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Summary

We were supposed to be working on physics, but it was the chemistry between us that was taking up all of our attention.

Ashley had planned to go away on Spring Break with her roommates to find some of the romance and adventure that has been missing from her life. When a bout of flu sidelines her and puts her too far behind in her classes, though, she finds herself stuck at home on her own once again—until she convinces her brother’s sexy best friend Jason to tutor her.

But Jason still thinks of her as a kid sister and seems determined not to notice that she’s all grown up now. Can Ashley find the formula to get herself out of the friend zone and into Jason’s arms?
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Hot and Bothered

SOMEONE TAPPED ON MY DOOR

 “No, no, no,” I whispered to myself. I was so close…

The tapping grew louder as I bit my lip and whimpered in frustration. I only needed a few more seconds, that was all. Just a few seconds to finish…

Sandy yanked my door open and poked her head in. “Hey!”

I blinked, and the solution to the particularly nasty calculus proof from my homework wavered then dissolved in a haze like a desert mirage. It had all been there, the steps laid out in my mind in a logical progression like a line of dominos, and now it was gone. A cry of despair gathered deep within my chest and I gritted my teeth so hard to hold it in that I thought the enamel was going to crack. I did bang my head on my desk a couple of times, though.

Sandy cocked her head curiously. “That looks painful,” she observed.

“It is,” I sighed, face down in a pile of scribbled-on scratch paper. “What do you want?”

“We’re about to leave. This is your last chance if you changed your mind and want to come along.”

My roommates—Sandy and Grant—were headed to South Padre Island for Spring Break. The three of us had planned the trip together and we had all been looking forward to it ever since we got back from Christmas vacation. What we hadn’t planned on was the particularly nasty bout of flu that took me down for almost two weeks and left me scrambling like mad to catch up on my school work afterwards. Much as it killed me not to go I had a paper due in English and tests coming up in calculus and physics, and there was simply no way I was going to deal with any of that if I was hanging out on a beach all day drooling over hot guys and then staying up all night partying.

I sighed and waved at the jumble of papers and books on my desk. “I’d love to go, but I just can’t.”

Grant popped up behind Sandy and planted a loud, sloppy kiss on the back of her neck. She squealed and batted him away with a glare of mock outrage. “Stop that!”

Despite my disappointment it was almost going to be worth missing the trip just to get a week’s reprieve from listening to the two of them having sex. I didn’t know of anyone who went at it like these two—they had hardly come up for air since they started dating back in high school, and there wasn’t enough insulation in the walls to muffle the noise when they got started. I spent an awful lot of nights with my head buried under my pillows dreaming of the day when I’d have a place all to myself and I could get a decent night’s sleep uninterrupted by a non-stop orgy in the next bedroom.

Adding insult to injury was the fact that I was depressingly single. My high school boyfriend and I had called it quits after graduation rather than trying to keep things going long distance, and while I did like him a lot I really hadn’t been in love with him or anything so I didn’t spend much time pining for him after he took off. So far the handful of guys I had gone out with in college had been total duds—no chemistry at all. The last time I’d had sex was with a friend of Grant’s after a mixer not long after classes had started last fall, and neither of us had thought enough of the experience to bother calling afterwards. Maybe I was too picky, too hard to please, but I wasn’t interested in settling again or doing any more one night stands. Crazy as it might sound I had been really hoping to stumble into something romantic while we were away—meet some dreamy guy who’d sweep me off my feet with just a look and make me tingle from head to toe—and of course that made the disappointment over having to cancel that much worse.

“Still haven’t changed your mind about going?” Grant asked.

“No. I’ve absolutely got to get this work done, and that’s not going to happen if I go with you.”

He shrugged and adopted a stern expression, stabbing the air with his forefinger for emphasis. “Well, all right young lady. But make sure you’re in bed by midnight while we’re gone, and don’t let any strangers in the house.”

“And no wild parties!” Sandy’s smirk made it apparent that she thought the idea of me having a wild party was ludicrous, but then she leaned against the edge of my desk and frowned down at me. “Are you sure you’re okay to stay here by yourself?”

A slow, burning heat crept into my cheeks. I had gone through a long phase when I first moved in where I watched every scary movie I could get my hands on, and as a result I tended to get a little antsy when I was alone in the house. Okay, there were some panic attacks involved, and a few frantic phone calls that had Grant and Sandy speeding home from a night out to save me from the assorted serial killers and psychos who I was convinced were either in the house or prowling around outside. And then there were a couple of times I had to come up with quick excuses about why I was hiding in my closet or under my bed, but I still thought it was kind of rude for her to bring it up. I mean, I was practically a sophomore now. I was so over that stuff.

“I’ll be fine,” I grated.

With a final wave she turned towards the door. “Well, don’t forget that Jason is only ten minutes away if you need him.”

I had a moment of utter clarity, like that instant when the sun burns off the morning fog and the air is suddenly clear as crystal all the way to the horizon. I imagine Einstein had a similar moment when he was struck with the whole relativity thing. My mind took Jason and calculus and put them together with a week to study, and suddenly all the complications in my life seemed to fall away as if by magic. I found myself smiling brightly at my roommates, and nodded.

“That’s true. If anything happens, Jason is right here.”

Jason is my older brother’s best friend, two years older than me. He spent the first three years after they met teasing me and making my life miserable, and the next three trying to take care of me and chasing off guys he didn’t approve of as though he intended to be my brother’s understudy or something. I had developed a wild crush on him in high school and for a long time hoped that he was keeping the other guys away because he wanted me for himself, but Jason never so much as tried to kiss me even when I practically threw myself at him. And then in his junior year he joined the baseball and swimming teams and it seemed as though every girl in school from the cheerleading squad down was chasing after him. With competition like that I figured his best friend’s gawky kid sister didn’t have a prayer of him so much as noticing her, so I finally just gave up and started dating around to get myself over him.

These days he was an upperclassman in the university’s engineering department and had two more years of calculus under his belt than I did. Surely he’d be willing to do some tutoring for his best friend’s little sister? He knew I’d been sick—he had even come by the house to check on me once. Okay, maybe that was only because my brother had asked him to do it, but he had come by and so I was pretty sure he’d help me out if I asked him to.

Okay, so it might take a little begging and groveling but he wouldn’t say no, and if I could get him to help me study and knock out my homework a little early maybe my Spring Break wouldn’t be a total wash after all. If I buckled down and worked my butt off with Jason all week I just might be able to take time off to enjoy myself over the weekend before classes started back up. I made up my mind that I was going to give it everything I had, no excuses, so I could have at least a little fun before Spring Break was over. Between being sick and working myself ragged catching up on my homework I figured I deserved that much.

Jason’s phone rang half a dozen times and I began to worry that he had joined the throngs of students fleeing the campus for the break, but finally he picked up with a muffled curse.

“What?” he snarled.

“Jason?”

“Oh, hey Ash,” he said, the anger disappearing from his voice. “How are you feeling?”

“Much better, thanks.” 

“You headed to South Padre?”

“No, I’m staying here. That’s actually what I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Oh?”

I frowned at the sudden wariness in his tone. It wasn’t like I asked him for favors all the time or anything. Okay, there had been that time I needed the starter replaced on my car and couldn’t afford to take it to the shop which turned into a three day ordeal while he fought to undo the damage I had done trying to fix it myself first. And then there was the time I called him at three in the morning because I needed a ride back from that frat party when I got ditched by the people I went with and some of the guys were seriously drunk and getting just a teensy bit out of hand. But that was it—two times in almost the whole year of school. Surely he wouldn’t still be mad about that stuff? I decided that just in case I’d better use my best wheedling voice, the one that always worked on Dad.

“If you’re going to be around this week I could use some help. After two weeks of running fevers, sleeping eighteen hours a day, and being looped out of my head on sinus medicine when I was awake I’ve gotten way behind in some of my classes. Can I sweet talk you into a little tutoring in calculus and physics?”

He went so silent that I had to check my phone to make sure the connection hadn’t dropped. “Please? Pretty please? I’ll pay you.”

“All right, all right,” Jason finally sighed. “Don’t worry about paying me, Ash. I’ll be happy to help.”

“Thank you! Thankyouthankyouthankyou! I’ll owe you big time for this.”

“No big deal. A lien on your firstborn child should cover it.”

“Ha. You’ll be waiting a long time to collect on that one.”

“You change your mind about having kids?”

“Last time I checked it still takes two for that, and I haven’t been having much luck in attracting interested second parties.”

He snorted. “I find that hard to believe.”

Now why on earth had I told him that? The last thing I wanted was for him to start feeling sorry for me. The pitying glances I already got from my roommates when they went out and left me alone at home were bad enough. Time to steer the conversation back to less embarrassing subjects.

“So can you come by tonight? I’ve got a stack of proofs I’m having a really hard time making any headway on.”

A long, drawn out sigh wheezed from the phone. “Oh, I suppose. I’ll be by around seven, okay?”

“Great, see you then. You’re a life saver, Jason.”

“I’ll bet you say that to all the handsome, brilliant guys who come over to help you with your calculus homework.”

“Now that you mention it…”

“Bye, Ash.”

When the doorbell rang that evening I glanced at the clock and smiled—seven on the dot, just as I expected. For as long I had known Jason he had always been punctual to a fault. As I opened the door he stood there for a moment, warm amber eyes regarding me critically.

“Well, you’re looking rather better. The other day you looked like death on a stick.”

“Thanks,” I grumbled. There’s nothing quite like having a hot guy telling you how awful you looked to drop kick your ego straight into the gutter.

“Hey, what are friends for?”

