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Summary

I knew right then that however the night went it wasn’t going to be anything at all like it had played out in my little fantasies.

The Arizona summer has nothing on the heat I feel every time I look at Steven. That gorgeous ex-Marine may be my dad’s best friend, but I’ve got a very different sort of relationship in mind. My biggest problem is getting Steven to see me as a woman instead of as his best friend’s little girl, but I always figured I’d have plenty of time to ease him into the idea of me being all grown up once I started college. Except I just found out that he’s getting a promotion at work that will mean transferring to the other side of the state.

Now the clock is ticking. Can I get through to him in the two weeks I have left, or will the man of my dreams disappear forever?
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Last Chance with My Dad’s Best Friend

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

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

“Yeah?”

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

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

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

“How are the potatoes coming along?”

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

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

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

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

“You’d just hate that, I can tell.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Okay, so maybe I peeked a little.

The doorbell rang.

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

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

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

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

“Hey, Lexie.”

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

One eyebrow quirked. “Can I come in?”

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

“What are you reading?”

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

“Nothing.”

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

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

“Uh huh.”

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

“Is it any good?”

“I like it. I guess.”

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

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

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

“Lexie!”

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

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

“On the way.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That night after Steven left I called Jill, my best friend. She’s a year younger than me because the same car accident that took Mom when I was twelve kept me in the hospital for four months so I ended up a grade behind. She’s got three younger brothers and sisters, though, and just sort of automatically slips into the big sister role whenever I’ve got problems. Unfortunately for me she was spending a month at her grandparents’ house in Florida so I couldn’t go over to her house and cry on her shoulder.

As soon as she picked up the phone everything from that afternoon spilled out of me in a rush. Jill listened patiently until I was done.

“I’m sorry, hon.”

“What am I going to do?”

“I don’t know that there’s anything you can do. It sounds like a done deal.”

“But I can’t just sit here and do nothing,” I wailed.

“Lexie, listen to me. Let it go. He’s too old for you. It isn’t that you’re not pretty, or sweet, or funny. You are—even if you don’t think so. It’s just that he’s so much older that he’s never going to take you seriously no matter how hard you try.”

“He seemed to take Lizard Breath pretty seriously.” All my bitterness couldn’t conceal the quaver in my voice as I said it.

“Oh, sweetie, you’ve got it bad haven’t you?”

“Will you please help me think of something?”

There was a long silence from the other end, followed eventually by a long sigh. “Oh, all right. The first thing you’ve got to do is get his attention. And then you’ve got to keep it. Flirt with him. Wear your hottest clothes around him. Find excuses to go over to his place when no one else is around. And make sure that Lizard Breath doesn’t get him off to herself.”

My heart sank further. All of this advice would have been great if I was chasing some guy back in high school, but I couldn’t see how it was going to help with Steven. Dad was around too much, and as the single father of a teenage girl he had extremely well-honed protective instincts. He was sure to notice if I was that obvious about my interest in Steven, and he would absolutely notice if Steven started paying too much attention to me. And all it would take would be a whiff of disapproval from Dad to send Steven off like a shot so that I’d never, ever have a chance to get close to him again.

It seemed perfectly hopeless.

The next two weeks passed with agonizing slowness. Between his work schedule and my dad’s I hardly saw Steven at all, and the couple of times he did come around I never had an opportunity to so much as bat my eyes at him when Dad wasn’t right there. At night I’d watch his house through a gap in the curtains and wish with all my heart that I could find some way to get to him, but his front door might as well have been on the Moon. That just made the agony that much worse, because I couldn’t seem to think of anything except Steven’s arms around me while he kissed me with those delicious lips, and of what his skin would feel like pressed against mine. I had never gotten this worked up over him before, but it seemed as though my hormones had gone into overdrive as soon as I found out he was leaving. I had some dreams that were so naughty I couldn’t even tell them to Jill, and a couple of times I woke up with a pulsing ache between my legs that wouldn’t let me go back to sleep.

As time went by my search for a way to get some time alone with Steven grew frantic. He went to Phoenix for several days to find a place to live and set up his new office, and by the time he got home July was halfway gone. I considered direct methods like just showing up at his place and throwing myself at him, but I knew Steven. He’d send me right back home with my tail between my legs and never answer the door again if he saw I was alone. No, it had to be something more subtle, something that would build him up to it. I was going to have to seduce him, which would require both time and opportunity.

It didn’t help that I had absolutely no idea how to go about it with Dad in the way all the time, not to mention that I wasn’t exactly the most experienced girl in high school when I graduated. I began to fear that this might just be a lost cause.

Dad always said that God watches over fools and drunks. I was certainly feeling pretty foolish at my lack of progress when Dad got a call from his boss on Friday night asking him to oversee the installation of a bunch of new servers in his company’s big data center in Phoenix.

“I thought Simon was going to do that,” I said when he told me.

Dad shrugged. “He was, but the dumb-ass took a drunken header down a flight of stairs and broke both legs. Pain meds and server installs don’t mix.”

Apparently God preferred fools to drunks. I certainly wasn’t about to complain about his priorities.

“You can’t just do the installations remotely?”

“Nope. Someone has to be there to make sure that the physical install gets done properly. Last time the contractors they hired made such a mess of the cabling that we had to shut half a dozen racks down for two hours while we ripped the cables out and rewired everything.”

“Oh. How long will you be gone?”

“Solid week, plus the following weekend so I’ll be there just in case something blows up. It takes time to swap out those database servers, and we’re only going to be able to do a few a night during downtime.”

“Wow.” He had left me alone a few times, but never for this long. It felt a little strange—both liberating and scary at the same time.

“You want to come with me? I’ll be tied up most of the time, but I’m sure you can find something to do to entertain yourself.”

I could find plenty to do to entertain myself at home. “ I’ve only got another month before school starts, and I’d really like to spend the time with my friends before we all go our separate ways.”

He gave me a shrewd look, and then nodded as though satisfied. “Yeah, you’ll be fine here. You’ve grown up. And if anything happens Steven is just across the street.”

If I had anything to say about it something was definitely going to happen.

As Dad pulled out of the driveway the next morning and I waved goodbye to him from the porch, I knew that the coming week was my one shot. If I was going to get anywhere with Steven before he moved away I’d have to do it then. I wasn’t likely to get another chance.

I had Jill on the phone before Dad’s car disappeared around the corner.

“Dad’s in Phoenix for nine days,” I said without preamble as I went back inside. “I need ideas.”

“Sleep late. Order pizza. Stay up all night watching movies you haven’t seen in a while. Read that stack of vampire romances you borrowed from me.”

“Oh come on, Jill! You know what I meant.”

“You’re just not going to give up, are you?”

“No, and this is my last chance before he’s gone for good. Come on, the timing on this is too perfect. It’s like a sign. I just need to get in there and do… Something.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know!”

Out of habit I parted the curtains and looked across the street.

“Oh crap!”

“What?”

“Lizard Breath is out flirting with him again!”

“What’s she doing up this time of morning on a Saturday?”

Elizabeth had on a cropped cami that left her toned tummy bare and a pair of fitted capris that might have been painted on her long legs, while her hair hung loose in a cloud of gold ringlets that looked far too artlessly natural to be anything but the product of an hour’s primping.

“She’s hunting,” I muttered.

“What?”

“She’s hunting Steven,” I said, and described the scene for her. “What guy could resist that? Heck, what guy would even try? It’s just not fair. I could wring her neck. Or at least slash the tires on her little Volkswagen piece of—”

“Look,” Jill said. “You need to calm down. Why don’t you go cool off in the pool before you have a meltdown or something? I’ve got to scoot—we’re going out for breakfast. I’ll call you back in an hour or so.”

“Fine.”

I hung up and trudged to the back door. A dunk in the pool didn’t sound half bad, really. Something tickled at the back of my mind, though, and I stopped with my hand on the door. Steven had a pool. It tickled again, so close I could almost taste it. The glimmerings of an idea shone through the early morning cobwebs which cluttered my brain.

Could I make it work?

Two hours later I leaned back from my computer with a happy grin, offering thanks for all of the oh-so-helpful souls who flooded the internet with every imaginable bit of information known to mankind. I had a plan.

After a quick trip to the store I hurried to the backyard and turned off the pump to the pool then went to the deep end, where I slowly sprinkled in the contents of four boxes of baking soda. The following morning I did it again. Then I waited.

By Monday morning the water was pale white, looking as though someone had dumped a few hundred gallons of milk into it. I grinned and did a little victory dance as I stared into the cloudy water. I had my excuse now, just in case.

That evening I waited until I saw Steven’s car pull up in his driveway and then gave him an hour to get settled in. It was probably the longest hour of my life, but when I knocked on his door I was more prepared than the morning I had taken the SAT. After a few moments the door opened and Steven gazed bemusedly down at me. He had on a pair of worn jeans and a black t-shirt that looked as though it might split at the seams if he took a deep breath. My body went into take-me-now mode and I wanted to hyperventilate.

“Hi, Steven,” I said brightly, hoping my voice didn’t squeak from excitement.

“Lexie? Is everything all right?”

His low voice was a music that sent a surge of hot sparks racing along my spine. I imagined it rumbling in my ear while his hands roamed over my body and I went instantly wet. Then he took a good look at me and I saw his eyes widen a bit. I had on a tiny denim miniskirt that showed off every inch of my legs and a pair of three inch heels that put the top of my head almost even with the tip of his nose. My black cami was tight and cut low to reveal some cleavage, and I had worked on my eyes until they looked enormous. I think I totally nailed the whole sex kitten look.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I said. “I just wanted to ask a favor.”

