you always cook your lasagna in those foil baking containers?"

I responded with a mischievous grin, leaning in closer. "Yes, dude, that's been my little secret all along, it makes everything cook thoroughly and evenly to sheer perfection," I told him in mock seriousness. With a sense of satisfaction, I placed a beautifully plated lasagna in front of him and settled down across the table with my own serving.

"That smells freaking awesome, Bree."

"Pig out, dude," I said through a mouthful of take-out lasagna.
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Chapter Two

__________________

After dinner, we did the dishes together, flicking each other playfully with suds from the sink. Then we settled onto the couch and downed a few more brews while we hashed and rehashed old times and things that had happened since we'd been apart.

Jackson wanted to listen to old songs that were hits when we were younger. He especially wanted to hear the Orange Peels’ “Something In You”. He wanted to hear it over and over, said he liked the words. I tried to follow the lyrics, but they seemed like mushy sentiments to me. Later, when I listened to the song again, I realized why he wanted me to pay attention to the words the lead singer sang. That short love song summed up a lot where we were concerned.

Late in the evening, we both found it hard to keep suppressing yawns, and talk turned to where we'd be bedding down for the night.

"I wanna offer you the comfort of my bed," I said earnestly, my voice filled with genuine concern.

"With you in it?" he asked suggestively and laughing to show he wasn't serious.

I gave him a deadpan stare. "Not a chance, dude," I shut him down. "I just wanna do something nice for you."

Jackson furrowed his brows and shook his head, determined to decline my offer. "No way, Brenna. I can't let you do that. Really I'll be fine crashing on the couch."

I placed my hand gently on his shoulder, hoping he would get my point. "Come on, Jackson. I really mean it. It's the least I can do for you. Plus, I kinda enjoy sleeping on the couch, you know? Falling asleep to some Netflix rom-com every night."

Before Jackson could make his case again, I stopped him with a swift gesture. "No arguments, dude. I'm not taking 'no' this time."

A warm smile spread across Jackson's face as he moved closer, wrapping his arms around me in a playful headlock. I cherished the sensation of his embrace, finding comfort in his closeness.

"I don't know what I'd do without you, Brenna. You're my everything, you know that?"

I playfully scolded him with a mischievous glint in my eyes. "Alright, enough with the sap. Now, soldier, march your butt into that room and get the rest you deserve."

Jackson smirked, his voice light-hearted as he sarcastically saluted, "Yes, ma'am, right away, ma'am."

After a quick goodnight hug, he was off to bed…

***

I sprawled out on the comfy couch, fixated on the flickering TV screen, desperately longing for sleep to wash over me. Normally, I could doze off within minutes, no problem.

But tonight was different.

With Jackson, my nearly boyfriend but not quite, slumbering just a room away, there was an underlying tension in the air that kept me wide awake. Frustration gnawed at me, my eyes stinging from staring at the television to no avail.

I needed a change of scenery, a moment to stretch my legs and clear my cluttered mind.

Wandering aimlessly, I found myself standing in the doorway of my bedroom.

The semi-dark room seemed calm and inviting, contrasting the whirlwind of thoughts swirling in my head. And there he was. Dropdead gorgeous Jackson, lying peacefully on my bed, shirtless and clad only in tight, black boxer briefs that shielded him from the chilly air.

I couldn't help but be captivated by the sight.

Silently, I tiptoed into the room, delicately retrieving the top sheet from the floor where he had kicked it off apparently tossing in his sleep. I snuck close and ever so gently draping it over him.

He stirred just barely, probably too exhausted to open his eyes, and didn't awaken.

My eyes traced the contours of his back, fascinated at the sculpted muscles that had surfaced during his time in the army. I had no idea he had gotten so ripped.

It was all I could do not to reach out a shaky hand and trace those beautiful muscles with my fingers.

But I didn't.

I knew he'd awaken if I did.

And I wasn't ready for that.

Not yet...
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Chapter Three

__________________

The next morning, the bustling sounds in the kitchen startled me from my long-awaited sleep, and my heart nearly burst out of my chest. Relief washed over me when I realized it must be Jackson, creating the musically noisy commotion. This is, my apartment wasn't accustomed to such lively sounds that weren't of my own making.

And by apartment, I mean me.

I pried myself off the couch, feeling as if my limbs were made of gelatin, and stumbled my way into the chaos that was the kitchen.

The sight that greeted me was nothing short of chaotic–dirty pots and pans scattered haphazardly across the countertops, a true testament to the culinary endeavors that had taken place.

Just as I entered, Jackson caught sight of me and his expression morphed into one of concern. "Oh fuck, did I wake you up?" he blurted out, guilt lacing his words.

I stifled a yawn and tried to rub away the sleepiness that still clung to my tired eyes. "Nah, I needed to get up anyway," I mumbled, my voice gravelly from lack of rest. I covered a yawn with the back of my hand. “Heading to work already.”

Curiosity getting the better of me, I glanced around the disorderly kitchen, my gaze landing on the pan with remnants of scrambled eggs. "What are you doing in here?" I managed to mumble, my attention finally shifting back to Jackson.

He paused, his eyes brimming with a mixture of nostalgia and sheepishness. "It's been ages since I've even attempted to cook, but I thought I'd whip up some eggs for you as a token of my gratitude," he explained, a hint of a smile playing on his lips.

I shook my head, overwhelmed by the unexpected gesture. "You didn't have to do that," I insisted, my voice laced with sincere disbelief. “You should have rested more, slept in.”

A glimmer of determination flashed in Jackson's eyes as he firmly grasped my arm, leading me to the dinner table. "For everything you've done for me, it's the least I could do," he declared, his voice laced with unwavering appreciation. “Besides, I slept like a rock and was raring to go. So sit and let me wait on you.”

As I obediently settled into the chair, Jackson took a moment to retrieve something from the fridge, his movements graceful and deliberate despite the bulk of his heavily muscled body. "Would you like something to drink with breakfast?" he offered.

"Orange juice would really hit the spot," I responded with a grateful smile, "but I won't say no to a mug of black coffee."

It felt like a refreshing change to be treated so well, as if I were royalty.

I struggled to recall the last time someone had gone to the trouble of preparing a meal for me.

Jackson returned to the table with a plate of what appeared to be at least two scrambled eggs, a glass of freshly squeezed oj and a cup of black coffee. "Enjoy," he said warmly.

With anticipation, I took the first bite of the eggs, only to be met with a sour expression on my face.

Something was definitely off.

As I chewed, I discovered an unexpected crunchiness that made me realize Jackson had left a few pieces of shell in the eggs.Trying my best not to show my disappointment, I forced myself to swallow and replied, "It's very good.” I tried to sound like everything was fine. “Thank you so much."

I continued to eat, pushing the thoughts of the pieces of shell aside and focusing on the flavors of the eggs instead.

They could have been worse, I reasoned. Crunchy and burned, for example. Or dropped on the lino with bits of lint mixed in for variety. Yuck! Fortunately, he wasn't that bad of a cook.

So I gave him a pass and didn’t say a word about it. The last thing I wanted to do was hurt his feelings or seem ungrateful after all the effort he’d gone to. I knew he’d tried. That’s all that mattered.

"So, do you have to go to work this morning?” Jackson asked. “I thought we could have a look around town and you could show me what's changed since I've been away."

"Sounds nice," I had to admit, "but I can't skip work. Duty before pleasure."

I didn't mean it as a military reference, but I could see from the look on his face that it registered.

"Sorry, I didn't mean..." I half-apologized, my words drifting off.

"I know," he said. "It's okay. You can't be sensitive about every little thing you say, Bree. I have to readjust to civilian life."

I nodded, taking a sip of the orange juice to cleanse my palate and wash down the lingering shell pieces.

"I do have to go to work," I restate. "I should be heading out the door right now. Thank you for making breakfast."

"Will you manage alright by yourself?" I asked, unsure of leaving Jackson alone.

"Are you kidding me? I'll be absolutely fine. I've got plenty of ways to keep myself entertained," he replied confidently. “You learn to do that fast when you spend hours in a foxhole.”

I only nodded, not wanting to dwell on any negative experiences he might have faced in the Middle East.

With Jackson being close by, getting ready for work proved difficult and somewhat revealing as I noticed him watching me from around the corner. Finally, with a hurried rush out the door, I headed for work.

Although I was hesitant to leave him behind, I knew bringing him to work was not an option. My day had already gotten off to a questionable start with me running late, and if I showed up with Jackson in tow, my boss would surely show us both the door.

***

Despite Jackson's assurance that he had plenty to keep him busy, a nagging worry lingered within me. Upon finally reaching my cubicle, I found myself running almost thirty minutes late, setting the tone for a less-than-perfect day. Throughout the hours that followed, a significant portion of my thoughts were consumed by concerns for Jackson's well-being. I made a few attempts to reach him at our apartment, but each call went unanswered. I assumed he simply desired some peace and quiet and didn't want to be bothered too much.

When the clock struck 4:00 PM, a surge of adrenaline coursed through my veins and I hastily made my way out of there, driving home at a speed I'd never done before.

A nagging sensation of unease settled in the pit of my stomach, hinting at an impending disaster. I couldn't quite put my finger on it, but the urgency to reach home as quickly as possible nudged me on.

Reaching the entrance of my apartment, my heart pounded anxiously, matching the rhythm of my hastened footsteps.

But I came to an abrupt stop.

The door was slightly open. I couldn't think of a logical reason why, and that made me even more uneasy.

Glancing into the dimly lit interior, a creeping fear crawled up my spine, sending a chill through me. I hesitated, afraid of what awaited on the other side.

"Hey, are you in there, Jackson?" I called out, my voice trembling, hoping for a calming response.

But only silence greeted me.

That only intensified my apprehension.

Gathering my courage, I pushed the door all the way open, and it creaked as if groaning in protest.

With a flick of the light switch, the room suddenly flooded with light.

And I found nothing but emptiness.

My heart sank as the truth washed over me–there was no one there.

This is nuts. I ran a hand through my hair. Where the hell could Jackson be?
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Chapter Four

__________________

I finally screwed up the courage, and I entered the apartment and had a look around.

I searched every room. No one there. Including Jackson.

His backpack was still filling the corner in my bedroom, silently reminding me that he hadn't fled the scene. But if that were the truth, then where was he? Had he just gone out, maybe to explore the town?

I sank onto the sofa, perching myself on the edge with a mix of uncertainty and anxiety tugging at my insides.

I had no clue whether I should lose my mind over this or not. Jackson was a grown man, perfectly capable of taking care of himself. I was aware that I shouldn't be feeling so unsettled, but I simply couldn't help it. Should I call someone? The cops? His crazy-ass sister? Ugh. No way!

I shoved my curvy bottom back onto the couch, burying my face in my open palms. "Relax, Brenna," I told myself, nearly sobbing now. "Everything is going to be okay." I wiped at the unshed tears welling up in my eyes.

That’s when I saw it.

A small white piece of paper, folded. It must have fallen beneath the coffee table.

I reached down and fished it out.

I opened it and read:

Hey Bree,

Gone to see my sister. Be back soon.

X, J

A little shiver ran through me.

***

Damn!

I should’ve known he’d seen her sooner or later. I‘d hoped it’d be later. After we’d reconnected. Just in case she wanted to stir things up between us.

I couldn’t imagine that lame ass bitch having anything nice to say about me. Why would she? We were pretty much mortal enemies.

Well, no use sweating it. I’ll have to wait and see how it shakes out.

My phone rang.

My heart leapt.

Nope, not Jackson.

Mom!

“Hi, Mom. Yes, I know Jackson’s back. Listen, I’m expecting a call. I’ll let you know where things stand as soon as I know, OK? It’ll be fine, Mom. You’ll see. Now I have to go. Bye.

I said all that with more conviction than I felt, but I had to stay as upbeat as I could for Mom. I didn't want her going off and rushing over to comfort me. I had to deal with one thing at a time.

And right now my priority is Jackson.

I wished I could go out and find him, but I didn't know where to look. The best I could do right now was stay home and wait. I kept my phone handy in case he called. I leaned back on the couch and took a deep breath. Oh Jackson, where are you?

I closed my eyes for a second and I heard fumbling at the door.

I leapt to my feet and pulled the door open. "Jackson! Where have you been?"

He grinned, his lips curving wickedly and making his face even more handsome. "Bree, were you worried?" he asked, his voice taking on a teasing tone.

I frowned. "What do you think? You just disappeared!" I realized I was yelling and tried to calm down now that he was standing right here in front of me safe and sound. “I just found your note. It had fallen off the table.”

“Sorry ‘bout that.”

“I tried calling earlier from work. That was ages ago. Where have you been all this time?”

"Well, I went to visit my sister like I said in my note."

My eyes searched his. “All afternoon?”

“Mostly,” he hedged. “We had lunch and a long talk, just the two of us.”

That was the last thing I wanted to hear, but I guess it was inevitable. They were fam after all. I was about to turn away from him when I realized he looked like his forehead had gone head-on with someone's fist. “Dude, what happened to you? I expected your sister to be upset that you came to see me first, but… wow!”

“It wasn’t my sister. I went for a drink at a bar and got punched by a guy who didn’t like my looks.”

I couldn't imagine that was all there was to the story because as far as I could see Jackson was nothing if he wasn't incredibly gorgeous. Maybe that's the part the jerk didn't like. I could imagine the competition for the ladies when Jackson sauntered in. Hmm, I didn't like thinking about that. “A bar?”

“Yeah, I needed a drink after what my sister told me.”

My blood ran cold. That dirty piece of work never stops trying to one-up me. What has she done now? What had she said? Do I really wanna know?

"Wh-what did she say?"

He shrugged then looked me straight in the eye as if preparing me for the worst.

It never came.

"She said she was happy I'm staying with you," he said. "I figured she was just glad I wasn’t freeloading on her and her old man, but then she said she thought you were good for me. That we were good together. Can you believe that?"

I stood there speechless. I couldn't wrap my head around it. Something in me just couldn't imagine his sister, my sworn frenemy ever saying that–or anything close. "Are you sure she was your sister?"

Jackson got a hearty laugh off that one, and I kind of smiled my way through it. "I'm serious," I finally said. "Did your sister actually say that?"

His face took on a serious expression, his eyes on me. "Yep. Every word."

"I'll take your word for it," I said reluctantly. "Now let's take a look at the cut."

He followed me into the bathroom.

I handed him a washcloth. "Take this and put pressure on that wound," I ordered him and noticed the drip of blood down the front of his shirt. "Remove your shirt while you're at it. I'll pretreat the blood so it doesn't set in."

"Sure thing, boss," he teased me.

Jackson unbuttoned his shirt and slipped out of it. I watched and drew in my breath so sharply it was almost audible. His chest was solid muscle, flexing with each move.

"It was just a  little scuffle is all," he said almost under his breath. "Nothing serious."

I had to pull my eyes away from his perfect male body. I forced myself to turn away and I took the first aid kit from the cabinet. "Well, I don't know about serious, but it doesn't look like you'll need stitches," I said as I cleaned up the cut. Luckily it wasn't nearly as deep as it looked. "Why'd this creep try to rearrange your face?"

He sat on the edge of the bathtub. "His girlfriend was there with him at the bar," he began. "She struck up a conversation with me about her favorite bar drinks, and he got his ass bent out of shape and tried to make something out of it."

I knelt in front of him and fished a band-aid from the kit and tore into it. "In other words, he was jealous of you and his girlfriend making small talk?"

As I applied the band-aid, he winced. "Pretty much," he agreed.

I raised my eyebrows and gave him a stare. "You didn't encourage her?"

He shrugged. "I didn't want to be rude."

I finished smoothing the bandage with a feather-light touch so I wouldn't cause him additional pain. "Oh. Well, I hope you got a few licks in?"

"Yeah, I hit him..."

"And then you hit the floor?" I finished for him.

"I gave as good as I got," he assured me.

"Well, glad to hear that," I said. "I guess. You can't just go through life letting people shove you around just because they think they can."

He shot me a look. "Well, it's all in the past now."

I took a deep breath and smiled. "Yep, it is," I agreed. "There, all finished. Looks better."

He smiled. "Thanks, Nurse Goodbody."

I couldn't help smiling back at him, showing him I appreciate the compliment. "Sure thing, dude."

Thisclose to him I let my gaze drift down his body. I could see the scars of past injuries. A wide scar across one shoulder, and a long scar down his forearm and a smaller scar on the back of one hand.

I looked up to see him staring at me. I knew he had seen me looking. For a split second I thought of asking how he got those scars, but I thought better of it. My heart pounded in my ears. I had to get my mind off his body.

And fast.

"Let me clean you up a little."

I wiped away the blood that had dried on his cheek. My face just inches from his, his eyes staring into mine the whole time.

"You really are gorgeous, Bree," he said in a voice so deep it reverberated through me with each word. "I thought about you the whole time I was away. You helped me get through it..."

I gave him a hard stare. "Don't, Jackson. Just don't."

His hands rested on either side of my waist. A surge of heat rushed through me, making me shiver against the cold linoleum floor.

What the hell is happening between us?
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Chapter Five

__________________

Something is going on between us, something special, something igniting like a match being struck.

Nope, more like a wildfire erupting and growing in intensity.

The heat is rising.

I can feel it.

I wonder if he can feel it too.

Every look he gives me says he can. Every time he touches me, I'm reminded that we're in this together. I keep telling myself we should just pull back. Make it stop. But I'm not sure either of us want to. Not really.

And more than that.

I'm not sure we can...

Jackson raised a hand and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. "I've never stopped caring about you, Bree. I tried not to, but I couldn't help myself. Every day I've been away has been filled with thoughts of you, missing you, wanting to see you so bad..." his words trailed off before he could say what he really wanted. I was grateful. I wasn't ready to hear it.

Besides I've always heard action speaks louder than words.

"The letters you sent to me meant so damned much to me," he said, sounding more serious and sincere than I can ever remember him being. "Your letters saved my life, gave me something to live for, to hope for."

Now the waterworks. No stopping the tears now.

Jackson wiped the tears from the corners of my eyes.

His eyes were locked on mine, unwavering. Our lips so close, I could feel his warm breath on my cheek. I wanted him to lean in and kiss me. I needed him to kiss me. But a part of me kept thinking of his sister and how we'd be a part of each other's lives if her brother and I became a serious couple.

Back in high school, it was the last thing I could ever imagine happening. Not just me being a part of Kendall’s life, but her brother and I being more than just acquaintances. Even when we'd grown closer before he left for the military, I'd never imagined we'd be more than friends. But he'd left right after graduation, with just a short goodbye and I'd never had to think about it.

Not back then.

But now I did, and I had a feeling I could handle it. I could handle it all. I could handle being on cordial terms with the biggest thorn in my side ever, his sister and my sworn frenemy. I could because I knew I could do it for him.

Knowing this, there was no denying how strongly I felt for him. I guess that's why I wrote those letters while he was deployed. Deep down I knew I cared more than I was letting on.

Maybe his sister knew it too.

And then it happened.

Before I could think about it anymore, Jackson just did it. His eyes drifted from my eyes to my lips, and he pulled me into his arms, crushing me against his rock-hard chest and he kissed me, soft and gentle at first. Then with a heated, growing passion. I had never been kissed this way, yet I instinctively knew exactly what to do. I slowly parted my lips for him, letting his tongue explore my mouth as my tongue battled against his. His strong hands slid up to my shoulders, and I moaned at his touch.

When the kiss broke, I leaned back and stared into his eyes. I couldn't believe this was happening, but I could see he wanted this.

"I've wanted you for the longest time," he said, a bit breathless.

"Well, now that you have me," I said softly, my eyes still on his, "don't back down. Go for it!"

Jackson leaned in for another kiss, this time with even more passion and a bit of force.

All our time apart had finally crashed down on us. This was meant to be. There was no going back. Nothing was ever going to stop us from being together again. We were finally here.

Together.

Jackson's hand slid up under my loose knit blouse and felt up my tits in my thin sports bra. His lips slipped from mine, kissing along my cheek and down my neck. He left a trail of butterfly kisses along my soft, supple skin which he nibbled lightly sending shivers down my spine.

I reached out a shaky hand and slid my fingers across the hardness that tented the front of his jeans. I fumbled with his belt, unfastened it and unsnapped his jeans. But Jackson was sitting, so I couldn't go further. Realizing this, I grabbed the hem of my blouse and lifted it over my head. I gave it a toss across the bathroom. Now I watched Jackson's eyes as he took in the view.

Me!

"Damn girl, you look amazing!" he said, eyes wide and pleased.

He reached around my curves and lifted my sports bra up and off. He held it tightly to his nose, inhaling my fragrance, but he didn't stop there. He placed his face between my breasts, kissing and licking, suckling my nipples.

Driving me crazy.

His rough fingers grazed my tender flesh while his mouth devoured me. I cried out in pleasure and I held his head in place, keeping his mouth on me. No one had ever given my breasts this much devotion and attention. These were sensations I'd never experienced, and somehow having Jackson be the one who showed me this pleasure made the feelings all the more intense.

I unfastened the waist of my skirt and slowly shimmied it down around my ankles. 

Jackson stood, his eyes heavy with lust. "I haven't been with anyone since that time we were together after graduation," he worried.

I looked into his eyes, hoping to reassure him. "Just take me and don't overthink it," I told him, "and don't hold back. Give me everything you got."

Jackson pushed his jeans down and off and tossed them to the floor. His hardness was huge, barely fitting in his briefs. I reached up, unable to resist touching him, rubbing him through his shorts.

He caught my wrists and pulled me to my feet. He lifted me onto his hardness, wrapped me in his thick, strong arms and carried me to the bedroom.

He tossed me on the bed and I bounced just enough to press as he joined me.

Yep, all bets to the contrary are off, this is happening...
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Chapter Six

__________________

We slipped off our remaining clothes and lay together, totally naked and vulnerable to each other.

I lay back against the pillow as he rolled closer to me, his body pressing against mine.

“You sure about this?” he asked.

“You want this too, right?”

He nodded. “I do, but I want to be sure you’re ready.”

“I’ve never been more ready for anything.” I paused and put a finger to his lips. “Shhh. Let’s not talk about it. Let’s just go for it.”

With that he slid down, parted my legs and traced a finger around my mound, again and again, in circles. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensations the touch of his finger sent coursing through me. I took deep breaths, a trickle of excitement spinning around in my stomach and threatening to spiral out of control at any moment.

“You like that?”

I raised my head, glanced down at him, seeing his smiling face.

“Mmm,” was all I said.

I lay back again, closed my eyes and felt the growing dampness that I knew he’d discover if his fingers strayed from their current trajectory. I found myself wishing they would…

But they didn’t, at least, not right away.

He continued for a while, then he pushed my legs further apart, and I felt something I had never felt before. His tongue licking around my womanhood, circling the same path his finger had traveled moments before, and then… slowly… licking along my slit, his tongue occasionally dipping just inside.

Just enough to make my heart jump in my chest.

I started to worry that he wouldn’t

When he did, I started to come, writhing against his face, and he only licked with more intensity than before.

After a while, my climax receded and I settled back onto the bed, while he slid up beside me. All smiles and enthusiasm, I believe he may have been happier that I came than I was…

Well, maybe not.

“Good, huh?”

My eyes flickered open at him for a second, then again closed. “Uh-huh.” I could barely speak, my breathing still labored.

He lay beside me, his furry bearded face against my shoulder, warm and comforting.

When I’d finally rested and my breathing had returned to normal, Jackson shifted closer to me, gave me a kiss on the lips. I slid my hands around his tight waist and up his broad back and pulled him closer to me.

He pressed his lips back to mine, and our kiss deepened before he pulled away, eased back, positioned himself at my entrance and shoved in. We settled into a steady, ever-increasing rhythm as our passions rose gradually and then skyrocketed into a frenzy of hands touching each other and deliberate movements until we both reached our peaks and experienced the fireworks of our union.

Afterward we lay back together, exhausted, breathing heavily.

"Dude, that was fucking amazing," I sputtered out the words, leaning my cheek against his damp chest. I gave his bulging pec a little kiss. I glanced up, pleased he didn't seem to notice. "Just damned amazing."

"I know," he said, then he said something I didn't expect. "But this was never just about sex, Bree. Sure I wanted you. I still want you. I'll always want you."

"But..." I interjected for him, again glancing up, wanting to see his face as he continued.

"But," he repeated, "sex is just the expression of how I feel." He glanced down at me, a bit self-conscious. "It's how I feel about you that matters. I love you, Bree."

That's what I had needed to hear for so damned long.

I got to my knees, scooted into the crook of his arm. I threw my arms around his thick shoulders and gave him a quick, impulsive kiss. "That's great," I chimed excitedly.

"It is?" he said as if he wasn't sure where I was going.

I nodded. "It is," I echoed his words, "because I love you too, Jackson. I think I have since high school. Those feelings just never went away. I punched them down, but when you showed up at my door they all came rushing back."

He wrapped me protectively in his arms and rolled over to face me. He smothered me with kisses...