He brushed past me with a lingering scent of spice and sun-warmed man that jolted my body wide awake and emphatically reminded me that it had been way too long since the last guy in my life. It wasn’t that I had never noticed Jason before—I had nurtured a long-standing crush for him in high school, after all. This was the first time I had been totally alone with him in years, though, and I chalked my reaction up to my libido being overactive after a long dry spell. I tried hard not to think about it, to ignore the powerful tug of his masculinity as I led him over to the kitchen table where I had moved my books and papers, but I found myself casting surreptitious glances at him behind my eyelashes while I brought him up to speed on where my class was and what was giving me trouble.

His navy blue t-shirt fit snugly against the robust muscles of his biceps and upper torso, tantalizing me with memories of the way his buff, tanned body had glowed bronze in the sunlight whenever he had come over to use the pool at my parents’ house. Dark, coffee-brown curls hugged his head, a little longer than I was used to seeing them, with an adorable little flip in the back that my fingers itched to weave through. My eyes flickered down as he leaned back in his chair, noting the way his denim cut-offs gripped his muscular thighs, and heat pulsed low in my belly.

Oh, no, I was not doing this. I closed my eyes and took a mental step back. Jason was my brother’s best friend and totally off limits. Not that he had ever shown the slightest interest in me anyway, and I had already spent more than enough of my life mooning over him with my schoolgirl crush. Most importantly of all I needed him—as a tutor. If I came onto him or even showed him more interest than normal he’d be out of the door like a shot, and I could forget all about catching up in calculus before Spring Break was over.

Focus, focus, focus. I tore my attention away from him and concentrated on his explanation of the proof he was outlining. Losing myself in the math was bound to be a libido killer, like thinking about icebergs and penguins or my physics professor. It was all in my mind and I could control that. I wasn’t some little ditz who let herself be ruled by her hormones and screwed half the basketball team before she got knocked up and her parents pulled her out of school and moved away to some little town in Oklahoma. Meg Tilman, eleventh grade. Better her than me, right? Don’t be that person. Mind over matter.

By the time Jason got to the fourth proof in that homework set I knew that I was in deep trouble. I couldn’t remember a single thing that he had said, and none of it made the slightest bit of sense. It wasn’t that I couldn’t do the work and it wasn’t that he wasn’t a patient teacher and good at explaining the theory; the problem was that sitting inches away from him had managed to completely short circuit my brain. My eyes got lost on the promise of his full, dark lips and all I could think of was how much I wanted to grab him by the shirt and bury my face against him and soak for hours in his intoxicating scent, to explore every inch of those satin-wrapped muscles with my fingers, to feel his mouth eager and demanding on my own.

He shifted in his chair to pull out a piece of scratch paper and as he turned his arm brushed against mine. Heat flashed across my skin with a jolt like an electric shock and I jumped up to get away and hide my reaction from him because there was no way he could miss my suddenly rock-hard nipples if he glanced over at me. I hadn’t worn a bra because it was hot and I wasn’t planning to go out, and now I wanted to kick myself and hide under a rock. But how was I supposed to know that I’d react this way to him? 

“Would you like something to drink?” I blurted as I scurried towards the refrigerator and prayed that a dose of cool air would put a damper on the liquid heat rampaging through my veins.

“Water would be nice.”

I pulled out a bottle for each of us, but to my disappointment the chill from the fridge didn’t help at all. Perhaps a bathtub full of ice might have accomplished something, but I couldn’t exactly go and take a cold shower with the ice tray while Jason was sitting at my kitchen table. Somehow I was going to have to get through this all on my own.

By sheer force of will I kept a grip on myself for almost three hours. I couldn’t say how much I actually learned before I walked Jason out and sagged in relief against the door as it closed behind him, but it certainly wasn’t enough to get me through my accumulated homework. This was ridiculous. How was I going to survive this torture for a whole week? How was I ever going to learn enough to finish all of my work before classes started again?

My skin ached for his touch while my pulse throbbed to the sound of his name. Jason. Jason. Jason. The clock on the microwave assured me that it wasn’t even ten o’clock yet—far too early to go to bed and have any hope of simply sleeping off the effects of this hormonal pandemonium. With a sigh I collapsed into a chair at the kitchen table and cradled my head in my hands. It was going to be a long, lonely night.

The next morning I crawled out from under the covers and staggered to the bathroom, head still foggy from lack of sleep. Even in my dreams I hadn’t been able to escape those sweet golden-brown eyes that seemed to look into the deepest places of my soul, and the vivid memories of how he’d held me, how he’d touched me, sent shivers racing along my bare skin. I knew the signs—I was smitten, and I had it bad already. This wasn’t something I was going to be able to ignore, to just forget about and it would go away on its own after a few days. The safest thing for me to do was to call Jason and tell him that he had been a great help, but that I could carry on from here without him and he didn’t have to put himself out any further on my behalf. If I buried myself in my studies perhaps I could blot him out of my mind for a while, at least until everyone came back from Spring Break and I could find a guy capable of exorcising Jason from my heart.

Heart? I was going screwy in the head. It was nothing but a physical infatuation,  had nothing to do with my heart and everything to do with hormones. I needed to get myself in hand before I messed things up with Jason so badly he quit answering the phone when I called.

But as I munched my way through a bowl of cold, tasteless cereal second thoughts bubbled up and popped into my mind. Maybe this wasn’t the disaster I had first believed. Maybe Jason was just what I needed to put an end to my long dry spell. We had too much history for him to be just a one night stand, and settling wasn’t a word any woman in her right mind would use about him. What if I did end up dating him—after he finished tutoring me, that is? How awesome would that be?

Okay, so there were at least two big problems with that idea: Jason had never shown the slightest interest in me as a woman, and I didn’t even know if he was available. 

In the silence of the kitchen my spoon clattered loudly as I dropped it into the now-empty ceramic bowl. Pure crazy—that’s what thinking along these lines was. Jason had already broken my heart once, even if he hadn’t known it at the time, and he would do it all over again if I continued down this path. He was an upperclassman and one of the most gorgeous guys in school who undoubtedly had the hottest girls falling at his feet. The odds of him giving me a first glance, much less a second one, were probably less than my chances of winning the lottery. I needed to stop the romantic nonsense and get back to work.

My resolve held firm until noon.

“Jason?”

“Hey, Ash. What’s up?”

“Want to come over for lunch and then get an early start on the tutoring? I made tuna salad.”

“Your mom’s recipe?” he demanded suspiciously.

“Yep. Just the way you like it. I figured it was the least I could do to pay you back.”

“I’ll be right over.”

I grinned as I set my phone down on the counter. Jason was a sucker for Mom’s tuna salad—heavy on the mayonnaise and just a dash of fresh apple and celery to add flavor and a little crunch. I had no illusions that it was going to win him over; it was just a little touch of home in a gesture I tried to convince myself meant nothing except friendship and gratitude. Just like the excitement thrumming below my skin was no more than ordinary happiness at spending time with an old friend from childhood.

Oh, the lies we tell ourselves.

Twenty minutes later Jason bit into a sandwich and closed his eyes as a beatific smile crept across his face. “Wow. I think that’s even better than your mom’s.”

My face went hot in a mixture of pride and embarrassment and I hoped he didn’t notice me turning pink. “It probably just seems that way because you haven’t had hers in a while.”

“Hm. Maybe.” He sounded skeptical, though. “Either way, it’s good bait for the boyfriend trap.”

His grin made my heart skitter alarmingly, but I shook my head. “It’s just tuna fish, for crying out loud.”

“Yeah, well, guys are simple creatures. It doesn’t take a lot to impress us.”

If only that were true! I would have made him tuna fish by the bucket back when we were in high school if I had thought it could get his attention. After sliding another thick sandwich onto his plate I took one for myself and eased into a chair across the table from him.

“If it’s so easy to snare a guy with a tuna fish sandwich then why isn’t your girlfriend worried about you spending time alone over here?” I teased.

I was not fishing—absolutely not. Okay, so maybe I was just a little bit curious. It’s not like it’s a bad thing to wonder how your friends are doing and what they’re up to, right? So finding out whether he had a girlfriend now was just a normal part of that.

Jason grimaced as though he had bitten into a rotten bit of egg. “I don’t have a girlfriend so it’s not exactly an issue.”

I shouldn’t have cared, I really shouldn’t, but my heart skipped a couple of beats and a flock of nervous butterflies took wing in my stomach. How could he be single? He was smart, nice, and sexy as any guy I had ever set eyes on.

“Oh? No girlfriend?” I asked with all the nonchalance I could muster.

“No.” For a moment he continued to frown, but then he sighed and shrugged his shoulders. “I was dating a girl named Nadia for about a year, but we broke up before Christmas. All she wanted to do was party and hang out in the bars. I’m pretty sure she was just here to get an MRS degree; now that I think about it I don’t know that I ever actually saw her study.”

“Huh?”

“She’s in college hunting for a husband. Wanting to get married. MRS.”

“Oh.” Girls still did that? It sounded like a movie plot from the 1950s or something. All that was missing was Marilyn Monroe and Lauren Bacall. If I made a move on Jason now would he think I was after the same thing? That thought took the wind right out of my sails and I slumped down in my chair.

“Look,” he said, “I’m certainly not against the idea of getting married or anything, although it’s not something I intend to even consider until after college, but she wasn’t happy unless she dragged me along on all her extracurricular activities. After a few months of that my GPA started to tank, but Nadia refused to slow down and got all pissy whenever I said I had to study and wouldn’t go out with her. She didn’t seem to get that grad school is competitive—without really good grades you don’t get in.”

“So you dumped her?”

“She started seeing other guys behind my back and broke up with me when I found out and confronted her about it.”

“You’re kidding.” I couldn’t believe it. What girl in her right mind would cheat on a guy like Jason? “What a bitch.”

“Yeah. By then I didn’t care all that much, but I swore off women until after I graduate. I can’t afford that kind of distraction.”