I smiled at him and shifted my weight to one leg, slinging out a hip and causing the hem of that little skirt to rise another quarter of an inch up my thighs. Steven’s jaw clenched and the fine little lines around his eyes crinkled just a bit. It was obvious that he was fighting a major battle to keep his eyes on my face.

“Okay, shoot.”

I focused on saying it just the way I had rehearsed it a hundred times during the day. “Something’s wrong with our pool—the water’s all cloudy and nasty looking. I called the pool guy, but he said he’s swamped and won’t be able to get to it until next week sometime. Would you mind if I used your pool until ours is fixed?”

There was a long pause, and then Steven laughed. “Hell, Lexie, for a second there I thought you were going to ask me to buy you some booze or something like that. Sure, you can use the pool whenever you want. You know where your dad keeps my spare house key?”

“On the hook over his workbench in the garage. Thanks, Steven! I really appreciate it.”

“No problem. You sure you don’t want me to come by and see if I can figure out how to fix it for you?”

What I really needed him to fix was the leak between my legs. My panties were practically dripping. Oh, if he only knew the effect he had on me! I was tempted to let him come over to my house and pounce on him, but I decided I had better stick to my plan. A slow buildup that blindsided him had a better chance than an unprepared ambush.

“Thanks, but I don’t want you to have to go to any trouble.”

“OK, then. Yell at me if you need anything else.”

“I will.”

For a moment his control slipped and his eyes swept across my body once, quickly, and then he forced his eyes back up to mine. There was a darkness in them I had never seen before, and a little chill crept down my spine as I began to wonder if maybe I wasn’t in way over my head. Way, way over my head.

“You going out tonight?”

“Yeah, I’m going to meet some friends.”

“Well, have a good time and be careful.”

“I will. Thanks again, Steven.”

As his door closed behind me I mimed a high-five with myself. I was in.

Tuesday morning I was up way earlier than usual and watching Steven’s house again, this time waiting for him to head to work. Half an hour after his Mustang pulled out of the driveway I was letting myself in his front door.

I wasn’t exactly a stranger to his house. Dad never went to college and wasn’t very good at things like trig and calculus so when I had problems in that area Steven tutored me, and sometimes on the nights Dad was working from home and needed quiet I hung out at Steven’s. All through high school I spent lots of evenings sitting at his dining room table, and if I maybe wasn’t quite as bad at math as I led him to believe, well, it didn’t actually hurt anything to get a little extra tutoring, did it?

His place was neat—not fussily so, but he did keep it tidy. I imagine that’s a lot easier to do when you don’t have to clean up after an absentminded father who tends to be pretty careless about things like dishes and laundry. Steven also avoided the clutter of the kind of knick-knacks that I tended to accumulate, so the rooms looked more austere at first glance than they really were. But all of his furniture was comfortable and functional, meant to be used, not just looked at. Bookshelves filled with a dizzying array of military history titles, political and techno-thrillers, and classics flanked the huge flat screen TV in the living room, and the only real hint of untidiness was a loose pile of history books on one end table.

I loved his house for being masculine without being either too stark or too overdone. You could tell right off it was a guy’s place even without it looking like a herd of jocks lived there—there wasn’t an animal head, neon beer sign, or poster of a mostly naked girl in sight. It was warm and secure, and as I wandered from room to room I longed to feel as though I belonged there and was a part of the environment he made for himself, rather than just a very temporary visitor. I imagined cooking meals for him on the gleaming stainless steel appliances in his kitchen, bringing him coffee in the morning while he read the news on the computer in his office, and the two of us curled up on the big sectional sofa watching TV together, his arms holding me snug up against that hard, broad chest.

His bedroom was one place I had never caught more than glimpses of before, though, and I took my time examining it now. A heavy, antique-looking four poster bed made of some dark wood dominated the room, its forest green and gold comforter tossed back and twisted. Apparently Mr. Perfect didn’t make his bed in the mornings. For some reason that little chink in his armor endeared him to me even more. 

In the corner a rumpled, blue chambray shirt lay draped over the back of a chair, apparently tossed aside and forgotten after a day at the office. I picked it up and rubbed the soft cotton against my cheek, reveling in the sharp, spicy smell of Steven that still clung to it. It smelled so good it made me want to make a pile of his clothes on the floor and curl up on it. For a second I thought about swiping the shirt and taking it home so I’d have something with the scent of him on it, but I decided that was too dangerous—he might miss it and ask questions. Worse yet my dad might find it and ask questions. Besides, it seemed kind of creepy in a crazed stalker sort of way. Reluctantly I let it slide from my fingers back to its resting place on the chair and turned to leave.

That was when I saw it.

The book lay face down on his bedside table, right beside his alarm clock. I recognized the cover immediately—it was the same vampire romance I had been reading on Friday when Steven came over for steaks. But what was he doing with it? Carefully I picked it up and leafed through the pages until I found his bookmark. He was about halfway finished, but the most interesting thing was the bookmark itself, which was a receipt from a nearby used bookstore. According to the date on it Steven had bought the book on Saturday afternoon.

It didn’t make any sense. He must have gotten it after he looked at my copy, but why would he do that? It was nothing like any of the other books Steven had on his shelves. My mind boggled at the idea of the studly ex-Marine reading a sappy paranormal romance written for girls in their late teens or early twenties. It just didn’t fit. I couldn’t get my head around it, couldn’t imagine it holding his interest enough for him to get halfway through it, much less finish it. So why on earth was he reading it?

I put it back on the table, careful to replace the bookmark exactly as I had found it. Maybe eventually I’d work up the nerve to ask him about it, but for now I was ready for a dip in his pool. Relaxing in the cool water would give me some time to think, anyway.

But I just couldn’t leave the damned shirt alone.

By the third time I slipped into his room to sniff it I couldn’t stand it anymore. I wanted to rub it all over my body and wrap myself in his smell, wanted to wear something that had touched his skin and still had something left of him on it. Quickly I stripped off my damp bikini and slipped the shirt over my bare skin, drawing it tightly about me. It was big on me with the shirttails hanging halfway down my thighs and my hands lost in the sleeves, but once I rolled up the cuffs to my elbows it fit well enough and it smelled and felt amazing. Maybe it was all just psychological, but when I closed my eyes I could almost feel his presence in the room, right there with me. And I found my body reacting as it always did when he was near.

My nipples swelled and pressed into Steven’s shirt as they hardened into pink pebbles until I shivered from the sensation of the soft cotton rubbing against them. My clit was an aching knot crying out for attention, while deeper inside I felt a twang of need as my body stirred and came fully awake.

I would have given anything for Steven to have been there, and I would have let him do anything at all to me in that moment of overwhelming desire. I was alone, though; alone and quivering with frustrated passion that made my knees weak. With a whimper I slid my fingers between my legs to the warm pearl of flesh nestled there. It seemed to throb beneath my fingertips as I stroked and kneaded it, merging in time with the pulsing between my legs until my whole body felt like some great drum beating with lust. 

I knew I shouldn’t be doing this—not in his house, not in his room, not wearing his shirt. But I was going to do it anyway.

Quickly I crawled into his bed and wriggled under the covers. Since Steven hadn’t bothered making the bed he probably wouldn’t notice if it wasn’t quite the way he left it. The smell of him there was even more intense, every Steven-soaked breath igniting a fresh pulse of heat between my legs. Fingers moved past my mound as I spread my legs wide to expose my greedy cunt. I ached so badly I could hardly stand it, and I couldn’t get my fingers onto my swollen flesh fast enough.

I whimpered again, caught somewhere between torture and ecstasy as my fingertips brushed my swollen little knob and drew tight circles around its edges. With each motion electric tingles flooded into my pussy until it fluttered and thrummed, walls a-quiver with a primal need stronger than I had ever felt before. I didn’t usually put my vibrator inside of me and when I did it was never more than just the tip, but just then if it had been handy I would have pretended it was Steven’s cock and thrust it in as far as it would go to try to quell the insane craving to have something filling that emptiness.

Bubbling white heat roiled in my loins and I found myself whispering his name over and over again while my fingers continued their frenzied dance. With every breath wetness from my sopping snatch spread in a cool layer over my slit and spilled over to run in fiery little droplets down the bare skin of my ass. My pussy was a hungry, pink maw ready to devour hard flesh, starving for something to fill it. Moaning, I stretched my legs wider still and reached down with my other hand.

Too far gone for teasing, I paused just long enough to wet the tips then thrust my fingers inside that tight tunnel. Slickened fingertips caressed those soft walls, probing and massaging my inner heat while my clit pulsated with a tiny heartbeat of its own. The burning spread up into my lower belly, moved like the hot winds swirling off the desert into my tits until my nipples ached. In my legs the muscles tightened as I opened wider. Fingers were not enough—I wanted Steven’s cock, wanted it driving into me, stretching me until it hurt. I wanted to feel it pierce my very core and fill me to the brim with his scalding cum.

For a second my breath caught as the world seemed to implode on me, then I froze with my fingers still buried inside my pussy and cried out in blessed relief as my orgasm burst free and clawed its way through my writhing body. As I sank back into the bed a warm buzz filled me from my head to my still-curling toes.

If it was that good just wearing the man’s shirt, it was a little scary to think what it might be like with him in person. I wasn’t sure I’d survive it.

After I came down from my orgasm high I hopped up and went to rinse my juices off of my hands in his bathroom. I had to be careful, because while Steven might not notice that his bed was a little more rumpled than it was when he went to work, he was almost certain to notice the smell of my sex if I touched anything. It wasn’t until I stripped off the shirt to hang it back over the chair that I noticed the dark wet spot where I had leaked all over it.

