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Summary

Brent Cagle owned me, body and soul—if he only knew it.

I knew the nanny job was dangerous when I took it. I just hadn’t known how dangerous. It had taken one night for me to fall madly in lust with this man, and in the six months since then the rest of me had followed. But Brent was old enough to be my dad. To him I was just a kid, just the nanny.

What’s it going to take to make Brent figure out that I’m a woman, not a kid?
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The Nanny’s Desire

“THEY’RE COMING TO GET YOU, BARBARA!”

I snickered and grabbed a handful of popcorn as I watched the girl on the television storm away from her brother. I had seen Night of the Living Dead about a thousand times and had all the dialog memorized, but I never got tired of it.

“Stop it! You’re ignorant!”

The faint sound of a car engine from the front of the house caught my attention, and I cocked my head to listen.

“They’re coming for you, Barbara!”

Tires crunched as the car pulled into the driveway, and I knew it was him. Quickly I jabbed a finger at the pause button on the remote and scrambled to my feet to meet him by the door, brushing smears of popcorn grease onto my jeans before running my fingers through my wavy, auburn hair to smooth it back. Not that he ever seemed to notice me no matter how I looked, but I hadn’t quite given up hope yet.

Keys rattled in the lock and the front door cracked open just as I padded around the corner to the foyer. My heart lurched a little when he stepped inside, as though it forgot how to work properly when he was around. Brent Cagle owned me, body and soul—if he only knew it. His lips cranked upwards in a tired smile when he saw me, and it took an effort not to walk up to him and welcome him home by throwing myself into his arms. It seemed the most natural thing in the world to do so; what felt unnatural was to stand there so close to him with a polite smile on my face and pretend not to notice the electricity crackling in the air between us. But I didn’t know what else to do, because Brent was maddeningly oblivious to it all.

“Hi,” I said.

“Hey. Sorry I’m late.”

I shrugged. “It’s no problem. I knew the job was dangerous when I took it.”

I just hadn’t known how dangerous. My eyes drank in broad shoulders in a tailored navy blue suit, short-cropped brown hair so dark it was almost black, and crystal blue eyes deep enough to fall into. It had taken one night for me to fall madly in lust with this man, my body reacting to him with an eagerness I had never experienced before. In the six months since then the rest of me had followed, falling farther and farther under his spell until I could hardly stand to go home to my apartment at night. I wondered if he knew. How could he possibly not see it in my eyes when I looked at him?

Brent locked the door behind him and started down the hall towards his office. After a moment I fell in behind him, trying to ignore the insistent quiver deep below my belly.

“How’d it go today? The kids do okay?”

With my shorter legs I had to scurry to keep up. “We had a pretty good day. I made spaghetti for dinner.”

“Not in the mood for a fight, huh?”

“Nope.”

Brent’s kids would argue over anything. If seven-year-old Michael said the sky was blue Anna, his four-year-old little sister, felt morally obligated to contradict him. The one and only thing that they agreed on wholeheartedly was that my spaghetti was their favorite for dinner.

“Well, I can’t blame you for that,” he said. There have been days when I’ve considered bringing home a crate of duct tape from the plant.”

He flipped on his office light and dropped his briefcase next to his desk. I leaned against the door frame and watched patiently while he pulled a bottle of Glenfiddich off of the high shelf behind his desk and splashed a couple of fingers’ worth into a heavy tumbler. It was a nightly ritual—never more than two fingers, and never more than one glass. While I didn’t drink, I found the smell of the fine whiskey mixed with Brent’s cologne intoxicating and I longed to taste it on his lips, to feel the bite of it sharp and smoky on my tongue as he kissed me.

While I was at it I might as well wish for a pony, too.

“I saved you some spaghetti if you’re hungry.” Brent tended to forget to eat if I didn’t prod him, especially when he was overseeing the night shift.

“Thanks, but not tonight. Maybe I’ll have some when I get up.”

I quirked one eyebrow skeptically upwards. “Spaghetti for breakfast?”

“Your spaghetti is great any time.”

I smiled wryly, my heart giving a pleased little lurch. At least he noticed something about me, even if it was just my spaghetti.

“After dinner I helped Michael with his spelling homework and drilled him on vocabulary words for his quiz on Friday, and then we watched a lovely nature show about Tasmanian devils and how they will sleep inside a rotting carcass if they can’t eat all of it in one go. Needless to say your two little ghouls loved that, and they’re begging to watch it again when it comes back on.”

“Naturally,” he laughed.

“On a happier note they both went to bed without any fuss.”

“And what about you?”

I wrinkled my nose at him. “I don’t usually fuss about going to bed these days.” In fact, I’d be downright eager if I happened to be going to bed with a certain sexy single dad I knew.

He gave a mock growl. “I meant how was your evening?”

“Oh, fine. I was watching Night of the Living Dead and had just made some popcorn. It’s probably still warm if you want to share.”

Brent took a long sip of his scotch. “Original or remake?”

“Original, of course.”

Blue eyes danced at the indignation in my voice. “Popcorn actually sounds pretty good, now that you mention it.”