“I guess I can understand that,” I said, trying to keep the disappointment out of my voice.

Jason cocked his head. “What about you? You never had any shortage of boyfriends before.”

I glanced away to avoid meeting those whiskey-colored eyes. “Haven’t found anyone I’m interested in.”

“With a whole campus full of guys to choose from?”

“Maybe I’m just too picky.”

Jason muttered something that sounded suspiciously like “Good,” but when I looked up at him he had turned his attention back to lunch and he may have just been talking about his sandwich. Not that it mattered—he was obviously not interested in any kind of relationship right now, and I’d only be setting myself up for disappointment if I let myself get hung up on him.

Okay, so apparently I’m a masochist because the next day before he came over I did my fingers and toes in an impossible to miss shade of red, slipped into a pair of skintight yoga pants and the tiniest t-shirt I owned, and dabbed on just enough war paint to bring out my eyes and lips without making myself look made up. As the doorbell rang I tied my hair in a ponytail and answered the door with a smile and my fingers crossed that Jason would find the wholesome, athletic girl next door thing sexy.

For just an instant I thought something flickered in his eyes when he saw me, but then there was nothing and I wondered if I had only imagined it. Jason gave me a half nod by way of greeting and brushed past me to head for the kitchen.

“Got any of that tuna fish left, Ash?”

I sighed. The man would rather look at a tuna fish sandwich than me in yoga pants. My ego crawled into a dark corner to whimper while I followed him into the kitchen and dragged the tuna fish salad out of the refrigerator. It was time to give up. I was obviously wasting my time. Just as well, really; I still had a lot of homework.

We studied for a couple of hours until Jason pushed away from the table and stretched. “I hate to bail on you, but I need to go run a couple of errands”

“Oh,” I said, unreasonably disappointed by him cutting the day short. “That’s okay. I know you’ve got other stuff to do. Sorry I’ve taken up so much of your time.”

His smile was genuine enough. “I don’t mind. It’s been good to spend some time with you again. You were always like the pesky little kid sister I never had.”

Flames licked along the edges of my ego then it tilted over and crashed to earth in billowing clouds of smoke. Little sister. Ugh. But damn him for the way my heart lurched when he said it. He did still like me. What I wanted to know was what would it take to make him like me, to get past that mental block which refused to acknowledge that I wasn’t that goofy little girl anymore? There was only one way to find out, and since he had sworn off women it was up to me to push forward.

Did I mention I’m a masochist?

I broke out my wheedling voice again. “Could I talk you into coming over for a while tonight? I’m still not used to being by myself and it’s kind of creeping me out.”

He groaned. “Seriously, Ashley? You’re not twelve anymore.”

“Pretty please? Just for a couple of hours? I won’t make you stay too late.” Of course if he decided that he wanted to stay all night I’d certainly let him.

“Why don’t you have a couple of friends come over?”

“Everyone I know is out of town for Spring Break.”

Silence. I waited a few seconds to see if he was wavering. “Pleeeaaase? I’ll order pizza from Tito’s.”

Jason shook his head and heaved an exasperated sigh. “All right. Fine. But only for a couple of hours. I want a large supreme with double pepperoni. And we’re watching one of my movies, not one of your horror splatterfests.”

I squealed and hugged him. “Deal! I’ll have the pizza delivered around seven.”

“Okay, okay. I’ll be here.”

A little graceless, maybe, but I didn’t care. He’d be over again later and we wouldn’t be studying. After he walked out I danced around the living room cackling like a maniac. The first part of my plan had worked brilliantly. Now all I had to do was figure out what the second part was going to be.

I spent the afternoon brainstorming, and finally it was Jason himself who gave me the idea. As I mentioned before, if there was one thing you could always count on with him it was his punctuality. If he said he would be there at seven, he would show up at seven on the dot. Everything hinged on that.

That evening I waited until 6:35 and ordered the pizza, then got in the shower. I had left the bathroom door open and a CD blaring on the living room stereo— loud enough so there was no way that I could possibly hear anything else, like the door opening when Jason showed up. After I washed my hair I shaved my legs and tidied up certain other areas just in case. I really didn’t expect to get anywhere with him that night, but I figured it was better to be safe than sorry.

I poked my head out of the shower and checked my cell phone which I had propped up by the sink. 6:58. Jason should be walking through the kitchen door any minute now. Turning off the water I flipped my dripping hair over my shoulder and stepped out onto the mat. Even though I knew it was useless I strained my ears to hear over the music. Nothing. Quickly I toweled off, pausing every few seconds to listen again, until finally thought I caught the faint bang of the kitchen’s screen door slamming shut.

This was it. My heart leaped, pounding with a beat that seemed to drown out the music, and I gulped hard. Ruthlessly I forced myself to be calm—this was no time for an attack of nerves. I had a plan and I was going to stick with it. Twisting my towel around my wet hair I went out into the hallway, dancing and singing to the music. Okay, so I was a little off-key, but it was just from nerves, all right? Other than a few drops of water and that towel on my head I was totally naked, and I had to pass right by the kitchen to get to the living room at the front of the house.

I couldn’t look without giving myself away so I only got a quick glimpse from the corner of my eye as I pranced past, but Jason was staring right at me. It didn’t take much imagination to guess at his expression, eyes wide and mouth gaping in shock at seeing me bouncing along stark naked, and I had to struggle to hold in a serious case of the giggles. Poor Jason. Okay, maybe it wasn’t fair, but I was absolutely determined that he was going to look at me and realize that I was no longer the ungainly kid who had followed him everywhere like a lost puppy dog. 

In the living room I changed the CD to one I had mixed myself which wasn’t quite so loud, but all the songs had a deeper, heavier beat that brought to mind bodies moving close together in a dance as old as time. As I headed back to my room I toned down my movements, made them slower and more sinuous. I didn’t risk looking back as I swayed my way down the hall to my room, but I had a feeling that my bad boy hadn’t stayed meekly sitting in the kitchen with his eyes covered waiting for the show to end. Not Jason. If I knew him he had watched me every second.

Once in my room I tossed the towel aside and pulled on a long, coral pink sleeping t-shirt that clung suggestively to my curves while leaving most of my thighs bare. I wasn’t done with him yet, not by a long shot. I was just getting warmed up, and while Jason might not be eating out of the palm of my hand by the time I was done, he for damned sure was never going to think of me as a little girl again.

It was time to go see what effect my performance had on my unsuspecting victim. When I walked into the kitchen he was sitting at the table, staring off into space. I stopped short and feigned shock.

“Jason! What are you doing here?”

He blinked as though in a daze when he looked up. “You asked me to come over at seven, remember?” His face paled as his eyes locked onto my breasts. Without a bra on my nipples showed clearly through the thin cotton nightie, and he gulped hard.

“I said seven-thirty,” I grumbled, pretending not to notice his fixation.

His eyes wandered helplessly down to my thighs, down the silky-smooth length of my legs to my brightly-painted toes, and back up to my nipples, which were beginning to harden under the heat of his gaze. “You said seven,” he insisted a little breathlessly.

“Okay, whatever. I’m just glad you’re here. It’s really freaking me out being all alone here.”

“I don’t mind.”

The sudden earnest sincerity in his voice was comical, and he didn’t seem to be able to take his eyes off of my body. Score! Apparently part two of my plan had worked even better than I had hoped. If I could pull off part three just as well…

“Thanks, Jason.”

I batted my eyes at him and he was so flustered he looked away. My poor bad boy who probably had more notches on his bedpost than Casanova was practically blushing. Inside I was giggling like the little girl he had insisted on remembering me as, and I gave myself a mental high-five when the doorbell rang.

“Pizza!” I sang out, and headed towards the front door. I started counting off the seconds until he stopped me. I made it all the way to three.

“Hang on, I’ve got it,” he blurted and quickly brushed past me before I had managed to get halfway across the living room. He paused with his hand on the doorknob and looked back at me, eyes widened as though in terror, and I had to bite down on the inside of my lip so I wouldn’t grin.

It turned out the pizza guy was in my English class.

“Hi, Aaron,” I called, giving him a wave and an especially bright smile.

Aaron’s eyes got big, and when Jason noticed he moved to step between us to block Aaron’s line of sight. “Keep the change,” he growled as he snatched the pizzas and slammed the door closed before Aaron could answer.

“That was kind of rude,” I told him.

He dropped the pizzas onto the coffee table and rounded on me. “Jesus, Ash, you can’t go answering the door like that.” He jabbed a finger at my brief nightie. “That thing might as well have “Rape me!” printed on it.”

Which was precisely the reaction from him I was hoping for. I put on a thoughtful expression. “Well, Aaron is kind of cute…”

Jason’s face went scarlet and his jaw knotted as he clenched his teeth in frustration. “I cannot believe your roommates left you here alone,” he grated.

“But I’m not alone,” I protested, and stood on my tiptoes to give him a long, hard hug, knowing that he could feel my breasts pressing against him. “You’re here to take care of me, right?”

He stiffened as my arms went around him, but he slowly relaxed and his own arms landed around my waist. “Yeah. Yeah, I am.”

Nice as it felt to be in his arms, it was still too early to push him any further without scaring him off. I had to give him some time to get used to the idea of this new me before I pounced, or he’d get nervous and bolt. The ingénue sex kitten routine certainly seemed to be working like a charm on him, though. If only I had known sooner.

Reluctantly I pulled away and swayed back towards the kitchen. “I’ll get some drinks and napkins. Why don’t you put the movie in? What did you bring, anyway?”

It turned out to be a horror/sci-fi flick, and we sat side-by-side on the floor with our backs to the couch and the pizzas on the coffee table in front of us so that it was almost like we were kids again. Except that I kept catching him sneaking looks at me when he thought my attention was on the movie, and every time my thigh brushed his under the table my whole body tingled. Best of all, the movie was just scary enough to give me a good excuse to sit right beside Jason and grab his arm and press myself up against him every few minutes. Oddly enough he didn’t seem to mind.