A cold chill of panic ran through me. Already knowing what I would find, I lifted the shirt up to my face and gave it a delicate sniff and sure enough, the hot, tangy odor of my arousal rose up to overpower Steven’s residual smell. Oh, no. If I washed the shirt he’d know it. I hunted around in his bathroom until I found his cologne and aimed a couple of spritzes at the area around the wet spot. I’d just have to hope for the best.

When Steven came home that evening he found me laying out on the deck by the pool reading. I had gone home and brought back my own copy of the vampire romance he had on his bedside table just to see how he would react. As the back door opened I looked up and feigned surprise.

“Oh, wow, I didn’t realize it had gotten so late. How was work?”

He shrugged. “An unending roller-coaster ride of thrills and excitement.”

“That good, huh? I’m amazed you came home.”

“I needed a break from all of the fun. I’d hate to burn out.”

“Yeah, wouldn’t want that to happen. I should probably take a break from all this fun myself.”

I yawned and gave a sinuous stretch, arching my back a little to emphasize my boobs. Steven still had his sunglasses on so I couldn’t tell if he was staring, but the corner of his mouth twitched. Twice. I was willing to take that as a sign that he wasn’t completely oblivious to having a mostly-naked girl hanging around his place. It took an effort to keep from smiling as I laid my book down and swung my legs over the edge of the chair to sit up. I caught another twitch as he saw the cover of the book.

“Haven’t you finished that yet?”

“I’ve been kind of busy, but I’m sure I’ll be done with it before the weekend.”

He pulled his sunglasses off and those liquid hazel eyes drilled down into mine so that I quivered all the way down to my toes. “Ah. Got big plans for the weekend?”

I tried to manage a nonchalant shrug. “Not yet, but you never know what will come up.”

“Ain’t it the truth?” he muttered.

“Anyway, I’d better scoot. I don’t want to impose after you were nice enough to let me use the pool.”

“You can stay if you like.”

Oh, how I wanted to—all day and all night until my dad got home. But I was afraid to push too hard too fast.

“Thanks, but you’re probably ready to have dinner and relax after a hard day at the office. You don’t need me underfoot.”

What he needed was me in his bed; he just didn’t know it yet. But as I walked towards the house I saw his reflection in the glass doors, and the way he was watching me made me think that maybe I was wrong. I half expected him to stop me as I slid the door open, but he just gave a sharp little shake of his head and sank down on the chair I had been using. I bounced home, happy knowing that at the very least I could get his attention.

I followed the same routine on Wednesday, with the exception that I didn’t wear his shirt and masturbate again. That was just asking for trouble, and I could still hardly believe that I had dared to do it in the first place. As soon as he left for the office I went over and spent the day out by the pool reading and soaking in the sun. I tried to stay out of the house; it was just too tempting to snoop and I was afraid I’d get caught.

The suit I had picked that morning was even skimpier, though, and there was no denying that Steven noticed when he got home. His eyes practically glowed when he took off his sunglasses and sat down in the deck chair next to mine.

“Aren’t you afraid you’re going to burn?”

I smiled and ran my hands down skin slick and glistening with sunblock. “It’s safe. I’ve got protection. I can have all the sun I want, and I love the way it feels.”

Burning eyes followed my hands as they skimmed across my trim tummy and grazed the tanned muscles of my upper thighs. When he met my eyes again I had to remember to breathe. This time there wasn’t any mistaking his look—it was pure, naked hunger. For a long moment he held that glance and I just knew he was going to reach out for me, but instead he stood up and headed back to the house with the excuse that he had some things he needed to work on. I wanted to scream. 

Why couldn’t he just make it easy on both of us?

When I got home I called Jill and brought her up to date.

“He’s definitely noticed me,” I told her, “but every time I get a whiff of interest from him he backs off. I don’t know what to do to get him to take the bait. Maybe it’s just hopeless.”

“Now don’t give up,” Jill admonished. “Frankly I never thought you’d get this far. If he’s really noticed you then either he thinks you’re not interested in him, or else he’s completely freaked out by how much older he is and that you’re his best friend’s daughter. Or maybe all of the above.”

“Well how do I get him to go for it? I’m not sure what else to try.”

“Up your game, hon. Men don’t do subtle—you may think you’ve put out a flashing neon “Come and get it!” sign, but to him it’s going to seem a lot less obvious. He’s going to worry that he’s misreading your signals, and what with the age difference and everything he’s going to be really, really hesitant about making a move. You need to remove those doubts.”

“Yeah, but how? I don’t think I can go much skimpier on my bikinis without getting arrested while crossing the street.”

“You’ve heard that sometimes less is more? Well, in this case more is less. Sometimes keeping a little more covered up is sexier. It’s why lingerie turns guys on even more than naked skin. You’ve done the pool and bikini thing; it’s time to switch gears. Tomorrow night when he comes home have dinner waiting. Wear something sexy but not too revealing. Play up the sweet little domestic cutie vibe for him, give him a taste of something he’s not used to.”

“Where in the world do you get this stuff?”

“Reading Mom’s Cosmos, where do you think?”

I bit my lip and sat silent for a minute while I pondered. They do say that the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach. I wasn’t sure how much faith I put in Jill’s sources, but I was fresh out of ideas of my own and at that point I was ready to take any help I could get. Time was running out fast.

Instead of heading straight to Steven’s place Thursday morning I went shopping. After Mom died I had learned to cook out of necessity—it was either that or subsist on nothing but sandwiches and frozen dinners because while Dad ran a mean grill, he was utterly hopeless in the kitchen. As for Steven, I knew I wasn’t going to impress him with any frou-frou cooking; the three of us had gone out to dinner together enough so I had a pretty good feel for his tastes. 

Later when I walked across the street to Steven’s house with my bags of groceries I caught Elizabeth watching, eyes narrowed in frank suspicion. I gave her my sweetest smile and made a show of unlocking the door with the key that I had and she didn’t. Petty and childish? Yeah, so sue me.

I spent the rest of the day at Steven’s pool trying to relax while butterflies the size of eagles swooped around in my stomach. It was do or die time; by the end of the evening Steven was going to have to make a choice, and whether he rejected me or things progressed things would never be the same.

An hour before he was due home from work I started dinner. Cooking turned out to be a great way to take my mind off of things, and I found myself humming happily as I sliced chicken and diced vegetables in his incredible kitchen. With him being a bachelor I had never figured him for a cook, but he had all the right tools and a gorgeous set of appliances. Before I had finished dinner I was ready to move in with him just so I could keep using his kitchen.

I kept hoping that wasn’t as far-fetched an idea as it seemed.

With dinner finished and my preparations done, I sipped on a bottle of water and double-checked the arrangements. Everything was as perfect as I could make it. The only thing missing was Steven.

“Lexie?”

The voice from the foyer made my heart skip a beat. Reminding myself to take slow, deep breaths I stepped out into the dining room.

“Hi, Steven.”

Eyes went wide as he saw me, and his mouth opened and then closed again. I had scrounged through his closet until I found a pale blue dress shirt that rode high on my thighs to show off more of my legs, and I had left the top two buttons undone to give him a peek at my cleavage. I still wasn’t exactly sure why a guy would rather see me in that instead of just the bikini I had on under it, but if it worked I wasn’t going to argue. My long, dark brown hair was tied back in a ponytail since I had been cooking, and I had picked out a melon-colored shade of nail polish that set off my tan to perfection. Maybe I wasn’t as hot as Lizard Breath, but I was determined to make the most of what I had.

I smiled as I walked over and handed him a glass of white wine. “Have a good day at the office?”

“Yeah. What’s going on, Lex?”

“I cooked dinner. I wanted to thank you for letting me use your pool, and to be honest I was getting a little lonely at the house all by myself.”

I gestured at the dining table with a flourish I had practiced in front of the mirror to make sure it showed just a glimpse of my bikini bottoms. “Are you hungry? Or would you like to relax with a glass or two of wine before dinner?”

“I could eat.”

But it wasn’t the food that Steven was looking at like a lion ready to devour a gazelle.

“You dress the salad the way you like it and I’ll be right back.”

I returned a minute later with a warm loaf of Italian bread and placed it onto the table next to a dish of oil and ground pepper, and then I slid into the seat next to Steven. I had taken a quick shower before dinner to rinse off and dusted myself with my “bottled lust” perfume when I got out. When I bent forward to tear off a piece of the bread I saw Steven’s eyes zero in on my boobs and I shoved the bread in my mouth to avert a grin. Oh, I had him.

“This bread is great. You’ve really got to try some.”

He reached for the bread just as I went for the salad and our fingers touched. Tingles sizzled along my nerves and my hand jerked as though I had been shocked. Oh, wow.

“You okay, Lexie?”

I made the mistake of looking up into his eyes and was trapped. In that one glance I saw everything I had hoped to see, but magnified far past anything I had ever imagined. A slow shiver crept down my spine as I got my first real glimpse of the kind of intensity this man was capable of, and I knew right then that however the night went it wasn’t going to be anything at all like it had played out in my little fantasies.

“I’m fine,” I whispered.

Slowly Steven eased back into his chair, eyes still locked on mine, lips turned upwards in a twisted little smile. “Good. So what’s for dinner?”

“Shrimp scampi. I’ll go get it out of the oven.”

“Great. I’m starved.”

Even though I didn’t look back I knew that his eyes never left me as I returned to the kitchen.