... and soon we were again making up for lost time.
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Epilogue: HEA

__________________

One Year Later

Jackson and I have been inseparable since that night we gave in to ourselves to each other, the way both of us had wanted for so long. It was like magic… everything between us just fit into place perfectly. It made me wonder why we waited so long to admit our feelings to each other.

But I know the important thing is that we did.

Finally.

Anyway, Jackson found a job as an operations technician for the boat company where I work. He’s using the skills he learned during training for the military. It turns out the company has a special program for military veterans to offer them a position that corresponds with their skills while helping them transition back into civilian life.

Since we work at the same company, we see each other every day for lunch. That is something I look forward to each workday. I never tire of seeing Jackson’s handsome face–and his kisses are pretty awesome too!

I sometimes notice the other ladies checking out my special guy wherever we go, but I’m secure in that he’s all mine and loves me as much as I love him. I can’t blame them for checking him out, though.

This is one hot Army Veteran!

As fate would have it, Jackson’s sister, Kendall, my once sworn frenemy, has become our biggest supporter. Since we announced that we’re together and made it official, she’s been nothing but kind to me.

And as much as I would have fought it in the past and never dreamed I’d be capable of doing it, I have been nothing but kind and respectful of Kendall. She is Jackson’s sister after all, and she just wants the best for him.

Who am I to argue with her, since we both agree it’s me?

That leads me to this…

On the one year anniversary of Jackson’s return and our reuniting, Jackson proposed marriage, and I accepted. He scooped me up in his arms in a massive bear hug and spun me around while he kissed me tenderly then deeply, loving and lasting.

I loved it.

Now we couldn’t be happier, and we’re busy making plans for our upcoming wedding and for our future together.

Where our wedding plans are concerned, I won’t say that Jackson’s sister will be my maid of honor, but I won’t rule out her being a bridesmaid. Sure we were once the worst of frenemies. But we’ve come a long way since high school, and some things are better left in the past, even forgotten.

And we do have one thing in common.

We both love Jackson.

the end
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My best friend Lindsay's father always flirted with me when I came around to spend time with his daughter. I enjoyed his attention, and sometimes I even flirted back a little. I figured that’d be the extent of our flirtation, I seriously couldn’t imagine it ever going any further than that.

Even though I didn't expect anything to ever come of our flirting, I admit it wasn't because I didn't want it to. He was married and my best friend's dad besides, but I still found him awesomely attractive. I remember thinking he was the most handsome man I’d ever seen in my young life.

He was much older than any of the guys I'd dated. Honestly, he was older than any of the guys I fantasized about, and I fantasized about plenty of my teachers when I was in high school, even Coach Porter. But Mr. Blake wasn't like most older guys, he took care of himself, worked out, and looked amazing for his age. So, I wouldn't rule out a hookup, but it wasn't likely. His wife would shit a brick if she found out, and I was pretty sure Mr. Blake would never risk that.

At eighteen, I'm in my first year of two-year community college with Lindsay. We're both taking nurse's training. When we're not in class, we either hang out at her house or mine and share entertainment and snacks since neither of us work yet and our cash flow is limited. We have both promised our parents we'll look for summer jobs, even if it's something part time and mind-numbingly boring. By the time summer rolls around, hopefully we'll be settled into our classes or our parents will have forgotten about our promise altogether. It’s already late spring, so… Fat chance, I know!

If I had to admit it, it seems like we spent a lot more time at Lindsay's house than mine, but that was only because I enjoyed being around her dad. You might say I had a bit of a crush on him. I truly did, and I admit it. But, even so, I still did not believe that what happened between us would ever have happened in a million years.

But it did... and here's how it all began.

The day started out just like any other. Lindsay and I had classes in the morning, ate lunch, lounged by the pool at my house, and eventually made our way to her house.

There, in her room, I lay on her bed and watched as she held up outfits while she stared at herself in the mirror on the back of her closet door and asked me for my opinion.

Yes, my BFF had a date with some random guy, Kyle, she met at a cafe downtown. He seemed like a total loser, but he was kind of cute. Besides, I admit I was jealous because he went after Lindsay instead of me and asked her out. That usually doesn't happen. I'm the hot best friend, at least it seems Lindsay’s father thinks so. I guess my best friend was just Kyle's type, and I should be happy for her. I'm trying. But I haven't had a date since I don't know when, and I'm horny in a way I've never felt before.

Anyway, she finally held up a short mini and a cute top. I gave that outfit two thumbs up, and she settled on it after what seemed like forever.

She went off to shower and get dressed. Once she was all ready for her date, she made me promise I'd stay at her house and wait up for her until she got home so she could give me all the deets.

"C'mon, Katie," she pleaded. "I'd do it for you." She pretended to pout, lip stuck out. "I have done it for you!"

I sighed. "Oh, okay," I agreed and hoped her mother wouldn't give me the stink face all evening if I went down for something to drink later and happened to bump into Mr. Blake, literally, in the kitchen. After all, I wasn't sure I could help myself. I was just so freaking horny.

Lindsay smiled and gave herself one last look over in the mirror. "Great," she said. "I have a good feeling about this date."

I shrugged, not wanting to say anything that might encourage her delusions. "Just relax and have a good time," I muttered, and I meant it. I just wasn't sure she should expect much at all from a date with a guy she didn't even know, but maybe I was just being pessimistic because it wasn't me going out with a hot guy.

I love my best friend, and I really did wish her the best. I just couldn't help wishing it was me.

It was late afternoon when Lindsay’s date came to pick her up. They were going out earlier than usual to play putt-putt or some similar shit before going to dinner.

Anyway, Kyle came to the door. She met him, all ready to go, and I stood in the background and said a muffled, “Hi.” He barely acknowledged that I even existed, he was all eyes for my best friend, and she knew it. I begrudgingly admitted to myself that he was even better looking than I’d thought as I waved them off and closed the door.

I leaned against it, eyes closed, and wondered if he looked like steak instead of tuna because I was so horny I could hardly keep from taking matters into my own hands. I made a mental note to do just that later on Lindsay’s bed while I fantasized about her father.

2

I spent a half hour or so in the living room leafing through the family photo album and drooling over photos of Lindsay’s dad.In most of the snapshots, he was wearing a business suit, and he looked drop dead gorgeous. But I wanted to see a bit more of him… if you know what I mean.

In some photos, Mr. Blake dressed casually in a button up shirt and khakis. One photo caught my attention and held it. It was one of him at the seaside with his family, his wife on one side and his daughter on the other. In it, Mr. Blake stood shirtless as if displaying his well-built physique, his chest, broad and muscular, waist tight, biceps bulging. Mmm. So very sexy!

Of course, he’d been younger then, but I bet he still looked amazing. I tried to imagine what he’d look like completely nude. I bet he’d look amazing. I wondered if I’d ever get a chance to see him with his shirt off, let alone see him totally undressed.

I felt a moment of shame at thinking of my best friend’s father in this way, but it wasn’t likely to ever happen. I certainly had no intention of ever letting her know how I felt. So, it wasn’t hurting anyone. Just harmless fantasizing, I told myself, and kept staring at the picture of her dad shirtless.

Until I heard something...

Someone put their key into the lock in the front door!

Fearing the worst, Lindsay’s mother coming home early from work, I could imagine her being angry that I’d helped myself to the family photos. If she knew what I was really doing, she’d be even more pissed. I quickly tossed the photo album back into the basket at the end of the couch where I’d found it.

I sat up straight on the couch and when the door swung open, I looked directly into the eyes of Mr. Blake. He smiled, seeming pleased to see me. But then he always smiled when he saw me.

He tossed his briefcase on the table by the door and entered the living room to say hello. We exchanged a few words in greeting, and he remained standing. He towered over me, dressed in a form-fitting business suit of a nearly charcoal gray. He looked freaking hot, but then – he always did.

“Nadine called me before I left the office,” he explained. “She is working late with her boss this evening. She said there are leftovers in the fridge for dinner.” He paused, looking through to the kitchen. I suppose he expected to see his daughter at the sink getting a glass of water or doing something like that. “It was just going to be me and Lindsay, but I’m sure there’s enough for three. Where is she by the way?”

I explained about Lindsay’s date and why I was here alone and not at my own home. He seemed understanding and assured me that was fine. “You know you’re family, Katie,” he said in that wonderfully warm and genuine way of his. “Now come on fam and let’s get dinner on the table!”

He caught my hand in his, and pulled me to my feet and led me into the kitchen where we found the leftovers in the fridge just as Mrs. Blake had said. Pot roast and potatoes. We took them out and nuked them. With a glass of red wine and a slice of bread, it was a reasonably good meal. But I didn't care if it tasted like saw dust as long as I was with him.

I couldn't help staring at him across the table while we ate. Oh my god, he was the best looking man I'd ever seen, dark haired, nicely tanned, buff bod, and reeking of what some say is the sexiest thing of all. Self-confidence. He had all the right ingredients. He was damned near perfect.

Except he was married… and he was my best friend’s dad.

I wondered if he'd notice me looking at him. If he did, he didn't let on. And I didn't stop.

He made small talk during our meal, mostly about Lindsay and our nursing classes. He did mention our promise to find summer jobs. I wondered if there was anything in his law office, and before I could stop myself I'd blurted out my thought.

He smiled and looked me right in the eye. "There could be," he said quietly, his voice deep but smooth. "I could probably find you something part time, as long as you don't mind a little..." he hesitated as if for emphasis.. "filing."

I nodded. "I'd be fine with that," I told him, and I wondered if he meant something else and if that was why he placed the emphasis on the word 'filing'. I didn't care, really, as long as I got to work around him and sneak peeks at him while I worked.

I noticed he refilled our wine goblets before I finished my first glass. He'd already drank his down and was starting on a second.

Not much else was said, and we finished eating and washed the dishes. He washed and I dried. At one point he handed me a wet plate, and our fingers touched. I felt a sudden bolt of electricity surge between us. I wondered if he felt it too. From the look of slight surprise that widened his sexy blue eyes, my guess was he did...

After we finished washing up, I noticed he finished his second glass of wine and was starting on a third. He offered to refill my glass, but I passed. I didn't want to get tipsy, wine usually went to my head even on a full stomach, and I didn't trust myself in that state. According to Lindsay, I'd done some pretty weird stuff after a few alcoholic drinks. Like dancing with total strangers and their dates, trying to climb onto the bar to do a strip tease, and I cringe at what else.

I wondered if Mr. Blake could handle his alcohol. I decided a big man like him could probably drink a couple bottles and still control himself. I watched him take a sip, though, and nearly hoped I was wrong.

Even so, I told him I'd go up to Lindsay's room and wait for her there, but he insisted I stay and keep him company till his wife got him. I didn't argue with him, because there was nothing I wanted more. I'd only mentioned going up to Lindsay's room because I didn't want to look obvious. I also didn’t want his wife coming home and finding us in the living room together, but I figured he’d already thought of that and figured it’d be no big deal. I wasn’t so sure, but right now I couldn’t make myself care. I had only one thing on my mind, and he was standing right there.

He walked with me into the living room, closely, side by side, his hand almost brushing my rear on more than one occasion.

In the living room, I expected I'd sit on the couch while he splayed out in his big leather chair in front of the TV the way my dad does. But, much to my surprise, that's not what happened.

I sank down on the sofa, and he sat right beside me and put his arm around me, kind of a fatherly thing like he might do with his daughter. He hugged me close and I felt the warmth of his body. He smelled wonderful, a pleasant mixture of expensive cologne and natural male musk. Mmmm. I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply. I hoped he wouldn't notice, but to be honest I didn't care if he did!

“It’s nice being just the two of us,” Mr. Blake said, smiling. “I think it’s the first time in a long time we’ve been alone together without my… er… Lindsay.”

I took a deep breath. “I think so,” I said, not sure where he was going with this.

“I’ve thought about it a lot,” he admitted, his voice deep, quiet and intimate as if we were lovers sharing secrets. He even looked me directly in the eye when he spoke. “I think about you alot.”

I felt myself grow warm, and I was sure my face was blushing a bright pink. “You do?” I asked because I wasn’t sure what else to say and because I was trying to avoid his obvious attempt at flirtation.

He nodded again. “I do. All the time.” His eyes met mine again and held. “Do you? I mean… um… do you think about me?”

I hesitated, not sure if this was some kind of trap or if he was really seriously interested in me sexually. It almost seemed like a dream. I couldn’t believe this was really happening, and I wondered how much the wine he’d consumed had to do with it.

“I do… sometimes,” I admitted reluctantly.

He smiled, seeming pleased.  “I thought so,” he said and reached out a hand to touch me but stopped himself. Still looking in my eyes, he added, “So, it’s okay for me to do this.”

It wasn’t so much a question it seemed to me, but more of a statement, maybe his way of testing the situation to see what I’d do. I didn’t respond, but he went right ahead...

He brushed his thick fingers across my t-shirt front, right over my pert tits. I wasn’t wearing a bra, which I’m sure he’d noticed, and I could almost feel his fingernails scrape my hard nipples. I drew in my breath. Yep, this was really happening, and my pussy responded, clenching like mad, a growing dampness collecting along my slit.

“Did you like me touching you?” he asked.

I swallowed hard. “Yes,” I croaked out.

“Good.” He leaned closer to me, his lips just a couple inches from mine. “Because I want to touch you all over. Would you like that?”

“Ye-ss, sir, Mr. Blake.”

“Katie, call me Rick. Okay?”

“Okay, Mr… er… I mean Rick,” I stammered out.

My breath caught in my throat as I realized where this was headed. I was pretty damned sure he was going to fuck me right here in the Blake living room, and I wanted him to do it now. My pussy was still pulsing like crazy, and I wanted him deep inside me. I wanted his cock buried in my tight cunt, and I wanted him to ravage me. I wanted him to fuck me good and hard like no man ever had before.

I could feel his breath on my face, warm and sweet from the wine, as he stared into my eyes and let his hand drop between my legs, between my thighs. He watched my face as he slowly slid his hand up closer to my wet hot cunt. My breathing was becoming jerky the closer he got to my vee.

Suddenly he reached my pussy and he started to massage it with his hand. I could feel the dampness growing with each touch of his fingers. He leaned closer and started to kiss right beneath my ear, driving me wild at the touch of his cool lips against my warm, sensitive skin. I writhed against his big hand between my legs.

He kissed down the side of my neck, and I continued to buck against him. All the while his breathing became deeper and harder, almost labored, like he was incredibly turned on, horny as hell – or both.

He unzipped my shorts and pushed a big finger inside, feeling around, wiggling and touching the front of my panties. He fingered my pussylips, smeared my wetness, and I felt a twinge of embarrassment. But when his fingertips began to circle my swollen clit, the pleasure was so much that it didn’t seem to matter. The more he rubbed my most intimate spot, the more I wanted him to keep at it and never stop.

“You know what I want to do?” he whispered in my ear.

I shook my head slightly, but I couldn’t form any words. I did manage to get out ‘what’ but it came out a slurred “Wharrr?” and sounded as if I’d drank too much. But I knew mine were because a big sexy hunk had his hand between my legs, fingering me. I wasn’t so sure about him, though. I wondered if the things Mr. Blake was saying were fueled by the wine he’d drank, but his words certainly weren’t slurred and he definitely wasn’t having any trouble getting them out. Still, I wondered how much liquid courage he was getting from the wine.

“Something I’ve been wanting to do for a long time,” he told me.

“What?” I asked foolishly, again wanting him to say the words.

“Let’s just say I’ve wanted this for a long time,” he answered but really didn’t. “I’d rather show you.” This time he moaned out the words while his fingers worked me, rubbing my pussylips in a frenzy as he pushed my panties aside to get into my tight hole. All the while I panted with the excitement of what was happening. Just the touch of his big, strong fingers, pushing into my wet hole, nearly sent me into an orgasm. No one had ever touched me this way, and I couldn’t wait for his fingers to be replaced by his cock.

All of a sudden, his fingers pushed deeper into my clenching pussy, and I came up off the couch, my back arching with the suddenness of his powerfully rough force. He pushed in even deeper, and as he did so, his lips slid from my neck across my cheek to my mouth. He kissed me hard and deep while he finger fucked my tight pussy with a sexual fury I’d never experienced before.

I suddenly became aware that my hand was on his bulging, muscular thigh, and I slid it up and right onto his hard cock. He was huge. I wondered if his giant cock would even fit into my tight cunt without stretching me hideously wide.

I grasped him through the material of his slacks and his shorts. I squeezed him hard, again and again, and with each squeeze he moaned into my mouth, pushing his tongue between my lips and pulling it out. The movement of his tongue simulated the thrusts of his fingers. 

We stayed like this for a while until our kiss finally broke.

“Oh, Katie, you’re so damned beautiful and I’ve wanted you for so long,” he said, almost drunkeningly, still thrusting into my soppy wet cunt with his fingers. Only now it was more like a part of his hand was pounding me, and the sensations created by the movement of his hand rocked me deeper than anything I’d ever felt before. He invaded my tight hole like he owned it, and at that moment – he did!

My mind was reeling. Here I was in the Blake’s living room being fistbanged by Mr. Blake himself, the sexiest man I’d ever laid eyes on. It was freaking unreal, and I didn’t know how much I could take before I came.

Pretty sure I was close to coming right then, I pushed his hand away from my cunt and he sat back as if I had suddenly rejected him. That’s when I came up with an idea to keep the excitement going. “I-I want to su-suck your cock,” I begged, and it sounded like the words were gurgling up from my throat. I really did want to suck him. I’d been fantasizing about it for some time.“Pl-lease! Let me!”

He suddenly smiled, seeming pleased and began taking long breaths in anticipation of what was to come.

I slid down between his widely spread legs. Reaching up, I unzipped his slacks and his stiff, enormous cock sprang free. I took him into my mouth, deepthroating him hard and deep. So deep he pushed slightly down my throat and made me gag. Somehow I managed to keep my gag reflex in check and suck on his thick shaft, tasting every inch of it.

When I pulled my mouth off him, his cock was jerking slightly and seeping cum from the slit at the tip. I stuck out my pink tongue, pointed the tip and licked it across the head of his cock. I licked up the drops of cum that peeked out each time I squeezed his shaft, tasting his sticky sweetness.

“Mr… I mean Rick, you're so big,” I stressed the word big. I’m not sure why. I just figured he’d appreciate that. From the look in his eyes as we stared at each other, he did. “I want it inside me. I want you to fuck me.”

“I will,” he said, sounding almost too choked up to speak. I wondered if my mouth on his cock had had something to do with that or if it was what I had just said. I had a feeling it was what had just fallen from my mouth and not what I’d put in it. “Wait just a little longer. Trust me, it’ll be worth the wait.”

He took my hand and pulled me back up onto the couch beside him, but when I started to sit up, he used his hand to urge me to lay over beside him, almost as if I were straddling his lap, but only my face was above him, right over his cock.

I knew I had been close to coming before I’d pushed his hand away, but my orgasm had backed off since then. Now, though, he placed his hand back on my pussy and started to finger me again, only this time he used his thumb to tweak my clit while he pushed in and out of me. Damn! This felt freaking amazing.

I closed my eyes and waited, knowing damn well if he kept this up, I’d orgasm right there on the couch all over his hand.

With his free hand, he shoved my face down on his cock, urging me to suck his cock while he fingerfucked my pussy in a mindblowing frenzy.

I sucked his cock like those cock sex mad girls I’d seen in porn movies when I had a boyfriend who liked to watch them before we had sex. Taking him in as deep as I could, I stroked my mouth up and down his cock, pulsing my lips tightly along the shaft as I did, and sucked on his round cockhead each time I reached the tip. With his cock in my mouth and his fingers up my snatch, I suddenly shuddered, stiffened and erupted into the most intense orgasm of my young life.

The jerky movements my mouth made on Mr. Blake’s cock while I climaxed was all he needed, suddenly he exploded in my mouth, his warm juices spurting deep down my throat. I worked my mouth on his cock, swallowing and swallowing as I tried to take in every drop of his enormous load.

Even though I worked hard to get every sticky sweet drop of his cum, his load filled my mouth so full that some of it spurted out the corners of my mouth. When I pulled my mouth off his cock, I let my tongue lick the cum from the corners of my lips. The rest I wiped on the back of my hand and licked it clean. Next, I licked his cock clean and collapsed in his lap.

“Oh, fuck, Rick,” I said, out of breath and still revelling in my own orgasm and both of us coming together. I’d never come with a cock in my mouth before. It felt amazing.

I leaned against him, and he encircled me in his strong arms. I felt so safe and satisfied. For the first time in weeks I wasn’t so freaking horny that it was the only thing I could think of. I could feel the warmth of his body against mine. He rested his chin against my forehead, and I could feel his lips brush my skin. Mmm, it just felt so damned good.

Soon we’d recovered and Mr. Blake pushed me off his lap and pulled me to my feet. He spread the throw blanket from the end of the couch over the back. He told me to undress as he quickly stripped off.

After we undressed and stood there facing each other, completely naked, I couldn’t help looking at him. I’d wanted to see him undressed for so long. He was even more attractive than I’d imagined in my fantasies, his body totally buff, muscular without any excess flab. I actually felt my breath catch at the sight of him. I’d never thought of a man’s body being beautiful, but his was…

While I took in the gorgeous sight of his naked form, he was enjoying the sight of mine. His eyes were all over me, moving up and down my young body before finally settling on my breasts. He stared at me so intensely that my pussy actually did a little tremor and cunt juice leaked out. I wondered if I’d dribble on the floor, and I fought the urge to cover my wet cunt with my hand.

Since not a word was said, I stood there wondering what he was up to. I barely formed the thought in my head when he pulled me into his strong arms, kissed my cummy sweet lips, pulled his mouth away and turned me away from him. I could feel his hardening cock pushing against my buttocks.

I just went along with what he was doing, and he bent me over the back of the couch and placed the head of his cock below my buttocks. At first I feared he was going to take me up the rear, and I was still a virgin there. I winced, but he shoved in and found my moist slit. Even though I was slippery wet, it still took quite a bit of effort, even force, on his part, but he finally entered me from behind. Once there, he plowed my depths, battering my super wet twat with rough, raw passion until we both came again and he collapsed against me.

He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me with him to the floor. There we lay together, spent, breathing hard, resting against each other, eyes closed until…

We heard a car door slam.

We stared at each other, eyes wide, not breathing.

“Go!” he said loudly.

I grabbed my clothes from the floor and I ran up the stairs into Lindsay’s room. I closed the door behind me, leaning against it, out of breath. I don’t know how long I stood there, but long enough to calm down and catch my breath.

Later as I lay naked on the bed, Lindsay’s father’s cum still dribbling from my well-fucked cunt, I heard the shower down the hall. I figured Mr. Blake had gathered up his clothes and hurried to take a shower. He sometimes did that after a long day at the office, so Mrs. Blake would not be suspicious that he was already getting cleaned up for a restful evening in front of the TV.

I closed my eyes and relived every single moment of what had just happened between me and my best friend’s father.

By the time Lindsay got home, I’d cleaned myself up and put on one of her nightgowns. I only half-listened while she rattled on and on about how wonderful her date had been, I was still thinking of the wonderful time I’d had with her father...
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A few days later, Lindsay had her second date with Kyle. I admit I was surprised there was a second date. I figured it’d flame out after their first, but I’d never tell her that. Lindsay seemed particularly excited about the date. Kyle was picking her up early again. They had a rematch at putt-putt. She had beaten him the first time, and he wanted a chance to get even. I guess it all seemed like playful fun. I even tried to feign interest because Lindsay seemed excited about it.

Since my encounter with her father, I was a lot less horny so I could feel happy for her without all those conflicting feelings coming into play. Just the thought of what had happened between me and her dad did give me flutters though… in places, one in particular, I’d never admit.

Before she left for her date, Lindsay insisted I stay over again so she could fill me in on the deets when she got home. I finally agree.

After Lindsay left for her date, I found the photo album again and spent quite a bit of time flipping through the remainder of the photos that I hadn't yet seen. I found another of Mr. Blake without his shirt. He was holding Lindsay when she was just a baby, maybe a newborn. Wow, was he ever sexy! But, in my opinion, he was even sexier now, and I formed this opinion after seeing the man not only with his shirt off but with everything off!

I was still fantasizing about the man when he walked in the door. This time I had forgotten to lock it.

He had come home early again. He’d been doing that a lot lately. I wasn’t sure exactly why, but I know why I hoped… I hoped it was because he hoped to catch me alone again so we could spend time together. He was spending more time around me than ever since we had sex that afternoon.

The thing is I hadn’t decided exactly how I felt about that, about doing it again, I mean. I couldn’t shake the fear of getting caught. I knew it’d wreck my friendship with Lindsay forever. I wasn’t sure it was worth taking the risk, especially when I worried Mrs. Blake might walk in any minute and catch us in the act.

Still, I wanted to.