 After the movie ended I hopped up and flipped on the lights. While Jason went to retrieve his movie from the DVD player, I cleaned up the pizza mess and carried it to the kitchen. It was time to see if I had managed to set the hook.

“Thanks again for coming by tonight,” I said as I stepped back into the living room.

“Sure, Ash. It’s no big deal.”

I gave him a wistful little smile. “I’m sorry you have to go, but I understand. I know you must have had plans tonight, and I hope I didn’t mess them up too badly for you.”

“What?” He stared at me as though I had been speaking in Greek.

“You said earlier one movie then you had to go,” I reminded him.

 “Oh.” I could see the wheels turning as he pondered. He didn’t want to leave! “Well, I hate to run off when you’re so nervous about being alone. Maybe one more?”

I grinned at him. “Good! You pick something and I’ll go make us some popcorn.”

As I turned to leave I gave myself another mental high-five, noting the way his eyes lingered on me. That was definitely not the look of a man who was thinking of me as a little girl or a pesky kid sister. No, it was a lot more like a lion sizing up a gazelle for dinner, and I went warm and tingly all over at the thought of him devouring me.

We watched two more movies, and by the time the last one finished he had his arm around me with my body pulled snugly into his warmth. As the credits began to roll Jason started, realized what he was doing, and hurriedly released me with a mumbled apology. I had him so rattled that he actually fled after that, leaving so quickly he barely closed the door behind him. I laughed inwardly, but I didn’t try to stop him. It was all part of the plan. I wanted him to stew for a while now.

Studying with him on Monday was a major struggle. We were supposed to be working on physics, but it was the chemistry between us that was taking up all of our attention. Like the night before he kept giving me intense sidelong glances, my skin prickling hot under each sneaky glimpse until I quivered from my hair to my toes. I longed to say something, to touch that bronzed skin which pulled at me like a magnet, but I made myself hold firm. One shot. I only had one shot at this and if I screwed up that would be it. So I ignored the way the air seemed to crackle and sizzle between us with every look every word, and pretended not to feel the growing ache of need building in my center. I managed to appear normal, but only just and it was one of the hardest things I’ve ever done.

And that’s when that little bitch Fate stepped in and decided to throw a monkey wrench in the works.

It wasn’t supposed to happen. I had intended to hold off for another day, give him more time to stew in his own hormones while I hammered him with every dirty trick I could think of to make him want me more than life itself. I knew it was too soon, but he leaned in close to explain an equation and when I glanced up at him our eyes met and then he looked down at my lips and for a few seconds time must have frozen or something because the next thing I knew he was kissing me.

I wasn’t some twittering little virgin, but nobody had ever kissed me like that before. Jason’s lips took mine as though he owned them, rough and demanding with a need that echoed everything I had ever felt for him. Strong fingers slid into my hair to hold me fast while his tongue teased across my lips, lightly at first, but then with an almost frantic insistence. For a moment I remained still, taken by surprise by his sudden overwhelming passion, but then with a moan of shared desire I surrendered to him. His ardent tongue plunged into me to taste, to explore, and I met him with an eagerness every bit equal to his own.

We clung together with a desperate urgency that had my pulse roaring in my head and left me breathless, made me forget all about breathing. For years I had waited hopelessly for this moment, dreamed of it, and now it surpassed my wildest fantasies. I would have happily died there in his arms. Then he pulled away, wild eyes burning down into mine with a wanting so intense that I ached for him. For a moment my heart soared—this was it, he wanted me and he was actually going to make the move I had been wishing for since my sophomore year of high school.

“Ashley.” His voice was a hoarse whisper, ragged with need.

But he stood up, turned away from me.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what the hell happened. I’m so sorry, Ash.”

I wet my lips, struggling to regain some composure. “It’s all right, Jason.”

“I’d never hurt you. You know that. I just… I don’t know.”

“I know. You didn’t hurt me.”

“I need to go. I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?”

“Jason, it was just a kiss. Those do happen, you know.”

He gave a choking laugh. “Just a kiss, huh?”

I thought he would run again like he had the night before but after a minute he came and sat back down, although he pulled his chair carefully back so there was more distance between us. Neither of us mentioned the kiss again for the rest of the afternoon, and oddly enough it seemed to settle us both so that the studying went better than it had the last couple of days. And yet that kiss had kindled a flame of desire that I was afraid I’d never be able to put out again.

When he left late in the afternoon I had to fight with myself not to call him back, not to fling myself at him and wrap myself in the warm, velvety hardness of his body. I burned for him, and with every step he took towards his car a swarm of tiny quakes trembled through my core. But the timing was wrong; he wouldn’t come back now for any asking. I needed to stick with my plan. That was still my best chance, despite that unexpected kiss which had set everything off-kilter.

Slowly the hours crept by; afternoon turned into evening, and evening into night. I put on the long sleeper t-shirt I had worn the night before and settled down in front of the television. It was just for the noise—I was far too nervous to actually concentrate on whatever was on. Nine o’clock rolled by, then ten and eleven. And then it was time. I muted the television and dialed his number.

“Jason?” I added a little quaver to my voice as he picked up.

“Ash? Is something wrong?”

“Jason, I think somebody is prowling around outside the house. I keep hearing noises…”

“Are you sure it’s not just the wind? That old place does creak a lot.”

“It isn’t the wind. Wind doesn’t thump against the living room window.”

“Maybe it’s a cat?” He sounded dubious.

“Jason…”

“Yeah, all right,” he said with a resigned sigh. “Stay inside and don’t open any of the doors. It’s probably nothing, but don’t take any chances. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

It’s a ten minute drive from Jason’s apartment to the house. He got there in eight flat—I timed it. I heard him pull up and then the beam of a flashlight bobbed around the side of the house and into the backyard, then back to the front and across to the other side. As soon as the kitchen door opened I flung myself at him and clung tightly to him as I buried my face against the comforting expanse of his chest. His arms curled around me in reflex, squeezed me briefly.

“Jason! Thank you for coming. Thank you, thank you, thank you,” I babbled. “Did you see anyone?”

“No, but the gate was open. It might have just been a cat that you heard, but…” He shrugged. “Anyway, if there was somebody out there they’re gone now.”

I let myself tremble a little and his grip on me tightened. “What if they come back?”

“I doubt it.”

I looked up at him, doing my best to look wide-eyed and distraught. “Will you stay over tonight? Please?”

He shook his head, but he was smiling. “Sure. I’ll camp out in the spare room.”

We watched television together for a while, with me curled protectively in the crook of his arm and my hand tucked tightly around his thigh. I was playing the damsel in distress card for all it was worth, and Jason seemed perfectly willing to go along. The fact that sitting that way gave him the perfect angle to look down my v-necked nightie might have had something to do with it, too.

Finally I stood up and stretched, causing the hem of my shirt to rise seductively a few more inches up my thighs and I saw his jaw work as a dark fire flared in his eyes. “I’m going to bed,” I yawned. “Thanks again for staying tonight.”

“Sure. I think I’ll call it a night, too.”

I brushed my teeth, flipped off the light, and sat on the edge of the bed to wait while Jason went through his nightly rituals. Eventually I heard his bed creak and the house went silent. I gave it another ten minutes then padded out into the hallway and tapped on his door.

“Ash?” He sounded half-asleep already. “What’s the matter?”

I opened the door, slipped inside, and stood by his bed. “I can’t sleep. Still a little freaked out, I guess. Can I stay in here with you tonight?”

“Ashley…” He breathed my name as though he was in agony.

“Please?” I whispered.

After a moment I heard him draw back the covers, so I crawled in with him and scooted back until I was snuggled up against the heat of his lean body. He flinched as I touched him, but then after a moment one arm encircled me and his breath stirred against my hair.

“Thank you, Jason,” I murmured into the darkness. Even if nothing happened I’d never forget the feeling of lying there with him, cuddled in his arms. It was a dream come true at last. It felt like being home.

Jason was wearing nothing but a pair of boxers and I could feel his manhood through the flimsy fabric where it pressed up against my bottom. It was already stiffening, and in seconds it twitched and swelled until it became a rod of hot iron pressing into my body. I shifted a little so I would rub against him and felt it jerk in response. His arm tightened around me and a deep, rasping breath singed my scalp.

My breasts tightened, grew hot, and that ache of longing returned with a vengeance. I sighed and ever so slowly I began to rub myself against his erection.

Jason sucked air through his teeth. “Ash, don’t…”

“Shh,” I whispered, and drew his hand up from my waist and placed it on my breast.

The nipple quickly swelled and tightened beneath his palm, and then his fingers found it and started to gently knead it. My back arched as tingles of pleasure sizzled through my center and flowed down to my awakening sex. Already my clit had knotted in its hiding place down between my legs, and an insistent flutter started low beneath my belly. After the last couple of days I was on a hair trigger and moisture immediately soaked through my tunnel in anticipation. With a little moan I reached behind me and tugged at the back of my shirt until my bottom was bared to him. There was nothing between us now but the paper-thin material of Jason’s boxers, and it was time to do something about that.

I slithered just far enough away from him so I could work a hand between us then pushed my fingers down through the waistband of his underwear. Fingertips grazed the tip of his manhood, dipped into the dollop of sticky pre-cum already oozing due to his growing excitement. Careful of my nails I pressed on, ran my fingers lightly down the burning length of his shaft until I could curl them around the base and feel his balls in their sack below. I gripped him more firmly and squeezed a little, marveling at how hard he already was and imagining how wonderful he was going to feel inside of me. Using long, deliberate strokes I teased him with my hand, slid across that sensitive silken skin until Jason moaned into my ear. 