While I was gone he must have taken a firmer grip on himself, because when I came back in Steven was relaxed as a cat and there was nothing remotely resembling confusion or doubt in those smoldering, golden brown eyes. He watched me with frank appreciation as I padded up and sat a steaming plate before him, and I was more than just a little self-conscious about this sudden new scrutiny.

This was a side of Steven I had never seen before. He was completely self assured and at ease, effortlessly funny and charming, and the looks he was giving me while I ate had me all wet and trembly before I got down half a dozen bites. Even so, he managed to relax me a little with jokes and stories about his flying days in the Marines while he sipped his wine and cleaned his plate. He had me so mesmerized that I didn’t even realize that both our plates were empty until Steven pushed his away and tipped his chair back.

“Oh, I almost forgot about dessert!”

I scurried to the kitchen and leaned my forehead against the refrigerator. My heart stuttered and skipped while warm waves coursed through my center and swirled around my lower belly. Under Steven’s shirt my breasts felt hot and heavy and my nipples were hard enough to cut glass. And he hadn’t even touched me yet. I was terrified that when he finally did I’d be ready to get on my knees and beg for anything he’d give me.

But I couldn’t hide in the kitchen forever.

I came out with coffee and a blackberry pie, and I had let my hair down so it hung like a dark, silken waterfall halfway down my back. Steven’s eyes lit up, but I wasn’t sure if it was because of the dessert or me. He didn’t leave me in suspense for long; as soon as I unloaded everything onto the table he reached out and the next thing I knew I was sitting on his lap with his arms around my waist and his lips nuzzling against my ear.

“I love that perfume,” he growled softly. “You’ll have to wear it more often.”

He smelled pretty spectacular himself—tangy spice and cedar mixed with sexy male—and that combined with the heat of his body against mine had me melting like warm butter. In my depths a flutter kicked off with a powerful ache of longing that made me whimper. I was ready for him to clear off a spot on the table then rip off my clothes and take me right there.

Oh, who was I kidding? I didn’t care if he cleared a spot on the table first.

His hands crept slowly up my stomach to cup my breasts, and I shuddered as his thumbs found the hard knobs of my nipples and massaged them with gentle swirls. Lips latched onto my earlobe and the moist heat of his breath tickled against my neck.

“You’ve been trying so hard to make me notice you. Is this what you wanted, Lexie?”

“Yes.” It was the only word I could manage while his breath worked across my skin. 

“Are you sure? Because once we do it you can’t take it back.”

“Yes. Please.”

He gave a throaty chuckle. “Your dad is going to kill both of us.”

At that moment I didn’t remotely care.

Soft lips planted a kiss in the hollow behind my ear that sent delicious shivers down my spine, and I let my head tilt to the side in hopes that he would continue. After a moment his lips wandered lazily across my neck and along my jaw towards my mouth. Instinctively I turned my head to meet him, lips parted slightly, eyes half-closed under the onslaught of sensation.

Steven’s tongue flitted across my lips, light as a butterfly’s kiss. For a moment he hovered, his breath teasing, mingling with my own, and then his lips covered mine. He pressed in ravenously, as though he wanted to explore and savor every part of me. Lips and tongue roved against me until my instincts took over and I met his passion with my own, driven by the heat building deep within. Tongues brushed, wet velvet slithering in sodden heat, curling and sliding as our breaths mixed and my hands clutched blindly in his shirt.

Lost in our kiss, I never noticed when his hand left my breast. I jumped a little as fingers glided up the skin of my inner thigh and nudged against the soaked material of my bikini bottoms. A quick probe and Steven slid under the fabric to discover the moist, quivering flesh beneath, where questing fingertips penetrated the slick heat of my furrow and slid up until they finally came to rest against the knobby lump of my clit.

Steven broke our kiss and pulled back until our lips barely touched as slippery fingers glided back and forth across that swollen pearl, each tough sending jolts of electric bliss sizzling into my depths.

“You’re so wet,” he breathed against my lips. “I’ve hardly touched you and you’re dripping.”

I was, and getting wetter by the second. But I could feel the hot steel of Steven’s erection pressing into me from below, and desire for it had begun to consume me. Right at that moment I didn’t even care where he put it, so long as it went inside of me. I just knew that I needed it, needed it desperately, like air. The quivering ache between my legs had grown into an urgent demand that required satisfaction.

Abruptly Steven stood up. I would have fallen off his lap onto the floor, but he scooped me up and clutched me tightly against his broad chest. My arms shot around his neck and I gave a startled little yeek! of surprise, but in a weird way it felt right. While I wasn’t a tiny bit of fluff like my friend Jill, Steven still managed to handle me effortlessly. Before I had a chance to do more than blink we were in his room and he was lowering me onto his bed.

He kicked off his shoes and dropped beside me, amusement glimmering in his eyes as he caught my deer in the headlights look. With a playful kiss on the tip of my nose he propped himself up on an elbow and watched me with a lopsided smile.

“You can still say no.”

I just shook my head, not trusting myself to speak. If he heard the quaver in my voice he might have stopped anyway. He gave me a long, slow look right in the eyes, and then his fingers moved to the front of my shirt. I had already left the top couple of buttons unfastened, so the next one that went was at the level of my breasts. Strong fingers twitched it open and then his hands slid inside to cover my bikini-clad mounds. He gave one firm squeeze and let his fingers slide across my stiff nipples, then went on to the next button.

Each one stripped away my defenses and left me a little more exposed to him. The fact that he had seen me wearing far less before meant nothing—it was the act of undressing me little by little that let him claim each inch of my skin as his own. Somehow I felt far more exposed and naked than I ever had in my tiny little bikini by the pool. This was personal.

As he unfastened the last button he tugged the shirt open and let his broad hands roam across my bare skin. Fingers teased against spots he knew were ticklish, and the warmth of his palms seemed to soak deep into my body. With expert ease he had my bikini top off and my breasts in his hands, nipples taut and throbbing against his palms. I lay back on the bed, letting my eyes close so I could focus everything on how my my body responded to his touch while Steven unhurriedly explored my soft curves. His fingernails grazed down my sides, leaving trails of goose bumps in their wakes, and then flowed over my hips to slide down the edges of my thighs. I froze as his fingers gripped my bikini bottoms and drew them slowly over my hips and down my legs. Embarrassed, I shifted one leg to cover the moist slit between my legs, but Steven took my knee and eased my leg back onto the bed.

The gold-flecked green of his eyes burned as he looked down at me.

“You don’t need to hide, Lexie,” he said, one hand stroking lightly up my thigh. “You’re beautiful. Don’t you know that?”

Ha. If Steven wanted beautiful he needed to go hang out with Lizard Breath. I saw my reflection in the mirror every day and would have been perfectly happy with “sort of pretty in a girl next door sort of way.” On the other hand, if he kept looking at me with that smoldering fire in his eyes I might have to reconsider. When he looked at me like that and his hands moved across me like I was the most marvelous thing he had ever experienced it certainly went a long way towards making me feel beautiful.

I had no time to dwell on it. Sliding closer, Steven lowered his lips to mine while his fingers eased down my mound and settled on the little swollen knob of my clit. My breath caught as his fingertips flicked over my aching flesh and pulses of bliss sizzled out to jolt every nerve in my body awake. At his slow, teasing strokes pleasure exploded between my legs, so intense that it was almost painful to endure. As I gasped, his tongue darted against my mouth, his teeth sliding sharp against my lower lip.

“So beautiful and so hot,” he whispered, his breath steamy against my skin.

With a little moan I thrust my hips forward to rub my clit harder against Steven’s hand. Every bit of sensation he gave me just made my body scream for more, and the depths of my pussy trembled with need unlike anything I had ever felt before. I parted my lips, my tongue dancing out to tease him, gliding against him briefly before darting away. When he nipped at me I giggled, but then his fingers slid lower along my furrow to rub against the outer opening of my pussy and I wasn’t laughing any more.

Our tongues brushed and twisted again in a slow tango that had my heart pounding in my throat. Steven’s eyes locked on mine as he swirled one finger around and around through the juices coating my skin, then he eased his fingertip inside of me. He seemed to savor the tightness of my little tunnel as he thrust deeper, and it felt so good—so right—having him inside me that I could barely breathe, but suddenly he froze and his eyes went wide.

“Lexie, what the hell?”

I blinked in surprise. What had I done wrong? “What?”

“You’re still a virgin?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, damn.” He drew back and stared at me. “Lexie, what are you doing here?”

The first hint of tears burned at the corners of my eyes. I should have known better, should have known that Steven wouldn’t want this. He was a hot guy who could get women like Elizabeth just by crooking a finger—women who were gorgeous and experienced and knew everything about making a guy happy. Why on earth had I thought for one minute that he’d be interested in a scaredy-cat little virgin who didn’t know anything?

It took everything I had to keep my voice from choking up. “I wanted you. That’s all. I just wanted you.”

He looked stunned. “I thought… I just figured you did this because you got stood up, or you wanted to try out an older guy or something, Lexie. I had no idea…”

I shook my head. “I wanted it to be you,” I whispered, and then sniffled as the tears started to well up. “I always wanted it to be you.”

Biting his lip he looked down into my eyes as though searching for something, I don’t know what.

“Why? Why me?”

“You’re the best man that I know. Why would I want anyone else?”

Steven blinked and stiffened as though I had slapped him. “Oh, Lex. If I was a good man I’d make you get dressed and send you back home where you belong.”

It took a minute for that to sink in. “You mean I can stay?”