I’d have to see how I felt if he tried to get with me again. If he did, I’d have to decide to give in or not. Right now though I couldn’t imagine turning him down cold. But what alternative was there?

I didn’t have much time to think about it. Here was Mr. Blake, standing just a few feet away from me, and just a few minutes after Lindsay left for her date. I kind of wondered if he’d been sitting someplace watching for her to leave, but I shook it off. It just sounded too unlikely. Still, there he was looking all incredibly sexy in my favorite suit, the dark gray one he’d worn when we’d first made love. He looked so dreamy. My breath caught in my throat. I couldn’t imagine turning that down.

Once I got my breathing under control, I explained to Mr. Blake that Lindsay had already left for her date. He didn’t seem surprised, like he already knew.

Mr. Blake gave me the same look he gave me the last time we were together. I had to remind myself that I couldn’t just give in again without thinking of the consequences. After all, there were other people to consider, and their feelings as well. I would have to resist being fucked again by the sexiest DILF I knew. But, if he was as determined as I thought, what could I do? How could I put him off?

I had an idea, but I wasn’t sure it’d work. Surely he wouldn’t try anything with Mrs. Blake in the house, at least, that’s what I was counting on…

Little did I know he wouldn’t be put off even if Mrs. Blake was sleeping just down the hall.

“You want to start dinner…” his voice trailed off and became even deeper, even sexier, “or… would you rather we enjoy each other again?”

I wanted him to say it. “Sex, you mean?” I asked, looking right into his dark eyes.

He nodded his head slowly. “That’s exactly what I mean.”

“Well,” I hedged, “I’d like to, but I don’t know if we should. I mean, your daughter is my best friend, and I hate the idea of hurting her. Mrs. Blake has…”

“I know my wife has always been nice to you,” he finished impatiently.

I nodded. “I just don’t want to mess things up.”

“Katie, we can keep this just between the two of us,” he assured me as if hoping to win me over. “I was thinking – ”

I was pretty sure I knew where he was going. I had to stop him before he said it. “Mr… hmmm… Rick,” I interrupted and tried not to look into his eyes, “I enjoyed what we did together, but  – ”

“Don’t you want to… um… us to be together again?” Now he interrupted me and the way he said it, it sounded very alluring. I already knew he was going to make it hard to resist, and the way he was saying it wasn’t making it any easier.

“I’d like to,” I admitted, and this was true, “but I’m afraid. We came so close to being caught. I don’t think it’s worth the risk.”

“We can be careful – ”

“No,” I was adamant.

I stared at him, sitting there, looking rejected. It was all I could do not to just give in right there. I still wanted him. Really wanted him. It was like now that I was denying myself the opportunity to be with him again, I wanted him even more. I wanted him to take me, use me, make me his slutty girl. I wanted him to lick every freaking inch of my nubile body and ride me all night long. Oh, how I wanted it!

But I couldn’t allow myself to give in...

He sighed, obviously disappointed. “Okay, then, if that’s the way you feel.” His voice sounded draggy now, letdown. After a moment of silence, he added, “Are you saying we can never be together again?”

He looked at me, right in the eye, and it was all I could do to look away. I felt almost sorry for him right then, but not so much that I could allow myself to give in.

I shook my head.

“No, I'm not saying that,” I heard myself say, and I could hardly believe I was saying this, given the way I felt after the first time we’d had sex. But I had to. It was a part of my plan. "Sometime when no one else is around, just the two of us, you can surprise me. Wherever you find me alone, even in bed, you can have your way with me. Just take me by surprise and it'll be good for both of us."

“What if you...you’re… you know… asleep?” he wanted to know.

“You can still have your way with me,” I told him.

That seemed to be the answer he was anticipating because I noticed immediately the huge tent in front of his slacks.

When I looked up at him, I also noticed a look in his eyes that was electric, like a light had been switched on... No, like a wave of excitement had just surged through him. I wondered if he was as turned on as I was. I knew I'd fantasize about this for the next few weeks. I had a feeling he would too.

My cellphone dinged and I lifted it up from the couch beside me.

Lindsay had texted me. She was staying over at Kyle’s. She wanted me to tell her parents. I told Mr. Blake. Again I saw his eyes light up. At first I thought he disapproved of his daughter staying out all night with a guy she’d just met, but he didn’t seem upset about it. He almost seemed pleased.

It would be a bit later before I realized how pleased he really was...
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When Mrs. Blake came home, she seemed surprised to see me, and I quickly explained about Lindsay’s date and how she wanted me to stay over.

We had a dinner of salmon and a salad. Afterwards I excused myself and went upstairs to Lindsay’s room. I planned to spend the evening up there, pretending to watch TV while I played over and over in my head the incredible pleasure I had passed up with Mr. Blake.

Later I heard footsteps, lighter than Mr. Blake, as Mrs. Blake came up and got ready for bed. She popped her head in to say goodnight and headed down the hall.

I imagined Mr. Blake down there all alone in the living room, and I had to fight the urge to creep down the stairs and join him.

But I just couldn’t...

Later I heard the TV downstairs turn off, and then heavy footsteps as Mr. Blake made his way upstairs. He stopped at my door to say goodnight.

He stood there for a moment, looking so sexy with his slightly rumpled, white linen shirt open at the neck, just enough to reveal his muscular chest. Damn he was sexy! It was all I could do to keep myself from pouncing on him right there. Somehow, knowing his wife was just steps away, I managed to restrain myself.

I noticed he had a mug in his hand, and I figured he’d wanted a last cup of coffee or some warm milk before bed.

But I was wrong.

“Here.” He held the mug out. “This is for you.”

I took it, unsure what this was about. Our hands touched when he passed the mug to me. I felt a little surge of electricity between us. I wondered if he felt the jolt too. If he did, his handsome face didn’t give it away.

“It’s hot cocoa,” he told me. “I thought you’d like something warm to sip on before bed.”

It wasn’t exactly what I would have preferred, if you know what I mean...

“Thanks,” I said, surprised, but it seemed like a nice gesture. 

“I made one for Nadine, too,” he said. “She brought hers up with her to sip while she got ready for bed. It always helps her sleep. I thought it might help you too.”

“Goodnight,” I said, not wanting him to stick around too long and get any ideas, not when he’d just reminded me that Mrs. Blake was right down the hall.

He gave me a weird look before turning away. “Goodnight, Katie,” he said at the door, “sweet dreams.”

I smiled at him, and he closed the door.

I took a quick sip. Mmm, so good. I really appreciated the cocoa after the first taste, and I took another. I kept sipping until it was all gone. By now, I felt really sleepy. So damned sleepy I could barely keep my eyes open. Maybe it was the power of suggestion. But I figured it was just exhaustion from the week. It was a Friday night, after all, the end of a long week of studying hard and attending classes.

Unable to stop myself from constantly yawning, I turned off the TV and dressed for bed in one of Lindsay’s babydoll nighties, a hot little black number, and slipped between the covers. I turned out the light, and the room was flooded in the soft, warm glow of Lindsay’s Pretty Pretty Princess nightlight, a relic from her Daddy’s little princess era.

My head barely hit the pillow before I drifted off to sleep, a deep, dreamy sleep where Mr. Blake was suddenly back in the room with me… and in the bed with me as well...
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Sometime later in the night I thought I heard the door open and someone enter. I stirred but didn’t wake up. I felt someone close to me, as if someone had sat on the edge of the bed. Then I heard a voice. His voice.

“It’s just me,” he said quietly.

And I knew who it was...

My thoughts were still hazy. I was more than drowsy, I was half-asleep. But in the back of my mind I knew what was going on. I knew Mr. Blake had taken me up on the offer I made earlier, the offer that he could ‘surprise’ me and take me, even if I were asleep. Since his wife sleeps soundly after a warm cocoa before bedtime, I guess he figured we’d have little chance of being caught... whatever happened…

“Hey there, sleepy girl,” he said close to my ear. I could actually feel his warm breath on my cheek, on my neck, but my eyelids felt so heavy. It would take too much effort to open them… even for him.

“Daddy’s here. Are you ready for your sleepy surprise?”

I didn’t respond, at least, not in words, but I believe my lips parted as if I were anticipating what was to come.

I felt him pull down the covers, slowly as if he might awaken me. Even in my semi-half-asleep state, there wasn’t much of a chance of that.

I must have been laying on my side, with my back towards the edge of the bed, because he rolled me over on my back. He straightened my legs and spread them wide apart. I remember for some reason this made my pussy clench slightly. I could feel it even in my drowsy state, and I believe it was because I wanted his hand to slide up between my thighs and onto my vee to finger me some more, getting me ready for his incredible tonguefucking or whatever was to come.

But that’s not what happened...

Instead he seemed to just freeze or maybe stop moving. For a few seconds, I didn’t feel his hands touching me anywhere. It was like he was sitting back and taking in the sight of me lying there in a tiny babydoll nightie, bunched up around my thighs and giving more than a passing view of my young, smooth body.

After a while, he leaned over, and I could feel his warm breath against my tits. He placed his hands on them, one on each breast and cupped the tight, smooth flesh through the sheer material. His fingers caressed my tits, squeezing lightly, then a bit more firmly. I could feel the slight scrape of his fingernails as he traced my nipples, making small circles. A silent moan escaped my slightly parted lips. I don’t think he noticed because he kept exploring my body.

I felt his big, strong hands drift down my body, across my taut stomach and just above my vee. Mmmm. I wanted to moan out loud, beg him not to stop there. Keep going, Mr. Blake, where I really want your hands is just a little further down!

But he didn’t go further down… not yet anyway. What happened next, though, was just as good, if not even better.

I felt his lips touch mine, and my mouth parted as his tongue pushed inside, explored, retreated and did the whole thing all over again before giving me one long kiss and pulling away.

I tossed a little.

Even in my sleep I wanted more.

But now he was kissing my neck, suckling on the tender, sensitive skin just above my shoulder. The pleasure was immense, rippling through me even in my subdued state. His lips kissed across my upper chest, just below my neck and down to my tits. He took one of my nipples into his warm, wet mouth and suckled for a while before switching and doing the other. He sucked me through the silky sheer fabric of the nightie, which for some reason, even in my subdued state, I found incredibly sexy. The pleasure was again mindblowing, and I wanted to reach up and hold his head to my tits.

But I couldn’t lift my arms. All of my limbs felt so weak, so heavy, like it would take all the effort in the world to move them. All I could do was lay there and enjoy him while he enjoyed me…

When he lifted his head from my breasts, I felt a hand slide up my thigh and right between my legs, under the edge of the short gown, and onto my mound. Somehow even in my sleepy state, I realized what was happening, and my pussy quivered excitedly as his fingers caressed my slit, smearing the wetness that had seeped there. Slowly his dampened fingers pushed inside, deeper and deeper, opening me up. His thumb rested on my clit, stroking it until the pleasure was so intense I felt like I could come – even in my sleep.

“How’s that feel, huh? You like it, don’t you?” his voice panted as the sensation became more and more overwhelming. “I know you do.”

Now Mr. Blake was preparing to fuck me while I slept. Hard and Deep, I hoped.

All I could do in my drowsy state was to lay there and wait for him to take me. That’s what I wanted so badly. I knew I might be able to wake up enough to push him away or at least resist by turning away, but he had me so turned on that this was the last thing I wanted… I wanted him between my legs, his giant cock buried as deep as it’d go in my soppy wet twat while he plowed me with long, hard strokes that seemed to go on forever…

“I know you want this as much as I do, Katie,” I heard him whisper as if he were reading my mind. I thought I heard him let out a low, deep moan as he rubbed his long, stiff prick against my inner thigh. I could feel the tip leave a cool, wet trail on my skin as it slid closer and closer to my hot snatch.

I held my breath and waited for the tip to part my pussylips as he mingled my wetness with his and pushed his way in…

But that’s not what happened.

He teased my needy cunt, rubbing his cock over my pussylips, even letting the tip slide just inside and then quickly slip back out. It was maddening – and yet it felt amazing. I could only imagine how great it would feel when he finally put it in, the sweet friction his thick shaft would create as he shoved in and went deep.

While I waited, hoping he would push in and fuck me senseless, he suddenly withdrew. I felt his cock pulling away from me, and I wanted to reach out and stop it. But I was still too asleep to move.

I felt him push up the little sheer gown, his breath warm on my quivering twat, and then he buried his face in my crotch. I wiggled my hips slightly as he licked my slit, licking away the pussy juice. His tongue pushed just inside my slit, lapping at my wetness. Tongue-fucking me. The feel of him inside me sent little pulses of pleasure spiraling through me, and I knew if he kept it up long enough I could come with only his tongue inside me, my orgasm flooding his mouth with my sweet nectar.

I began to moan in my sleep, light, almost playful sounds, as he kept thrusting away at me with his tongue. He nibbled my engorged clit and sucked on my cunt until it happened.

I came.

I erupted against his face, my hips bucking, my snatch filling his mouth with my juices as I rocked my ass hard against his broad, stubbly face until my pussy felt sore, even a little raw. But I just kept going, riding against his face, until my orgasm subsided.

“Now I’m going to fuck you senseless,” Mr. Blake announced when he finally lifted his head. “You want that, don’t you?”

I grunted, trying to say ‘uh-huh’, but it didn’t come out that way. Instead it came out almost like a muffled moan, just enough for him to know that my answer was ‘yes’. Although in my head, it was more like ‘hell yes!’

The thought was barely out of my head when I felt him over me, poised for a moment while he placed the tip of his cock against my entrance and all at once shoved in.

Finally able to move now, but still not awake enough to open my eyes, I reached up and put my hands on his broad, muscular shoulders. I could feel the power rippling through him while he pounded me hard, thrusting into me, easing out, and then ramming his monster cock back into my snug pussy, balls deep. He plunged into me again and again, pleasuring me with each push.

“I’ve dreamed of this, Katie, of me taking you just this way, and I bet you have too,”  he said through clenched teeth, his breath tight. “Wake up, sweetheart, so you can enjoy it.”

I again made a sound, a slight moaning sound, but it was like several moans strung together.

He made a little sound like strangled laughter. “I knew you’d love it,” he said simply.

Then he put all his effort into fucking me like I’d never been fucked before. He pounded me so hard the bed rattled, like it might fall to pieces beneath us, but he didn’t seem concerned that the noise might awaken Mrs. Blake.

He grabbed my legs just under my knees and lifted them slightly as if to get a closer, press his body even tighter to my pussy, and make his long prick go in even deeper. Plowing me rough, he pistoned into me with almost perfect precision.

When he was really going at it, I managed to open my eyes, and, from the faint amber light that shone from Lindsay’s nightlight, I could see his magnificent, powerful body on top of mine, thrusting into me and showing no mercy. I rocked my hips against him, wanting him to go even deeper, fuck me even harder. 

My hands reached out in the darkness, clutching at him. I wanted to feel his body while he fucked me. I rubbed my fingers across his muscular chest, letting my hands rest against his bulging biceps as he stiffened and began erupting inside me with long, deep strokes that filled me with cum each time he thrust in. He filled my pussy to overflowing and his cum mingled with my cunt juices until our combined juices spurted out around his thick shaft and dribbled onto the bedding beneath me, leaving a wet spot on the sheet.

He collapsed against me and then rolled off me and onto the other side of the bed. Exhausted and spent he lay on his back, breathing hard.

I rolled on my side and snuggled in close to him. I’d never been as satisfied sexually as I was right then.

“How was it?” he asked when his breathing finally slowed.

I smiled up at him in the semi-darkness. “Like a dream come true,” I said quietly.

And I meant it…

the end

Long Distance

With My Daddy’s Best Friend

by

Hayley Westmore

Chapter 1

Hey, my name is Kayleigh, I'm twenty-two, and I have a story to tell about my first time with an older guy, an older man I'd known most of my life. Someone who just happened to be close to my family.

So, with me heading back to university, my dad's hot friend, Reid, was hanging out with us all day as we grilled and had a good time in the backyard. Good thing the weather is super nice year-round in southern California. It was a relaxed and enjoyable atmosphere, with everybody in high spirits.

Eventually, my folks went inside, and it was just Reid and me left outside. Fireworks were still going off around us, some Roman candles exploded overhead in a multicolored display as I was saying goodbye to Reid. That's when it happened.

We were saying our goodbyes when all of a sudden, he pulled me in for a kiss. I was shocked and surprised, but the chemistry between us was electric. All those secret feelings I had about him came flooding back, and I couldn't resist him.

As we kissed, his stubbly chin felt prickly against my face but pleasant, even stimulating, and I found myself opening up and letting him explore my mouth with his tongue. It was an intense and passionate moment that left me breathless. I didn't even know if he had planned it or if it was just a spur-of-the-moment thing, but it didn't matter. We were lost in the moment.

Then, just as quickly as it had begun, it was over. I was left standing there, feeling a little dazed and confused, but with a memory that was going to last a long time. The intensity of that impulsive kiss with Reid was going to stay with me for a long-ass time.

It had been four months since that unforgettable kiss. Reid and I never mentioned the kiss again since then. Truth is, I hadn't been home since then and hadn't seen him. But, honestly, I wasn't regretting that kiss one bit, but I knew he felt bad about it. I just wish he knew that I wanted it to happen too. But how do I bring that up? With three more months before the end of my junior year at college, I wouldn't be seeing him until the summer. And I wouldn't want to have that talk over the phone. I had toyed with the idea of going home for spring break or Easter or both, but nothing was definite yet. On top of all this uncertainty was the nagging question, what if he never brings it up again?

All these questions lingered in my head until I received a text from the man himself. Reid. Oh, shit! I sat straight up on the couch in the small apartment I shared with another junior, Stephanie, and my heart started racing the moment I saw his name flash on my phone. He said he was in town for business and asked if I was free for coffee and a catch-up. I obviously said 'yes', even though it was a school night and I probably should be studying. I figured I’d make it up later. Spending time with Reid was worth it.

I had a political science class that ran from 1:00 PM to 2:30 PM, but it was easily skippable if I needed to, because meeting with Reid was way more important. As it turned out, Reid wanted to meet for coffee around 4 PM, so I could attend my class, hurry and change, and meet him at the restaurant.

***

After class, I hurried back to the apartment and spent nearly an hour trying on different outfits, but nothing seemed just right. I wanted something to knock his eyes out, make him want me like he did in my parents' backyard.

My roommate Steff poked her head into my room and asked, "You got a big date tonight, Kayleigh?" I was holding up a pale gray blouse against my chest, evaluating myself in the mirror. I turned towards Steff and said, "Nope, just meeting an old friend for coffee."

"A family friend?" she repeated dreamily. "Not Reid."

Lucky guess, but I'm not a good liar. The truth was probably written all over my face. I nodded reluctantly. "Yes, Reid."

Steff's eyebrows shot up. "What's he doing all the way up here?"

I placed the gray blouse on my bed and picked up a white shirt before replying, "He said he was here on some business or something. I'm meeting him at around 4."

"So he won't be picking you up here?" Steff sounded disappointed.

"Fraid not," I told her, relishing her disappointment just a little.

Steff had met him a couple of years ago when he helped my dad move my things into the dorm. She had been obsessed with him ever since. Even going so far as trying to invite herself to my house at Christmas time two years running. The thing is, how could I blame her? I admit it, I was even more obsessed. Reid was my idea of the perfect man. A handsome face sculpted from stone, with a strong jaw, and a body that should be shirtless when I'm around. It was incredibly hard to be around him for so long and not be able to do anything about it. I had had a crush on him for so long... I couldn't even remember when it started.

"Hmm, what do you think of this one?" I asked Steff, showing her a hot pink top that had a low cut neck and short sleeves.

"Looks great," she replied, her eyes sparkling as if she'd just gotten the best idea ever. "Do you need someone to come with you? Someone who can keep things interesting in case there's a lull in the conversation? I'll even pay for my own coffee."

Somehow, I managed to avoid rolling my eyes. "Sorry, not going to work, Steff."

She looked like she wanted to pout, and I wasn't sure I should trust her judgment. "Can't blame a girl for trying?" she teased.

I laughed. "That's true," I agreed.

Steff came into my room and leaped onto my bed, leaning back against my pillows. She gazed up at me and let out a sigh. "I just wish I could have him for one night. One night with him where anything goes!"

"Yuck, Steff, really? That's my dad's best friend you're talking about, and he's old enough to be your father," I replied, pretending to cringe at the whole idea.

She pulled her legs up, hugged her knees, and shrugged. "Oh, what can I say, it's just that he's so hot!"

I slipped into a pair of ass-hugging jeans and squeezed my ample bosom into a sexy black lace bra. Tugging the hot pink top over my head, I checked myself out in the mirror and decided I looked pretty attractive myself. Despite my curves being a bit too much for my height, I always tried my best to flaunt them. Usually, I succeeded, and I received quite a few stares and looks from guys when I went out.

Steff sighed. "Damn, girl, you're rocking that outfit," she said, and I could see the sincerity in her face.

Trying to cover up my cleavage as much as possible, I muttered, "Oh, I know you're just complimenting me to make me feel less self-conscious about my size but thanks."

Steff got to her feet and put her hands on my shoulders, turning me to face her, as if she wanted to make a point. "Girl, you are smoking hot. You could have any guy you want, and I'm not saying that for any reason other than it's true."

I let out a sigh. "If only," I said under my breath, mostly talking to myself.

Steff sighed. "We have to work on your self-esteem," she lamented, sitting on the edge of my bed. "You obviously don't see what I see when you look in the mirror."

I checked my phone and realized that it was already 3:40. "Oh my god! I have to go now."

Steff smirked. "Before you leave, can you tell Reid that I say hi?"

Now I did roll my eyes. "Yes, Steff, sure."

I slid on my sneakers and made my way to the front door. "I'll see you later."

"Don’t forget!" Steff reminded me.

Pausing, I gave myself a quick once-over in the hallway mirror and saw that my hair and makeup were done to perfection. "I won’t," I assured her, even though I had no intention of mentioning another woman to Reid, not even Steff.

"Don’t forget your car keys!" Steff called.

I turned and grabbed them from the small table in the entryway.

My head had been elsewhere, thinking about seeing Reid again. "Thanks, Steff." I smiled back at her, but it was a reminder that I needed to get focused and stay that way… especially if tonight was going to go where I hoped it would…

Chapter 2

Perfect Perk was literally the only shop in town dedicated to serving coffee and pastries, the go-to hangout spot for college kids like me and my friends.

I pulled into the parking lot, which was packed with cars, and quickly looked around the area to see if Reid's Corvette was already there. But it hit me that he probably rented a car since he flew in from out of town.

This cute little coffee shop had the most adorable fifties diner vibe going on. From the vinyl seats to the neon signs, and the old jukebox playing classic tunes in the corner, it was like stepping back in time. This time, though, meeting Reid here, I felt like I was starring in my own personal version of Grease. They even served their coffee in vintage mugs with fun retro designs. It was the perfect spot to grab a latte and catch up with friends. I couldn't get enough of the cozy, nostalgic ambiance. It would be the perfect place to catch up with Reid.

As soon as I walked in, I spotted Reid – he stuck out like a sore thumb at six feet three inches tall. Not to mention, he was by far the most good-looking person in the room. I mean, there were women practically tripping over their own feet to get a glimpse of him. Reid seemed occupied with a notepad in front of him and his eyes glued to his phone, dressed in a white button-up shirt and tight black jeans. The top of his shirt, unbuttoned, revealed a hint of his chest, a trace of the curly chest hair, and made my heart beat a million miles a minute.

My hands were shaking as I made my way over to him. I had no clue what to expect. Would he kiss me again? Or just pretend that nothing ever happened between us?

"Hey, Reid," I said, trying to push the words out with my dry throat.

He looked up and flashed that killer smile. I couldn't help but feel my heart fluttering with excitement. Next thing I knew, he stood up and started making his way towards me. His arms opened up wide and for a split second, I thought he was going in for a kiss.

My heart raced even faster. Instead, he wrapped his strong arms around my back and pulled me in close to his broad chest. I couldn't help but inhale his masculine cologne. It felt so good to be in his arms again.

Finally, he let go and we both took a seat at the intimate table for two.

"So, how have you been?" he asked, breaking the brief moment of silence. His eyebrows lifted. "Good, I hope?"

His deep, sexy voice resonated through me like the deep bass in the dance music at the club. I nodded and started pulling out the silverware from the rolled napkin. "I'm doing pretty well," I answered, still uncertain why he was here. "How about you?"

Reid's response was predictable next but not telling. "Busier than ever," he replied. That seemed to be his go-to response every time we met.

I couldn't help but wonder if he had come all the way up here just to see me. When he had texted, that was the first thing I thought of... but I'd shoved it out of my head and not given it much thought. I was too happy to finally be seeing him again. But the answer he gave me about being in the area seemed like a flimsy excuse.

If things have been for him like they have been for me since that kiss we shared, I can bet he's been thinking about it. Trying to play it cool and get some intel, I asked him what business he had up here. After all, it had been ages since he last visited me at college.