His hips rocked against my fist, tried to assist me while his lips found their way past my hair to brush tender kisses against my neck. No longer content to rub my nipple through my t-shirt he pushed his hand underneath the hem and skimmed up along my stomach until he reached the bare skin of my hot, aching breasts. At the first touch of his fingertips on the stiff, pink flesh of my nipple a swell of prickling heat rushed through me to touch off a wild, pulsing ache between my legs that made me cry out with the strength of my longing. Within seconds my thighs grew damp as I churned out hot cream that dribbled between my lips to slick the insides of my legs. I had never been so wet.

I sat up suddenly, dislodging his hand and freeing my own from his boxers, and struggled out of my t-shirt. As I flung it aside I rolled over onto Jason and straddled his hips to teasingly rub my slippery crevice along the rail of his cock. In seconds the front of his boxers was soaked through with my fluids and it felt almost as though I was touching his bare skin. With a grin he couldn’t see in the dark I bent and planted a kiss in the middle of his chest then traced my tongue along the ripped muscles of his torso. An inch at a time I worked my way lower, crawling down his body until I found his belly button. His stomach muscles trembled slightly as I licked along the edges and then darted in to swirl the tip around.

Jason jerked under me and laughed. “Stop that! It tickles.”

“Hm. All these years and I had no idea you were ticklish.”

“Just there, apparently.”

I filed it away for later use since there were more important things to worry about at the moment. I kissed my way further down to the waistband of his boxers where I could smell the tart, erotic musk of my sex drenching him, and my fingers came away wet when I ran them along the outline of his manhood through his shorts.

“Lift up,” I ordered, and skinned them over his hips before I tossing them aside to join my t-shirt on the floor.

Again I leaned forward, this time gripping his shaft in one hand and bringing my lips to graze the swollen head. Jason shivered in my fingers as my tongue found the sensitive flesh around the edges, and each lick drew a pulse which strained against my hand. I could smell myself, taste my nectar on him, tangy and bitter all at once, and the whole idea of sucking my own juices from Jason’s hard cock had my poor, long-neglected pussy throbbing. With a happy sigh I eased his head between my lips, lapping up the viscous gob of pre-cum there and pulling him deeper into my mouth so my tongue could play with him. The wild, salty flavor of him in my mouth sent another surge of desire crashing through me.

Another time I might have finished him off there, but my body was screaming at me now to get him inside of me so I had to settle for just a taste. When maybe half of his length was crammed into my mouth I sucked hard and swirled my tongue around as much of him as I could reach, bobbing my head up and down until Jason’s rough breathing collapsed into one long, low moan of pleasure. I swelled at the sound with a sense of power and a sudden desire to make him feel so good that he’d have to scream from it, and for a moment I reconsidered letting him finish in my mouth. If I had only wanted a single night with him I probably would have done it; I intended to keep him around for a long time, though, and I wanted our first time to be more.

I tickled the underside of his shaft with my tongue as I pulled away and gave him a final wet, sloppy kiss as he popped free that made him moan again. Tension sang through his whole body as I crawled back up and lifted myself over his hips, my fingers reaching beneath me to find his eager manhood and position it against my quavering flesh. I hovered above him for a moment to draw out the moment, to savor the anticipation, and then in one swift movement lowered myself onto him, my liquid tunnel so ready by then that he plunged straight into me until I was sitting on his pelvis. His thick rod filled me, drive deep within my trembling walls to finally answer the ache—the desperate craving—which had been driving me crazy since he first took me in his arms.

Head thrown back I sucked in a shuddering gasp as I adjusted to the feel of him inside me, that solid shaft stretching me, filling me with heat that radiated out to my toes. In that moment Jason’s hands lifted to my breasts, stroked my puckered nipples until my muscles trembled and I cried out with the raw thrill of a stream of almost unbearable waves of pleasure. My hips moved of their own accord to grind my clit down in search of release and half-blind with ecstasy I began to rock against his body.

His hands went my hips and helped me move, guided me and lifted me so that I wasn’t doing all of the work, so I could lose myself in the growing surges of searing bliss tearing through my body. Leaning forward, I gripped his broad shoulders to give me more leverage to drive myself back against him, my head rocking back and forth in time to the wet sloshing of his erection sliding in and out of my sopping hole. Without realizing it my eyes closed and all my concentration focused on that iron shaft inside me, and the sizzling pressure building deep in my loins.

To my surprise it was Jason who came first, his fists locked in an iron grip on my body to hold me tight against him with his entire length jammed inside of me, breath steaming against my breasts while he groaned aloud and filled me with his molten seed. Sensation drove me over the edge and I shattered, gripped him with my knees and dug my fingers into his shoulders while surges of electric pleasure rocked me and I cried out as each one crested and broke until I was spent and sank gasping and shaking against Jason’s heaving chest.

His arms held me tightly against him while his fingers twined in my hair and one hand gently stroked my back. It probably sounds crazy, but in a strange way that felt almost as good as the sex and between that and the intense release of the orgasm Jason put me to sleep in about two minutes. 

The next morning I woke up with him spooned against my back—one arm draped possessively over me as he snored lightly against my hair. Wild glee bubbled through me and I had to smother my mouth with my hands so my giggling wouldn’t wake him up. I had done it—my plan had worked! Even now it hardly seemed believable.

By then my bladder was demanding my attention, so as much as I would have loved to stay snuggled up to him for hours, basking in his heat and delicious masculine smell, I gently disentangled myself and eased out of bed. As I slid off the mattress it creaked, and Jason’s eyes popped open. He stared at me standing there naked by the bed, uncomprehending at first, but then his eyes got wider and wider.

“Oh my god…”

“Morning, sexy,” I chirped. That tousled hair and sleepy stare sent fresh waves of desire rippling through me. I could definitely get used to seeing that every morning. “Want some coffee?”

 “Oh my god…”

 “Yeah, you said that. Said it a lot last night, too. Are you getting religious on me?”

“I really did… that. To you. It wasn’t a dream?”

I grinned. “Well, I thought it was pretty dreamy, but it wasn’t a dream.”

“Oh my god.”

As I hunted for my sleeper shirt, I tried to calm him down. “Relax, Jason. What are you freaking out for?”

“We had sex!”

Apparently bending over to pick up my shirt while I was still naked wasn’t the best way to calm him down. I frowned a little, disappointed. “Is that what it was? I thought we made love. More than once, as I recall.”

He flopped back onto the bed with a groan that could have done justice to a dying man. “Your brother is going to kill me when he finds out. I mean really kill me. Your parents… Oh, hell, your parents.” He groaned again and pulled a pillow over his head.

“How are they going to find out?”

That stumped him. He peered at me from under the edge of the pillow. “You’re not going to tell them?”

I laughed as I imagined their reactions. “As if. What they don’t know won’t hurt them.”

“But—”

“The way I look at it, it’s nobody else’s business. So it’s fine. Stop worrying. Get up and I’ll make you some breakfast. You’ll feel better.” I couldn’t stop the impish grin that insisted on popping out. “Then you can have me for dessert.”

Jason made a strangling noise. “You want me to do it again?” He managed to choke out.

“Of course I do, you idiot. And again and again after that. I’ve been waiting around forever hoping that you would make a move.”

“You have?”

Oh my god. I stared at him. “You’re so adorable when you’re clueless.”

It didn’t take much coaxing to get Jason back to bed for another round after breakfast. I just dropped my t-shirt onto the floor and sashayed my naked butt into the hall, and it was like waving a red cape in front of a bull. Afterwards he went back to his apartment to shower and change clothes, but he promised to be back later so I took a long, hot bath myself and reveled in the warm glow of my new-found happiness.

When the water started to get cold I wrapped myself in a big, fluffy towel and stretched out on the living room couch while I called Sandy. I had to tell her, or I was going to burst.

“Hey, kid,” she answered when she picked up. “Wish you were here. How’s life back in Dullsville?”

I snickered. “More exciting than you might think.”

“Oh, really?” I could practically hear her eyebrows lifting. “Now what have you been up to?”

By the time I had filled her in, we were both giggling hysterically.

“I can’t believe you had the guts to go through with it. After all this time. And he really fell for the whole damsel in distress routine?” she asked.

“He swallowed it hook, line, and sinker,” I replied smugly. “I did the big eyes and quivering lip and innocent little me bit, and he ate it right up.”

“I’m sure after getting him so worked up the night before it didn’t take a whole lot.”

I snorted and giggled again. “You should have seen his face when I went to go answer the door in my t-shirt. Ohmigod, it was priceless. And then he couldn’t keep his eyes off me all night. I’ll bet you he couldn’t even tell you what movies we watched. And he picked them out!”

More loud giggles erupted from the other side. “Poor guy,” Sandy gasped. “He never stood a chance, did he? But I’m so glad it worked. I just know I never would have had the nerve to do that naked parade thing. That took serious balls. You’re a wild woman, Ash.”

 “Like shooting fish in a barrel. Really, really big fish. Then this morning?” I laughed harder, so tickled I could barely catch my breath. “When he woke up this morning? I swear he looked like he was going to faint or something. I’d give a year off my life to have a picture of that.”

“So are you going to do it again?”

“You’d better believe it. He’s coming back later today.”

“He’s already here.”

The deep drawl yanked me upright on the couch, my head turning frantically to find the source. Jason stood behind me in the hallway, casually leaning against the doorframe, and waggled his fingers in a mock hello as I turned around.

“I’ll call you back—bye!” I squeaked and hung up the phone. “Jason. Ummm, I didn’t hear you come in.”

“Obviously.” He sauntered into the living room and stood looking down at me with a hard gleam in his eye. “So. It was all just a trick. You pulled that sex kitten routine to get me all worked up, and then lured me here with a lie about a prowler in hopes that it would get me into bed with you.”