He let his lips answer for him, patient and tender against mine at first, but with a slowly growing passion that soon had the embers between my legs licking with flames again. I spread wider for him when his fingers pushed back into my sex and two fingertips slid inside, not penetrating deeply, but stroking in and out in a sweet, steady rhythm that rippled all the way into my depths. Just when I thought it couldn’t get any better the palm of his hand came down on my clit and began to rub lightly against it in leisurely circles. My toes curled and I moaned against Steven’s lips, carried away by the overwhelming delight of his touch.

I was too distracted by what his fingers were doing to pay much attention when his mouth left mine. A moment later his lips closed on one nipple and I arched with a hissing breath at the pleasure of the wet heat of his tongue slithering around that hard, pink marble. A warm pulse started in my core and throbbed through my pussy. I had thought that I was wet already, but after that I was drenched, my juices dripping from Steven’s fingers as I humped down against him.

His tongue sawed against my nipple and he sucked hard, his palm never stopping its deliberate circles on my clit, and the burning, fluttering ache inside me flared so hard it made me gasp and cry out. I was already on the edge, pulse thrumming in my ears, the beat echoing in that taut pearl of flesh at my root while Steven’s fingers sloshed in my soaking hole to push me further and further towards the brink.

Moans turned to cries as blinding ecstasy exploded behind my eyelids and the tension in my loins surged to an unbearable height and then crashed back down again. I shuddered against Steven’s body until the aftershocks died away and my breathing gradually returned to normal.

Steve planted a light kiss on my mouth, his lips curled in a lopsided grin that set my skin prickling all over again. “I think you needed that. And it should make the next part a little easier for you.”

I had almost forgotten about the next part.

Steven rolled off the bed and began to unbutton his shirt. I had seen him wearing nothing but a pair of old cut-off shorts more times than I could count, but just like when he undressed me earlier this was different—personal. And I was about to see far more of him than I ever had at the pool.

I scrambled upright on the bed and shrugged out of his shirt. The urge to feel his skin against mine drove me, and I wanted nothing between us. Inside my chest my heart was pounding; I was scared silly by what I knew was about to happen, but at the same time I wanted it so badly that I could barely think straight. I just knew that I wanted Steven more than ever.

He paused as I hopped up from the bed and stepped towards him, letting his hands fall to his sides as I took over unbuttoning his shirt. I wanted to unwrap that toned, hard body like a present, and at the same time doing it made me feel a little more in control of what was going on so my jangling nerves weren’t quite as on edge.

His shirt came off and I tossed it aside without a thought as my hands roved over the sculpted muscles of his chest. It had always looked nice, but feeling that smooth skin like warm satin under my palms was simply incredible. I knew he worked out religiously at the gym and he had an impressive set of weights in his garage, but feeling the power locked in the flowing muscles of his upper body got me tingling all over again. Steven simply stood there and let me do what I wanted; I guess he sensed how tense I was and wanted to give me a chance to work through it and calm down on my own.

It took a little more effort to talk myself into the next step. Biting my lip I unfastened his slacks and with one quick tug they slid over his hips and fell to his ankles. A tight pair of black briefs hugged him like a second skin to show off the firm muscles of his ass and the steel rod straining to be free from its confines. The butterflies in my stomach warned me that I didn’t dare stop or slow down to think about it, so I quickly stripped the briefs off as well.

My first real sight of his rigid shaft with its swollen purple head left me a little breathless. I had no idea how big it really was, but to my admittedly inexperienced eyes it looked enormous. And that thing was supposed to fit inside of me? The butterflies in my stomach grew about three sizes and started doing acrobatics.

“Easy, Lexie,” Steven murmured as he sensed my near-panic, his arms sliding automatically around my waist to pull me against his chest. “It’s all right. I’m not going to hurt you. I would never hurt you.”

Enfolded in his arms with my head pressed against his chest and listening to the steady thump of his heart, all of my fears gradually slid away. It was where I belonged and I was ready to give anything I had to make sure I stayed there. I looked up into Steven’s eyes and lost myself all over again as those wonderful lips pressed down onto mine.

Somehow during that kiss we ended up back on his bed with me draped halfway over his chest. When I shifted my weight the end of his cock jabbed into my side and for some reason that made me start giggling.

“Poor Steven,” I said, planting little kisses on his chest. “We need to do something about that.”

He let his head sink back onto the bed and looked up at me with half-lidded eyes. “Touch it,” he said.

I was still a little hesitant and I think he knew it, but I sat upright and slowly wrapped my fingers around his shaft. At my touch it pulsated against my palm and I giggled again.

“Did you make it do that?”

“No, you did. Your hand feels nice.”

I loosened my grip a little and slid my fingers experimentally up and down the shaft. “How about that?”

“Even better,” he sighed.

As I gently stroked him, my fingers exploring from tip to base, I imagined what it would feel like to have his cock between my legs, the tip rubbing against my hole, the warm, silky skin sliding against my clit. My pussy gave a throb of its own and I could feel the moisture pumping up from my depths. I was so wet I knew I was going to leave a wet spot on the sheets when I got up.

“Let’s try this,” Steven said, and wrapping me in his arms he rolled over onto his side. “Turn over, with your back to me.”

I did as he asked and snuggled in against his chest, feeling warm and protected. The stiff heat of his cock pressed into the soft flesh of my bottom and I wiggled against it.

“Wait a sec. Scoot up a little. There—right there. Now move your leg like this.”

One big hand gripped my upper leg and pushed it forward, towards my stomach. The upper half of Steven’s cock lay nestled in the crack of my ass, its gentle pulsing setting off an echoing throb between my legs.

“That’s it,” he sighed, and shifted a little so that his manhood slid forward against my nether lips to half-bury itself between them.

My body shuddered at that intimate contact and the butterflies came back full force. Steven’s hand moved to my hip and slowly aligned our bodies until the head of his cock nudged into the slippery opening of my pussy.

“Easy, babe,” he murmured against my ear. “Don’t clench up. Just relax.”

The sensation as his head pushed inside of me was like nothing I had imagined until I could feel the pressure of him against my hymen, and then with one quick thrust Steven pushed through it. A brief flash of pain made me bite my lip, but then it was over with and left behind only a little bit of a burning soreness that quickly faded. I forgot about it as Steven penetrated further, my pussy stretching to take him. Despite my earlier fears it didn’t hurt at all; the snug, clinging fit of my cunt on his shaft was amazing, and I was so wet that despite the tightness he slid through me easily. As Steven’s hips came to rest against my bottom his arms tightened around me and he gave a deep sigh. It felt… Perfect.

He gave me a few seconds to adjust, and then he began to rock against me. While it was strange at first, after a little while the feeling of being stretched and filled by his cock sent waves of warm tingles spreading out from my pussy. My nipples and clit began to ache, and I slid my fingers between my legs to rub myself in time with Steven’s strokes into me. I was no stranger to masturbating, but doing it while Steven held me and fucked me from behind soon took me far past the pleasures I was familiar with to whole new levels of ecstasy.

It crept up on me, starting down below my belly button and slowly spreading out so that my whole body sang with pure pleasure. Up and up I soared, a little higher with each thrust, until I couldn’t bear any more and it broke within me and I fell to pieces. Lungs burned for air as every muscle locked and I clamped down on that rod inside me and cries of anguish or ecstasy—I couldn’t tell which—tore themselves from my core.

Steven’s arms tightened around me and his thrusts inside me grew more insistent, breath hot against my ear as he whispered my name over and over. With a deep moan he squeezed me against him, so tightly that I could scarcely breathe, and then he shuddered as he found his own release and his hot cum boiled out to fill me.

For a long time we laid there, sweat cooling on our skins, content just to breathe and be close. Finally Steven reached up and tenderly tucked some straying hair back behind my ear.

“Can you stay?”

I wanted to purr, both from the way I felt and the naked longing in his voice.

“I told Dad that I was spending the night with a friend.”

“Good.” He rolled over and pulled me on top of him. “I want to see if the second time is even better than the first.”

It was. And when we woke up in the middle of the night and did it again, it was better still.

I woke up the next morning when a beam of sunlight crawled through the window to punch me in the face. With a jaw-popping yawn I sat up and stretched. And then I remembered where I was. Slowly I turned and found Steven propped up on his elbow watching me with a bemused little smile.

“Your dad is going to kill me. Twenty years from now they’ll find my body in a shallow grave by the side of the road out in the middle of the desert.”

“Good morning to you, too.”

“It will have been worth it. Damn, but you’re sexy in the morning, Lex.”

“Mmm. You’re not so bad yourself.” The tousled just-had-amazing-sex thing suited him, and I was going to make it my mission in life to see that he had that look a lot more often.

“Coffee?”

Coffee is something I’m particular about. “I’ll make it,” I said, and swung my legs over the edge of the bed.

Then I remembered that I was naked. Despite everything that had happened the night before I blushed crimson and all my self-consciousness flooded back in a rush. With a little squeak I covered my stiffening nipples with my hands and dove for Steven’s discarded shirt, but before I could get it on Steven had launched himself off the bed and scooped me up unto his arms.

I squawked in protest, but his lips nibbling on my earlobe put a stop to that. It was amazing—it had taken Steven one night to figure out my fatal weakness. Up until then I didn’t even know I had a fatal weakness. He was just that good.

“You know,” he murmured, “if I’m going to die over that body of yours, it only seems fair that I get to look at it.”

He was doing that thing again where he was looking at me like I was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen in his life, and my insides turned to mush.

“Wouldn’t you rather look at Lizard—I mean Elizabeth?”

“Who?”

“From next door.”

“When I’ve got you?” he asked with a perplexed frown. “Are you serious? You’re beautiful, Lexie. The only person who doesn’t seem to realize that is you.”