He shrugged as if he had to think about it. "Ah, just looking over a business that I may purchase, a small business that may be a good fit for what I do."

I glanced around. "Not this place?" I asked, hopeful. It'd be nice to have him close. Real close.

He shook his head. "Nope, sorry."

"Oh well, it was a nice thought."

But I was humoring him for sure because his explanation seemed too convenient and not backed up by any details or facts, which made me wonder even more if he had other motives for coming up here.

"Doesn't sound too promising?"

Reid took a swig of water and shook his head. "Honestly, no, but it's okay. I knew it was a long shot, but it did bring me here and closer to you."

That bit rang true and gave me a little ripple in my stomach. Mmm. I could feel my core tighten, my pussy clench. With a few simple words, he had that effect on me. He always had... for as long as I could remember. My attraction for him had grown from there.

He glanced down at my chest, his eyes raking over my cleavage, and I immediately sat up straight, channeling my inner confidence.

The young waiter, someone I'd seen around campus, approached our table and asked for our order.

"Order for us," he told me.

"Me?" I repeated, uneasy about ordering for him but intrigued at having a bit of control.

He nodded. "Yeah, you know the place. I'm new here. Just a stranger."

"I hope you won't always be," I told him.

He shrugged. "We'll see."

I ordered us two loaded double mocha lattes and two raspberry cream cheese pastries.

"That sounds interesting," Reid said as the waiter walked away. "I bet the pastries are delicious."

The way he looked at me, I wasn't sure he was talking about the pastries, but I nodded anyway. "Yeah, they are really, really good," I told him self-consciously. "My favorites. I hope you like them too."

He looked into my eyes before he spoke. "I'm sure I will."

"This place has hands-down the best pastries around," I assured him, "and the coffee's not bad either."

"I can't wait," Reid said with a grin. "So how's school treating you? Your grades good?"

It was hard to maintain eye contact with those gorgeous blue eyes. Every time I glanced at him, my cheeks felt flushed, and my throat went dry. And let's just say that a particular region down below started feeling pretty darn toasty. The warmth was unmistakable. Making small talk was definitely proving to be a bit of a challenge.

I sighed. "It's going okay, I guess. I never expected it to be this tough. And I have a feeling it's only gonna get tougher."

"Yeah, let me tell you, life is a whole different level of difficulty. You don't get makeup tests or late passes. College is just a taste of what's to come."

"Well, once you get through it, a whole new world will open up to you."

I smiled. "Really?"

"Sure will. You'll find a good job and begin your career. If you're interested, I'd even like for you to come to work for me. What do you think of that?"

Honestly, it sounded too good to be true. My whole face beamed. The excitement continued to course through me, building now. "That sounds great," I gushed.

"I'd like that too," Reid admitted, mirroring my smile.

At that moment, our order arrived. The coffees were piled high with whipped topping and topped with a cherry, and our pastries were enormous, even bigger than the last one I'd eaten here. The conversation lagged while we ate our pastries and chased each bite down with a warm sip of coffee.

All of a sudden, Reid's expensive smartwatch dinged and caught his attention. He suddenly seemed all serious. "Ah, darn," he said. "That was a reminder that my afternoon meeting is going to start soon. I'll have to let the seller know if I want to purchase the business."

I sighed. "But you haven't finished your pastry or coffee," I protested. "Besides, we haven't really had a chance to finish catching up."

Reid gathered up his things and took one last bite of his pastry.

This last gesture at least made me think he liked my favorite pastry. "Good, huh?" I asked, trying not to sound too disappointed.

He nodded. "Oh definitely," he agreed. "Sorry I gotta bail on you."

I pretended to pout. "You're going to leave me here to finish my pastry and latte all on my own?"

"I'll make it up to you, I promise," he said, giving me a regretful smile. "If I can, I'll see you again before I fly back. If the meeting runs long into the afternoon, I'll stay over. So we'll see."

I nodded, a tiny bit of hope rising within me.

He placed a fifty-dollar bill on the table. "Pay for the food and leave a tip."

I watched him turn and hurry out the door.

And just like that, he was gone. I sat there, staring down at my half-eaten pastry.

What had just happened? Did he even enjoy his time with me? I couldn't help but feel like I'd been left hanging.

But the worst part?

He didn't even give me a goodbye kiss. What kind of guy does that? Leave it to Reid to be a total gentleman one moment and a complete mystery the next. Maybe I was reading him all wrong, and this was all just the big 'kiss off'.

Oh well, the only thing I could think about at the moment was Steff. I wondered what she'd make of this?

Chapter 3

When I agreed to meet Reid for coffee, I figured that would be the beginning and it would lead to us spending the evening together and waking up together in the morning. As it turned out, I got back to the apartment sooner than I had expected. I had enough time to catch up on my studies, but my head wasn't in it after meeting Reid.

Before meeting Reid, I had this thought that when we met, something would click and that kiss we shared would suddenly make perfect sense. But he seemed too caught up in what was happening with his work, like he had forgotten our kiss altogether. Or more like seeing me again was a second thought, like it was something he decided on because he was going to be in town and it was convenient. Maybe that's all it had been…

Disappointed, I dragged myself back to my room and flopped onto my bed. I had been so excited and nervous about seeing him again, but it turned out to be a big letdown. Nothing was resolved as I had hoped. Now I was more confused than ever about Reid... about us.

The silence was shattered as Steff came back from her afternoon class and slammed the apartment door. She barged into my room without knocking, as she always did, completely oblivious to my need for personal space and privacy.

I propped myself up on an elbow to look at her. “Hey Steff, I'm back from seeing Reid,” I mumbled half-heartedly.

She met my frown with one of her own. “What's the matter? You seem so down,” she observed, peering down at me.

No freaking way was I going to spill my guts and reveal my deepest, most intimate secret. Nope. Not even to her. She wouldn't get it anyways. I mean, who could?

"Ugh, school is the worst," I grumbled, hoping to steer the conversation away from my internal turmoil.

"Ugh, school is the worst," I grumbled, hoping to steer the conversation away from my internal turmoil.

Steff rolled her eyes. "Tell me about it, I had a philosophy exam earlier today, and let's say I didn't ace. I'm so screwed."

"Why haven't you studied then?" I asked, genuinely concerned.

"I did. Guess I need to try to retain more of it. But I couldn't focus. After you told me about Reid coming to town, that's all I could think about all afternoon. I just couldn't think of anything but him."

Oh god, me too. But I wasn't about to admit it. "You should've applied yourself as my old high school teachers used to say. Let's just say I sympathize."

And that was more true than she knew.

"Well, if you really cared," she started cleverly, "you'd tell me all about your meeting with gorgeous Reid!"

"I'll share," I agreed reluctantly.

Steff squealed with delight.

I hesitated before speaking, carefully thinking over what I wanted to say. No way would I tell her everything. I would tell her the short and sweet version, and I did. For the next hour, we talked about my meeting with Reid and wallowed in everything Reid. Steff seemed blissful as we chatted the rest of the afternoon away, but I still had mixed feelings about what was going on between me and Reid.

After that, I didn't mention Reid again, even though Steff brought him up every chance she got. Although she tried and tried, I managed to change the subject by discussing upcoming classes or feigning that I was running late and didn't have time to talk.

Despite trying to distract myself over the next few days, my thoughts kept racing back to Reid. I couldn't shake him from my thoughts, but I would be moving back to my hometown for the summer and I'd see him every chance I got. That would be my chance to reignite something with him. Somehow, I would make him see that we were meant to be. Nothing would stand in my way. I was determined to make it happen.

Chapter 4

That night, after seeing Reid, I found myself struggling to fall asleep. I tossed and turned as my mind raced with different thoughts. The only thing I could think of was how badly I wanted to take something to help me sleep and ease my mind. Unfortunately, I had an 8 a.m. class the next morning that I couldn't skip.

With no other choices left, I had to come up with a solution.

As I lay in bed, I closed my eyes, lay back against the pillow, and felt a familiar urge rising within me. I knew what I had to do, and without hesitation, I reached down beneath the covers. I could feel the warmth of my own body emanating from within, and I reveled in the sensation. My fingers deftly slipped beneath the waistband of my silky pink panties, exploring the soft curves of my womanhood. Instantly, I felt a rush of excitement flood through my young body as I found my fleshy button. My hand clenched the pillow next to my head as I imagined being on top of Reid.

My mind raced with the fantasy of riding his cock hard, feeling his toned body underneath me, and his hands moving up my thighs and groping my large breasts. He kneaded and squeezed my tits, pinching my hard little nipples between his thumb and forefinger. Mmm, that felt so freaking amazing. I closed my eyes and just got lost in the wonderful sensations pulsing through my body.

Slowly, I began to rock my hips back and forth, forcing his giant shaft in and out of my wet pussy. My breathing quickened as I rubbed my clit in circles, feeling an unfamiliar hunger within me.

I imagined Reid's lips pressed to mine, his tongue exploring my mouth like that day he had kissed me.

Though I had thought of Reid many times before, this time was different. It was as if my body was responding in a way that I wasn't used to. Almost as if he were here in bed with me, making me his. I couldn't help but reach out with my toes and straighten out my legs as I pictured Reid grasping my hips and filling me up.

Finally, I couldn't hold back the intense pleasure any longer. My body jerked as if Reid were pumping his huge load into my pussy and I climaxed, the bed squeaking noisily beneath me, making me worry that Steff might hear me. But after I finished cumming, I lay back, exhausted and satisfied, and did not give a damn if the neighbors had heard me!

Mmm, it felt so damn amazing. Only the real thing could feel better, and if I had my way, the next time would be just that. Reid having his way with me, pleasuring me in a way I'd only dreamed of…

With that thought in mind, sleep enveloped me.

***

The day after my meeting with Reid, I made a conscious effort to get back on track with my studies. It wasn't easy, but I knew I had to focus if I wanted to do well academically.

Despite my resolve, it was hard not to let my mind wander back to Reid. I knew deep down that I wasn't ready to be done with him just yet. Truth is, I was far from getting over my feelings for Reid. The thing is, I wasn't even sure I could. Or that I wanted to. I was pretty sure I didn't, but I also knew that obsessing over him wasn't going to get me anywhere.

That's why I decided to put him on the backburner for a while. I knew that once summer break rolled around, I would have plenty of time to figure out what I wanted and where things stood between us.

In the meantime, I focused on my studies and tried to keep my mind busy with other things. It wasn't easy, but I knew it was the best thing for me in the long run.

Waiting is not my forte – especially when it comes to waiting for a guy. I mean, I had already gone four months after that first kiss, what was a few more? So, I tried to be patient and wait it out, convincing myself that this stretch of time would go by in an instant.

But, as it goes with waiting, it can be unpredictable. I sat in a booth sipping on a latte and studying after my last class of the day and received a text message. At first, I assumed it was from my friend Steff or some of our other friends because they were the only people I knew in town.

I picked up my phone and my jaw dropped. The text was from him. Reid.

He was letting me know that the deal had just gone through. He had purchased the business after all, and things were being finalized. He wouldn't be leaving until the following day. He then asked if I wanted to come to his hotel room and celebrate just a little.

Without hesitation, I replied back with an emphatic "YES!"

There was no way I was turning down an invitation to spend time with. Hell no! Not when this could be the opportunity I'd been looking for...

Chapter 5

I spent over an hour curling my long, blonde hair and slipping into the tight hot pink dress that barely covered my ass. My breasts were practically spilling out of the top, but in that dress, damn, I looked hot. I knew I was going to blow Reid's mind. He wasn't going to know what hit him!

As I checked myself out in the mirror, I realized that if my best friend Steff saw me, she would grill me until she got answers. So, I had to slip out without her noticing. She would never believe in a million years that I was actually going on a date with Reid. Better she remained oblivious.

Reid's suite was at The Regency Hotel, one of the expensive hotels in town, a newly renovated historical building. None of the parents of the kids I knew would ever stay there because it was more than most could afford, but Reid wasn't a parent. He was a successful businessman, and he was loaded. I had no idea how much money he made, but from what I'd heard my dad say to my mom, it was a lot.

I drove to the hotel and parked, staring at the enormous, solid structure as the sunset illuminated its grand facade.

The Regency Hotel was a magnificent sight to behold. The building was enormous, towering over the surrounding cityscape with its impressive height and grandeur. The exterior was made entirely of bricks, adding to the hotel's regal appearance. It was clear that no expense had been spared in its restoration, as every detail had been meticulously crafted to bring back its former glory.

Upon stepping inside, guests were greeted by a sight so breathtaking that it left them awestruck. The interior was opulent and luxurious, with the most exquisite furnishings made from the finest materials. Expensive silks were used to create drapes that cascaded elegantly from the ceiling to the floor. Each piece of furniture was ornately designed, with intricate carvings and details that drew the eye and spoke of the hotel's lavishness.

The lobby was a sight to behold, with its high ceilings and large chandeliers that illuminated the entire room in a soft, warm glow. The floors were made of polished marble, and the walls were adorned with beautiful works of art that further enhanced the hotel's grandeur.

I got out of my car and headed inside, even though I found the grandeur of the hotel a little forbidding, I was eager to see Reid and nothing was going to stop me from seeing him tonight.

Reid's suite was on the top floor. One of the penthouses, I realized, and I was already in the elevator on my way up when this occurred to me. It also occurred to me that there was still so much I did not know about Reid, but now I knew he liked to enjoy the finer things in life.

My nerves were getting the best of me as I approached the only door on this floor. My toes were curled in my pink satin heels and my palms were sweaty as I kept wiping them on my dress.

Reid opened the door and greeted me with excitement. "Kayleigh! I'm so glad you're here!" His eyes raked up and down my body in the little hot pink dress I had carefully chosen for the occasion, and they lit up like the 4th of July.

His compliment made me feel more confident as I smiled and sashayed in. I knew I had been right. This was the outfit to win him over. He may not have seen this dress coming, but no way could he look away now.

The penthouse was just as stunning, with a king-sized bed that appeared soft and inviting, bedding and pillows in luxurious, silky fabrics, all in shades of gold. The walls were adorned with tasteful but colorful original works of art with little gold plaques that gave the title of the artwork and the name of the local artist who created it. All the attention to detail added to the opulent atmosphere. But it was the huge picture windows that caught and held my attention.

When I saw the breathtaking view from those windows, my jaw dropped. The entire town was beautifully laid out beneath us, all lit up so beautifully like twinkling stars in a night sky. "Wow, that's just beautiful," I said, in awe.

"Not as beautiful as you," Reid said from behind me.

"Thank you," I said automatically, still captivated by the view before me.

"I mean it."

I turned around to find Reid holding a bottle of champagne, and before I knew it, a cork had popped. He poured two glasses and smiled at me. "I knew you would like the room," he said.

I walked over to Reid, and he handed me a glass.

"I forgot to tell you congratulations," I said, recalling his successful business deal. "I'm not sure exactly what happened, but I'm sure it wasn't easy."

"It definitely wasn't."

Reid raised his glass, and we clinked glasses. I took a tiny sip, and the bubbles tickled my nose, making me want to giggle. But I didn't. Not that I was an expert by any measurement, but the champagne tasted expensive. I bet he had spent a small fortune on that alone, but it was a celebration of a successful business acquisition after all.

And I hoped before the night was over, it'd be more than that.

Reid took a seat on the couch, and I followed suit. As I sat down, I caught him glancing at my chest, again ogling my cleavage. I couldn't help but feel a little pleased that he was looking. To be honest, I had put a lot of effort into looking good for him. I was pleased he liked what he saw, even if it meant wearing a low-cut dress to show off my best assets.

Of course, my boobs weren't all he noticed, and that pleased me too.

"Something's different about your hair," Reid commented, breaking the silence.

I reached up and ran my fingers through my curls. "Oh, I curled it a little bit," I told him, pleased he'd noticed. "I just wanted a change."

He smiled, seeming pleased. "Well, it looks great," he complimented, and I could feel a hint of nervousness in his voice. It was cute – he was trying to flirt with me.

I took another sip of champagne, feeling a little dizzy and light-headed from the bubbles. Maybe tonight will turn out to be more exciting than I had anticipated.

I'd only taken a few sips of the champagne, but I was already feeling a bit tipsy. I've always been a lightweight when it comes to alcohol consumption.

And then it happened. The words that I never thought I'd say out loud just slipped out of my mouth. "Why did you kiss me on New Year's?" I immediately regretted saying anything and covered my mouth, hoping I hadn't just ruined everything. I could always blame the alcohol.

But the truth was, I needed to know. If nothing was ever going to happen between us, I had a right to know. I didn't want to be teased or led on. I wanted... No, if nothing more was going to happen between us except that one kiss, I had to know why not.

Reid was taken aback by my question and took a sip of his drink before answering. "It was a silly mistake. For a split second, I just lost control. That's all."

“A silly mistake?” I repeated his words. My eyes searched his as if the truth was there somewhere, hiding in plain sight. "Really?" I didn't buy it. Something about his answer didn't sit right with me. "Just a silly mistake?" I repeated, trying to keep my cool. "It didn't feel like a mistake, and even if it was, I still enjoyed it."

Reid finished his drink and set it down. He took a deep breath before responding. "I'm going to be honest, Kayleigh. It just felt wrong. That's all, it just felt wrong."

"Why?" I persisted.

"I'm your dad's best friend," he said as if that explained everything.

"I'm a woman and you're a man," I told him, "and what we do is just between us and no one else."

Reid shifted in his seat, running a hand through his dark hair as if unsure of his next move. It seemed he was wrestling with his desires and what he believed to be right.

Finally, his gaze drifted down to my lips, and he leaned in to plant a gentle kiss on them. The same exhilarating feeling from before washed over me. We pulled away momentarily.

In that pause, I couldn't help but ask, "Did that feel wrong to you?" Reid agreed, confirming that it definitely did not. With renewed passion, we kissed again, this time with more intensity than ever before.

His hand found its way to my side, and a jolt of electricity surged through my body. The thin and snug fabric of my dress heightened the sensation, leaving me breathless. I had to push him back onto the couch to catch my breath.

After a few deep breaths, the desire for more consumed me. I boldly lifted my leg, straddling him. The pulsating hardness of his presence pressed against me, exactly what I yearned for.

Reid tenderly reached up, tucking a strand of my hair behind my ear. His fingers grazed the sensitive skin of my neck, tracing a path down to my collarbone. Goosebumps erupted all over my body. It felt as if I was intoxicated by his touch, never wanting it to end.

With a passionate gaze, I leaned in and pressed my lips against his, eager to feel his hands on my body.

As his firm hands slid under my short dress, I gasped in pleasure as he discovered my smooth satin thong and squeezed my buttocks, grinding my hips against his denim-covered erection.

Our eyes remained locked as I started moving back and forth against him, feeling my throbbing clit rubbing against his hard member. Mmm, it was even more delightful than I had imagined!

The intensity between us grew stronger, and I breathlessly whispered in his ear that I was about to climax. "I'm so close," I urgently added.

With one final thrust, my body convulsed with the force of my orgasm, as I rode Reid just as I had often fantasized about when I pleasured myself. I clung to him, our lips finding each other in another passionate kiss as I reached the peak of pleasure, experiencing an intensity like never before

But the night was only beginning, and I knew that there was so much more sexual pleasure to be explored… between us.

So much more...

Chapter 6

"You're so damned sexy, Kayleigh," Reid's words were bold and full of desire. "I wish you could come for me like that every day." Hearing him speak to me in such a raw and uninhibited way was enough to make my knees weak. I'd never wanted him more than I wanted him right now.

He began to undress me, and my dress was discarded across the arm of the sofa. The eagerness of his hands working at my clothing made my heart race with anticipation. I had always been self-conscious about my breasts, being much larger than other young women my age, but when Reid unhooked my bra and released them from their prison, all I could feel was a sense of pride. "I knew you had the best pair of titties," he said, admiring them with both his eyes and hands.

My body responded to his touch, and I knew that I wanted him to keep going. "They're all yours, Reid," I whispered, hoping that he would take the hint. He did not disappoint.

Reid's lips were all over my body, taking in every inch of me with a hunger that matched my own. As he suckled hard on my hard pink nipples, I let out a soft moan of pleasure. "Damn, baby, you taste so good," he said, and I felt my cheeks flush with desire.

I wanted to give him just as much pleasure as he was giving me, so I got off of him and started to undress him. As I reached through the fly of his boxer briefs and pulled his cock out, holding his hefty thickness in my hand, I gasped at the sight of him. "Wow, you're so fucking big!" I squeezed his cock and felt him growing even bigger in my hand.

Reid knew how to take control, and he wasted no time tracing my lips with a thick finger and whispering his desires to me. "I want to see these sweet lips wrapped around my big fat cock, Kayleigh," he said, and I knew that I wanted nothing more than to please him in that way.

My hair fell across my face, and I brushed it away as I leaned forward and pressed my lips against the velvety tip of Reid's throbbing cock. A salty bead of pre-cum lingered on my tongue as I ran it down the length of his sweat-slickened big shaft. With every lick, I could feel the excitement rising as his body trembled beneath me. Spurred on by his reaction and eager to take him as deep as I could go, I opened my mouth as wide as possible and engulfed his thick rod.

Reid's fingers tightened around strands of my hair as he moaned my name, overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through his body.

My throat clenched as he pushed deeper still, but I pushed through the discomfort, determined to pleasure him in every possible way. Drawing him back to the edge with my mouth, I gripped his impressive prick firmly in my hand and stroked him, delighting in the sounds of his ragged breathing. His climax approached rapidly, and though I longed to taste his sweet cum on my tongue, I had other plans in mind.

Releasing him from my mouth, I rose to my knees, my tits bouncing nicely, and presented my body to him without hesitation.

Lowering my head, I glanced back at Reid suggestively and raised my ass, baring my soppy wetness to his hungry gaze. Eager to feel his thick cock inside me, I beckoned him with a sexy challenge.

"Come on, fuck me now, Reid. Don't you see how wet I am for you?" I pleaded, reaching back to tease my aching entrance with my fingers.

Reid wasted no time as he stripped down, throwing his pants across the room with a fierce toss. I couldn't help but be captivated as he undid his shirt, revealing perfectly chiseled abs and pecs that looked almost too good to be true, like they were sculpted from steel.

A wave of desire hit me as Reid leaned in close and whispered in a husky voice, "You're such a dirty, dirty girl, Kayleigh." Before I could react, he smacked my behind twice, sending shivers down my spine. Then he pressed the tip of his throbbing manhood against me, sending a rush of anticipation through my body.

As Reid thrust into me with all his might, I couldn't help but let out a scream of pleasure mixed with a sharp twinge of pain. His intensity left me weak in the knees, but at the same time, I never wanted it to stop.

"You barely fit!" I exclaimed, my breathing ragged and uneven. Despite my protest, Reid didn't hold back, pushing forward with even more enthusiasm until we were moving as one. I could feel every inch of him stretching me to the limit, but I was loving every second of it.

"Fuck yeah!" Reid growled, triumph in his voice, when he was balls deep in my tight snatch.

Eager to get his thick cock in my snatch as deep as he could, Reid slammed into my pussy until his hips met my ass. My twat was stretched tight around him like a rubber band that might snap at any second. "Damn, baby, you're so fucking tight!"

With growing anticipation, he pounded me from behind, bringing me closer and closer to climax. "Ah, Reid, I'm so damned close. I'm going to cum again."

With a little naughty smirk, Reid slapped my ass hard. "Do it, sweetheart. Come around me. I want to feel you squeezing my thick cock with your tight little pussy!"

"Oh, fuck!" I felt my orgasm rising rapidly at the sound of his voice, the words he said. I let my wanton desires take over, lost control the way I wanted to... the way I'd always imagined I would. My eyes rolled back in my head. I couldn't hear anything now.

Reid continued to thrust deeper into my twat with every push of his hips. I finally recovered, and with a sharp flick of my head, I whipped my hair back. "Keep going, Reid," I begged. "Don't stop!"

He grinned at me. "You love it when I fuck you with this big fat cock, don't you Kayleigh? You want more and more, don't you?"

I grinned back at him. "Hell yes!"

Reid gripped my hips tightly as he eased himself back out of my pussy slowly, then slammed back into me with more force than I could have ever imagined. His intense thrusting almost knocked me off the couch, but I held on tight, craving more of his raw lust.

As he pounded into me with wild abandon, I lost all sense of time and space, completely consumed by the electrifying sensations he was giving me.

"I'm gonna explode!" he grunted out the words, his voice rough and ragged.

"Give it to me!" I urged him on, then, gasping for air, I begged him to finish inside me, not wanting to miss a single moment of the intense pleasure.

Finally, he exploded inside me, sending me into a dizzying wave of ecstasy. I lay there, overwhelmed by the intensity of our lovemaking, as his warm cum spilled out of me onto the hotel couch. Grateful for our private room, we collapsed into each other's arms, utterly spent and fulfilled.

Reid pulled me close. "Damn, Kayleigh, that was better than I ever imagined!" he admitted, sounding winded but with an unmistakable excitement in his voice.