He followed me as I headed back to the living room, and I couldn’t help wondering whether he was watching me, those blue eyes checking out my curves, the sway of my hips as I walked. It was difficult to act natural and not stiffen up when I thought about that, thought about what he might be seeing and thinking at that moment. I did her best to wear clothes that flattered my figure, but for the millionth time I kicked myself for not working harder to diet. Fortunately I got a fair amount of exercise just running after the kids all day.

We sat on either side of the couch with the popcorn bowl between us, a white, ceramic chaperon that I knew would be far harder to sneak around than my mom had ever been. What made it worse was that I just couldn’t force myself to make the first move—I was far too nervous and self-conscious for that. Despite the chemistry that I felt, I had no idea what was going on in Brent’s head. With a mental groan at my stubbornness I un-paused the movie.

“They’re coming out of their graves…”

I bit my lip and grabbed a handful of popcorn. There was no way I was going to be able to pay attention to the movie with him sitting two feet away from me. Even if I didn’t look at him I could still feel him there, so close I could reach over and touch him.

“You’re acting like an idiot.”

Maybe he was just as nervous as I was. Maybe he was thinking about how much older he was and that I worked for him, and so he was afraid to do anything about it because he wasn’t sure if I was interested. Or maybe he just hadn’t figured out that I was an adult and I could make up my own mind about what guys I should be interested in. Maybe I ought to take the initiative—just go over there and plant myself on his lap and see what happened. Which sounded great, but the potential humiliation if he rejected me kept my butt firmly planted on the couch.

“Here comes one of them now…”

A quick sidelong glance revealed him staring at the screen as though entranced. He wasn’t paying any attention to me at all, and any thoughts to the contrary were nothing but deluded fantasies. I bit back a frustrated sigh and reached for the popcorn.

Brent had gone for the bowl at the same time and our fingers brushed. We both froze, and I looked up at him with my eyes wide and heart hammering at the slow tingle fizzing through my veins and rushing straight into my center. Our eyes locked and for just a moment a look of such profound desire broke through Brent’s usual reserve that it shocked me breathless. Then he blinked and the moment passed, his face settling into an unreadable mask.

“I think I ought to head to bed after all,” he said, rising to his feet. “I’ve got to go in early for the Friday morning staff meeting so it’s going to be a really long day.”

He paused at the door, and for a second hope flared in me that he’d say something about what had just happened, what he was feeling.

“Good night, Sophie.”

“Night,” I replied woodenly.

When I heard his door close I turned off the television and DVD player and sat in the darkness for a while, staring at nothing, wanting to scream at the unfairness of it. Why did something that should have been so simple have to be so frustrating? When I had calmed my racing heart I gathered my things and headed back to my apartment to try and get a few hours’ sleep before I had to be back in the morning.

I didn’t sleep worth a damn.

The next morning Brent left right after I got to the house. I hadn’t even woken the kids up for breakfast, yet. I barely got a smile and have a good day before he hurried out the door. I watched his car as it pulled out of the driveway until it vanished around the corner, then let the curtain fall back with a sigh. Brent always made sure he had a few minutes for me in the mornings even when he was running late. This had to be fallout from last night.

God, I was an idiot. What was I even doing? Pining over the poor guy the way I’d been doing was crazy. He wasn’t interested. To him I was just a kid, just the nanny. All I was doing was making myself miserable for nothing, and based on last night it wasn’t doing Brent much good, either. I needed to stop before I screwed things up between us and I lost my job or Brent started avoiding me and made interfacing with him and the kids impossible. 

But saying that I needed to stop and actually changing how I felt and reacted to him were two very different things.

The private school where Michael was enrolled didn’t have classes that Friday, so I had both kids at home all day. I was just as glad, since it kept me too busy to dwell too much on Brent and what to do about the situation. I was never quite able to get him completely out of my mind, though, and random things around the house would make me think of him and hit me with an ache of longing so strong I could barely stand it.

I kept hoping he’d call or text, but the day went by without a word from him. By the time evening came I’d given up hearing from him until he got home. It was a long, frustrating day for me, and I spent a grateful hour lounging in the hot tub after I’d gotten the kids settled. Then, when all was peaceful and quiet, I climbed out and went into the house.

I pulled my towel tight around me so my bikini wouldn’t drip and padded into the kitchen. Brent wouldn’t be home for over an hour and the kids were already asleep, worn out from their day of playing in the pool, so I was on my own for a while. I made a quick pass through the kitchen, tidying up and washing the dishes, then found myself at a loss for what to do.

The dirty little urge crept in, wicked and insistent, just as it did every night Brent worked so late and I was left alone in the house. I fought to suppress it, guilt and shame warring with the wicked desire burning inside me, but finally I surrendered, just as I always did. With my heart in my throat I tiptoed down the hall to Brent’s room, hating myself for giving in even as the familiar tingling started low in my belly. As quietly as I could I closed the bedroom door and flipped on the light.

The smell of Brent’s cologne hung faintly in the air, so if I closed my eyes I could imagine that he was standing right beside me. My nipples crinkled hard at the thought of the two of us alone in his bedroom. I wet my lips and pulled one of his dress shirts off the back of a chair. It was the one he had worn yesterday, so the warm, manly scent of him still clung to it. I held it to my face and breathed through it for a minute, saturating myself in his smell, and then I let my towel fall to the floor and slipped the shirt on over my bikini. It was several sizes too large, but I gathered it up and pulled it tight around me, reveling in the touch of the smooth cotton against my skin, cotton that had touched Brent’s skin only the day before and now caressed mine.