Me and all the guys who didn’t exactly beat my door down in high school. “Fine,” I sighed. “I guess if you’re willing to die over my big butt and chicken legs, who am I to deny you?”

He set me back on my feet and gave me a playful swat on the behind. “You do not have a big butt,” he pronounced with great authority. “Your ass is utterly perfect.”

“I’ll take your word for it,” I said as I stepped into the hallway, but I couldn’t help feeling pleased. Having a guy like Steven tell you that you’ve got a perfect ass is kind of a rush.

He was puttering around on his laptop when I came back with the coffee a few minutes later, but he put it aside as I handed him a steaming mug.

“Why don’t you stay home today?” I suggested. “Play hooky with me.”

He shook his head and frowned. “I wish I could.”

“Awww, why not?”

“It’s my last day at this office. I’ve got to clean out all of my stuff and get all the things I need to take with me to Phoenix. I’m driving up this evening.”

I almost dropped my coffee. “But you don’t have to be there until the first week of August! That’s still three weeks away.”

“Except they want me to come up for a couple of weeks now to find a place to live, get to know everyone, and bring what I need for them to get my new office set up for me. Plus I’m supposed to go house hunting with a couple of the guys tomorrow.”

A cold, queasy feeling settled into the pit of my stomach. “You could ask to stay here.”

Steven bit his lips. “I can’t really do that.”

“Why not?”

He took a deep breath and looked as sick as I felt. “Lex, I can’t ask to stay because it was my idea to go.”

“What?”

“I asked to be transferred to Phoenix.”

“You… But why? Why would you do that?”

His shoulders slumped and he wouldn’t look at me. “Because of you, Lexie.”

“Me?”

“Seeing you every day was driving me crazy. I couldn’t tell you how I felt, couldn’t hold you, couldn’t touch you, and every time I thought of you with someone else… And you were going to leave soon anyway, and then I’d have to look at your house every day without you there.

“I thought that if I left now I could make a clean break and try to get over you.”

I just stared at him, my jaw collecting dust bunnies on the floor.

“I’m sorry, Lex. I never expected last night to happen. If I had known…”

A little laugh burst from me. “You mean all that time I spent lying awake trying to think of ways to seduce you, you were over here pining for me?”

He gave me that lopsided grin. “Well, yeah.”

“You’re crazy, Steven.”

“Got me on that one, too.”

“So what do we do?”

“I don’t know. I do have to go to work today, and I have to go to Phoenix for the next two weeks. But I’ll figure something out while I’m there. Something.”

There was a lot of painful silence while we drank our coffee and pondered, and as much as I hated to leave him I didn’t try to stick around when he said he had to get ready for work. He gave me a kiss that I felt all the way down to my toenails and I went home.

We weren’t totally cut off while he was away. Every day we texted, and at night after Dad was asleep Steven would call me on my cell and we’d talk for hours. I don’t know when he slept He found a house and signed a lease, and he said that things were going well at the new office. But he never did mention a solution to our problem, and I was too afraid to bring it up. I wasn’t ready to let him go, and I knew deep down that was what it was going to come down to. I was just a silly girl, and I couldn’t make him give up his life and his career for me.

The two weeks crawled by, which didn’t do great things for my attitude. By the end of the first week Dad had taken to avoiding me and muttered things about exorcisms under his breath. Finally the second Friday rolled around. Steven would be home tomorrow. Even though I wasn’t tired I went to bed and stared at the ceiling, knowing I’d never be able to sleep.

At some point I did doze off, though, because I was awakened by my cell phone vibrating on my nightstand. My alarm clock said it was one in the morning, but the number was Steven’s so I didn’t care. There was a text message that said “I’m home.”

I never dressed faster in my life.

Five minutes later I was standing in his foyer with his arms wrapped around me like he never intended to let go and his lips devouring mine. I couldn’t get enough of him, didn’t want to even come up for air. For a little while there was nothing in the world except Steven and my relief that the two weeks we spent apart hadn’t changed his mind about me. Even when he finally stopped to breathe he kept his arms around me.

“I missed you,” I whispered, my face pressed into his chest so I could breathe in the scent of him.

He laughed and squeezed me tighter. “It’s a wonder I managed to get any work done while I was there. I haven’t been able to think about anything but you since I left.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really.”

With a grin he swept me up into his arms and started towards the bedroom.

“I’ll bet I can guess what you were thinking about, too,” I said.

He laughed again. “I’ll bet you’re right.”

I had spent my share of time thinking about it, too. We had only had one night together—my first time, at that—and I was scared now that I had embellished it in my mind to something that we would never be able to duplicate. But I really wanted to try.

He sat me down on the bed and pulled off my shirt. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and his eyes lit up at the sight of my naked breasts, nipples already hard and aching for him. Without a word he whipped off his own shirt and his arms went around my waist while his mouth fastened onto one waiting nipple. His greedy sucking and the sweet lashing of his tongue against my aroused flesh left me gasping. My body vibrated at every touch, reacting to him even faster than last time. In seconds my panties were soaked and a gnawing ache of desire settled in the depths of my trembling pussy.

Hands slid down my hips and moved to the front of my shorts, tugging and fumbling at the front until he had the button and zipper loose. I arched up and his fingers latched onto the waistband and drew my shorts and panties down to my knees where I wiggled the rest of the way out of them. As I dropped back onto the bed Steven’s hand slid against my mound and a fingertip quickly found my clit. The explosion of pleasure between my legs was enough to make the room go gray and I moaned loud enough to make Steven release his hold on my nipple.

“I have wanted you so bad,” he growled, “so damned bad I could barely stand it. Twice I got in my car to come home early and it was all I could do to turn the engine off.”

Fingers dipped lower between my legs and pressed into the wet little hole there.

“I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get enough of you.”

That was perfectly fine with me.

My nipples crinkled hard as his breath played over my skin, and his eyes flickered up to meet mine while his tongue slithered around first one pink knob and then the other. A wave of heat prickled across my skin, my breasts seeming to swell with it, and I stretched my legs wide for his slowly thrusting fingers. He knew exactly where and how to touch me, seemed to know my own body better than I did.

Soft lips nuzzled into the valley between my tits and his tongue left cool little trails down my body as Steven moved down alongside me. I jerked a little as he hit the ticklish skin of my tummy, and started to giggle until two fingers slick with my own juices slid against my clit and their leisurely massage made me forget everything else. His kisses went lower, the tip of his tongue playfully circling the rim of my bellybutton so that I flinched again, and then continued its unhurried journey south until the moist heat of his breath against the bare skin of my mound covered me in gooseflesh.

I raised my head, eyes wide in surprise. “Steven…”

My pussy fluttered hard when he grinned and bent to let his tongue take the place of his fingers, the tip flickering along the edges of my pink pearl like a hummingbird’s wing, and my whole body froze at the exquisite sensation. My whimper turned into a full-blown cry as his fingers entered me once more, and it was all I could do to hold myself still and not grind myself against him. From darting little licks he changed to a pattern of long, slow strokes that left the muscles in my thighs quivering. Hot juices flooded my pulsing tunnel to coat Steven’s fingers and my own skin, and the musky, metallic scent of my arousal filled the room as I got wetter and wetter.

I gave up on trying to hold my head up to watch and instead just concentrated on trying to get enough oxygen into my straining lungs. Molten pleasure bubbled and swirled through my lower body with a mounting pressure crying out for release, while surges of heat rippled across my skin and I felt the hammer and bang of my pulse in my fingertips as I sucked in ragged gasps of air and clawed into the mattress with my fingers. Steven’s fingers and tongue drove me relentlessly towards the brink, closer and closer until there was nowhere left to go but over the edge and into the abyss. With a shaky cry my thighs clamped around his head and my fingers clutched in his thick curls, and I bucked and shook as torrents of raw pleasure cascaded through me.

And here I had actually been worried about this time not being as good as two weeks ago.

While I tried to get my pulse and breathing under control Steven pulled off the rest of his clothes and looked at me with a self-satisfied smirk.

“Did you like that?”

I nodded, still not trusting myself to speak.

“I’ve been dying to do that for the last two weeks. I wanted to taste you and make you come apart while I was down there and could feel every single quiver.”

“After that I’ll probably still be quivering next week,” I panted.

His deep chuckle set off another flutter in my belly. Still smiling he took hold of my legs and dragged me to the edge of the bed, where he propped my ankles up on his shoulders. A quick glance revealed his cock at rigid attention between my legs. With one hand Steven took hold of his shaft and began sliding the head up and down along my wet slit. In a few seconds his spongy skin was glistening with my nectar and he leaned forward to rub it against the aching knot of my clit.

Heavenly sizzles spread from there down into my tunnel and then rose in a stream to my breasts to make my nipples pucker and swell. Once more I was amazed at how easily Steven could arouse me and how quickly he could deliver me to an orgasm. It had never been this easy alone.

I bit my lip and tried to control my breathing, letting my eyelids sag closed and losing myself in the feel of his skin against mine. After a little while Steven pulled back and repositioned his head just below the opening of my pussy.

“Ready, Lex?”

“Mm-hm.”

Unlike the first time, tonight he eased into me and gave my cunt plenty of time to adjust to fit him—and gave himself time to enjoy slipping inside my tight hole a fraction of an inch at a time. From his half-lidded eyes and the beatific look on his face I assumed he was enjoying it, anyway. It was certainly easier for me this time, now that I knew what to expect. I was able to savor the way my walls stretched and clung to him, squeezing him tightly as he pierced deeper and deeper into those places no other man had ever been. His sigh when he came to rest fully within me sounded like a prayer.