I hung my head. “Well, I guess if you put it that way it doesn’t sound too good, huh?”

“Nope. What about the tutoring? Was that just a lie to get me over here, too?”

“No! I really needed help. It wasn’t until you got here that I… Well, I couldn’t stop thinking about you and you were still looking at me like I was twelve and I guess I got carried away.” I tilted my head to peer up at him. “Are you mad?”

He gave a deep, disappointed sigh. “Ashley, do you know what happens to little girls who lie?”

Crap. What was I in for now? “What?”

An evil smirk twisted Jason’s lips. “They get a spanking and their mouths washed out.”

My eyes went wide and a sharp tingle of anticipation slid slowly through my center. No way. He wouldn’t really try to spank me? Would he? He made a sudden lunge and I squealed as I ducked away from him.

“Jason, you wouldn’t dare!”

Laughter menaced me from the other side of the coffee table. He had me cornered and we both knew it.

“Just watch me.”

“Jason…”

I faked one direction, flung my towel at him as a distraction, and sprinted the other way, laughing hysterically. It was surreal—I couldn’t believe we were doing this. This really was like when we were kids—except for me being naked, anyway. If I could just make it to my room I could lock the door and talk to him, reason with him until he calmed down. He had to calm down eventually, right?

I almost made it.

He tackled me a dozen feet away from my doorway, rolling under to absorb the blow so he wouldn’t land on top and squash me. As my weight hit him he grunted and I tried to squirm away, but his grip was too tight and when he stood up and slung me over his shoulder I squalled in protest.

“Put me down!”

He ignored me until we got back to the living room, where he set me back on my feet. I tried to twist out of his grasp, but his hand wrapped around my wrist like a steel vice. Sitting on the couch, he drew me down despite my struggles until I lay draped across his lap on my stomach with my wrists firmly pinned behind me. Was he really going to spank me? I was beginning to think that it wasn’t just a joke. I decided that begging couldn’t hurt, although I was laughing so hard that I could barely speak.

“Please don’t, Jason. Oh, please don’t do this.” I tried for scared, but I’m afraid the giggles ruined the effect.

He sighed. “Ash, this is going to hurt me a lot more than it hurts you.”

“Really?”

“Of course not. Don’t be silly.”

I felt him moving and winced in anticipation, but nothing prepared me for the stinging slap that landed on my bare bottom.

“Owie!” I squealed. “Jason, that hurt!”

I kicked my legs and thrashed, trying to break free, but it was no use. He was just too much stronger.

“Hold still,” he warned, “or you’ll get worse.”

His hand cracked down again and again until the tender flesh of my rear felt as though it had been seared by a bad sunburn and was undoubtedly glowing a bright, cherry red, but after a few more smacks something weird happened—the stinging became a prickling heat which seeped down to puddle between my legs and gradually spread to the very root of my sex and then up through my body and into my breasts. A desperate flutter awoke deep below my belly while my nipples swelled and ached, and beneath me Jason’s manhood came to life with a series of small jerks and twitches. My next cry dragged out into a long moan, and I began grinding against the steel bar of his erection.

“Oh, yes,” I hissed as my clit rubbed against his thigh.

“So my bratty little liar likes getting her ass spanked?”

His hand cracked down again, hard enough to make me gasp, but I was getting wetter by the second and he knew it.

His voice turned into a low purr. “But you’re my little brat, aren’t you?”

It felt so good I could hardly speak. “Yes,” I gasped. “I’m your little brat. Always, Jason.”

Another slap burned across my buttocks. “Good. Don’t forget it.” His hands released me. “Get up.”

I rose on shaky hands and knees and crawled off of him, but when I started to stand up he grabbed my wrist. “On your knees, Ashley. We’re not done with your punishment, yet.”

He thought this was a punishment? I might have laughed, but obediently I sank to my knees in front of him to await whatever was coming next. Jason unbuttoned his jeans and let his erection spring free. The head was swollen and dark and already slick with pre-cum, and he was even harder than he had been when I had first pounced on him last night. I couldn’t wait to taste him again, and looked up at him for permission.

“I told you that you were going to get your mouth washed out for lying.”

Eager now, I wrapped my fingers around the bottom of his shaft and licked my way up and down his length, planting slow, sloppy kisses as I went. I must have done a good job, because gradually Jason relaxed until he sank back into the couch cushions, confident that I needed no more guidance. I worked over the head and his whole shaft until he was slick and gleaming, and then I slid my fingers down to the base while I looked up at him with wide eyes. Teasingly, with deliberate slowness I wrapped my lips around his swollen, purple head and pressed myself down on him.

I went further than I had last night, now that I wasn’t in such a tearing hurry to get him inside of me and I wasn’t worried about him having second thoughts and kicking me out of his bed. My tongue danced around him, keeping him lubricated so he would slide more easily, while I took inch after inch until I felt the tip of him approach the back of my throat.

Sucking with all my might I pulled my head back so that his shaft slowly re-appeared from between my lips, glistening wet and quivering, until only the head remained. He moaned again as I curled my tongue around that fleshy knob and worked it with my lips in a velvety massage, and as I plunged back down on him he sighed and sank even further into the cushions. I held him deep in my mouth, sucking and licking, and then lightly grazed his balls with my fingernails. With a gasp he slid his hands into my hair and held me while his eyelids flickered and he bit his lip.

The salty musk of his pre-cum grew stronger on my tongue as I drew him closer to the edge and I knew it would only take a nudge to finish him. With one hand I went back to stroking that part of his shaft which wasn’t in my mouth, and with the other I lightly kneaded his balls until his body went rigid and his fingers tightened almost painfully in my hair. He gasped and a sharp quiver ran through him, and then he grunted as he spasmed and spurted his hot, sticky juices into my throat.

This was what I had been craving the night before, to bring him completely to his knees with my mouth. I swallowed all of it greedily, staring straight into the golden-brown pools of his eyes until I thought I’d lose myself there. Finally a hand touched the side of my face and I came back to myself.

“Jesus, Ash,” he breathed, “you are unbelievable.”

His hands gently pulled my face away from his pulsing manhood then tugged me forward and up so that I ended up in his lap again, his lips descending like warm velvet onto mine. Thrusting between my lips his tongue explored me hungrily in a fevered dance that took my breath away. I did lose myself then, let go completely and gave myself up to him and his sweet, ravishing mouth. That kiss might have gone on for hours; time didn’t seem to exist where we were, both lost in an endless golden hurricane of want and need. It buffeted us from all sides but we withstood it together, our own eye in the storm, until the need for air finally drove our lips apart.

I blinked up at him, suddenly shy and scared. Who the hell kissed like that?

“Ash,” he breathed again, but this time it was with a sort of awe. “Who taught you to kiss that way?”

“Me?” I squeaked. “That wasn’t you, Mister Count the Notches on My Bedpost?”

“That wasn’t… No,” he said, “it wasn’t. I don’t… I never…” He ran down and just looked at me.

I shrugged. “Maybe it’s not something you practice. Maybe it just is. Or it isn’t.”

“Think we can do it again?”

This time it was even easier to let go, to submerge myself in him, in us, but even prepared for it I was still overwhelmed. We found a better fit, an easier rhythm as our tongues played on one another, weaving together in an erotic pattern that drew us deeper and deeper into a vast, dark ocean of desire. Sharing our breaths we lasted longer, a brief eternity when we sent ripples across that ocean out to the very edge of the world.

Parting was a sweet torture, but when I saw the way Jason’s eyes burned down into mine I knew that it wouldn’t last for long. I was pretty sure we’d never so much as make it to the bedroom. My body was already wide awake, impatient for his touch, and when his fingertips grazed my nipples I cried out from the pleasure searing through me. I needed more, my body craved more, wanted to drown in the sensation of his hands on my body, and when he bent to suck one puckered nipple between his lips my whole universe collapsed into a single bright point of ecstasy.

Soon my breasts felt like balloons, swollen and tight with heat that sizzled against my tender skin, while my clit ached with a gnawing hunger that pulled every nerve in my body taut as the string on a violin. How much of this could I take? Already my need was close to overpowering me and I wanted him to finish it, to take me hard and fast and free me from the unbearable strain clenching between my legs.

Instead he pushed me back onto the couch and crouched above me to devour me with wet kisses that made my body shriek. Each touch of his lips against nerves grown raw seemed magnified a thousand times, a blissful torture that left blazing trails along my skin as he claimed me, inch by terrible, sweet inch, with his mouth. Abruptly the kisses stopped and after a moment I looked down into whiskey-colored eyes alight with mischief. I waited breathless, heart pounding wildly, for what would come next.

Ever so slowly he crept lower, the tip of his tongue slithering in lazy curves across the skin of my mound while his breath scorched my bared furrow. All of his frantic need of a minute before seemed forgotten as he dawdled over those last few inches. My thighs shook and the aching twisted its cruel hold even more tightly.

“Jason, please,” I whimpered. “Please. Don’t tease.”

Those eyes burned up at me again. “You mean like you did to me, babe? You had me so worked up Friday night that I thought I was going to die before I got home. The way you kept wiggling your hot little ass at me and showing off your tits… I leaked so much it looked like I came in my shorts.”

I moaned again just thinking about it. “Please…”

He took me with his mouth, devoured my sex the same way he had consumed my lips only minutes before. At the first touch of his tongue against the throbbing knot of my clit my body froze, locked in a rictus of agonizing bliss, and I couldn’t hold in the cry that burst from my throat. Jason’s tongue never slowed, leaping from that nub down to my leaking fount to tease and lick then back up again with tender caresses that left no part of me untouched. A scorching breeze of ecstasy lifted me out of myself and I soared like an eagle riding a thermal, climbing higher and higher in broad, swooping circles as Jason’s tongue swept around and around that fleshy pearl.