The smells, the touch, and the sense of the forbidden that I was violating were too much, and the walls of my pussy pulsated with fevered desire moisture seeped between my legs. Oh, how I wanted Brent, wanted his hands on me, his cock inside of me. I ached to feel him stretching and filling me, ached with such a longing emptiness that I wanted to scream in frustration.

I crawled onto his bed and let myself sink into the warmth of the thick green and gold comforter, then spread my legs so that Brent’s cotton shirt tickled the skin of my inner thighs. I slid my hand down, fingertips slowly stroking the dampness in the center of my bikini bottoms where juices from my sopping pussy had soaked through. My fingers ran up and down my slit through the thin fabric, and then I pushed my hand inside, my fingertips cool against the burning skin of my mound. I teased around the tight opening of my pussy until my fingers were coated in the juices pouring from me and slid them in, pressing them as deeply inside me as I could. I closed my eyes as I played with myself, my fingers thrusting slowly in and out, imagining that it was Brent’s cock I felt inside of me, and wishing that I dared to bring my vibrator with me one night.

Fire swept across my skin, and I moaned as a shiver of pleasure crept through my belly. I reached down with my other hand until my slick fingers found my clit, swollen and tender inside of my folds. My fingertips stroked it, lightly at first because it was so sensitive, then harder and faster as the aching flesh grew accustomed to my touch. Tingling warmth flooded from my bellybutton down into my pussy, and I creamed until my fingers sloshed inside of me with every thrust. Pressure built in my lower body, a strain drawing my muscles and nerves up into little knots of delicious, raw tension.

My mind raced with thoughts of Brent, of his hard, muscular body pressing me into the bed, his cock a hot, steely rod pressing between my legs and stretching me while his wet mouth sucked hungrily on the taut, hard cherries of my nipples. I imagined him thrusting harder and harder, driving into my fluttering, wet hole until I was so full of him that I would never feel empty again. 

I was ready to come, dying to come, my fingers working frantically against my clit and pussy, but I just couldn’t quite get there. I moaned again in the agony of my frustration and pushed a slippery finger down between my ass cheeks to rub against the ticklish, puckered ring hidden there. I thought horrible, dirty thoughts of Brent’s cock rubbing against that forbidden pink rosebud, of it pushing slowly through that hot, narrow passage to claim my virgin ass and make me his in every possible way.

And with that finally came release, oh god, glorious release from that awful aching, fluttery emptiness in my pussy. I strained my legs until my muscles went taut and curled my toes, writhing into the bed as the walls of my pussy clamped down on my fingers. I wanted to scream, just once I wanted to cry out and make myself felt in this room that belonged to Brent, but as always I muffled my passion with a pillow, knowing that if I woke up the kids there would be questions, questions that I had no good answers for. 

Once the aftershocks of my orgasm subsided I slid off the bed, still feeling a little lightheaded and with my legs a little shaky. Reluctantly I stripped off Brent’s shirt and gave it one final sniff before draping it back over the chair where I had found it. Finally I straightened the bedclothes back to the way they had been. There was a little damp spot on the sheets where my juices had soaked through my bikini bottoms, but Brent would never notice. At least he never had.

Wrapping my towel back around me, I shut off the light and trudged back to the living room to watch TV until Brent got home. I couldn’t get into anything that was on and ended up flipping mindlessly through the channels until around ten-thirty when he finally walked through the door. With a weary sigh Brent slung his suit jacket over the back of the recliner then collapsed on the far side of the couch. I snagged the coat and put it on a hanger in the hall closet before it could wrinkle.

“Hi, Sophie.”

His blue eyes lit on me and despite the weariness in them my insides turned to butter. Even though I’d just had a good orgasm an hour earlier my pussy gave an insistent twinge. This was so not fair. I shifted awkwardly on the couch and hoped he didn’t notice that my nipples had just gone hard.

“Tough day?”

“Nah, not too bad. I just hate second shift. God, I’ll be glad when Anna gets back from maternity leave.”

“Just three more weeks,” I reminded him. “You can handle three weeks.”

“Yeah.” He sighed. “Kids have a good day?”

“They wore themselves out playing in the pool, again.”

His grin lit up the room and set my heart tripping. “Probably wore their poor nanny out, too. You know, that offer to sleep here in the spare room is still open. I’m not the only one this schedule is hell on. Between getting home so late then turning around to come back out here to fix breakfast for the kids, I know you’re not getting much in the way of sleep.”

My heart surged. God, what I would have given to sleep under the same roof as my gorgeous boss. I didn’t dare take him up on it, though. With only a thin wall between us and his ripped body only a few feet away, I’d never get a minute’s sleep. Besides, even if I did, with my luck he would hear me crying out during one of my erotic dreams about him and then what? How would I explain that?

“I wish I could, Brent, but it really isn’t a good idea.”