I lay against Reid as he rubbed my hair, pulling my head to his cheek and lightly kissing my forehead.

"I just want to stay here in your arms forever," I told him, enjoying his touch. "I wish we could do this..." my words trailed off, sounding hopeless.

"Don't worry, sweetheart, we will," Reid promised.

I pulled away and stared at him. "Really?" I couldn't believe what I had just heard.

He nodded, smiling, his eyes sparkling as they looked into mine as if wanting to see my reaction. "Yep, with the new business purchase, I'll be up here several times a month. This penthouse will be my second home, and we can get together every chance we get."

"You're not teasing me?"

A serious look came into his eyes. "I wouldn't do that to you."

I jumped into his open arms and as he kissed me long and hard, I had a feeling everything was going to work out perfectly for us...

Epilogue

Sitting at Perfect Perk across from Steff, I sipped my latte and noticed that she was staring at me with that inquisitive look again

I figured she was going to ask me the same question for the tenth time this week."So, are you going to tell me who the mystery guy you're seeing is?" she asked

I gave her the same blank stare I usually did. "What guy?" I replied

"You know," she insisted.

I did know. Reid and I had been seeing each other for a couple of months now, almost every weekend. Steff knew I was going out, sometimes staying out all night. I knew she had been suspicious for several weeks. Goodness, she asked me often enough!

"Come on, fess up!" Steff pushed.

I took a deep breath. "I don't know what you're talking about," I lied, wanting to draw out the suspense a bit longer by keeping her waiting.

"You're gone sometimes for the whole weekend, there has to be a guy," she said, giving me a half-smile and half frown. "Who's this guy? Someone I know?"

Reid and I had told each other that we weren't going to keep our relationship a secret any longer. So, I nodded and gave her a big smile. "It's Reid!"

Steff's eyes bulged out, her jaw dropped. "Really?" she exclaimed.

I nodded. "Yep, I think I'm in love.""Great, but what I really want to know is how is the big man in bed?" she asked curiously.

"You’ll just have to keep wondering," I teased her.

But I was pretty damned sure my smile said it all...

the end
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I

Some days begin even before you awaken… an uneasiness somewhere deep in your dreams.

As the morning light began to filter through the windows of his bedchamber, Lord Zachary Moorshead awoke, his stomach twisted in knots that he could not explain. He had a sense that something was to happen, something that he could not avoid. As the fog of sleep slowly cleared from his mind, he noticed the anxious glances of his manservant, who had already entered the room to begin his daily duties.

Whilst his servant assisted him in dressing, Zachary tried to reason away the uneasy feeling gnawing at his gut. But it refused to be ignored, and he was unable to shake the notion that something significant was to take place at any moment.

Zachary Moorshead, the dashing gentleman of grand demeanor, looked resplendent in his finest attire – a dark blue suit that accentuated his broad shoulders and sturdy frame. His thick hair, still as dark as the night, gracefully fell over his forehead, adding a masculine touch to his striking persona. His unwavering gaze, steely-grey and commanding, conveyed an air of power and dominance, whilst his perfectly chiseled jawline hinted at his resolute nature.

Though he gave no explanation for his choice of attire, there was a subtle reason behind it, hidden in the depths of his thoughts. Perhaps it was to impress the newest lodgers at his establishment, Moorshead Manor Lodge, or maybe there was a certain young woman he hoped to please. Whatever the cause may be, Lord Zachary Moorshead had carried the weight of his decision with a certain cavalier confidence that bespoke his character.

Alas, even amid his self-assured demeanor, he found himself unable to dispel the disquiet that ensnared him.

He could feel his palms damp with perspiration as he made his way down the winding staircase of the lodge, where the rest of the occupants of the house were starting to gather.

As he reached the anteroom, Zachary greeted his guests and saw two familiar faces in the gathering. His son, Abel, and daughter-in-law, Millicent, waited for him, expectant looks on their faces. He could see the worried glances they exchanged, and it only served to heighten his own sense of apprehension. The air was thick with an almost palpable tension, and Zachary felt like he was standing on the brink of something truly transformational, if not an outright catastrophe.

As Zachary tried to push away his unease, he departed from his guests with a forced smile. He walked over to Abel and Millicent, both of whom were standing off to the side, engaged in their own conversation.

"Good morning, Father," Abel said as he held out his hand for a firm handshake. "It hast been a while since we last visited, has it not?"

"Yes, it hast, indeed," Zachary replied, trying to keep the nervousness out of his voice. "How are you and Millicent getting on? I hope you are both well."

"We are doing splendidly, thank you," Millicent chimed in, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Abel has been the perfect husband, haven't you, dear?"

Abel rolled his eyes in mock exasperation. "Yes, dear," he replied with a grin. "I am but glad she puts up with my foolishness."

The group laughed and chatted for a few more minutes before Zachary excused himself to attend to some final preparations. He could feel the knot in his stomach beginning to unravel slightly, and he took comfort in the light banter with his son and daughter-in-law. Despite this, however, he could not shake the feeling that something ominous was approaching, and he could only pray that he was wrong. With the pending arrival of the young lady, surely there would be no catastrophe.

Abel glanced around the room before turning back to his father. "Speaking of preparations, is the new cook arriving today?" he asked.

"Yes, she is to arrive later," responded Zachary. "She should be coming in mid-morning by coach, and I shall be there to greet her."

Abel nodded. "Good, good. I shall say I am looking forward to trying her cooking. You say she comes highly recommended?"

"Yes, very highly," Zachary confirmed. "She is the daughter of an old acquaintance, and I have a good feeling about her."

Abel smiled. "Well, I suppose we shall have to wait and see, shan't we?"

The two continued to chat about the upcoming gala and the renovations Zachary had made to the house, seeming to forget about the unease that had been lingering in the background. But even as they spoke, the feeling remained, like a heavy weight settled on Zachary's shoulders. He silently prayed that the arrival of the new cook would bring some relief to his troubled mind.

II

As Zachary waited for Sophia's coach to arrive, he couldn't help but feel anxious. He had heard wonderful things about her cooking skills, but he had not seen her in many years. He straightened his cravat nervously as the coach arrived and watched as the door was opened.

When a full grownup Sophia stepped out, Zachary was taken aback by her beauty. The last time he had cast his eyes upon her, she was just a nubile girl of eighteen. But now, she had grown into a stunning woman.

Her very presence exuded elegance and refinement, her eyes sparkling with intelligence and a hint of mischief. Her lustrous hair was perfectly coiffed in a style of the latest fashion, framing her delicate features flawlessly. The way she moved, with an effortless grace, left Zachary mesmerized. And when her lips curled into a smile, it was as if the sun had just dawned on a cold winter's morning, warming every inch of his heart. Sophia was the epitome of a Victorian lady; a true gem in her own right.

Zachary could feel his pulse quickening with each passing moment in her presence.

Sophia's eyes widened in recognition as she saw Zachary Moorshead and she smiled broadly. "Good afternoon, Lord Moorshead," Sophia greeted him warmly.

"Miss Sophia, call me Zachary. It's indeed a pleasure to see you once again," responded he, his voice noticeably softer than usual. "My, you have grown into a most lovely young lady.”

Zachary watched as a smile curved Sophia’s red lips graciously, and her eyes twinkled. “Thank you kindly, Lord Moorshead.”

“Only the truth, dear, only the truth,” Zachary said, his eyes taking her in once again. He reached out a hand to her. “Let me take your bag."

As he reached for her valise, their hands brushed against each other and Zachary couldn't help but feel a jolt of excitement. He quickly brushed away the feeling and helped Sophia into the carriage.

As they rode towards the lodge, Zachary and Sophia struck up a conversation, their voices filled with laughter and jovial banter. They talked about the upcoming first dinner, the gala, she was to prepare for family and friends, Sophia's journey, and their memories of her younger days.

As they neared the lodge, perhaps because Sophia was tired from her long journey, the conversation quieted. Zachary glanced over at her, but she seemed to be off somewhere else, perhaps lost in her thoughts or considering what was yet to come.

"I hope you find the accommodations to your liking," Zachary said, breaking the uncomfortable silence.

"Oh, I'm sure I will," Sophia replied with a smile. "I don't require much, just a stove and some good ingredients to work with."

Zachary chuckled. "Well, I think we can provide all that and more. In fact, I'm looking forward to your meals already."

Fair Sophia did show forth a beauteous smile, herself delighted, when lo and behold, some other matter did seize her notice.

As Sophia gazed upon the grand lodge once more, after years away, she felt a sense of nostalgia wash over her. The sight of its colossal size was just as awe-inspiring as she remembered, standing resplendent and imposing amidst the sprawling oaks and verdant hills that surrounded it. The multitude of rooms contained within its walls still seemed almost incomprehensible to Sophia, as if it held secrets even after all this time. The grandeur and majesty of the lodge seemed to still imbue the entire countryside with a sense of power and prestige, a beacon of wealth and influence that stood the test of time. Sophia couldn't help but feel once again, that it was a true testament to the glory of opulence and sophistication.

When Zachary hath drawn the carriage to a halt afore the grand stone stairway at the entryway of the lodge, he did lend his aiding hand to Sophia, stepping out of the carriage and courteously ushered her inside. He could not help but feel a sense of excitement and anticipation about the arrival of the new cook. He had a feeling that things were going to be different, in a very good way.

III

When Sophia and Zachary entered the foyer of the lodge, they were greeted by his son and Zachary’s daughter-in-law. After a brief introduction, Zachary retrieved her valise and left it to Abel. He then left hastily off without further word.

With Abel in tow, carrying Sophia’s bag, Millicent led Sophia up the stairs to her room. As they climbed, Sophia marveled at the exquisite beauty of the lodge's interior. Every detail of the era was captured, much of it polished and renovated of recent, from the high ceilings adorned with intricate mouldings to the sweeping staircases that led to the upper floors.

When they reached Sophia's room, Millicent opened the door and ushered her inside. "Here we are, miss," she said, gesturing towards the room's luxurious furnishings. "I hope this is to your liking."

Sophia smiled appreciatively at the sight of her cozy room. The dark oak furniture gleamed to a high shine, and the plush feather bed in the center of the room looked fit for a queen.

"It ‘tis lovely, thank you," replied Sophia graciously.

Abel placed her valise on the upholstered bench at the end of the bed. As he and Millicent turned to leave, Sophia asked, "Excuse me, do you know where your father has gone off to so suddenly?"

"Ah, yes," Millicent replied, a hint of a smile on her lips. "Lord Moorshead takes his stewardship very seriously. I'm sure he's caught up with his duties and will be back soon."

Sophia nodded understandingly. "Of course. Thank you both so much for your help. I think I shall take a rest for a bit."

"Good, miss,” Abel said before turning to leave.

“Rest up and we shall see you at dinner tonight," Millicent said kindly.

“Thank you,” Sophia said quietly, still uncertain if Zachary had fled because of her. “I shall take a small meal later in private, if that is acceptable?”

“Yes, by all means, I should have it sent up, after you’ve awakened,” Millicent assured her before ushering herself and Abel from the room.

“Very good,” Sophia said, smiling tiredly as she closed the door.

Alone now, the young woman lay down on the bed, feeling the softness of the feather down tickling the exposed skin of her arms. As she closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep, thoughts of Zachary filled her mind. She couldn't help but admire how handsome he looked in his dark blue suit and cravat, and she wondered if he had left to escape his own carnal feelings towards her.

The image of Zachary's strong jaw and piercing eyes of grey flashed before her, causing her pulse to quicken. She realized with a jolt that she was developing some intense feelings for him as well. Perhaps reawakening?

As she drifted off to sleep, the alluring thought of Lord Zachary Moorshead consumed her thoughts.

IV

Still exhausted from her journey, even after a rest, Sophia had slept soundly in her luxurious bedchamber, her mind at ease with the knowledge that she was making strides in adapting to her new role as the head cook of the grand lodge.

As she entered the kitchen, she was met with the sight of the well-equipped space and attentive staff. She knew that with their help, she would be able to prepare a meal fit for the most discerning of palates.

On this fine morning, she set out to choose the freshest vegetables from the garden. With delicate precision, she skillfully sliced and diced them into the perfect dimension, making sure that each piece was of exemplary quality. She then set to work in the kitchen, concocting a soup that would leave the most discerning of palates satisfied.

With every spoonful, she added just the right amount of spices, each sprinkling enhancing the soup's flavor, making it simply exquisite. Before the clock struck mid-day, she was certain that her soup was unparalleled in taste and her efforts had proved to be nothing short of remarkable.

Much to her astonishment and elation, Zachary made his way to the kitchen to inquire about her progress.

"Good morning, Sophia," Zachary's voice interrupted her thoughts. "I hope you slept well."

"I did, sir, thank you," she replied with a smile. "Would you like to try some of my signature soup?"

Zachary nodded appreciatively as he took a spoonful of the hot liquid. "This is delicious," he exclaimed. "You are truly gifted in the culinary arts."

Sophia felt her cheeks warm at his compliment and could tell that Zachary was genuinely impressed with her skills. However, she knew that she needed supplies for the main course and turned to the young male assistant cook to assist her.

"My dear, allow me to accompany you to the nearby burrough so that you may procure your necessities," the assistant cook offered with great enthusiasm.

But before Sophia could respond, Zachary interjected. "Verily, I shall escort Miss Sophia myself," he declared with great determination, a gruff tone in his voice. "I wouldn't want her to feel I had abandoned her in her hour of need.”

Sophia's heart skipped a beat at the sound of Zachary's possessive tone. No longer the young girl of yore, she shall have to accustom herself to the notion of this handsome, opulent gentleman offering his protection to her.

"Thank you kindly, Zachary," she murmured, feeling a new wave of gratitude towards him. "I appreciate your gracious offer."

With a nod of his head, Zachary turned to leave the kitchen, and Sophia could not help but watch him walk away, admiring the way his broad shoulders filled out his coat. She knew that she had a long journey ahead of her as the new chief cook for the lodge, but with Zachary's guidance, she was starting to feel more confident in her abilities. Verily, it was more she knew. Much more.

V

Flustered by how he had behaved, Zachary Montgomery retreated to the solace of his study, the bright hues of the midday casting shadows across the room. He slumped down in his leather chair, burying his face in his hands as he sought to dispel the unrelenting ache inside him.

Why had he intervened when the young male cook, Peter, had made an offer to drive Sophia, the charming and spirited daughter of Lord Hamish Danforth, into town? The lad was no threat to him, but in a sudden rash decision, sheer jealousy, Zachary stopped young Peter from taking Sophia with him, insisting on driving her himself, all the whilst knowing he was exposing himself to vulnerability. It had all been so chaste and pure, but in a flash, he had seen the young man sitting next to Sophia in the carriage on the ride, and he had been overcome with a heated jealousy – a potency that he had long buried deep within him. He had known Sophia since she was a girl, and over the years, he had grown fond of her, but he never dared to reveal the true depth of his emotions.

Now, as he sat in his study, Zachary realised with a swirl of emotions that it was time for him to either reveal his feelings to Sophia, to confess the deep affection that he had harboured for so long or bury them in the past. But, for now, he would drive her to the burrough, all the whilst, still caught in the inferno of his own emotions. Perhaps, in the end, it would be best for him to relinquish those primal feelings that had arisen by Sophia’s return for he could not overcome the stigma society would brandish on their age difference.

Zachary prided himself as a gentleman of means, well-respected in society, with a reputation that preceded him. He was known for his stoicism, his calm demeanor, and his intelligence. However, in that moment, he was anything but calm. His thoughts were abuzz with what-ifs and what-could-have-beens. He had always thought of Sophia as a dear friend, but in that carriage ride from the station, the veil had been lifted, and he had seen her in a different light. He had seen the fire in her eyes, the passion in her voice, and had been struck by her beauty in a way he had never been before.

Verily, he should have allowed the young servant to carry Miss Sophia into the burrough, but alas, it was too late to undo the deed… His only recourse was to escort her to the nearby borough, hoping for an expeditious passage.

As he gathered himself, Zachary straightened his cravat and made his way back to the kitchen. His heart was racing after their brief moment of possessiveness he had displayed earlier. Dare he hope she had not noticed? Alas, he felt certain she did. He found her standing by the stove, stirring the pot of soup.

"Are you ready, my dear?" he asked, his voice strained.

Startled by his sudden presence, she turned to face him, black locks falling over her shoulders. He restrained himself from brushing aside the luscious curls, cognizant of their delicacy against her porcelain cheek.

"Yes, sir," she replied, noticing the look of longing in his eyes.

As they stepped outside, Zachary couldn't help but take note of how lovely she looked in the bright afternoon sun. He helped her into the carriage, practically lifting her. "Careful now, lass," he whispered, his hand lingering on hers.

A jolt went through him as their skin touched, and he could tell she felt it too by the way she looked into his eyes. Acting on a sudden impulse, he leaned in and brushed his lips to hers. For a brief moment, nothing else mattered except the feel of her soft lips under his.

Realizing what he was doing, he quickly pulled away and apologized. "Forgive me, please," he begged, looking away from her in shame.

But much to his astonishment, she appeared unperturbed. "Pray, do not trouble yourself with apologies," she pleaded, a teasing glint in her sparkling eyes. “Perhaps I wanted it as well.”

Despite Zachary's ardent longing to bestow another kiss upon her, he knew such behavior was not proper. "Nay, we shall not," he stated firmly as the carriage commenced its journey. The remainder of the ride into the burrough was uncomfortably silent, the weight of their unease palpable.

As they journeyed forth, the hush betwixt them loomed, each consumed with their own private contemplations. Zachary could feel Sophia's gaze upon him, and he dared not look in her direction, for fear that she would see the turmoil that lay beneath his stoic facade. He could feel her presence, her essence, and it awakened something in him that he had long forgotten. Yet, he deemed it best to withhold his heart's desire... for fate had dictated no other alternative.

In front of the provisions shop, Zachary helped her down from the carriage, determined to be a perfect gentleman. "I shall run an errand," he said, his voice smooth and polite, "and return for you shortly.”

Sophia nodded, barely making eye contact with him now. “Thank you, sir,” she said, sounding all too formal.

With that they each went their separate ways, both secretly longing for what could never be.

VI

The first week of Sophia's stay at the Lodge vanished swiftly as the mist in the morning sunshine. The young lady spent most of her hours in the privacy of her bedchamber, solely emerging to attend to her kitchen duties. However, she seldom glimpsed Zachary, and if by chance their paths did cross, he appeared distant, even fleeting, as if avoiding her ever since their tender kiss before their carriage ride into the burrough.

Notwithstanding that entanglement that had seized her thoughts more times than she could count within the last few days, Sophia was unswerving in her dedication to her culinary duties, engrossed in outlining an impressive menu for the upcoming gala. Her yearning was to leave the patronage of Moorshead Manor Lodge awestruck with her variety of foods–but truthfully, it was Zachary she wished to impress.

As soon as Sophia had finished putting together the intricate details of the gala menu, her mind was consumed with an overwhelming need for time of her own. She was resolved to find a peaceful haven where she could find solace.

A young servant, with a gentle and respectful tone, had shared a secret with her during their morning talk. She had told Sophia of a hidden creek nearby, where one could find some much-needed respite in the heart of nature. During hot afternoons, she would sneak away and take a quiet swim, slipping away from the clamour of the lodge.

As Sophia mulled on her suggestion, the possibility seemed more charming by the minute.

Sophia made my way through the quaint backyard of the lodge, the scent of fresh blossoms filled the air, and the gentle breeze caressed her fair cheeks. But as she veered off the well-trodden pathway, her eyes fell upon a sight that thrilled and captivated her beyond measure.

There, standing amidst the verdant bushes, was Lord Zachary Moorshead himself. His broad shoulders glistened in the warm sunshine, and a light sheen of sweat bestowed a captivating glow to his chiseled chest. His strong arms, taut with effort, worked tirelessly to tidy the shrubs around the summer house.

As Sophia stood there, utterly transfixed by his commanding presence, she couldn't help but feel her pulse thrumming with an undeniable desire. The way he moved, with the grace of a panther and the strength of a lion, stirred something deep within her. She watched him for a few moments, drinking in his raw masculinity, and a hesitant smile graced her lips.

But as if sensing her presence, his head turned, and his striking gaze met hers. She could feel the heat rising to my cheeks as his gaze traced over her body.

Startled at having been found out, Sophia turned on her heel and briskly strolled away, finding her way back swiftly to the main path.

Thus, Sophia made her way towards the stream, her hurried steps gradually easing into a leisurely pace, and the noise of her bustle slowly drowned out by the sounds of the wild.

As she reached the creek, she took a deep breath, inhaling the sweet scent of fresh grass. The clear and sparkling water reflected the golden rays of the sun that broke through the trees. It was a vivid scene that seemed almost like a painting. Without wasting another moment, she started disrobing, the sense of liberation almost overwhelming her. And then, she stepped into the stream, the warmth of the water sending a shot of pleasure through her. She sank in, feeling the sensation of peace enveloping her. It was a delicious escape from the frenzy of her daily surroundings.

As Sophia paddled around and revelled in the tranquil moment, it felt like a precious treasure. She was overcome by a sense of deep gratitude, for having a friend assist her in the discovery of this little gem that had been left unexplored by many for so long. She now knew it for certain – this was a personal retreat that would be kept hidden deep in her heart, forevermore.

As she reclined in the tranquil waters, she couldn't help but ponder on the sweet memory of Zachary, nearly unclothed before her very eyes. Each thought of him brought on a throbbing ache that resonated throughout her entire being. Her wandering hands explored fervently, fondling her breasts and daring to travel lower, teasing her bud and spreading her nether lips. However, her euphoria was soon interrupted. When she glanced up, to her great astonishment, there was Zachary, standing at the edge of the water, still bare-chested and observing her with a look of fiery intensity.

"Pray pardon my rudeness, sir, but I cannot help but notice that thou hast followed me," Sophia said, her tone accusatory.

"Aye, fair maiden," he responded, a playful tone in his words, his expression displaying disapproval, whilst his body displayed quite the opposite. She could see the tension in his muscles and the undeniable evidence of his arousal in the bulge of his trousers.

"Alas, sweet Sophia, thou must not venture alone into such a place," he spoke harshly now, his tone more serious. "What if some dastardly rogue were to cross thy path and lay eyes upon thee in such a vulnerable state? What if some scoundrel who lacks the duties of a gentleman..." His tone softened before abruptly trailing off, but the warning of danger still lingered in tone.

“Perhaps.”

"My dearest Sophia," he asked, his voice deep and commanding, "Is that what your heart truly desires?"

Sophia cannot speak, her nerves betraying her as she gazed into his piercing eyes. Does he not perceive my longing for the gentleman who stands so gallantly before me?

Sophia stood, befuddled and vulnerable, drenched in the clear water of the stream. Quickly, she made her way to the bank where her clothes lay. With a swift reach, she grasped for them, trying to cover my nakedness as quickly as possible. But to her surprise, his gallant hand circled her dainty wrist, tugging her towards him.

"What ‘tis it?" he repeated, his voice a mere whisper.

She could not hold his gaze, her eyes becoming distant and unfocused. "I am inexperienced in such matters, kind sir. I may not know what I desire," she murmured, the sound scarcely audible above the chirping of crickets and chirping of birds.

"Indeed, my dear, that is an understandable concern," replied Zachary in a deep, rough voice. His hands encircled her waist, his grip firm yet gentle. "But fear not, for I am more than willing to show you the ways of love and passion."

Her heart fluttered as his words sent shivers down her spine. She had been longing for this man to show her such affection, but never had she expected it would indeed come from him.

He pulled her closer, and she could feel the hardness of his body against hers. Her cheeks flushed as desire coursed through her, and for a moment, she was lost in his embrace.

"We shall take things at your pace, my dear," he whispered. "But I promise you, I shall make it a first time to remember."

As he lowered his lips to hers, nothing else mattered but the two of them, lost in each other's embrace.

VII

As the gentle breeze rustled through the trees, they stood there, locked in an embrace that seemed to defy time. It was as if the world had stopped spinning and the only thing that mattered was the two of them. Her eyes, so deep and intense, held Zachary's in a trance-like state, and he could see the passion that lay behind them. It was a hunger, a desire that burned in her soul, the same hunger that also possessed him.

They had stolen this precious moment from the world, and now, as they stood there in each other's arms, time seemed to standstill. It was a moment that we would both Sophia for eternity. Her skin was so soft to the touch, and he held her tightly, pulling her closer to him. He could feel her heart beating against his chest, the rhythm matching his own heartbeat. As their lips parted, their eyes never leaving each other, Zachary knew that this was just the beginning. They had awoken something within each other, a passion that would soon grow into a flame that could not be extinguished. Their first kiss had been exhilarating, and now their connection felt unbreakable.

Zachary held her hand and looked deep into her eyes, whispering words that would forever be etched in his memory. “Verily, fair Sophia, I shall make thee mine own. Thy untouched state shall not endure for long.”