Just when I thought I might touch the very vault of Heaven Jason sucked my clit between his soft lips and thrummed his tongue against me. A million golden sparks blazed from my core and exploded outwards, smashing through my senses until there was nothing left of me but bright sensation that flared like a star through my body before slowly fading away. I collapsed, struggling to catch my breath as my pulse thundered in my ears, too wrung out to even see at first.

When I was able to focus on Jason I expected to see him wearing a smug expression, but instead he just looked thoughtful as his fingertips absently drew whorls along my skin.

“That’s what you do to me,” he told me quietly.

I reached for him, pulled him towards me, and between us we disposed of the rest of his clothes. It took only seconds to get him hard again, and little longer before I was ready for him. I had never had back to back orgasms before, but the moment he eased the tip of his erection into me I knew it was going to happen. Something about him put me on a hair trigger. I think he might have made me come just by looking at me.

He eased inside of me, both of us savoring the way we fit together, the smooth joining as he filled me and my smooth walls gripped him back. I didn’t notice the rough fabric of the couch rubbing against my back or the chill from the air conditioning blasting down on my face from the vent overhead. There was nothing in the whole world but his thick heat piercing deeper and deeper into my innermost parts. My arms wrapped around his back, my legs around his hips, to pull him closer still. I wanted to draw his whole body into mine, to merge us into one bright being so that the feeling would never have to end.

Lips brushed feather-soft against mine and I opened my eyes. As our gazes met I opened for him there as well and our tongues met in a dual union as his shaft sank fully inside of me. We clung together, eyes locked, and began to move, slowly at first but with increasing urgency. Jason held me—held me with his arms, his eyes, and his manhood all at once—and kept me with him, kept us together so that neither of us could go without the other.

And then I felt it. His arms tightened the merest fraction, his tongue stiffened slightly against mine, and a shared quiver ran through both of us where he nestled in my depths. We cried out as one and held each other still more tightly despite our bodies thrashing in ecstasy on the narrow couch. My body shook while I called out, my cries muffled against Jason’s mouth, our tongues still sliding together as though even in the grip of our shared orgasm we couldn’t get enough of one another.

Jason locked his arms to hold himself up until the aftershocks had subsided then collapsed alongside me, both of us limp as used dishrags and shivering a little as the sweat dried on our cooling bodies.

“Ash?” he murmured.

“Yes?”

“If your brother does decide to kill me, I want you to know that it was totally worth it.”

We spent the rest of Spring Break going at it like a pair of nymphomaniac bunnies, and if they had been home I’m pretty sure we would have given my sex-crazed roomies a run for their money. I had never imagined wanting someone so badly, with an all-consuming physical need that was very much like hunger. I couldn’t get enough of Jason, and from his eagerness I was certain that it was mutual. He didn’t go back to his apartment until Sandy and Grant got home, and then it was with the understanding that I’d be over to stay for a few days as soon as I finished taking my tests. I had a feeling I was going to be spending a lot of time there in the future. Grant and Sandy didn’t seem to mind, probably because they figured that they’d be getting a lot fewer late night phone calls from me when they were out having a good time.

I aced my calculus test, though I’m not quite sure how since we didn’t exactly spend a lot of time studying after that. Jason said I must have picked it up from him by osmosis. He might be right—I just know that I never expected learning to be so much fun.

The End

Thank you for reading Hot and Bothered. If you enjoyed it would you please leave a review? Reviews help out a lot to convince other readers that a book is worth reading, so I’d really appreciate it. Also, if you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.

Continue reading for a sneak peek at Let’s Pretend…

More Friends to Lovers Romance
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Sneak Peek: Let’s Pretend

THE ONLY GOOD THING ABOUT THE MONDAY MORNING sales meetings was that I could quietly drool over Mark, our top salesman, while he made his presentations. Not that every other girl on the sales team wasn’t doing the exact same thing. Mark made all of our hearts go pitter-pat with his big, blue eyes, rumpled blond hair, and the aristocratic good looks that should have had him working in movies rather than sales. I was perfectly fine with him missing out on Hollywood, though; with his office just past my cubicle pining for him was a lot more satisfying than drooling over some movie star I only saw pictures of once a week on TMZ. The downside to it was that as a big Hollywood movie star Mark not knowing that I was alive would have been a lot less crushing to my self-esteem. Being ignored by the man when we saw each other every day in the office had my ego cowering under my desk and muttering to itself.

For the last couple of months I had tried everything I could think of to get his attention short of dancing naked past his windows, but he remained completely oblivious to my efforts. I tried not to take it too personally, but I was really beginning to wonder if something was wrong with me. Naturally that just made me even more determined to get the message across.

While I slouched in my cubicle after the meeting pondering my next move Lorrie tapped on the wall. Our receptionist was the kind of woman that guys sat up and noticed whenever she walked into a room. Slim, blonde, and gorgeous, her presence was guaranteed to dump gasoline on the flames of my inferiority complex. Her saving grace was that she never, ever dated anyone from work; if she had set her eyes on Mark no one else in the office would have had the slightest chance.

“We’re going to Bertolini’s for lunch. Want to come?”

“Thanks, but I’ve got plans.”

Her eyes lit up with curiosity. “Oh? Hot date?”

“Just catching up with an old friend.” I was looking forward to it more than any date I had been on in ages, but I wasn’t about to admit that to Miss Sex Appeal who had probably been on more dates in the last month than I had in a year.

“Okay then, have fun!”

With a sigh I grabbed my purse and headed for the elevator. Unless I got Mark out of my head for a while I was going to be a total dud, and after two years without seeing each other Connor deserved better from me than that.

When we were kids Connor had lived a couple of houses down the street with his mom. His dad had died a couple of years earlier and his mom had juggled two and sometimes three jobs to make ends meet, so as soon as Connor was old enough she left him on his own a lot. At the time my father was always building or working on something in his garage man-cave, and it wasn’t long before he found himself with a sharp-eyed apprentice.

Dad didn’t mind; while he loved me with an extravagance that still makes my heart hurt when I remember it, I think he had always secretly been disappointed that he couldn’t have had a son who shared his passions. Unfortunately for us both I was very much a girly-girl and not interested in much besides clothes and boys and my friends. I could throw together a hot little outfit in thirty seconds flat, but the couple of times he tried to get me to build something with him we ended up using the results as kindling. Nobody can be good at everything, I guess.

Anyway, Connor spent so much time at the house that we eventually became close friends and spent our high school years hanging out together and watching each others’ backs through the never-ending drama and general insanity of teenage life. After graduation Connor had gone away on a scholarship, and the last time I had seen him was a couple of years back when he came home for Dad’s funeral. Now he had moved back to town for good to help take care of his mom, and the first thing he had done was invite me to lunch at Herman’s Grill, a restaurant we had frequented as teenagers. The scents drifting in from the kitchen took me back to those simpler days and I found myself more relaxed and happy than I had been since finishing college. Sitting there with Connor felt like coming home.

“So are you settled in, yet?”

Connor set his glass on a cocktail napkin and shrugged. As the muscles of his shoulders bunched I feared for the seams of his chambray shirt. The indigo made his dark brown eyes pop and it would have been a shame to ruin it.

“Barely. I’ve been over at Mom’s taking care of some things around the house for her, and between that and keeping up with orders I haven’t had time to unpack much.”

“I could come over this weekend and help you out,” I offered.

He threw me a relieved smile. “All right, thanks. I can show you my new shop while you’re there. And how have you been doing, Vi?”

“Oh, same as always. Mainly just working.”

His smile turned teasing. “What? Are you telling me that my favorite little social butterfly is single?”

I looked down while my fingers toyed with my napkin. For some reason I was uncomfortable admitting the truth to him. “Yep.”

“Really?” His surprise was genuine as he leaned forward. “You’re not even dating anyone?”

I shook my head. “Really. Well, there is one guy I like, but…”

“But?”

“He doesn’t seem to know I exist.”

Connor raised an eyebrow, sweeping his eyes across my body with such naked appreciation that slow waves of heat licked across my skin. “Does he have a pulse?”

“Of course he does. Mark is our top-selling sales rep. He’s friendly enough; I just can’t get him to give me a second look.” I hadn’t really been able to get him to give me a first look, for that matter, but I didn’t want to sound that pathetic to Connor. It smacked a little too much of desperation.

“There must be something wrong with him. Are you sure he’s not gay?”

“Quite sure. Just better prospects, I imagine.”

Connor examined me critically. “Oh, I don’t know. You turned out pretty enough after you outgrew that ugly duckling phase you went through for a couple of years.”

My face burned with embarrassment at the memory of tangled, straggling hair and glasses that seemed to be perpetually sliding down my nose along with an awkwardness that lasted well into high school. Connor had given me plenty of grief about it at the time, but however much he had teased me himself I was off limits to everyone else. Since he was on both the football and baseball teams no one was remotely interested in tangling with him, so I was one of the least picked on girls in school.

“Thank you. I think.”

“Come on, Vi. You’re a knockout.” He waved expansively at the tables around us. “You could pick up any guy in the place without trying.”

I snorted, but at the same time a thrill ran through me at the compliment. He had never said anything like that to me before, and for some reason the knowledge that he had noticed me at all as a woman warmed me to my toes.

He wasn’t half bad himself. Connor had always had girls fawning over him—his thick, curly dark hair and brooding eyes coupled with a body toned from years of hard sports had landed enough girls in the back seat of his car to form a line to the moon and back. While he had dated a handful of them, in the end he always went back to playing the field.

He still looked just as good today, only now maturity had given him poise and an easy confidence that undoubtedly got him into more panties than I cared to think about. Even I could feel the pull of that smile and I got a little flutter when his eyes lit up, and we had been friends for years. Any woman would react the same way. And any man would get very, very nervous with Connor around.