His grin faded and turned to concern as he saw the distress in my eyes. “Hey, Sophie, you know I don’t mean anything by that. There aren’t any hidden motives; it’s just an offer to make things easier on yourself.”

“I know, Brent.”

I smiled to take the sting out of it, but I knew I’d hurt him. Poor Brent. He thought I didn’t trust him when it was really me that I didn’t trust. I would have given anything for him to have had naughty motives towards me.

He shrugged with an air of nonchalance that I didn’t believe for a minute. “Oh well, suit yourself.”

Damn. Damn, damn, damn. I had to fix this. I leaned over and put a hand on his arm, careful to be as matter-of-fact and non-flirty about it as I could so I wouldn’t scare him again.

“Brent, I believe you. Really, I do. I know there’s not a single bad bone in your body and I don’t think you’d ever knowingly hurt anyone. The thing is my roommate, Emily, freaks out if she’s in the apartment alone all night. I’m afraid that if I started staying over here she’d want to find another roommate who would be around more. That’s all.”

I was so close I could have bent over and kissed him. And god, how I wanted to. His plush, soft lips were practically begging me, but somehow I managed to hold back. Meanwhile his blue eyes drilled into me and held me briefly before finally relenting.

“All right,” he said, mollified. “But if you ever change your mind you’re more than welcome to stay over as much as you like.”

If only I could have taken him up on that, I’d never leave again.

“I will. And now I really do need to go if I’m going to get any sleep. Good night.”

“See you in the morning, Sophie.”

I had a long talk with myself in the car on the drive home. I didn’t know how much longer I could stand this, and I had to figure out what I was going to do—stick it out until Christmas, or run away now before I fell any further for him. It was ripping me up inside, and I had started causing Brent problems as well. I hated the thought of giving up the perfect job, though. If I could just get over Brent somehow, everything would be okay.

Every mile or so I reminded myself that although his kids were still small, the man was my father’s age. Brent was old enough to be my dad. Needless to say that didn’t help. When I fell deep into those blue eyes of his and my pussy started throbbing I didn’t remotely care how old he was. I just knew that I wanted to be there for him when he came home late at night—not just for the kids’ sake but for him. I wanted to share his life and his bed. I wanted him.

Even though I knew I couldn’t have him.

By the time I pulled up into my apartment complex I had resolved to stick it out and make the best of the situation. I could handle it for the rest of the year, and I somehow I would get on top of my feelings for Brent. I would avoid him whenever possible, and when I couldn’t do that I’d keep a healthy distance between us, both physical and emotional. That would be a start.

Maybe my roommate knew some single guys who could take my mind off of Brent. I tried to drum up some enthusiasm for the idea of dating, but it wasn’t happening. I just wasn’t ready to think about myself with anyone but Brent, yet. It was going to take some time and effort before I got to that point. Part of me wondered if I ever would, or whether I’d be stuck pining for the guy forever. That didn’t sound particularly appealing, either.

A week passed and I had mostly followed my plan of keeping my distance—until the following Thursday. I’d taken to waiting in the kitchen and reading on my phone instead of watching movies in the living room. That way I avoided any chance of Brent wanting to watch with me. I had even talked myself down from visiting his bedroom when he was away, but now my frustration had me so on edge I could barely see straight.

When I heard the lock rattling in the door that night my heart jumped and began to race so that I had to force myself to calm down. Brent walked in, set his briefcase down, and leaned over the breakfast bar with a tired smile, radiating stress and weariness.

“Looks like you had a rough day,” I said.

“We had one unit go down and it took about six hours to get it back up again. The head office was up my ass the whole time. They must have called every ten minutes until we went back online.”

“Why don’t you go jump in the pool and soak away some of your stress?” I suggested. “I’ll bring you a drink to help you relax.”

His lips twitched up in a little smile. “I think you’re onto something there. Can you make a martini?”

I nodded with more assurance than I felt. “Sure.”

“Great. I’ll be right back then.”

I was sitting cross-legged by the pool with his drink when he emerged from the house. Brent had traded his suit for a pair of swim trunks, and my breath caught as I drank in his tanned, rippling muscles. Damn, but the man was hot, from his tousled dark brown hair to his feet. Maybe he was old enough to be my dad, but he sure as hell didn’t look it.

Brent leaned over and scooped up the martini glass, eyeing it skeptically. He looked at me, gave a little shrug, and took a careful sip. His eyebrows went up and that little smile came back.

“It’s perfect. Where did you learn to do that?”

“From watching you.”

About a hundred times, memorizing every move he made so that one day if he asked me to I’d be able to do it exactly right.

Brent shook his head in bemusement and smiled. “I’m impressed,” he told me, and setting down the glass he stepped off into the water at the deep end. A moment later he popped back up and let out a long, contented sigh. “You were right, this feels wonderful.”

“It always does the trick for me when I’m all wound up.”

He snorted. “You ought to be in here now, then. You’re coiled up like a damned spring over there. What’s got you so tense?”

“Nothing,” I denied. “I’m fine.”

“Like hell,” he said, drifting closer to where I sat. “I know I can be oblivious, but I’m not blind, Sophie.”

How blind do you have to be not to see what’s right in front of your face? “There’s nothing wrong, Brent.”