With that he led her away from the creek and toward the back garden of the lodge.

As they treaded along the clandestine path Zachary had carved out to the summer house, his arms were laden with Sophia's garments whilst she remained unclothed and nestled closely to him. Upon their arrival, he unlocked the entrance and guided her delicate hand up the short staircase towards the interior.

After they crossed the threshold, Zachary greeted her once more with a breathtaking kiss, his heart ablaze with palpable desire. Swiftly but gently, he led her to the ancient wrought-iron bed, topped with a plump down mattress, and eased her onto it.

Her gaze fixated on Zachary with an untamed passion as he unfastened my trousers, and let them gracefully glide towards the floor. Seated on the edge of the idyllic bed, he handily unsheathed his boots and propelled them aside, joining his trousers in a muddled pile.

Zachary stood unabashed before her, divested of his clothes. "Doth thou desire this, my fair Sophia?" he inquired, his gaze unyielding upon hers.

With unwavering determination, she replied, “I do,” as her gaze met his with a gentle but resolute intensity.

Without any further hesitation, Zachary swooped down towards her, his visage so close to hers that their lips grazed each other whilst he stared steadfastly into her eyes. All of a sudden, he captured her lips with his once more in a fervent embrace that unleashed all the conserved passion that lingered between them. He kissed her ardently, with his tongue deftly caressing hers and delving deep into her mouth. His hands glided tenderly over the supple and polished skin of her back, travelling upwards to her bare shoulders and eventually to her bosom, where they rested and kneaded her breasts, gently pinching the tips with his calloused thumb and forefinger, eliciting a resounding moan of pleasure from her.

All at once, Zachary withdrew his lips from hers, he knew that soon enough she would be prepared for his ardor and he would take her innocence forevermore.

As he traced kisses along her delicate cheek, his ministrations trailing ever downward, Zachary could feel her body shiver with delight. Touched by the warmth of her skin, he toyed with her every nerve until he finally latched onto a taut nipple and sucked it hungrily, eliciting a wanton moan from his beloved. He offered a silent plea to the heavens, praying that none would hear her pleasure but him.

Zachary descended further, finding himself betwixt her legs as he settled into position. His hands tracing the soft flesh of her inner thighs, parting them to invite him closer. He felt his manhood respond, aching for release as he gazed upon the untouched beauty of her femininity. His eyes beheld the exquisite sight of her swollen, dewy flower, teeming with her own desire. A single finger trailed along the folds of her nether region, discovering the essence of her sweet nectar. He could not resist the intoxicating scent nor the temptation to taste her honeyed essence. Bringing his finger to his lips, he tasted a flavor sweeter than the clover honey of the meadow.

As she lay still and quiet in anticipation, he lowered himself towards the intimate folds of her femininity. His desire for her was endless, yearning to revel in the taste of her sweet essence again and again. With a sharp intake of breath, she surrendered to his touch, her hips meeting his mouth with a fervent need. He used his strong hand to anchor her against the soft mattress, determined to bring her to the brink of ecstasy. Slowly, he traced her innermost folds with his tongue, teasingly flicking over her throbbing bud. As he circled her delicate pearl with his lips, she moaned in ecstasy, his mouth sucking her deeper into a world of pure pleasure.

Lord Zachary Moorshead indulged in her exquisite taste, drawing her close to his lips and passionately exploring her eager womanhood. With resolute fervor, he tenderly pressed against her pearl until she trembled with pleasure, beseeching him to never cease his ministrations upon her.

He lifted his gaze with a charming smile. "Oh, my dearest Sophia, surrender to your fervor." He trusted that by inciting her fervor to a frenzy, she wouldn't even notice the physical discomfort of her maidenhood being breached. With his skilled hand, he plucked at her excitement, causing her to tremble, before slipping his probing fingers inside her secret folds, delving deeper and deeper, arousing her until she was on the brink of ecstasy.

As he felt her tremble with anticipated pleasure, he withdrew himself and climbed atop her youthful, tender body. His hardened, ardent passion pressed against her yearning entrance, and she clung to him mightily and panted loudly.

With fervent hearts and fiery wills, they rode their passions towards the ultimate zenith of pleasure. Their bodies entwined, their breaths quickening with every rising surge of ecstasy, the intensity building between them. With every stride forward, their hearts beat faster, the pounding rhythm loud in their ears as they strode towards the height of desire. With every passing moment, their gazes locked together with an unbreakable bond, a bond that spoke of the dizzying heights of passion that awaited them. They rode on, their bodies aching with the promise of a release that only two lovers can know.

Afterwards the two lay together in serene bliss, bodies still entwined, the quietness enveloping them and threatening to lull them towards a gentle slumber.

Zachary brushed strands of dark unruly hair from her cheeks and kissed her lips softly. His kiss she returned, and, when it ended, they lay there, savoring our moments together until the time for them to return to the main house–where they must abide by the strict codes of behavior that govern them in their daily lives.

VIII

As the sun began to set, Zachary escorted Sophia back to the estate. His countenance was solemn as he spoke in hushed tones, for he knew, as did she, their love can never be rekindled again. Despite the spark that ignited between them, their station in life kept them worlds apart.

With a heavy sigh, he mustered the courage to utter the unbearable truth. "My dear, we cannot be together again. It is not right," Zachary confessed. "You are far too young, being not just the daughter of my closest friend, but young enough to be my own daughter."

Sophia ached at the sight of his despondency.

He hung his head low, his face tortured as if the emotions churning inside him were like a tempestuous sea. Verily, she suspected, the societal rules and the bond of friendship that held them back weighed heavily on his heart, for she knew the outcome would be disastrous if they ignored the conventions of proper society. Heartbreaking as it was for them both, Sophia waited crestfallen for what Zachary must do. His words were solemn. He vowed to caution his heart and quell the fire of passion that burned within him. The path of righteousness must be followed, even if it meant sacrificing his own happiness for the sake of honor and propriety.

His eyes affixed on hers. “We can never be, my love,” he lamented.

Sophia felt the urge to express her disapproval, yet she knew it was futile. His resoluteness had been set in stone, unyielding to any of her objections. She was left with no choice but to acquiesce to his unchangeable decision. Such was the state of affairs. She had to come to terms with the fact that this was the only path open to them.

As Sophia and Zachary approached the rear entrance of the lodge, the weight of their impending separation hung heavily in the air. With a heavy heart Sophia listened as Zachary reiterated that this was for the best. He touched her cheek gently before their reluctantly parting.

Sophia couldn't help but steal one last glance at Zachary's retreating figure as he walked away. Her heart still aflutter from their brief encounter, Sophia turned to make her way back into the lodge. However, fate had other plans for her, as she inadvertently collided with young cook Peter just inside the darkened foyer.

Flustered and out of breath, Peter urgently requested a private audience with the comely Sophia. Taken aback by the young man's boldness, Sophia hesitated for a moment before ultimately agreeing to hear Peter out. With a curious and apprehensive mind, Sophia followed Peter to a quiet corner of the huge kitchen, eager to hear what the young cook had to say.

"My dear Sophia," Peter spoke with a soft smile, "the upcoming gala is upon us in no time, and I do believe we should be each other's company for the evening."

"A date?" Sophia inquired, unsure of his intentions.

"Oh, no, not a date per se," he quickly clarified with the vaguest hint of a smile. "Merely as friends, for I am aware that your heart yearns for another. But as we are both obliged to attend, may I have the honor of accompanying you?"

Sophia remained quiet, pondering over the idea that Zachary was a mere acquaintance himself, one who desired no further intimate relations with her. It appeared that he wished to keep their bond professional, limited to that of an employer and employee. "Indubitably, Peter," she replied at last. "I shall accompany thee to the gala."

Peter’s face beamed with joyousness. "I shall summon thee in the early eve."

They said a few words in parting, and Sophia again embraced the silence as thoughts of Zachary still lingered in her mind, she couldn't help but wonder if he would disapprove of her attending the ball with another gentleman. Yet, she remembered Zachary's words, that they could never be together, and, even though her heart ached at the thought, and so she had agreed to let Peter escort her.

IX

Ever since Sophia and Zachary indulged in carnal pleasures in the summer house, his heart has been taunted with feelings and emotions that he dared not embrace. And so, he had taken to avoiding her presence, requesting meals in the parlor in his bedchamber, just to spare them both the torment of their forbidden attraction. But alas, his heart ached for her day and night, plagued by her image and thoughts of what could never be. In his dreams, Sophia visited him, and they are inseparable. They laughed, they danced, they embraced, and in those moments, Zachary felt a joy that he could not explain – a joy that he could not experience when he were awake. Zachary knew that it could never come to pass, that society would forbid their union, that her father would surely object, and yet, his heart yearned for her. Oh, how he longed to hold her tight and tell her of his love, but the fear of societal ostracism and disappointing a dear friend proved too great, and his pride and position in society were at risk.

And so, Zachary kept a distance, even as his heart longed to be closer to her. Sophia, my darling Sophia, I must keep my love for her hidden for her sake and my own, though I knew that Sophia will forever hold a special place in my heart.

The Lord of the manor languished in the parlor, indulging in the delicacies prepared by his cherished Sophia. She hath cooked with so much care and expertise that each morsel bore a treat for his taste buds. Ah, he could not dismiss her even to rid themselves of this unbearable temptation. Alas, his sense of justice prevailed. She hath proved herself as the chief cook through her own merit and deserved to stay. Her culinary expertise hath captured not just the palates of the lodge guests, but also his own as well. Sophia, however, hath earned more than just his admiration and appreciation.

Zachary shook, startled by a sudden knock at the door. His butler, ever dutiful, quickly answered and soon presented young Peter, one of the assistant cooks.

"What brings you here, Peter?" the elder gentleman asked with a raised eyebrow.

"Sir, I humbly request your permission to invite Miss Sophia to attend the upcoming gala as my companion," he spoke with a hint of nervousness.

Zachary was taken aback by this bold request. How dare young Peter presume to ask for his blessing without acknowledging his own desire to accompany Sophia to such an event!

"Why do you assume I would object?" Zachary asked sharply, his patience wearing thin.

Peter shifted uncomfortably, knowing he had overstepped. "Forgive me, sir. I only thought you might want to... uh... escort Miss Sophia yourself."

Zachary’s blood boiled at his impertinence. "I assure you, young man, that my intentions are none of your business. And as much as it pains me to say, I cannot condone your participation in this affair with the fair Miss Sophia."

He watched as Peter's face fell with disappointment. "But why, sir? Is there someone else more suitable?"

Zachary’s eyes narrowed as he tried to contain his own emotions. "That remains to be seen. Now kindly excuse yourself from my presence," he spoke with finality.

Once he had left, Zachary couldn't help but wonder about his true motives. Did he suspect my affections for Sophia and was trying to provoke me into revealing them? The mere thought of it made me angry and yet... conflicted. For in truth, I could not deny to myself that Sophia held a special place in my heart. The way her eyes sparkled when coaxed into a smile, the way her delicate hands worked magic in the kitchen... Oh, how I longed to whisk her away to a grand ball and show her off to all of society! And so I resolved to make certain her gala was a tremendous success, regardless of who her escort may be. For my feelings for Sophia could not be denied, no matter how hard I tried.

X

On the morrow, Zachary tasked his faithful manservant to pick out his attire for the evening’s festivities. Donning a bewitching midnight blue suit, the very one he was certain drew dearest Sophia's eye upon her arrival. He struck a bold impression, not to be missed to be sure, yet his heart was set on garnering the admiration of a single, enchanting lady – the charming Miss Sophia.

His descent down the grand staircase was graceful, much akin to that of a sprightly youth, his anticipation growing with each step. Tonight held great importance, for it marked the unveiling of the newly renovated interior of the lodge, but more, it also announced the debut of his dear Sophia as head chef at Moorshead Manor Lodge.

As Zachary reached the bottom of the grand descent, his eyes were drawn to the intricate floral arrangements that he had had so meticulously crafted for this auspicious occasion. The blooms, mostly freshly plucked roses from our gardens, paled in comparison to the radiance exuded by the fair Sophia.

As he gracefully glided through the grand entrance to the ballroom, he could feel a wave of excitement wash over him. The air hung thick with the sweet scent of perfumes and colognes, and the sound of enchanting music filled his ears. The gala lay before him in full swing, and he could not help but admire the lively scene that surrounded him.

The ballroom presented a wonder to behold, filled to the brim with an assemblage of the upper crust, each impeccably dressed in their finest attire. Some dancing, twirling around the spacious room with grace and poise, whilst others mingled about, exchanging pleasantries and indulging in the lavish refreshments prepared by his dear Sophia and her loyal staff.

As he took in the crowd, Zachary searched for one person, and one person only – my beloved Sophia. His eyes darted from face to face, hoping to catch a glimpse of her angelic features. But alas, she appeared nowhere to be found. A wave of relief washed over Zachary as he realized she was not in the company of that insipid young Peter, who never failed to ruffle his feathers.

Zachary decided to take advantage of this moment of leisure and allow himself to relax. Leaning against a nearby pillar, he closed his eyes and let the soothing sounds of the orchestra wash over him. But even in my brief moment of peace, his heart yearned for the sight of his Sophia, and he could not help but wonder where she might be.

Verily, as if enchanted, he opened my eyes and beheld a mesmerizing sight – Sophia. Adorned in a resplendent gown of satiny pale blue, she stood at a distance from him, encircled by a group of revelers, engaging in merry conversations and giggling at every chance. Her very presence exuded an air of belongingness, as if it were her rightful place to be there amidst the joyful ambiance; a sight he had always pictured in my wildest fantasies.

As Zachary beheld her, a profound feeling of contentment washed over him, settling deep within his heart.

When he approached her, he observed couples commencing their dance around her. His heart quickened with anticipation as he lay hold of her soft, delicate hand. "Might I have the honour of this dance, fair maiden?" Zachary inquired, bowing gallantly.

Sophia gracefully twirled, her exquisite gown flowing around her, and her eyes widened with delight whilst her lips formed a contented smile.

She stepped up to Zachary and he took her into my arms. His pulse quickened as he led her onto the dance floor, surrounded by a throng of merry couples. Her hand remained clasped tightly in Zachary’s as they began to move in perfect sync, swaying to the music. In that moment, it seemed as though nothing else existed beyond the two of them. They twirled and spun, lost in the enchantment of the dance.

The melody from the orchestra filled the air, and they moved with precision and grace. Zachary couldn't take my eyes off her, captivated by her every movement, her every breath. As they made their way around the room, Zachary could sense a curiosity in her eyes, as if she was questioning the depths of their connection. Nevertheless, they continued to dance, lost in the moment, and reveling in each other's presence.

As the final notes of the lively tune subsided, Zachary held Sophia close to him, her delicate form pressed against his chest. In that moment, he was lost in the blissful haze of the dance and the enthralling company of the lovely lady in his embrace.

However, his reverie was quickly disrupted as he turned to face the imposing figure of Lord Hamish Danforth, a dear friend and Sophia's father. His stern expression and dignified bearing visibly softened as his gaze fell upon his daughter, who was still nestled in Zachary’s arms.

Amidst the bustling of the ballroom, Zachary could sense a deep pride emanating from Lord Danforth as he looked upon Sophia. His love and devotion for his daughter were evident despite his normally reserved demeanor.

Zachary couldn't help but feel a sense of gratitude towards Hamish, for entrusting him with the care of his precious daughter in giving his blessing for her to come to Moorshead Manor Lodge.

"Greetings, Hamish, you have heard of Sophia's grand evening?" Zachary addressed him.

"I would not dare to miss my daughter's victory," Hamish beamed with pride.

As Zachary observed Sophia's approach towards her father, he could sense her gratitude for her father's attendance but also see her lovely face creased with uneasiness.

Recognizing the need for father and daughter to converse, Zachary swiftly departed from the ballroom without uttering a word, assured that Hamish perceived his great fondness for fair Sophia.

XI

As Zachary walked out of the ballroom, Hamish gazed at his darling daughter with adoration. "My dearest Sophia, the stars in the heavens could not outshine your radiance this blessed night," he exclaimed as he took her hand in his.

Sophia's face reddened with a mixture of pleasure and bashfulness under her father's warm regard. "Thank you, Papa. I am grateful for your kind words," she replied, feeling grateful for her father's support. But she could not hide the troubles within her.

Hamish leaned in and whispered, "What troubles you, my dear? Rest assured, you may confide in me."

Sophia's heart lifted at the sight of her father's gentle face. "Papa, I cannot help but worry about Zachary's feelings towards me. I fear he sees me only as a friend," she confessed.

Hamish's brow furrowed with concern. "Have you shared these trepidations with Zachary?"

Sophia shook her head. "No, I have not. I do not want to harm our friendship."

Hamish took Sophia's hand again and led her to a secluded corner. "My little lamb, trust your heart and be honest with your feelings,” he advised. “Zachary is a man of integrity and compassion. I am certain he holds you in higher esteem than you realize."

Sophia's eyes widened with hope, for she knew her father was wise and his counsel was true. "Thank you, Papa, for your words of wisdom."

Hamish clasped his daughter's shoulder and beamed at her with pride. "Now go and enjoy the rest of your grand evening, my love. You are breathtaking and deserving of every happiness."

Sophia smiled, feeling emboldened to follow her heart as she rejoined the ball's festivities, hoping to catch a glimpse of Zachary should he return so she might glimpse what the future held.

XII

Upon Zachary's failure to appear again at the ballroom, Sophia became determined to seek him out. Upon venturing along the path under a full moon to the summer house, she chanced upon Zachary pacing uneasily, consumed with fear over her father’s reaction to their connection.

Spotting Sophia approaching, he instantly remarked, “Alas, it cannot bode well, fair Sophia. Surely your father would disapprove of our attachment.”

Sophia calmly replied, “Your suspicions are mislaid, Zachary,” her face adorned with a lovely grin.

“Do you mean Hamish is not fuming with rage?”

“Indeed, Father has granted us his blessing, Zachary,” Sophia declared with a victorious air.

Zachary was taken aback by the news, positively delighted and overwhelmed by the sudden turn of events.

Amidst laughter and merriment, he took Sophia into his arms and held her close, his lips seeking out hers beneath the starry night sky.

Epilogue

With Sophia’s father, Lord Danforth, having given his blessing, Zachary seemed more at ease with the idea of the two being a couple despite their age difference or society’s strict codes of conduct. Many a times through history an older man has taken a younger wife, even when their stations in life were at odds, much like Zachary’s and hers, him being the Master of Moorshead Manor Lodge and Sophia being the lowly head cook.

Verily, Zachary hath called upon Sophia to the summer house. She doth apprehend that he may harbor some disapprobation concerning her proficiency as chief cook. Verily, the ball hath proven to be an immense triumph, and she remained unaware of any such dissatisfaction among the sojourners of Moorshead Manor Lodge.

With trepidation, she traversed the path leading to the summer abode. Upon arrival, she discovered Zachary amidst the blooming roses, his countenance adorned with a heartening grin and a particular glint in his eyes.

At once, her fears were abolished.

It was a beautiful evening as Zachary took his beloved, Sophia, for a stroll in the gardens. As they walked together, admiring the lush greenery and the sweet fragrance of the blooming flowers, Zachary took Sophia's hand and gazed into her eyes.

"Sophia," he began, his voice deep and intense.

"Yes, Zachary?" Sophia replied, her heart already beating faster.

"I have loved you since the day we met, and every moment since then has only deepened my love for you," he said, his eyes shining with emotion. "Will you do me the honor of being my wife?"

Sophia gasped, placing a hand over her mouth. "Oh, Zachary," she breathed. "You don't know how happy you've made me. I have loved you as well. Yes, I will marry you!"

As they embraced, the moon rose in the sky, illuminating the garden and casting a romantic spell over the entire scene.

Celebrating what was true love, Zachary knew he would cherish his sweet Sophia forever…

the end
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Gentle summer's breeze,

Fragile blooms of love take root,

Blossoming with care.

___________________
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Tiny bird of love,

Fluttering among the blooms,

Softly stealing hearts
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Orange hues up high,

Two lovers under the sky,

Love as warm as light

I am Lady Lizette, but my dear friends call me Lizzie. However, there is only one gentleman who can truly make me blush when he calls me by that name. Presently, I reside in a sprawling estate–a stunning Victorian mansion that boasts of far too many rooms and more than twice the number of servants.

Er’ since my parents died in an unfortunate carriage accident, I now reside with my loving grandmother, a widow and proper society lady. I am turned eighteen and feel fully capable of looking after myself, but my grandmother thinks that I shall require her loving care forthwith. I disagree, of course, for I believe I am well on my way to becoming a proper lady, albeit with a mind of my own. Yet, my heart's greatest desire is for the gentleman who captivates my attention to regard me with the same fervor that I so ardently bestow on him.

Alas as of now, that is not meant to be…

Life at my dear Grandmother's splendid estate could become quite dull, with little excitement to occupy my thoughts but for the occasional fanciful daydream of a most alluring gentleman and the fantasy of a romantic escape to some far-off, tropical island paradise.

Pray, allow me to make known to you the newest addition to our stables: none other than Mr. Jasper Coles, the stablemaster. A gentleman older than myself, it must be confessed, but with a bearing so upright and imposing, he projects an immediate youthfulness to others. Indeed, he cuts a wondrous figure, standing tall and broad-shouldered, with a head of dark locks that beg to be tamed. And his eyes, oh! They are a piercing shade of green, like the depths of a forest, so keenly focused, it feels as though they stare into one's very soul. Indeed, a formidable presence he shall prove to be, this Mr. Coles.

In contemplating the Herculean stature of the gallant gentleman, the brawny man doth ignite within me a fervour as swift and fierce as lightning.

Presently, I huddle in the corner, concealed by the tall stack of hay bales, I tremble with apprehension. I had surreptitiously sneaked in earlier, but now I am filled with anxiety that my presence may be discovered once again. I struggle to stay silent, though my curiosity tempts me to peek out from behind the bales. In a moment of weakness, I glance around the mound of hay and catch a brief sight of the manly figure of the sturdy labourer, his bare torso glistening with sweat as he diligently arranges the sweet-smelling hay unto the towering heap. My heart flutters at the sight, even as I ponder the danger of being caught.

I was well aware that my diminutive stature and most particularly, my lustrous blonde tresses, could in no way prevent his coming upon me within this rustic sanctuary.

Once hither in this very barn, I was caught by him, and he was not at all pleased with my conduct. He gave me a severe scolding, and as he spoke, I gazed into his captivating, alluring eyes, feeling my heart flutter and my feminine desires stirred by his very presence.

In the hayloft of the barn, he chanced upon me and his countenance turned grave. With a stern voice, he berated me for my reckless behavior. Yet, I found myself utterly entranced by the depth of his gaze, so full of vigor and passion. My heart fluttered, and a fire ignited deep within me, at the very thought of him being near.

Oh, my heart pulsates with trepidation that my greatest dread is poised to come to fruition. I shall be found out. Lo and behold, as I cast my gaze towards his hulking presence, he was no longer laboring at the raking of the hay, but instead, his nose was snuffing the normally somewhat stale air of the barn interior.

“Lady Lizzie!” he calls, his voice gruff. “Is that you?”

I stepped from behind the bales and give myself up. "Yes, 'tis I, Mr. Coles," I confessed, my voice meek and fearful, bracing myself for his admonishment.

"Pray tell me, my Lady Lizzie, what art thou doing here?" he uttered, his voice quivering with emotion.

"I beseech thee, sir, for a brief respite from the bustling manor," I uttered, seeking refuge from the overwhelming chaos of the estate. I stood then from the rickety crate on which I perched, smoothing down my day dress. Verily, I was endeavoring to be as honest as possible while evading the divulgement of my true motives.

Mr. Coles’ face was stern, his eyes dark and serious. "But this is the barn, Miss. It's not a proper place for a lady like thyself."

"I can take care of myself, Mr. Coles," I retorted, my chin held high.

"But, I beseech thee, what if something were to happen to you? Your grandmother, Lady Barrington, would never forgive me."

"I'm not a mere child, Mr. Coles,” I said with more confidence than I can muster. “I can handle a little adventure."

We locked eyes for the briefest moment, each of us unwilling to back down, and somehow both of us, I felt,  feeling the heat of our closeness.

"Aye, very well, Lady Lizzie," he acceded at last, with a wary smile gracing his lips. "But pray remember, I caught thee once, having surreptitiously sneaked into the hayloft for a nap..."

"I do not forget, good sir," I assured him in hushed tones, fully aware of the stern restrictions that governed our conduct.

"Should I catch thee slumbering in the loft once more, I cannot be held responsible for what I am liable to do," he declared also in resolute yet subdued tones, lest any wayfarer should inadvertently eavesdrop on our conversation.

My eyes flashed against his. “Wh-what do you mean, Mr. Coles?” I inquired, my heart fluttering and my legs quivering with the possibility that I may have not misconceived his intent.

"Verily, fair maiden," he spoke brusquely, ceasing to address me by my rightful title of superiority. "I have spoken no less than what I intended to convey."