An idea coalesced in the dim recesses of my brain, and I froze there staring at him. It was too crazy. It could never work. Still…

“Vi? Earth to Violet. You okay?”

“I’m fine. Just spaced out for a minute.”

No. It was too far out there and I needed to forget it. But I couldn’t—it kept nagging at me and by Saturday I had convinced myself to at least give it a shot.

I went over to Connor’s place that morning to help him unpack, still bleary and fuzzy-headed from staying up too late the night before. When the door opened I stood there gobbling air and probably drooling a bit. I hadn’t had nearly enough coffee to prepare me for the very shirtless, brawny-chested sex god with ripped abs who answered the door. My eyes helplessly scanned down his torso, from his chiseled pecs to the line of coffee-colored hair which ran down the center of his stomach and enticed my gaze still lower to the front of his generously filled-out jeans. The tool belt slung low around his waist was the icing on the cake. What is it about guys and tool belts?

As I watched, a bead of sweat gathered and slid down his golden-brown skin to disappear right where my eyes had the least business going. I gulped as a pulse of heat prickled in my breasts and I felt myself go slick with sudden desire. When I looked up Connor was watching me with a mocking smile, humor glinting darkly in his eyes. He knew exactly what effect he had on the opposite sex and wasn’t at all shy about playing on it.

“Morning, Vi.” His voice was a low, playful drawl.

“C-Connor,” I stammered.

“Come in. I was doing some work out in the back. The place is a bit of a fixer-upper and I’m still getting things squared away.”

I followed him in and despite my best efforts my eyes insisted on returning to the way his jeans cupped the firm curves of his butt. My body’s determination to treat him like a sex object had me ready to bang my head against the wall. This was Connor—Connor. My best friend growing up. The guy I had poured out my troubles to and cried on his shoulder after my breakups. I could not keep having these reactions to him.

Fortunately he slipped on a t-shirt and took off the tool belt when we got to his kitchen, and then he showed me his new shop, gleaming with shiny power tools everywhere you looked and filled with the dry, spicy smell of sawdust. It reminded me of the old days when we were kids and I felt a sudden sharp pang for Dad, gone for two years now thanks to a drunk driver. He had passed on his love for building things and working with his hands to Connor, though, and it made me feel better to think that some part of him lived on because of that.

That was especially nice since on a good day I might be able to nail two boards together without smashing my thumb with a hammer. I won’t go into my trip to the emergency room after the first time I tried to use Dad’s hand saw without supervision. I’m a girl who can do a lot of things, but I just do not get along with tools.

Stacks of boxes jammed the garage and living room, and the two of us spent all morning shuffling them around and unpacking until the place looked more like a home than a warehouse. After we cleared the last of the boxes from the living room I sank onto the couch, sweaty and grimy but warm and content inside. What was it about being around Connor that made me feel as though I had found a part of me I hadn’t even realized was lost?

 “Here you go,” he said, handing me a beer and then dropping beside me on the couch.

“Thanks.”

“Thank you. It would have taken me weeks to get around to doing all of this by myself.”

“Welcome home.”

We clinked our bottles together and sipped in silence for a couple of minutes while we cooled down. All morning that idea from lunch the other day had been yammering in the back of my brain, and while we sat there it started up again.

“Connor, would you do me a favor?”

“Shoot.”

“This is going to sound crazy, but would you mind being my boyfriend?”

His eyes got so wide he looked like an owl perched on the couch.

“Pretend boyfriend,” I corrected hastily. “You’d be acting.”

“Ah.” He sounded almost disappointed.

“See, nobody from work knows you, so I could pass you off as a new boyfriend. And if you made a big show out of coming up to the office once or twice, maybe it would get Mark’s attention.”

His flat stare was not encouraging. “You’ve been watching too many romantic comedies.”

He was probably right, but I was desperate enough not to care. I had tried everything else I could think of short of just throwing myself at Mark, and I had too much pride for that.

Okay, I didn’t really. I was just terrified of him outright rejecting me.

“Pretty please?” I batted my eyes at him. “I’ll owe you big time for this. If you want I’ll set you up with our receptionist afterwards. She’s single and smoking hot.”

He gave a deep sigh and collapsed back into the couch. “I’m going to regret this.”

“You’ll do it?” I squealed, and bounced over to hug him.

“I suppose so. I think you’re nuts, but if you’re dead-set on proving it to everyone who am I to get in your way?”

“You’re the best,” I told him. “Here’s what I want you to do…”

Monday morning rolled around. I had just gotten off the phone with a client when the aforementioned hot receptionist, Lorrie, poked her head into my cubicle.

“Vi, there’s someone named Connor here looking for you.”

From the way her eyes shone I could tell that Connor had already started working his magic on her, and a sudden irrational twinge of jealousy squeezed my heart with icy tentacles. I smiled and clenched my teeth and shoved the feeling way back into the cluttered closet of my brain where I wouldn’t have to think about it.

“Thanks. I’ll be right there.”

It wasn’t hard to see why she was drooling. When I rounded the corner and saw him leaning against her desk my breath caught. His fitted, blue Oxford shirt barely contained his broad shoulders, and the way his jeans clung to his ass—was not something I needed to be thinking about. But when he turned to me, his eyes laughing, his mouth curved up in a sardonic half-grin, I almost forgot how to breathe. I was willing to bet that half the girls in the office would have dropped their panties for him right then and there if he had asked.

“Connor,” I said brightly, pretending to be surprised. “What are you doing here?”

“I came to bring you these.” He waved at the mass of roses sitting on Lorrie’s desk, and then his grin widened into something very wolf-like while his voice lowered into a sexy growl. “I wanted to thank you for this weekend.”

I flushed scarlet. I couldn’t help it; from the way he said it, every single person in the office was going to think we had spent the weekend engaged in a marathon sex session. Lorrie didn’t even attempt to hide her smirk as she gazed up at Connor. That jealous twinge snuck out of its closet and dug its cold claws back into my heart. I didn’t know what was up with that, but I was obviously going to have to rethink my offer to set Connor up with her.

I looked down so I wouldn’t have to meet his eyes, afraid that if I blushed any harder my face would melt. “The flowers are beautiful, but you didn’t have to.”

“Oh, but I did.” He took a step closer, his cologne wafting over me in a spicy breeze. “After Saturday I would have to be a total jerk to do anything else.” 

Another step and my heart started to pound like I was a gazelle being stalked by a lion. What the hell? Why did my body keep wanting to go haywire over Connor?

“Thank you,” I mumbled, eyes focused intently on my toes. “They really are beautiful.”

“So are you.”

I felt his arms go around me, and when I looked up in surprise his lips landed on mine. This was not in the script! I was too shocked to do anything but stand there while he kissed me, my arms waving feebly until my body decided on its own that this was just too good an opportunity to pass up and started to kiss him back. He pulled me tightly against him and I whimpered as his tongue slipped between my lips to tease and play against mine. More strongly even than Saturday I responded to him, my nipples crinkling hard while an achy quiver hummed between my thighs.

Continue reading Let’s Pretend…






You might also like…

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

Riley’s Passion

When I agreed to spend the summer with my college roommate, I didn’t expect things to heat up so fast. Now I’m sharing her house with the sexiest man I’ve ever seen, and from the first moment I set eyes on Justin my hormones have been at a rolling boil. Too bad he’s my roommate’s dad.

I think that the attraction is mutual, but I’m positive that messing around with my roommate’s dad would be crossing the line. Then there’s this little matter of my boyfriend and the woman that Justin is dating. This sizzling chemistry we’ve got seems doomed to fizzle.—until my boyfriend dumps me.

Now all bets are off.

Spring Break with My Dad’s Best Friend

Jude is my dad's best friend and twice my age, and he had been the prime star of most of my adolescent fantasies.

Just when I thought my spring break was going to fizzle out, I ran into him at the hotel. And I mean literally ran smack into him as I was coming out of the elevator. His body fit mine like he was made for me, and being in his arms felt like Heaven. Now I can't get him out of my head. Even when I'm out partying with my friends, he's all I can think about. I just know he's the guy I've been waiting for, the one I want to be my first. Of course the whole idea is crazy. Jude would never in a million years go for me.

But what if he did?

Bred by My Dad’s New Boss

When Leah meets her dad's new boss at the company picnic he's not the socially awkward computer geek she expected. Anthony is mouth-wateringly gorgeous, aggressive as hell, and when he sees something he wants he goes after it. A brief kiss sets her on fire, and her fantasies get wilder every night. She can't tell if she's in love or in lust or just plain crazy, except that she has to be crazy to be obsessing over this dangerous man. Anthony wants her, but is she woman enough to fulfill Anthony's desires?

First to Fall

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

Would kissing him really be so dangerous?
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I discovered that I really enjoy writing romance, and I’ve been lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my romantic erotica/erotic romance. In 2015 I began publishing two major serialized works—the companion series My Wildest Fantasy and Obsessed. Now that these are finished, I’m about to start a student/teacher erotic romance titled Relentless.

I’ve also begun publishing romance under the pen name Olivia Blake. My first novel, With One Word, was released in November 2015. After completing my eight-part billionaire romance series, Winter’s Heat, I’ve moved on to a contemporary Gothic romance called Dark Bargains. The story is about the son of a casino magnate who falls in love with his brother’s mistress. It has a mansion on a lake, a dead wife, a ghost, and of course lots of secrets.

Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at http://kelli-wolfe.com. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

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

Kelli
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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

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

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

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

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

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

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

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

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

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

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

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

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

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

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

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

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

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



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



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

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

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

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

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

	}



	setupBookColumns();

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

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

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

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

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

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

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

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

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

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

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

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

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

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

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

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

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

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

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

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

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

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

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

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

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

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

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

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

	}

	return 0;

}
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