“Tell me,” he wheedled, sounding an awful lot like Michael begging for an extra cookie.

“I’m fine. I mean it.”

He batted a light spray of water that sprinkled my bare toes. “Come on, Sophie. Give. What’s wrong?”

“Nothing!”

A rain of large droplets fell on me and trickled off of my bare skin. I switched to my no nonsense nanny voice. “Brent! Cut it out!”

“Last chance.” His blue eyes danced wickedly.

“I said…”

A sheet of water swept over me before I could move, dousing me from head to toe. Brent was already on the run, headed back into the deep end of the pool, his laughter mocking me from over his shoulder.

With a growl I got up, flung the soaked towel aside, and dove into the water. Brent was stronger and a powerful swimmer, but I had spent the last six weeks in the pool every day with two little kids who did their very best to run me ragged. I cut through the water behind him like a seal after a penguin.

As I caught up with him he turned and sent another sheet of water arcing towards me, but I was already underneath it and diving for the bottom. I grabbed his legs and yanked him down, and then darted off to the side. When I surfaced a few feet away Brent was still sputtering and laughing. I swam over, popped up in front of him, and shook my finger in his face.

“Brent Cagle, just because you’re my boss gives you no right…”

My bare feet slipped on the bottom of the pool and shot out from under me so that I fell backwards. Instinctively I reached out and grabbed for Brent, who caught me and pulled me back up and into him. As I felt those strong arms slide around my waist and my breasts pressed against the hard plane of his chest, something inside of me broke.

My arms went around his neck and I drew myself tightly against him, my lips reaching up to his to kiss him with everything I had. For maybe half a second Brent was too surprised to react, then his arms wrapped around me and his lips locked onto mine. His tongue flicked out across my lips, flicking and teasing until I parted to allow him in. He slid through to glide satin soft against my own tongue, and the warm, wet thrashing soon had us both heaving for breath. Our slick bodies pressed together, every electric touch of his skin on mine sending out thrills that had my pussy and wet and loose in no time.

Brent’s face pulled away from mine. He was breathing hard and holding me so tightly that my breasts squeezed against his chest with every breath. Those intense blue eyes studied me, taking in every detail of my face, then locked onto mine. For a second I thought he was angry, and then like the sun coming out from behind a cloud it dawned on me that the look in his eyes was desperate hunger, a desire for me that equaled the hollow ache I had felt inside from the first day I’d met him.

“Brent?” I whispered, still hardly daring to believe it.

His lips dropped back to mine, more fierce even than before, devouring me. Our tongues surged desperately together, and his arms loosened on my waist to give us room to breathe. His hands skimmed along my sides, around the small of my back, then slowly down to my bottom. Deft fingers ran down my silken bikini bottom, sending shivers of pleasure through me, then his hands tightened and began kneading the firm muscles of my ass.

He was hard, now, his manhood an iron bar pulsing against my belly as I held myself against him. I slipped a hand down between us and into his trunks to rub his shaft. It was so hot against my palm, the skin satiny and slick, and the way it kept jerking in my hand as our tongues continued their duel almost made me come then and there. I whimpered against Brent’s tongue when his hands tightened on my ass. I wanted his cock inside me more than I had ever wanted anything in my life. I wanted it in my pussy, my mouth, my ass—anywhere he’d put it. I wanted Brent to fuck me and use me in every possible way over and over until I collapsed like a limp rag, so sated and so drenched in orgasms I couldn’t even imagine being able to come again.

My arms went back around his neck and I wrapped my long legs around his waist so I could grind my swollen clit against his rock-hard shaft. Brent groaned and his hands clenched in the flesh of my ass, pulling me even harder against him as he thrust his hips forward to meet mine. My face was burning and I could barely breathe, and I threw my head back trying to gasp in air. Brent’s lips followed me, nibbling at my chin for a moment before taking my bottom lip in his teeth, their sharp edges scraping lightly against my skin.

“Jesus, Sophie,” he growled. “You are so fucking hot. I’ve been dreaming of this.”

I blinked at him. “Really?”

“Ever since you started working for me. I wanted you so damned bad I didn’t think I was going to be able to stand it.”

“Good. Because I’ve been dreaming about it, too. I haven’t been able to think of anything else in weeks.”

I reached behind me to untie my bikini top and then flung it to the side of the pool. My pink nipples were already hard as marbles and the friction against them as I pushed myself against the bare skin of Brent’s chest sent quivers through my core. Brent put his arms back around my waist and surged through the warm, caressing water to the ladder. He gripped it with one hand and let go of me.

I dropped away from him reluctantly and started to climb out, but his hand on my arm stopped me.

“No,” he said, and his hand went down to caress my ass again and hooked my bikini bottom. “Take these off.”

I thrashed for a second and then the bottom sailed off to join my top.

Brent’s hot eyes lingered on my jutting tits and pink gumdrop nipples, then sank below the level of the water.

“Now do mine.”