As his words sank into my consciousness, I paused for a moment to gather my composure. With a determined air, I swiftly passed by him and made my way towards the main house. Though his jovial laughter trailed in my wake, I could not discern whether it was meant to mock me or not.

Were he not toying with my affections like a ne'er-do-well, he would surely fulfill his vow... and I would ensure that it comes to pass...

Two
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Threads of delicate

Old lace, weaves with love’s romance

Forever timeless

As I emerged from the stables, always enjoying my time among the majestic horses and flushed from the thrill of being so close to the handsome stablemaster, my heart sank at the thought of my Grandmother, Lady Barrington, waiting for me in the parlor. Thus, I delayed my entrance into the manor house as long as I could. Alas, with morning tea quickly approaching, I reluctantly made my way inside and traversed the lengthy corridor where the harsh, grating voice of my Grandmother beckoned to me from the parlour, as though commanding my presence at once. Lady Barrington appeared to be deeply distressed about something. I could hazard a guess as to what it was...

Lady Barrington sat in her grand purple brocade wingback chair, dressed in one of her finest silk and lace gowns of a pale lavender. She ignored me for the moment while she fluffed the ruffled collar and sleeves. Then, with a knowing sneer, Lady Barrington rebuked me for time spent in the stables with that filthy stablemaster.

“I’m just spending time with the horses, Grandmother,” I protested that I only wished to admire the equine beauties, but Grandmother was not convinced. The way she narrowed her eyes, I perceived Grandmother was not not to be swayed… and certainly not deceived.

Grandmother dismissed my words with a sharp roll of her eyes. "Your conduct has been unbecoming of a young lady of your stature," Lady Barrington scolded. "Now, I have invited your dear friend Rose for afternoon tea, and it is your duty to entertain her while I entertain Lady Tarkington. You mustn't daunt yourself with those filthy beasts any longer."

I let out a heavy sigh and reluctantly agreed, "As you wish, Grandmother. But know that my heart yearns for the stables, and I shall return as soon as I may."

Lady Barrington gave me a stern look and ordered me to my chambers to tidy my appearance. Though my heart ached at the thought of leaving the happy place that brought me such joy, I knew I must comply with my grandmother's wishes… or find a means to an end. I resolved to sneak away from the main house and find an alibi to cover my tracks. I was determined to reclaim my autonomy and follow the path of my heart, come what may.

Three
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Graceful hummingbird,

With wings beating so swiftly,

Love in every sip

After being unceremoniously dismissed by Grandmother to attend to my appearance at once, I swiftly climbed the grand staircase. I strode down the wide hallway, and as I made my way past the closed entrance of Grandmother's bedchamber, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of curiosity in my young heart. I knew that Grandmother oft kept precious remedies within the confines of her bedchamber, and I was determined to discover their secrets… one remedy in particular.

With a stealthy hand, I turned the ornate brass knob and slipped inside the chamber and began my eager expedition. I rifled through drawers and searched high and low until I finally found the coveted herbal sleeping powder in a small covered porcelain container near my Grandmother’s bedside.

A sense of relief washed over me as I gently took one of the small sachets from the container and placed it into my pocket. Yet, sweet as it had been, my brief moment of triumph was short-lived as the housekeeper, Mrs. Battersby stood like an iron guard at the door as I opened. I froze in my very tracks, caught in the act.

The older woman eyed me suspiciously, demanding to know why I had ventured into Grandmother's quarters. When I hesitated to offer a response, the woman continued. "Pray tell, Lady Lizette, why dost thou hesitate? Mayhaps, prithee speak thy mind," she brashly nudged, her gaze fixed upon the young lady before her. "What sayeth thee for thyself?"

I didst gulp audibly, my mind racing with haste. “Lady Barrington did request that I tidy myself at once for the arrival of guests,” I explained, then embellishing, I added, "I dared to enter Grandmother's bedchamber to borrow but a mere touch of her fragrant essence of flowers."

As Mrs. Battersby peered beyond me, her gaze rested upon the delicate perfume decanter that sat atop the Chippendale dressing table. She brought her eyes back to the young lady before her and crossed her arms as if asserting some sense of authority she did not possess. Then sternly she admonished me to leave my Grandmother's room at once and not to venture inside again unless expressly authorized by the Lady of the house.

“Yes, of course,” I said meekly, wishing not the older charwoman to confess to Grandmother. I hung my head in shame, knowing that I had indeed overstepped my boundaries. Verily, the necessity of the herbal sleeping potion to execute my whim proved far too great to forswear...

Four
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Teacups of old times,

Sipping serenity in hand,

Memories now made

Once in my bedchamber, a young servant girl. Ada, helped me tidy my appearance and change into a fresh frock that would be more appropriate for entertaining a dear friend.

As I descended the stairs, transformed into a vision of elegance, I resigned myself to the mundane task of entertaining my dear friend whilst again pondering over Jasper Coles, his true intent, and the artful tactics I would employ to my favour…

I could hear Grandmother’s voice in the parlour, and I realized our guests must have arrived. I went directly into the smaller drawing room across the corridor and found my closest friend there waiting for me. Rose looked as miserable as I, dressed in an ill-fitting but tidy frock, her auburn hair pulled back severely with a scarlet ribbon.

As we settled ourselves comfortably in the parlour, we began to engage ourselves in a most pleasant discourse, whilst eagerly awaiting the arrival of the servant with the morning tea. Our dainty fingers drummed upon the armrests of their elegant chairs, and our eyes twinkled as we engaged in a lively conversation that was as pleasant as the chirping of birds on a spring day but soon turned towards idle gossip.

"Pray tell me, dear friend," said Rose, "what tidings have come to thee since our last meeting?"

"Why, my sweet Miss Rose," replied I in an equally lively manner, "there has been much afoot in society, yet little of any real consequence. Pray, hast thou any news to share?"

"Nay, not much of import, forsooth," answered Rose with a delicate laugh, "but I did hear from my dear aunt that Lord Braxton has returned from his travels abroad and may soon be calling upon us."

“Aye, I shall look forward to his arrival,”  I declared, though my countenance betrayed no true excitement.

“I thought you should be enchanted by Lord Braxton as before,” acknowledged Miss Rose with a slight pout at the lukewarm reception of her news.

I shrugged my shoulders, knowing Grandmother would admonish me harshly for such behavior should she see. “I am not further smitten,” I admitted.

Rose let out a despairing sigh, a gleam of understanding in her eyes as she taunted playfully. "I suppose there must be another handsome, dashing gentleman who has captured your affections, my dear."

I remained even-eyed and tight-lipped for the moment. Rose, my dear friend, had always been quick to tease, especially when it came to matters of the heart, and the two of us kept no secrets amongst ourselves.

"Well, well, Lizette, according to your Grandmother, it seems you have been spending an inordinate amount of time at the stables as of late," said Rose with a mischievous tone evident in her voice.

My cheeks flushed with a soft pink hue as I tried in vain to hide my smile. "Indeed, Rose, I must admit that I have taken a liking to the new stablemaster. He has a certain charm that I find quite captivating."

Rose stared at me with the same knowing as Grandmother displayed earlier. "Ah, I see. And what does this charming stablemaster bring to your heart?" she teased, her eyes again twinkling merrily with amusement.

My fingers nervously played with the lace on my sleeve as I searched for the right words. "He brings a sense of adventure and excitement. His passion for horses is infectious, and his gentle touch soothes the most skittish of beasts."

Rose chuckled softly. "Oh, Lizette, you are so taken with him. I fear your heart may be in trouble."

I couldn't help but smile. "Perhaps, Rose. But I believe that a heart in love is a heart that is alive."

Rose placed a hand on my arm, her voice softening. "I do hope that he returns your affection, my dear. I should not like to see you scorned by a man who acts as less than a gentleman."

My heart swelled with warmth at my dear friend's kind words. "Thank you, Rose. Your support means the world to me."

I did conclude with a most auspicious grin, and we both descended again into mirthful giggles which were shortly subdued, lest they should reach the ears of my esteemed Grandmère and Rose's Mother in close proximity.

In a whisper, I beseeched a favour of my beloved confidante. With great trepidation, I implored Rose to furnish me with an alibi in the event of discovery by Grandmother whilst venturing to the stables.

“I should do so at great risk,” Rose also spoke quietly. She patted my hand reassuringly. “But, for you, my dear, I shall do so.”

With that we embraced and again we did share a bit of a chortle but quietly as the servant entered with the tray and set about serving our morning tea…

Five
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Fresh dew on the leaves

New love blossoms like a rose

Morning's beauty shines

I slowly glided across the room, the flickering candlelight casting shadows on the walls behind me. My steps were light, and my thin, satin gown rustled softly as I walked.

The young servant, Ada, followed closely behind me, carrying a tray with a steaming cup of wildflower tea.

"Thank you, Ada," I said with a faint smile as I accepted the tray and placed it on the dressing table by the window. "That will be all for now. You may retire."

Ada curtsied, her lips curved in appreciation. "Yes, miss. Goodnight."

I seated myself on a blood red, velvet covered chair by the window and stared out into the night taking in the stars and the near full moon. My usual nightly ritual, but tonight would be different. With nimble fingers, I withdrew the drawer of the graceful dressing table and procured the diminutive sachet of fine linen from its discreet hiding place.

I took it in my hand and stared at the tiny sachet of sleeping powder that rested harmlessly on my palm.

With a slight pause, I delicately unraveled the thin thread tie of the dainty cloth pouch and revealed its contents. I glanced at the sachet of powdered herbs and hesitated for a moment. Verily, I had never used a sleeping aid before, but felt it was needed tonight. I had a big day ahead of me tomorrow, and I needed to sleep well.

Delicately dipping the silver spoon from the tray into the powder, I extracted the most scant portion and stirred it carefully into my brimming cup of tea.

With cautious movements so as not to spill the steaming liquid, I sipped the tea slowly, savoring the added sweetness the herbal powder provided and allowing the warmth to soothe my nerves.

After I sipped the last drop of tea, I blew out the flickering candle and took the copper bed warmer from beneath my bed covers. Then, with a gentle swaying of my hips, I slid beneath the covers of my warmed, cozy bed.

With a deep breath, I lay back against my soft down-filled pillow. After a time, I did perceive the influence of the sleeping aid. The room slowly faded into pitch darkness, and I felt myself drifting off to sleep. But as I closed my eyes, a vivid dream took over: I was in the barn, surrounded by the darkened interior and the sweet smell of hay. The stablemaster, tall, muscular man Jasper Coles, with his forest green eyes and chiseled jawline, stood before me.

I felt my heart race as his gaze lingered on me, his eyes alight with desire. Without warning, he reached out and grabbed my hand, leading me unabashedly towards the ladder that led up to the loft. I followed him obediently, wanting nothing less, my heart pounding wildly in my chest with each step.

When we reached the top, he wrapped his arms around me and pressed his lips to mine. I gasped, my hands clutching at his shirt as I felt a fire begin to burn in my young belly. The stablemaster's hands roamed freely over my body, exploring every curve and dip, and I felt as though I would burst with desire. In that moment, nothing else mattered. The world faded away, and all that remained was the intense passion between us.

I woke up with a start, my heart racing and my breath coming in quick gasps. I glanced around the darkened room, unsure how long I had slept and feeling the heat of the dream still lingering on my skin. "What on earth was that?" I whispered out loud to myself, a secret smile playing at the corners of my mouth. Verily, the herbal sleeping powder did its intended work... but lo and behold, I had not foreseen the delightful reverie it summoned forth in my being.

Perhaps I should drink more wildflower tea in the future.

Six
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Morning light shines bright,

Embracing warmth that we share,

Love's beauty unfolds

I had awakened to the new day refreshed and looking forward to what promise lay ahead. The morning seemed dew kissed and unusually warm for springtime. A day full of perchance what might be, I cherished a fervent hope and was well aware of the object of my utmost desire on this given day. Yet, in the shadows of my mind, I worried something could go amiss. Still, I vowed to do my very best to make sure my plan went off without fail.

I dutifully wrought throughout the forenoon and into the afternoon, conducting myself as though nary a matter was awry through tea and performing those chores in the garden that held my interest. Whilst gathering daisies for Grandmother’s dressing table, I stole moments to myself when I could daydream about what I craved would transpire.

As the sun sat high in the sky, I took my leave from the garden, feigning a head caused by the fervent rays. Up to my bedchamber, I swiftly made my way, where I tended to my ablutions with great care. Richly fragrant floral water, gently applied, graced my skin, and it was then that I adorned myself in my finest day gown–verdant as the emerald pools of his gaze; clasping securely at the fore. My locks flowed like the palest of gold upon my shoulders, their silken strands I did tempestuously bind into a knot, now firmly secured behind my head.

Delighted with my appearance, I descended the rear staircase and traversed into the butler's antechamber, for the sole purpose of evading intrusive glances. It behooved me to exercise caution, lest I be observed... or more accurately, lest I attract undue interest. All throughout, my stratagem remained firmly ingrained with my efforts. With Mr. Jasper Coles foremost in my thoughts, I knew if Grandmother or any of the plethora of servants endeavored to inquire of my whereabouts, I must seek the aid of my dearest friend Rose, for verily, my loyal companion would come gallantly to my assistance as well she had promised.

When I lingered around the kitchen, I found Mrs. Battersby eyeing me suspiciously, yet she did not speak and went forth with her duties.

The afternoon found me brewing a fresh cup of wildflower tea myself for the first time, the soothing elixir that reminded me of my late mother's gentle touch. But today, I added yet another  pinch of the cunningly purloined herbal sleeping powder to the mixture. The concoction served up a rich and fragrant aroma, with heady sweetness that bewitched my senses just as the night prior.

I feared I might succumb to slumber early, yet I surmised it would take a while for the herb's magic to work its way through my system as before. In the meantime, I hurried to gather a warm blanket from the blanket chest, eager to sneak out to the stables without detection.

As I strolled across the sun-kissed lawns of the estate, I couldn't help but admire the beauty of the afternoon. The chirping birds, the early-budding greenery, and the refreshing breeze all seemed to be in perfect harmony. It was a day meant for grandeur and romance.

What lay before me left me fraught with fear and yet, too, with a tremble of anticipation. It was a delicate situation, and I knew that one wrong step could spell disaster. But with my wits and determination, I felt confident that I could steer my plan in the right direction. I gathered my skirts in one hand and carried the blanket in the other and set off towards the stables, where my destiny would be decided. With every step, I felt my heart racing with anticipation. My mind raced with possibilities–the joy of success, the heartache of failure, or the fear of the unknown. But I pressed on, determined to make my mark and write my own fate.

With every stride, I fretted that I was growing ever drowsy, yet I persevered. Alas, within a short time, I reached the barn and slipped inside just as Jasper Coles looked up from grooming our prized mare Merryvale. His eyes caught mine for the briefest of moments, but I did not linger under his gaze.

Once inside the darkened interior, I steadied myself for a second and, although now feeling the effects of the sleeping powder-laced tea, I tucked the blanket snugly under my arm and put a shaky hand on the ladder. With slow, precise steps, I climbed cautiously to the hayloft above.

There, I spread the wollen blanket on the pile of loose hay and settled myself into the comforting softness. I closed my eyes, stilled my thoughts and listened, waiting for the tell-tale creak of the old wooden door and time-worn hinges… longing for the handsome stablemaster to enter the barn and make good on his promise…

Seven
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Spring buds in full bloom

Love blossoms with sweet perfume

Nature's perfect love

As the late afternoon sun commenced to send forth extended shadows through the narrow gaps in the rustic walls of the old barn, I nestled myself snugly within the aromatic, recently gathered hay. Pensive thoughts of Jasper Coles' comely face pervaded my mind and I yearned for his presence as slumber enveloped me in a languid, tranquil repose.

Ere long, I heard the latch on the old wooden barn door unhitch. I heard the rusty forged metal hinges squeak for oil as they turned and the door swung open. Even in the midst of my slumber, I perceived a fluttering in my bosom, a quivering of my very soul, filled with eager expectation as my heart pounded within my chest…

I heard the sound of heavy footsteps encased in worn work boots trod heavily across the rough hewn wood floor. In my thoughts I imagined Jasper Coles standing at the bottom of the ladder that led to the loft, looking up, a wicked smile on his well-chiseled face.

Restlessly I shifted in my sleep, hearing his foot hit hard against the first rung as he began to climb. The groaning creak under his solid heft and yet he ignored it, but continued to ascend until he reached the top and peered into the loft, still poised on the ladder, to find me waiting for him… slumber impaired but delightfully willing.

I heard the ladder groan again loudly as his big frame leapt over the top rung and landed footfalls into the loft itself. There, he paused, perhaps taking in the view that lay before him, me sprawled in slumber amidst the straw.

The floorboards creaked ominously as he sneaked closer, peering over me. His warm breath blew a stray bit of straw from my face, his lips dangerously close to mine. The closeness of him is overpowering to my senses even in this dulled state.

The proximity of him caused me to swoon–he stood so near that I could sense every pulse of his heart in the stifling, suffocating atmosphere that enveloped us. It was as if his labored breathing drifted upon me, a tender touch upon my flesh, as he towered above me.

All at once, I was aware of a delicate sensation upon my countenance, causing me to startle with surprise. It was the slightest of touches, a feather-light stroke that set my cheeks aflame with timid excitement. My heart raced wildly in my chest as I felt the gruff stablemaster's callous fingers tenderly graze my face. Oh, a tiny moan of pleasure escaped my lips, and I stirred but remained in my drowsed state. Still, in the moment he caressed me so gently, I was completely undone. Such a simple gesture sent a thrill of longing coursing through me, leaving me bereft of rational thought. His rugged fingers against my supple skin ignited a spark of insatiable yearning that raged unstoppable. I was consumed by a fervent desire for this virile man, so robust and protective. His mere touch was enough to bewitch my soul and take my breath away.

I heaved in frustration as he fingered my hair, finding the pins that bound my bun and pulling them free. He teased my tresses, releasing my long, pale mane. I felt it fall, fanning out around my face, its softness caressing my neck. 

Might he perceive the depth of my vexing yearning? Might he somehow apprehend the sealed passion that coursed through me akin to scorching lava, fervently pleading to be set free? I knoweth not, but verily I grew more brave, and even in my docile guise, I longed for him to further take me.

He caressed my delicate cheek with a firmer touch and I nuzzled against his gentle hand, encouraging his attentions even in my slumber. His hardened fingers trailed from the point of my chin, tracing my neck and lingering on the exposed curvature of my collarbone, eliciting a pleasurable shiver from within me.

All the while, I sensed a rhythmic repetition coursing through his strong fingers; a dampened echo of deep, ardent strokes upon his swollen manhood. I was curious whether he intended to make me his without further delay.

My heart leapt that this might be his intent as he groped at my dress, finding the closures, releasing them and me as he lay open my thin garment. I heard a deep gasp of astonishment at what must have been his eyes lighting upon the full nakedness of my being for I had forsaken foundation garments in this pursuit.

His breaths grew more laboured, but he did not venture in straightaway.

Alas, I found myself consumed by burning passion - the weight of being drowsy and unable to respond proved enormous. Nonetheless, it only served to magnify and enhance the sensuality of the moment. Completely still and voiceless, I submitted myself to his every touch as he softly traced my recumbent form with his tender hand. I was utterly powerless, at the mercy of his every fancy, as he intimately discovered my body in such a primordial way.

Oh, woe betide me! His hand did touch upon my bosom, caressing with such tenderness, then pressing with increasing vigour, causing a burst of hedonic delight to traverse through my stiffened bud. I pined for his kiss, yearning to partake in his flavour upon my own lips, yet I suppressed this burning desire–for the unfolding events had already exceeded my wildest dreams. I dared not wish for more, but I couldn't help the ache that lingered in my chest at the mere thought of his lips pressed indelicately to mine and fulfilling a deep carnal thirst.

Yet, in a moment of passion, his hand did descend lower. I found myself relishing the sensation of his skin against my own, the fiery flesh pressing together in a heated embrace. His touch was gentle yet purposeful, moving with an air of confidence and certainty. He caressed the gentle rise of my bosom, traversed the curve of my exposed lower body, pausing tantalizingly at the well of my navel. My heart raced within my chest, beating with an urgency that threatened to escape its confines. Then, with the slightest of touches, he rested his eager hand upon the mound that lay between my parted thighs, trembling fingers exploring the tender bud of my femininity and brushing against the moist lips that eagerly awaited his touch.

His gentle caress, akin to the flutter of a butterfly's wing, ignited within me an all-consuming desire. Despite my languid state, his skilled ministrations sent waves of indescribable ecstasy coursing through my veins, threatening to send me spiraling over the precipice of climax.

Nay, I could not. My yearning heart did constrain me.

Verily, my heart yearned for more. I longed to surrender myself entirely to this strapping gentleman, to be consumed by his passion and ravished for his indulgence in any whim he may desire. Although I approached consciousness fervently, I had to remain utterly motionless now, absolutely serene. 'Twas imperative that he believed me to be in a slumber most profound, impenetrable by any effort on his part. For that was the sole means by which to entice him to advance further.

My breath became deepened as he descended upon me once more, both his hands now upon me, one caressing the flesh of my bosom while the other explored the depths between my legs, teasing and tantalizing my sensitive nub. Once more, I was consumed by rapturous bliss as he fondled and penetrated me, belying every urge to arch my back in sheer pleasure, to cry out with delight, and to eagerly pull him close against my own eager form.

Even still drowsed, I sensed a sudden, searing heat and an unyielding pressure against my hip, and my heart raced with the shock of it. Somehow I sensed his manhood - stiff as a rod, eagerly pulsing with need. Oh, how I longed to grasp it in my hand, to worship and satisfy him as he did me. But the pangs of guilt and impropriety that seized me in that moment were unforgiving.

With everything in my being, I clung to my composure, fighting against my mounting desires and striving to appear serene, even as a tumult of wild urges raged within me.

My eyes fluttered and opened, unfocused at the massive figure of Jasper Coles before me.

Alas disheartened, I perceived his sudden withdrawal from my proximity.

Trembling in trepidation that he would forsook me during this moment of great need, I timidly uttered in a fervent hush, "Pray... I implore that you take me, I beseech thee!"

His movements - deliberate, yet sinfully smooth - made my heart pound in my chest. I could feel his hot breath on the nape of my neck as he pressed his hard flesh against my eager body. It was as if we were two halves of a whole, destined to be joined together in this moment of passion. His hands, rough yet gentle, roamed over my curves, igniting each nerve ending with a fiery kiss.

With a boldness that left me gasping for air, he parted my thighs and delved deep within, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

As I lay there, wrapped in my lover's sweet embrace, I was overcome with a sensation that words cannot fully capture. It was as if the very fabric of time had slowed, and every nerve in my body was alive with electric anticipation. The delicate touch of his fingertips on my skin sent shivers down my spine, and the soft press of his lips against mine left me weak with longing. But it was his touch elsewhere that truly set me ablaze with desire. His hand ran tenderly over the curves of my body, slowly tracing his way down to the place where our bodies would soon become one.

Alas, he did seize me mightily in his brawny arms, and thusly he nestled his almighty manhood within my yearning and quivering feminine sanctum. Though my heart was consumed with desire, his tender touch stirred within me a delicate and fragile enchantment that I could not help but succumb to. Oh, how I longed for him to ravage me with a ferocity that transcended all human understanding. Yet, his gentle touch only served to intensify the blissful sensations that enveloped me. It was as if the very heavens above had opened up and showered me with divine felicity.

And when he finally entered me, oh how sweet the agony. The sensation of his length slowly filling me up was almost too much to bear, and yet I couldn't get enough. As he began to move, I was lost in a haze of pure pleasure. With the precise rhythm of his thrusts, he played my body like a Stradivarius, each one sending waves of ecstasy through me.

I clung to him like a lover drowning in a sea of desire, my hunger for him growing with every passing second. As he moved within me, each thrust deeper and more powerful than the last, I knew that I was lost to him–a willing captive trapped in the grip of his passion. I surrendered myself to his touch, feeling the sweet release of ecstasy as I cried out his name in rapture. And in that moment, with our bodies entwined in a dance as old as time, I felt that I had found my soulmate - the man to whom I could perchance forever belong, heart and soul.

Verily, I clawed at him desperately, my nails digging into his flesh as I begged for more. He granted my every wish, moving with a deliberate and practiced control that left me gasping for air. In that moment, I knew that I was utterly and completely his. Body and soul, heart and mind, I was his to command. And as we both cried out in release, I knew that this could only be the beginning of a love that would last a lifetime.