Holding my legs against him with one arm he began to move, slowly at first, just enough to get the bed rocking a little so it was doing most of the work. When he had a good rhythm going he snaked his free hand around until his thumb found my clit. The dual pleasure of his cock inside me while he gently stroked my nub almost made me come again right then and there.

Gold flecks burned in his eyes as he looked down at me.

“Touch yourself,” he said.

I blinked, uncertain what to do, and then hesitantly brought my hands up to my aching breasts. Even a gentle squeeze made them tingle, and I wet my lips as my fingers brushed across my engorged nipples. It was almost too much to stand, too sensitive on top of what Steven was already doing to me, but it felt too good to quit. I rubbed my thumbs back and forth across those cherries until my breath hissed between my clenched teeth and I was writhing on the bed.

As my pussy got wetter and he could move more easily inside of me, Steven slowly picked up his tempo. Each time his thick cock filled me I felt a little surge of warmth from my expanding walls, and little drops of my juices seeped out around his shaft until my entire underside was slippery and wet. I think Steven could have gone on like that all night if he wanted to, but I wasn’t going to last anywhere near that long. I was already panting again, heart thrumming and blood pounding in my ears as every nerve in my body drew tighter and tighter under the load of intense pleasure building inside of me.

I held on as long as I could, prolonging my rapture, squeezing every instant I could out of our coupling until I couldn’t hold it back any longer. Waves of dazzling intensity crashed down and smothered me in bright heat, wringing cry after cry from my throat until I fell back onto the bed in a sweaty jumble. Steven lasted mere seconds after I came, his own hoarse cries echoing mine as his manhood spurted creamy cum into my depths.

Later after we cooled off he held me against his chest, one hand idly stroking my hair.

“I can’t let you go, Lexie.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I can’t go to Phoenix and leave you here. This is more important than my job or my career. I’ll just quit and get another job back here.”

I shook my head. “Wait a sec,” I said, and wriggled out of his arms. A minute later I returned with my purse, which I had dropped in his foyer earlier. With a triumphant smile I dropped a folded stack of papers on the bed in front of him.

“What’s this?” he asked.

“That’s my acceptance letter from Arizona State. I’ll be attending the campus in downtown Phoenix in the fall.”

“How did you manage that?”

I grinned at him. “I had applied there in the spring, but then I decided to stay here and go to community college to save money instead. But my friend Jill has an aunt who works in the admissions office there, so Jill called her and asked if there was anything she could do to get my paperwork processed. She pulled a few strings and I got the letter in the mail yesterday.”

“That’s amazing. You’re amazing.”

“You’ll find out. You haven’t seen half of my talents yet.”

He grabbed me and pulled me back against his chest, his eyes looking deep into mine. “Why don’t you move in with me and give me the full demonstration?”

I had to laugh at that, even though just the thought gave me warm shivers. “Have you even met my dad? He really would kill us both if we pulled something like that. No, I’ll be living in the residence hall my freshman year.”

His forlorn expression made me laugh again. “Oh, don’t be like that. Trust me, I’m going to be doing lots and lots of sleepovers at your place. But this will give us time to figure out how to ease Dad into the notion that we’re an item. I think as long as we don’t try to rush him it will be okay.”

“I’ll take your word for it. But it isn’t going to be easy to wait.”

“No. But if you’re very good I’ll sweet talk him into letting me follow you up there next week and crash out on your couch for a few days while I check out the campus and get my schedule straightened out.”

Steven shook his head admiringly. “You’re a petite Machiavelli with hot pink nail polish.”

“You have no idea.”

He stared at me, eyes narrowing in suspicion. “Lexie.”

“What?”

“When I talked to your dad, he never said anything about there being something wrong with your pool.”

“He didn’t? How very strange.”

“That’s because there wasn’t anything wrong with your pool, was there?”

“Why of course there was.”

“Really?”

“Well… Maybe it had a little help.”

Steven gave a deep sigh. “Lexie, are you this underhanded and manipulative all the time?”

I sank down against him, molding myself against the hard heat of his body and letting my hair trail across his chest. “Would you rather I had just let you go?”

“No.”

“All right, then. We can just both be glad that when I saw one last chance I took it.”

His lips on mine showed me just how very glad he was.

The End
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Sneak Peek: Bred by My Dad’s New Boss

LEAH BLINKED IN THE BRIGHT SUNLIGHT burning down from the cobalt sky and adjusted her sunglasses with a little frown. A warm breeze sighing off the lake riffled through the loose strands of her long, brown hair, and even through the dark lenses she could see the roiling heat waves rising from the water. Anyone on the lake was going to broil in a hurry unless they slathered on the sunscreen, so she crossed jet skiing off her to-do list. She had made the mistake of doing that on a similar day last summer and spent a miserable week so sunburned she could barely stand to shower or wear even the lightest clothes. One experience like that was more than enough.

It did make her wish that they would schedule the company picnics in May instead of June, though. She enjoyed going to the lake, but she would have liked it even more about ten degrees cooler and a little cloudy. By the time lunch was over it would be too hot to do anything but sit in the shade and guzzle bottled water. Well, swimming would be good, too, but sticking so much as a toe in the water was guaranteed to draw a couple dozen kids as if by magic and if she was going to get stuck babysitting she was damned well going to get paid for it.

She kicked a pebble into the water where it disappeared with a satisfying plonk, sending rings of slowly fading ripples gliding across the water. Why hadn’t she stayed home? She was almost twenty now, old enough to say no and get away with it. Sure, her parents might have bitched a little, but after some grumbling they would have gone without her. Her friends were all busy today, though, and her car was in the shop and she really didn’t have anything in particular to do, so she had let herself be cajoled into coming along just to get out of the house.

A gust of wind tugged at her cropped t-shirt so that anyone watching must have caught a glimpse of her bra, and Leah smiled to herself. If nothing else, she could at least amuse herself taunting her dad’s coworkers. Most of them were hopelessly socially inept computer geeks in their forties and fifties who drooled over her like kids staring at a birthday cake whenever they thought she wasn’t looking. She loved playing the innocent, pretending that she had no idea of the effect she had on them when she walked by showing as much skin as she could get away with. Those guys could give themselves whiplash trying to decide where to look first—at her tits in her clingy, cropped t-shirt or her ass in her skin-tight shorts. She made it a game, strutting through the middle of them as though completely oblivious to their lustful gazes and then turning suddenly with the excuse that she had forgotten something to catch them frantically trying to pretend that they hadn’t been checking out her ass.

Her girlfriends thought it was kind of creepy being leered at that way by a bunch of older guys, but it didn’t really bother her. It made her feel kind of… powerful. She knew that she could wrap any one of them around her little finger simply by batting her eyes and showing a bit of cleavage—not that she’d actually want to, of course. It was just knowing that she could that gave her a bit of an ego boost, and playing with their minds when they had no clue she was doing it on purpose made it that much better.

But she still wished her dad had gone to work for a chain of gyms that had a bunch of hot guys that she could spend the day with instead.

Behind her the sound of her dad’s voice came faint from the picnic pavilion, followed by her mom’s laughter. What were they up to?

“Leah,” her dad called.

Oh, great. They had probably hired some new pimply-faced intern and wanted to introduce her. Leah wrinkled her nose in distaste. The last one had followed her around like some pathetic little puppy and she had thought she’d never get him to leave her alone. At least the older guys knew that there was absolutely no way, and while they might leer at her every chance they got they would never try to make a move on her. But her dad actually encouraged some of the younger guys in hopes that she’d end up dating one of them—a nice, polite, safe boy with a degree and a stable job in his future.

While Leah didn’t mind the idea of a guy with a future, the ones her dad pushed her way left her cold. They all seemed far more interested in computer games than girls and would never have the guts to so much as touch her tits without asking permission first, like they were begging. Just the thought was enough to kill her libido; she’d rather be a nun or something than be stuck with a guy like that. With a frustrated sigh she turned towards the pavilion. She’d just get it over with, grab something cold to drink, and then go hide out somewhere until lunchtime. If nothing else there was always the women’s restroom. No one had followed her inside there—at least not yet.

When she turned the corner of the pavilion her parents were talking to a man who had his back to her. Her dad smiled when he saw her and waved her over.

“Leah, come here. There’s someone I want you to meet.”

She fought back a groan and forced a smile onto her lips. They were going to do it to her again. Maybe it was time to start thinking about moving out. It was nice not having to pay rent and all, but there were definite drawbacks. Then the man turned to face her and she forgot everything else.

His dark blonde hair looked a little windblown, as though he had been down at the lake most of the morning, and soft, curly waves drifted down his forehead. Deep green eyes like dark emeralds regarded her from a face of fine, smoothly cut features, while firm muscles bulged under the tight, gray Las Vegas t-shirt he wore, muscles that belonged on a swimmer or gymnast, not some guy from her dad’s office. His elegant looks threw her, and Leah revised her estimates of his age three times before realizing he was closer to her dad’s age than her own. The only thing that saved him from being pretty were his eyes. A predator stared out of those eyes.

His glance wasn’t cold, exactly, but a single look was all it took to realize that he wasn’t any kind of pretty boy, that there was absolutely nothing safe or nice about him. He bore the same resemblance to the other men around them that a timber wolf did to a litter of chihuahua puppies. This was a man who was used to being in control and going after what he wanted when he saw it, a man who could be ruthless about overcoming any obstacles in his path. A hot tingling stirred deep below her belly and Leah found herself looking down at her sandals to avoid the intensity of his gaze.