His little smirk drew an answering grin from me, and I ducked under the water. I tugged his trunks down, slowly freeing his twitching rod from its wet prison. As his trunks slid down to his ankles, Brent’s cock bobbed free in the water before my face. I gave it a little kiss before climbing up his hard body then wrapping my legs around his waist again. Brent reached back and gripped the sides of the ladder. When he was steady, I felt beneath me and guided his pulsating shaft to the opening of my pussy. With slow motions of my hips I rocked against him to work his thickness inside me a little bit at a time. Brent’s eyes half-closed and he leaned his head back against a rung of the ladder with a groan.

“Jesus, Sophie. You’re so damned tight.”

I didn’t answer him. It was all I could do to get enough air as it was. He felt huge inside of me, like if he stretched me any more I was going to burst. It felt so good, that aching, fluttery void inside me finally stuffed full of hot, hard cock. My walls were still pulsating, and I wondered if Brent could feel it. When he was all the way in, I threw my head back and moaned, then wrapped my arms around Brent’s neck to give me some leverage.

I swiveled my hips back, moving myself about an inch up on Brent’s shaft before rocking back the other way, swallowing him in the depths of my soaking hole and grinding my swollen clit against his pubic bone. I worked him slowly in and out, with each thrust shoving him so far into me that it felt like he was reaching all the way up to my belly button. Brent had his eyes closed now and he was biting his lip. 

I kept rocking, slowly, steadily, so that his head stretched and rubbed the deepest parts of me. Warmth built between my legs, a tingling heat spreading up from my pussy through my clit and deep into my core. I locked my ankles tight around Brent and clenched my thighs, gradually speeding the rhythm as I thrust against him. He felt me getting close and bent his head back over me, lips hot on my skin, his tongue slick along mine as I panted against him with the force of what was rising inside me.

“Brent. Oh god, yes, Brent,” I whimpered.

It hit me like a tsunami of pure sensation, waves of heat and ecstasy that left me seeing stars as the world reeled around me. I dug my fingers into Brent’s back and neck, burying my face in his chest to stifle the cries I had been waiting so long to utter. 

When I came back to myself I found Brent smiling down at me, one palm pressing against my back to hold me up in case I let go of him. His erection was still hard and pulsing inside of me. A pang of guilt washed through me. While I’d been having the orgasm of my life, he’d been waiting patiently for me to finish.

“Oh, my poor, poor Brent.”

I glanced around and patted the side of the pool next to where we were standing.

“Sit up here, and I’ll take good care of you,” I promised.

He pulled himself up the ladder and sat down where I had told him. It put his cock just at the right height for me to suck him dry. I pushed in between his legs and slipped my fingers around the satiny skin of his shaft. Brent moaned softly when I touched him. I knew he had to be aching and I didn’t make him wait. I stuck out my pink tongue and licked slowly upwards from the base up to the head. He was still coated with my juices, and the thought of lapping my own tangy cum off of him was so dirty that my pussy started tingling all over again.

I looked up at him with a teasing smirk. “Do you like that, Brent? Do you like watching me lick my own cum off of your hard cock?”

His blue eyes burned down into mine. “Sophie, that’s so fucking hot…” he murmured hoarsely.

I gave him a wicked little smile, then opened wide and took him all the way into my mouth until the head slid against the back of my throat. I sucked hard on him and lashed my tongue against him until I felt his hips begin making little thrusting motions. Slowly I drew my head back, massaging the bottom of his shaft with my tongue while still sucking hard. I moved my hand holding his cock down to play with his balls, lightly stroking his balls with my fingernails until he shuddered with pleasure at every touch.

He slid out of my mouth and I licked him again, noisily, sucking his pre-cum hungrily from the end of the swollen, purple head. Before he had a chance to recover I sucked him back into my mouth, swallowing him deep in one swift motion. I looked up into his wild blue eyes and began to move my head up and down on his shaft, giving him time to enjoy the warm, wet velvet of my mouth on every inch of his shaft. 

“Sophie,” he moaned. “Oh, Sophie. That’s so fucking good.”

The skin of his sack tightened against my fingertips until I knew he was almost there. More of his pre-cum drifted across my tongue, its salty bitterness flooding my mouth, and I sank all the way down on him and caressed his balls.

“Oh, god.”

His cock spasmed and jerked in my mouth and I almost gagged as he pushed against the back of my throat, but I held on as he shot his load and I swallowed every drop of it. Brent was gasping, his hands clenched in my long, auburn hair. I hadn’t even felt it when he grabbed me.

I eased back from him slowly, using my tongue to swab him clean until his now-shrinking cock fell down between his legs. He sighed and sank back on the tiles, and I climbed out of the pool to lay beside him.

After a little while I reached out and draped one arm over his hard stomach.

“Brent?”

“Hm?” he asked dreamily, his eyes still closed.

“I’ve given it a lot of thought and I’d like to take you up on that offer to sleep here.”

Brent jerked half upright and stared at me with hope flaring in his eyes. “What about your roommate, Emily? Won’t she be lonely?”

“I’ll buy her a dog.”

He threw his head back and laughed. “Stay as long as you want, Sophie. You don’t ever have to leave—and I hope you won’t.”

He pulled me close to him, and I knew I wasn’t ever going to. But I sure as hell wasn’t staying in the spare room.