As he ploughed into me with every ounce of his magnificent power, I could feel the passion coursing through his veins. His powerful thrusts were both overwhelming and exhilarating, and my body responded in kind, my maidenhood hath been vanquished and destroyed. Our desire was ignited, and we were lost in the moment, completely consumed by the fire that burned within us. The room was filled with the wild, carnal sound of our lovemaking, and I could feel myself surrendering to the pleasure. His strong hands gripped me tightly, pulling me closer to him with each thrust. It was as if every ounce of his strength was focused on the single purpose of driving us both to the pinnacle of pleasure. As we moved together, locked in a fierce embrace, the world around us faded away. Nothing existed except the two of us, lost in our desire for each other. And then, finally, as our passion reached its height, we were both consumed by an ecstatic burst of physical joy. The waves of pleasure overtook us, leaving us both utterly spent and fulfilled. For a moment, we simply lay there, entwined in each other's arms, basking in the aftermath of our lovemaking. And as we gazed into each other's eyes, we knew that we had found something truly special. A love that was as powerful and unbridled as the lust that had brought us together.

For a moment, all of my senses abandoned me as waves of pleasure washed over me, causing me to convulse with great force. As his body also tensed, I imagined him as a muscular titan unleashing his passion upon me. Within me, I felt the heat and vigor of his manhood jerking with force as he released copious streams of his seed into the very depths of my innermost being.

Oh, the passion! The fiery ardor that consumed us both, as we became lost in the throes of ecstasy. I trembled and convulsed, my entire being awash in divine pleasure as his mighty essence flooded my very core. In that moment, we were one, our bodies entangled in a fierce embrace, our souls bound together in a fiery inferno of desire. The heat of our passion burned like a thousand suns, igniting every inch of our beings in a furious conflagration of love. For what seemed like eternity, we were lost in a vortex of pleasure and passion, our bodies writhing in a frenzy of desire, our hearts pulsing with wild abandon. And as we finally collapsed, spent and sated, in each other’s arms, we knew that we had tasted the very essence of true love.

Once our desires were sated, we lay still entwined from our vast passions, and it alighted upon my conscious quite clearly now. Oh, dear heart, I dare say I have encountered the most wondrous and captivating of gentlemen. As I basked in the warmth of his presence, I had felt an incomparable sensation of longing rise within me. The steady and unwavering intensity of his touch led to the most exquisite crescendo of desire, and I felt a heat emanating from within that slowly but surely permeated every inch of my being. In that moment, it felt as though I was consumed by a fierce inferno of passion, one that kindled every nerve and sense of my being. The raw energy and overwhelming emotion that overtook my senses were unparalleled–I found myself quivering with suppressed shivers and flushed with an ardent glow. Such a rapture; a feeling of immense pleasure and excitement that I have scarce known in my life. Truly, this man had set me alight and I knew that from this moment on, I would forever be enraptured by him.

The setting sun cast a delightful glow upon the barn, and as I lay there in silence, now made a woman by the man I desired, I knew that I would remember this moment for all eternity. His touch, his breath, his kiss, all were etched into the very fabric of my being. And as I looked up at that breathtaking man, I knew that I was irrevocably in love. As a woman of a certain era, I was not supposed to indulge in such passion or desire. But as our lips met, I knew that societal norms were something to be defied in the face of such overwhelming emotion. The taste of him upon my lips, truly like coming home.

Verily, there exists no throes of conscience within me.

He lay beside me, felled and fatigued as his bare chest heaved with each labored breath. Beads of perspiration clung to his skin, brought on by both the oppressive heat of the barn and the exhilaration of our union. He draped an arm possessively over my form, clutching me tightly to his being. Though the scent of a grueling day of labour clung to him, I nestled in closer still to my beloved.

My eyes fluttered shut, but now awakened I imagined I could hear Grandmother’s voice or maybe Mrs. Battersby in the distance expelling my name. But I do not care. I am where I belong, with the man I belong with… in a realm that if not heavenly, that is then certainly serene…

the end

Two hearts beat as one

Love's sweet embrace, forever

Together always
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There was one older man who had caught more than her eye, Kelsey thought, and he wasn’t her stepdad!

She stood in the kitchen, at the sink, getting a drink of water. When she sat the glass down, she thought she saw movement outside the window.  She peeked out and saw her stepdad, Gil and his best friend and co-owner of the luxury car detailing business they ran together, Brody, lifting weights in the backyard. As she watched them, she couldn't help but notice her stepdad's best friend. He was an older guy, but she found him attractive. Funny, she’d seen him a million times before, but she’d never noticed how hot he was. Maybe it was because he usually wasn't wearing tight little athletic shorts and a tight-fitting tank top–or maybe it was because she was older now and no longer as interested in guys her own age as she used to be.

Her heart raced as she watched Brody lift the weights effortlessly. She noticed the way his muscles flexed and rippled with each movement. Kelsey felt a warm flush spread across her cheeks and her pulse quickened.

Without realizing it, Kelsey let out a soft sigh, and, surprised at her own reaction, she stepped back from the window, the flash of movement causing her dad's best friend to turn his head towards the house. Their eyes met and Kelsey could feel heat rushing to her face. She quickly turned away from the window, hoping he didn't catch her staring at him.

But deep down, Kelsey couldn't help feeling excited. She realized that this was the start of something new, something exciting. She couldn't wait to see where her attraction to her dad's best friend would take her. She knew where she wanted it to take her -- or maybe where she wanted him to take her. Anywhere, she decided, smiling to herself. Anywhere at all!

With that thought still lingering in her mind, Kelsey went outside. She sat on the steps of the back deck to watch the guys work out, her glass in hand she sipped her water.

Kelsey was used to her stepdad's best friend Brody making inappropriate comments towards her, but today was different. She had just walked out in her favorite pair of short-shorts and Brody's eyes immediately lingered on her legs. Today she wanted him to notice, but she hadn't counted on her stepdad, Gil, noticing too, and not appreciating his best friend's interest. This flattered Kelsey. She liked her stepdad looking out for her, but she also liked being noticed by older men, especially an older man as handsome and well-built as Brody.

"Looking good there, Kels," he said, a tone of lust in his voice.

Kelsey's cheeks turned red as she tried to brush off his comment, knowing full well her stepdad wouldn't be amused by it, but Brody didn't stop there. He continued to compliment her, telling her how beautiful she would look in a bikini, and how lucky her boyfriend was to have her.

Kelsey looked him square in the eye and grinned. "I'm not seeing anyone right now," she said between sips.

Brody hesitated between lifting weights as he lay on the "Maybe weight bench. "Well, sweetheart, maybe we can hook up sometime," he carried on.

Her stepdad, who had been standing nearby, couldn't take it anymore. He stepped in and calmly but sternly told Brody to knock it off.

"Brody, she's a kid, she doesn't need to hear that kind of talk from you," her stepdad said.

"Oh, I don't know," Brody disagreed, "she looks pretty grown up to me. Besides, she's all graduated and in college now, so she's a woman. How old are you now, Kels? Eighteen?"

"I'm nineteen," Kelsey corrected him.

"Still too young for you," her stepdad told him and gave him a playful but firm shove back down onto the weight bench.

After a good laugh, the guys concentrated on their weightlifting again, and Kelsey went back inside, put her empty glass in the kitchen sink. She stood there for a moment, again watching the guys out the window. She took one last, longing look at Brody, and, frustrated, she headed to her room, wanting to be alone...

***

Kelsey was sitting on her bed, staring blankly at the wall in front of her. She was feeling frustrated and disappointed because her stepdad had just told her that she couldn't hang out with his best friend, Brody. Kelsey had been looking forward to spending time with Brody for weeks, and now her hopes were dashed. Of course, hanging out wasn’t exactly what she had in mind, but she was a grown up. Her stepfather had no right to interfere when she was so close to getting her heart’s desire.

Brody.

Kelsey sighed heavily and pouted as she lay back on the bed. She knew it wasn't fair, but her stepdad was always so protective of her. She knew he meant well, but sometimes it felt like he was suffocating her.

As she lay there, her thoughts drifted back to Brody. She had always found him attractive – even though he was a lot older than her. She couldn't help but daydream about him. In her mind, they were alone together, spending time doing all sorts of fun things.

Kelsey's heart was racing as she imagined Brody's arms around her. She knew it was just a fantasy, but it felt so real to her. He wanted it as much as she did. She was sure of it.

As she lay there, thinking of her and her stepdad's best friend getting together and him having his way with her, she let her hand slip into her shorts and finger her drooling pussy. Mmm, it felt so good. She was so close to cumming, she knew. So damned close...

Until there was a knock at her door.

"Kelsey?" It was her stepdad's deep voice. She quickly snapped back to reality, pulled her hand from her shorts, licked her fingers and wiped them on her t-shirt. She didn't want her stepdad to know what she'd been up to. He'd shit a load of bricks.

As she opened the door, her stepdad looked at her with concern. "Are you okay, Kels?" he asked gently.

Kelsey nodded, trying to hide her disappointment. "I'm fine. I was just resting," she lied.

Her stepdad smiled at her. "I know it's tough, but I promise I'm not trying to keep you from having fun. I just want to keep you safe," he said. "Brody is older, and he has a lot more experience than you do. I don't want him or anyone to take advantage of you."

Kelsey nodded, it was all she could do to keep from rolling her eyes. She knew he was just looking out for her, but it was hard when all she wanted was to spend time with Brody more than she'd ever wanted to spend time with any guy. Ever.

As she closed the door, Kelsey let out a deep sigh. Maybe one day her stepdad would see that she was growing up, and that she could make her own decisions. But for now, she would have to settle for her fantasies of Brody... unless the opportunity to be with him opened up like a giant hole in the ground and swallowed her. With her stepdad guarding her, she'd need that. If only...

And then she got a wicked good idea.

***

Kelsey walked into the kitchen, she was only focused on getting a cold drink from the fridge to take with her out to the pool. But as soon as she saw her stepdad's best friend Brody standing there, her heart skipped a beat. It seemed he had the same idea. He was holding a canned drink. He popped the top and took a long swing before looking straight at her. She looked him in the eyes before taking in his gorgeous body, all sweaty, his muscles glistening, a broad smile on his face at the sight of her.

Dressed in nothing but a red, skimpy bikini, Kelsey felt a rush of adrenaline as Brody's eyes raked over her body, and he let out a low whistle. Despite her stepdad's strict rules about fraternizing with his friends, especially Brody, Kelsey couldn't help but feel drawn to Brody's rugged good looks and confident demeanor. A mischievous smile crossed her face as she leaned against the counter, casually asking if he wanted to go somewhere fun later.

But Brody's response was less enthusiastic. "Ah, I'd love it, I really would," he said, his eyes again raking over her body,"but you know what your dad said. He would have my balls if I did

Kesley gave him a hard stare. "I'm not a little girl," she said defensively.

Brody smiled, his eyes wide. "You're telling me."

"Your loss," she teased.

He feigned being wounded. "Don't think I don't know it," he lamented, and Kelsey was pretty sure he meant it given the way his eyes drooled over her one last time before he turned and headed back outside.

Kelsey looked after him in disappointment but quickly recovered, grabbing her diet soda and heading out to the pool with a playful toss of her hair. She couldn't resist the thrill of the forbidden, and she had a feeling that her stepdad's strict hands off policy where Brody was concerned would be put to the test.

And soon.

***

Wearing dark sunglasses so she could keep an eye on what was going on around her without being caught out, Kelsey made her way outside. She walked with a seductive sway of her curvy hips while carrying her soda, a beach towel, and a few magazines she'd just picked up to pretend she was reading when she was really watching the guys. Well, one guy. Brody. She also wanted to show off her tiny bikini, which fit snugly and showed off lots of smooth, tanned skin and curves she couldn't wait for Brody to hug!

Knowing their eyes were on her the minute she stepped out the door, Kelsey went directly to the pool, sat on a lounge chair, placed her soda in a cup holder and put her magazines on her lap. She picked up a magazine and pretended to be reading–or at least looking at the photos. She was really watching the guys workout over the top of the magazine, her eyes hidden behind the dark sunglasses as she watched Brody’s every move, lusting after him and admiring the way his muscles bulged when he lifted weights or even stood there spotting her stepdad while he bench pressed.

Kelsey lay there soaking up the warm sun. She noticed Brody watching her intently from the corner of his eye. Deciding to give him a little tease, Kelsey stood up, took a few steps towards the edge of the pool and dove in with a splash. The feeling of the cool water enveloping her made her let out a small squeal of delight.

As Kelsey surfaced, she noticed that Brody was now openly staring at her, a sly grin on his face. It made her feel a bit uncomfortable being ogled like an object, but she also loved the control she had over him right now. When she saw her stepdad Gil go inside the house, Kelsey took the opportunity to speak up.

"Why don't you join me?" Kelsey asked, flashing a coy smile at Brody.

Gil gave Brody a hard stare, warning him to keep his distance, but Brody chuckled and with a sly grin replied, "That's okay, I'm fine right here."

Kelsey smirked, shrugging off her stepdad's protective energy, and went back to swimming, her mind already moving on to her next tease. She planned to tease Brody relentlessly until he gave in and took her the way she wanted. The only thing standing between her and getting what she wanted was her dear sweet stepdad, but she was confident she could find a way around him eventually. As long as Brody was willing -- and she was betting he was!

***

Kelsey floated around the pool on her hot pink body float, aware that Brody was stealing glances at her every chance he got. Knowing she had the attention of the older man sent a little thrill rippling through her, and her pussy clenched wildly as a wetness gathered between her legs.

She threw an arm over her eyes to shield the sun, and had almost drifted off to sleep when she heard her stepdad go into the house. She was about to restart her teasing of Brody when her stepdad came outside again.

"Hey, wife called," Gil hollered, heading toward his pickup. "I've got to go into town. Her car won't start. She needs a jumpstart."

"Want me to tag along?" Brody asked, putting down the hand weights he'd been curling to pump up his already impressive biceps.

Gil paused and shook his head. "Nah, it'll just take a minute. I'll take care of it and be right back. Stay and keep Kelsey company. Just be on your best behavior."

Brody grinned. “Sure thing, boss!"

As soon as Gil's truck pulled out, Brody was beside the pool shucking his tank top and poised to dive into the pool. He hesitated as Kelsey looked at him and smiled. "I thought he'd never leave!" she teased.

"You and me both," Brody chimed in, "but we gotta make this quick. You heard him. He'll be right back." He put emphasis on the word right, as if not wanting to risk them being caught.

He dove into the deep end of the pool, splashing Kelsey and making her sequel as the cool water pelted her and her float tilted and she fell off.

Feigning anger that she’d been splashed, Kelsey quickly started splashing Brody as he moved towards the shallow end of the pool straight for her.

She turned and tried to run to get away, but he caught her by the wrist and pulled her to him. She willingly came into his strong arms as he pulled her against his hard-muscled chest. He tilted her chin up and brought his lips to her, kissing her long and hard on the lips just the way she’d fantasized.

When the kiss broke, he shoved her back into the water, and she managed to turn and splash him one last time before she turned her agile young body and headed for steps at the shallow end of the pool. Laughing, she reached the steps and climbed out of the pool. She ran to her lounge chair and grabbed her towel, drying herself and wrapping the towel around her waist.

Brody caught up to her, and she turned and ran around the edge of the pool towards the pool house.

In a bid to outdo each other, they began a game of chase around the pool area. Kelsey knew that she was fast, but Brody seemed to guess all of her moves. He managed to swipe the towel she had draped around her waist and began chasing her with it.

She giggled as she ran towards the pool house. Brody was right behind her, still waving the towel above his head, trying to snap her on her butt.

As they entered the pool house, Kelsey turned around, catching Brody off guard. She grabbed the towel, spinning around to snap him on his chest. They both laughed as they fell into each other's arms.

Without a word, he kicked the door closed behind them. Brody took her hand, leading her towards the back room. Brody gently kissed Kelsey's neck, sending shivers down her spine. He lifted his head and stared into her eyes. “I‘ve wanted this for so damned long,” he said, his voice ragged with need.

“So have I,” Kelsey admitted, a thought occurring to her. “Think we’ll get caught?”

Brody shook his head. “Naw, it’s at least forty-five minutes into town. He’ll be there a while before he drives back. So… no. We’re good.”

Kelsey smiled, pleased. Just what she’d wanted to hear!

Brody kissed her again, this time even more passionate than before, his tongue exploring her sweet, young mouth as she kissed him back, her tongue pressing against his. 

When the kiss ended, he shoved her back onto the couch. She lay there, looking up at him, wide eyes with anticipation. Brody stood over her, smug in his sexual prowess, cleverly flexing his muscles for her, showing off his gorgeously sculpted abs and pumped biceps.

She licked her lips, thinking his body was the stuff of her orgasmic dreams, not like those younger guys she’d been with, he was an experienced man with a certain confidence and the thick body to back it up.

His shoulder muscles and chest muscles flexed as he shoved down his athletic shorts and his magnificent cock came into view. Her eyes gazed at his hard cock and she found herself staring at it, still licking her lips, her mouth watering at his virility. He was nearly fully erect and damned impressive. His cock was already the biggest one she’d ever seen, and when he was fully erect, which he would soon be under her steady gaze, he would be even bigger. Maybe too big for her, too big to fit in her tight, unstretched twat.

That thought excited her even more, and a small needy squeal escaped her lips as her pussy drooled, aroused with wanting. 

A sudden wanton possessiveness spiraled through her, churning inside her as she reached for him, eager to touch him. The need to claim him as her own, to finally enjoy what she ‘d wanted for so long, was so strong she burned for him. He’s finally going to be mine, she thought with primal need, every delicious inch of him–all mine!

The huge man came into her arms, kneeling between her legs. He kissed her again on the lips, one hand slipping around her bare shoulders to untie her bikini top while the other felt one of her tits through the silky material of her top. Mmm, that felt so freaking good she melted in his arms. His lips moved down her neck with little wet kisses and gentle nibbles. When he kissed a trail down her collarbone to her cleavage, she felt her pussy clench and willed herself not to cum this quickly.

Brody slipped off her bra, leaned into her chest, his breath warm on her tits as he ran his tongue over her aroused nipples while she held his head in place by running her fingers through his closely cropped hair.

“Damn, Brody, that feels so good,” she moaned out the words with each flick of his tongue.

While he suckled one tit, he kneaded the other in his bad hand, occasionally pinching her hard nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He mashed her boobs together, kneading them both at once and then pinching both her pert little tips between his thumbs and forefingers at the same time. Again, her pussy responding, clenching wildly and making her feel close to cumming. She wasn’t sure how much she could take before the dam broke, but she didn’t want him to stop no matter what happened.

While he pleasured her by concentrating on her tits, her hands roamed over his body, caressing his bulging biceps, drifting across his ripped pecs, down his flat stomach, and finally–as her breath caught in her throat–between his legs along his thick, stiff shaft up to the tip of his bulbous cockhead. She squeezed the velvety-hard blunt head and smeared her fingers through the pre-cum gathering at the tip. Mmm, it throbbed with power just like he did, a force she found irresistible.

Suddenly Brody pulled away from her tits. He urged her onto her knees on the edge of the couch facing him, and he positioned himself beneath her, leaning his head back and pressing his face up into her snatch. She settled down on his face, her hands on his broad shoulders to steady her so she wouldn’t topple to the floor.

Kelsey closed my eyes as he licked her slit clean and then pushed his tongue up into her pussy. He tongued her soppy twat like crazy, making her writhe on top of him, her thighs pressing against his head as she practically climbed on his shoulders, her climax building like mad.

She knew damn well she could not hold back with all this going on, just the thought of it made her want to cum.

He kept at it, only pausing for short breaths, until her knees gave way and Kelsey collapsed on him, cumming like wild and humping his face while he lapped at her juices.

“You taste sweet,” he complimented her, “like clover honey… or maybe fresh peaches.”

“I just know it felt so damned good,” Kelsey said and slipped down onto the floor beside him and again grasped his huge cock in her hands, squeezing his shaft and forcing more pre-cum from his tip.

The feel of her hand, her eagerly warm touch, brought Brody to his feet, and he stood before her, his cock standing straight up, throbbing and bouncing up and down with a heft and weight of its own.

She grasped him with both hands and Brody panted now at her firm touch and moaned as she squeezed his shaft between her hands. 

“You're huge,” she said, clearing her hair from her face.

“Go ahead, Kesley,” Brody urged. “Take my cock in your mouth.”

She kissed his tip and flicked it with my tongue, feeling the wetness on her lips like lip gloss, to tease him just a little. She savored the salty taste of him. She licked out her tongue, running the tip along the tip of his cockhead, teasing the slit, driving him crazy and making him breathe harder. 

Brody tugged at her long hair, wrapping its length in a tight fist, as he positioned his cock against her mouth and shoved. She took his cockhead into her mouth, her lips stretched wide around his thickness.

Her eyes caught his and she knew this was it. Brody wasn’t a man who would ever let her be just a cocktease. She couldn't play around anymore. She tongued the head of his cock and sucked him in, taking his cock deep down her throat. Brody grunted with satisfaction as she took every inch of his massive cock until she was nearly gagging.

“Stroke my balls while you suck me off,” he said.

She found his balls, which were huge, too big for her hand to fit around, and hanging heavy with cum. She began to rub his hairy balls, feeling their hardness beneath her fingers as she sucked his cock even deeper into her throat and began to run her mouth up and down his length as she sucked.

Brody’s firm grasp tightened on her hair, making her wonder if he’d be able to last much longer. Soon she was sure his cum would be shooting down her throat and bubbling out the corners of her mouth and running thickly down her fast. She could hardly wait. She wanted to taste him, taste his cum for the first time. She picked up speed, sucking him hard and stroking his balls and the base of his cock as Brody’s breathing quickened.

She could almost feel it building up like a freaking volcano ready to erupt. Suddenly his hips jerked slightly, and she knew. Here it comes!

All of a sudden, Brody pulled out and she awaited the rush of semen to hit her in the chest and face. He slowly stroked his hard cock, his eyes shut tight as he tried to bring himself back from the edge.

“Damn, that was a close one,” he said finally when the moment had passed. “You're fucking good at that.”

Kelsey was about to say it was her first time sucking cock when he barked, “Now turn your little ass around and put your palms on the back of the couch!”

She smiled at the order, faced away from him, and did as she was told. She leaned over the couch and put her hands against the back to brace myself against his coming onslaught. Her breasts bounced freely as he hooked his fingers in the waistband of her bikini bottom and slid them down her slender legs. She felt goosebumps prick her skin as she anticipated what was to come.

He stepped away to admire her bare ass. “I've been waiting for this ass all day.”

“Take it,” she said quickly. “It’s all yours!”

Brody put one of his big hands on her back and the other on her hip.

He clenched her love handle and shoved, forcing his enormous cock inside me, at first just a couple inches. Then he pulled back out and slammed into her again, going in deeper. He did this again and again, each time going in a bit deeper until he was totally inside her soppy wet twat.

When he was buried balls deep inside her, she gasped out loud and pressed harder against the couch as if trying to steady herself while Brody pounded her ass. She remembered thinking she was glad he was inside her completely because she wouldn't be able to take anymore.

Brody pounded her ass hard. “You so fucking tight,” he said through clenched teeth.

“Don’t stop,” she begged. “Don’t stop fucking me!”

His hand moved along her back to her shoulder and he grasped her harder, forcing his cock into her rougher and deeper than before.

Kelsey’s eyes rolled back in her head, the pleasure was almost more than she could handle. Her breathing was shallow and ragged, her voice strained with desire. “I-I’m going to cum!” she blurted out, knowing full well she was near the brink.

“Go ahead, sweetheart,” Brody urged, his voice also thick with desire. “Let it go, baby. Cum with me!”

Brody’s first spurt of warm cum deep into her pussy set Kelsey off and they began to cum together. Her body bucked back against him, meeting his hard thrusts with her own. He rode her little ass hard, unloading in her, draining his big, cum-filled balls until they were completely empty.

When they’d finished cumming, they collapsed together on the rug in front of the couch. Both breathing hard, their bodies damp with perspiration as they lay together in each other’s arms until they heard the engine of a pickup truck nearby.

In a mad scramble, they got to their feet and redressed.

***

When they went outside, they saw Kelsey’s stepfather getting out of his pickup. Brody immediately dove into the pool and started doing laps as if he’d been out here all along and needed to cool off after a long, intensive workout.

Kelsey quickly settled herself onto a lounge chair and put on her shades even though by now the sun was starting to set. She picked up a magazine and pretended she’d been reading.

Gil approached them with a smile. “Looks like you two managed to stay out of trouble,” he observed.

“We were on perfect behavior,” Brody called from the pool.

“Is that true, Kelsey?” he stepdad asked, standing near her lounge chair.

She looked up and closed her magazine. “Just like Brody said.” She smiled at him. “We’ve been perfect little angels.”

“I’m sure you have,” Gil commented, glancing back at Brody. “I’m not so sure about Brody!”

“I’m hurt,” Brody bellyached. By now he had swam over to the edge of the pool and put his elbows on the pool surround.

When Gil started towards the house, Brody winked at her and mouthed the words, “Our little secret.”

Kelsey grinned and nodded, knowing damned well they’d be at it again soon… and every chance they could get… as long as they could outfox her stepdad…

the end
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