“This is my new boss, Anthony Kerr,” her dad said. “He took over the department a couple of months back when Jim retired.”

Anthony held out a hand. “Pleased to meet you, Leah.”

His voice was low, cultured, with just enough hint of a rumble in it to give her shivers. It was a voice that she knew she would hear whispering to her in her dreams and in the depths of the night when she couldn’t sleep, a voice that would tell her to do things that made her quiver just thinking about them. A voice she would never be able to resist.

“You, too,” she stammered, barely managing to take his hand.

An amused smile perked up one corner of his mouth. “Your father has told me a lot about you. I think he might be just a tad proud. You’re getting a degree in computer science?”

“Yes.” Her fingers trembled when he released her hand, still warm from his touch.

“Any thoughts on what you want to do when you graduate?”

She took a deep breath. Why did her dad always have to put her on display like this? “I’d like to work on embedded systems.”

His eyes narrowed in on her as though she had done something interesting. Under the full focus of his attention Leah felt like a bug pinned to a card. Did he do this in meetings? He was going to give some of the older guys in the department heart attacks.

“Do you mind if I ask why?”

She swallowed nervously. “Well, pretty much everybody wants to do the flashy stuff that runs on cell phones and computers. I just think it would be more fun to work on the things that no one pays attention to. I mean, nobody ever thinks about the software that runs their microwaves or televisions or cars, but without it pretty much nothing would work. And it all has to run right every single time.”

“Very true.”

“So it just seems to me that would be more interesting and useful than working on regular applications.”

“Well, Sam, it does sound like she got your brains.” His smile broadened and he winked at her mom. “And her mother’s looks. Between those I figure you’ve got your work cut out for you keeping her out of trouble.”

Her dad laughed and her mom blushed a little, and suddenly Anthony relaxed and his eyes were just warm on Leah rather than intense. Someone called out from over by the barbecue pit and he glanced away. She took that as her cue to bolt.

“I guess I’ll let you guys get back to talking. It was nice meeting you Mr. Kerr.”

Emerald eyes laughed down at her. “I enjoyed meeting you, too, Leah. See you around.”

She summoned all the dignity she could muster, but there was no way to call it anything but a retreat. His eyes seemed able to see right through her, and she wanted to put some distance between them while she was still capable of rational thought. As she risked a glance back and saw his eyes still following her, though, she knew that wasn’t going to be enough. Maybe leaving the country would do it, but anything short of that was probably a waste of time.

Leah did her best to ignore him after that, but apparently her subconscious had other ideas. She would blink and find herself watching him, admiring that perfect profile and imagining what his muscles would feel like under his t-shirt. Several times she caught herself moving closer to him, straining to hear his voice and wishing that she was the one his attention was focused on once again. Something about him touched her at her deepest, most primal levels, levels she hadn’t even known she had. It was ridiculous—he was far too old, and to make things worse he worked with her dad. 

That didn’t make any difference in how she felt, of course.

After lunch it hit her. She was used to making the other men her dad worked with notice her, and there was no reason that the same methods wouldn’t work on Anthony—not if she really wanted his attention, anyway. And even though she knew it was a very, very bad idea, Leah found she wanted his attention very, very badly.

*          *          *

Anthony looked up as Leah walked by for the third time in half an hour. The girl had touched up her makeup and hair since their conversation that morning, and somehow she had rearranged what little she was wearing to display even more skin. His manhood stirred restlessly as he let his gaze linger on her—dark brown curls tumbling loose halfway down her back, pouty lips practically begging to be kissed, midriff and long, tanned legs bare and inviting. His palms itched to slide over the golden satin of her skin, to explore her curves and the softness still hidden beneath her skimpy outfit.

Nineteen and hot, and she knew it. That made for a dangerous combination, especially for a girl who apparently enjoyed flaunting herself just to get a reaction from the men around her. He was reasonably sure that she was the only reason half of the guys from the office bothered to show up for the company picnics. The low conversations when her father wasn’t around sprinkled with a healthy dose of lewd comments and knowing laughter indicated that Leah would be playing the starring role in a number of fantasies later. Somehow he didn’t think she’d mind.

Anthony couldn’t deny that the little witch was having an effect on him as well, and from the sultry glances she kept throwing his way it was obvious that it was intentional. The girl was toying with him, trying to get his attention. Pushing his buttons. He could ignore that—to a point, anyway—but he was more concerned with how blatant she was being about it. People were going to realize what she was doing and they would talk, and while Leah was legally an adult and Anthony didn’t remotely give a damn what people said about him, he didn’t need the disruptions it could cause at the office.

On the other hand, he wasn’t like these other guys who would happily sit and let her prick-tease them all day long just so they’d have something to wank to later. No matter how hot she was, he simply wasn’t going to put up with some teenage girl trying to yank his chain. His eyes followed the hypnotic sway of her ass while she walked right past him, more daring with each passing minute. No, it was definitely time to end the little games. He had a pretty good idea how to put a stop to it, too.

*          *          *

Leah watched from across the shaded pavilion as Anthony got up from the picnic table and headed towards the restrooms. She was willing to swear that he got sexier every single time she looked at him. There was a catlike grace to the way he stalked across the ground, relaxed and powerful at the same time, and she could have spent hours just watching him move. The corded muscles rippling along his legs matched those of his upper body, and she wanted to run her hands from his shoulders to his calves to feel the silk-wrapped steel of him warm and hard against her fingertips.

She had caught him looking at her while she paraded in front of him, but unlike the other guys he didn’t turn away all flustered and embarrassed over it. His eyes had simply continued to sweep her from head to toe as though he intended to memorize every curve, and the heat in his gaze ignited a fluttery ache at the root of her sex. The longer she watched him the worse it got, and now it had become an insistent thrum that turned her pussy loose and liquid. Her body wanted him in the worst possible way, more than she had ever dreamed it was possible to want anyone. Maybe it was because he was forbidden, or maybe it was because she could sense the danger rolling off him like waves of cold from a block of ice; whatever the reason, an inexorable pull kept drawing her towards him.

With her heart in her throat she trailed him to the restrooms in the building behind the picnic pavilion. While he was inside she dithered around the corner wondering what to do, or whether she should actually do anything at all. The only thing she knew was the desperate tightness that gripped her chest at the thought of him. She heard a flush and then the sink splashing—he would be coming out any second. What was she going to do?

No one else was around, so she moved towards the door. Anthony stepped out, his eyes narrowing for a brief instant when he saw her, and then he smiled. Heart pounding, she smiled back and deliberately brushed against his arm as she passed him.

Before she had time to react he had her pushed up against the wall, his knee between hers, his hands pressed flat to either side of her shoulders so there was nowhere for her to go. The heat of his body so close to hers made her nipples harden and crinkle in need, and she looked up at him wild-eyed with a mixture of panic and raw desire.

“I think you’ve done about enough teasing for one day,” he murmured. “You’re a very pretty little girl, but I don’t play little girl games.”

His face bent to hers, and his breath tickled hot against her skin. Leah closed her eyes with a tiny shudder as his lips brushed lightly against the curve of her jaw and crept down to the soft skin of her neck.

“If you think I’m just another guy you can lead around by the dick, you are sadly mistaken.”

Continue reading Bred by My Dad’s New Boss…
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Built for Sin

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

Olivia hates my guts. We had been best friends growing up—right up until the night I turned her down. Unfortunately I didn’t realize she was a closet psycho, and in a fit of jealous rage she sabotaged my entire life. To escape her I finally fled to Australia, where I hoped that time and distance would give Olivia a chance to get over her craziness.

Today I came back home for the first time in years, and the first thing I saw was her gorgeous daughter, Callie. Callie has the face of an angel and a body built for sin, and I can’t stop thinking about all the filthy things I’d love to do to her. I know I need to keep my hands off like she was plutonium, but every time I see her I want her more and I’m rapidly losing my will to keep her at a distance. I can’t help but think that no matter what Olivia might do to me, Callie would be worth it.

I was going to taste the forbidden fruit of her sweet, pouty lips and to hell with the consequences.

Nailing Katie

The flip side of wanting Ty to be more like his father was that somehow she didn’t think it would be nearly as easy for her to tell Mr. Wright no.

Katie is the preacher’s youngest girl, and she tries hard to be good—no matter how hard it’s getting to say no to her boyfriend, Ty. When his patience runs out and he dumps and humiliates her, the young girl is devastated.

But there is someone else who has been watching this drama unfold. Evan Wright is ten times the man his son is, and he’s determined to go where Ty never could. Can Katie say no to the man who is better than his son in every way, or will Evan be the one who claims the innocence of the preacher’s last daughter?

Relentless

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

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

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

And then it was too late.

With One Word

Have you ever fallen in love with someone you shouldn’t have?

Ever since my dad walked out eight years ago, my life has been Hell. My mother is an alcoholic whose “boyfriends” enjoy using me as a punching bag. Everything nice I’ve ever owned has ended up in the pawn shop so Mom could buy booze and cigarettes. Thanks to her reputation every guy I’ve ever gone out with has only been interested in one thing, so I’ve never had a real boyfriend. The only reason I didn't skip town the moment I turned eighteen is my little sister, Willow. She needs me, and I won’t leave her behind. Now my best friend has moved across the country to go to college and I’ve got no one at all—except Grant. Grant is my knight in shining armor. He’s the only man who has ever treated me like a person instead of trash, and he’s always been there when I needed him. And now I’m afraid I'm falling in love with him. There’s just one little problem.

Grant is my best friend’s dad.
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I was lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my sexy stories. Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at http://kelli-wolfe.com. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.

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