*          *          *

When I heard Brent’s car pull up in the driveway, I paused my movie and hurried to the front door to meet him. I was wearing a sleeping t-shirt and panties and his favorite perfume. It had become a nightly ritual whenever he was working. I’m not sure which one of us enjoyed it more.

“God, I love coming home,” he murmured as I melted against him and tipped my face up to be kissed.

As always, the smell of him and the feel of his powerful arms wrapped tightly around me got me all fluttery inside. When his lips left mine to nuzzle into the softness of my neck I shivered and my nipples stiffened diamond-hard under my shirt.

“How was your day?” I asked.

“Much better now.”

I moaned a little as his lips nibbled my tender skin. It never ceased to amaze me how the man could still make me light up like the Fourth of July without halfway trying. You’d think that it would wear off after a while, but somehow it never did. After a few moments he relaxed his hold and I led him into the living room. While he sank onto the couch I poured him a glass of Glenfiddich.

He peered at the TV. “What are you watching tonight?”

“Dawn of the Dead.”

“Original or remake?” he asked.

“Remake.”

“Good,” he replied, taking a sip of his Scotch. “I like that one better.”

I grinned at him. “Me, too.”

I was now twenty-one and legally able to drink. I was also legally Mrs. Brent Cagle and could have joined him in a glass, but while I’d developed a taste for cinnamon whiskey I’d never developed a tolerance for alcohol. Usually I just savored the taste of it on him when I kissed him—and it was every bit as wonderful as I’d imagined.

“Kids give you a hard time today?”

I snuggled up next to him on the couch, soaking up the warmth of his body and shivering when his large palm settled possessively on my bare thigh.

“Nah. We went to the park and then spent the rest of the day hanging out at the pool. That keeps them too worn out to be too much trouble.”

Brent laughed. “Best investment I ever made.” His fingertips stroked along my inner thigh and sent goose bumps racing over my skin. “Well, second best.”

I started to play the movie, but Brent took the remote away with one hand while his other crept up my thigh until his fingers were brushing against my slit through my panties.

“Why don’t we just skip the movie tonight and go to bed?”

The husky need in his voice set my hormones on fire, and my pussy went wet and loose in response.

“Okay,” I whispered.

He shut off the TV and led me to our bedroom, closing the door behind us. With a little grunt he picked me up and dropped me onto the bed. I wriggled back against the covers and suddenly remembered the days before he’d claimed me, when playing with myself in his bed was the closest I ever got to him. I giggled a little at the thought.

“What?” he asked.

My face went hot in reply. There was no way I was telling him about that.

“Nothing.”

“Come on. Out with it. Don’t make me spank you.”

It was a hollow threat. We both knew I loved it when he spanked me.

“Fine,” I grumbled, pretending to pout, and then told him about the fun I used to have in his bed.

Brent snorted a laugh. “Oh, that.”

“You knew?” I squeaked.

“I always knew. I could smell you in my bed. It about drove me crazy.”

I stared at him in exasperation. “Then why didn’t you do anything about it?”

“Because I thought I was too old. Until one day you proved to me that I wasn’t.”

I laughed at that, because Brent most certainly was not too old. Holding out my arms to him, I drew him onto the bed and cradled him between my thighs.

“Maybe you’d better prove it to me again, just in case,” he whispered against my ear as his weight settled against me.

“Whenever you want,” I agreed eagerly.

I would never get tired of proving it to him.

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at The Nanny’s Halloween Treat. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.
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Sneak Peek: The Nanny’s Halloween Treat

“GOODNIGHT, MEGAN. Thank you again, and good luck at the university.”

“Thanks, Mr. Simmons. Night.”

As I walked down the sidewalk I fought to hold back the tears. I had been babysitting the Simmons’ kids for six years, since I was fourteen. I had grown to love the kids, and during the last four of those years I had been desperately, hopelessly in love with Kevin Simmons. Kevin was the perfect guy - roughly handsome, funny, and devoted to his wife and kids. I looked at him and wanted him so badly it made my knees wobbly. I wanted to feel his arms around me, his hard body pressing against me, his cock buried deep inside me. 

His wife, Joan, was another story. Bitch was the kindest word I ever used to describe her outside of their home. I never understood how she could treat someone like him so badly, or why he let her get away with it. I was pretty sure she had been cheating on him, above and beyond everything else. I couldn’t figure that one out, either; all of my girlfriends would have killed for a guy like Kevin.

Tomorrow I was leaving the state for two years to finish my degree. I didn’t know when—or if—I would ever see Kevin Simmons again. He might be transferred, or get another job and move before I got back. The thought of never seeing him again twisted inside me like broken glass, and hot tears brimmed in my eyes and ran in scalding trails down my cheeks. I didn’t even bother to wipe them away; I just let them come as I got into my car and sat looking back at the darkened house that held all my loves and dreams.

In my wildest moments of desperation that night I had considered telling him, had considered throwing myself on him and pouring out my heart to him and begging him to open his eyes and see that another life was possible. Deep down, though, I knew that he would never leave Joan and the kids, and the only thing I would accomplish would be to taint the memory of this last night. Even worse, I knew he would be kind and sympathetic, and I thought that his kindness might shatter me. I could take anger, deal with humiliation, but I couldn’t bear being the object of his pity. So I said nothing, endured the cold stares of Joan Simmons in silence, and ended the night with six syllables of nothing that I’m sure Kevin had forgotten before he closed the door.

I drove off before I sat so long that it looked suspicious, headed around the block, and pulled up in my driveway. My parents were long asleep, so I tiptoed in and shut myself up in my room to get ready for bed. I flipped out the light and lay there a long time staring into the darkness, too worked up and aching with need for Kevin to be able to sleep. Finally I gave up, felt my way over to the satchel where I had packed my toiletries and makeup, and pulled my vibrator from its hiding place.

Stripping off my nightshirt I crawled back into bed, enjoying the feel of the cool, soft sheets against my skin. I didn’t start off with the vibrator right away; I pushed through my folds to expose my clit where it lay hidden and gently trailed my fingertips over the sensitive skin. I teased in lazy circles around it, and brushed it lightly until with an aching tingle in my middle it began to swell and harden. As it firmed up I increased the pressure and rubbed faster. 

In my mind Kevin’s fingers explored me, teasing and tickling and setting off the burning ache inside my pussy that could only be satisfied by his cock. His breath was hot against my skin, and my nipples tightened and went hard. I smelled his cologne, warm and spicy and masculine, as he bent over me, felt his hardness rubbing against me, straining to bury itself in my tight wetness.

My poor, throbbing pussy was soaking. I massaged my clit with one hand and worked two fingertips from the other deep inside my slippery tunnel. They became his fingers again, exploring my depths, searching for the secret places buried inside of me that would make my toes curl. I kicked the sheets aside and spread my legs wider, wanting to be filled, to be stretched, to be penetrated.

I snatched up the vibrator and pressed it against my throbbing clit, gasping at the electric shocks searing through me, all the way from below my belly button to my ass. Warm, tingling waves spread out from its touch, centered on my aching clit and pussy. I eased it back and forth through my slit until it was slick with my juices, and thrust it inside of me in a single swift motion.

The thrill of it shoved me back into the bed, arching my back and writhing in pleasure. It was Kevin’s cock, hot and perfect and filling me as I had dreamed of for years, like I had never been filled in real life. A memory popped into my head unbidden of a night in this bed three years ago, when I had given my virginity to Roger Stuart then cried my eyes out because while he was a nice guy and did his best, he wasn’t Kevin.

I shoved that aside and concentrated on the vibrator, running it in and out of my sopping hole with practiced ease. Heat built up in my depths, and my muscles tightened, straining in my thighs, my calves, my feet as my body cried out for release from the burning pressure. My breath sang out through the room in deep, quick pants as I focused on the glow inside me. Below, my fingers flew over my clit and the vibrator sloshed wildly as I imagined Kevin’s lips on my own as he thrust into me again and again.

The strands holding the tension inside of me burst into molten fragments and I had to bury my face in my pillow to keep from crying out. I heaved against the vibrator, and then pulled it out, gasping, for my ultra-sensitive nerves could no longer handle the sensory onslaught. I could feel my hot juices dripping down me to leak onto the bed.

After a while I got up and returned the vibrator to its hiding place, and then crawled wearily back under the covers and willed myself to sleep. Sometime before darkness took me I swore to myself that this was the last time, that I would start over fresh tomorrow and blot Kevin Simmons from my mind forever. I even believed it a little bit as I said it.

*          *          *

Two years later I stepped back into my room and dropped my suitcases on the bed. I had two weeks to wait until I could move into my new apartment, and my parents put their foot down about me staying in a hotel that long. I hadn’t put up much of a fight; something about going home for a little while felt right to me. The room looked about the same as it had when I left; a little smaller, maybe, but Mom hadn’t changed anything about it since my last visit at Christmas.

I wandered up the hall and into the kitchen, where Mom poured a cup of coffee for me and we went out onto the back patio. Over the next hour she filled me in on all the latest news and gossip about the people I had grown up around - who was married, who was divorced, whose kids were doing what. There was one family conspicuous in its absence.

I sipped my coffee and studied Daddy’s rosebushes by the back fence. “How are the Simmons?” I asked with almost painful nonchalance.

When Mom didn’t answer right away I glanced over at her. She was watching me closely, a small frown on her lips.

“What?”

She snorted. “You know what, Megan. Do you really want to dredge that up again?”

“Dredge what up? I just babysat for them.”

“Your crush on Kevin Simmons was the worst kept secret on the block. I think the only people who didn’t have a clue were your father and Kevin. And Kevin wouldn’t have noticed if you had poked him in the eye with it.”

“I did not have a crush on Kevin Simmons.”

“Don’t lie to your mother, dear.”

“Fine. Just tell me,” I growled.

Mom sighed. “About six months ago Joan filed for divorce. You said several times before you went away that you thought she was cheating on him. Well, apparently she was, with her boss. She moved away with him and left Kevin here with the kids. Said they were all standing between her and her career, and she needed to take care of herself.”

“She was always the coldest, most selfish bitch I ever met.”

“I don’t think you’ll find anyone around here who will argue with you about that.” 

“How are the kids?”

“They’re holding up. I get the impression Kevin was already doing the lion’s share of parenting and caring for them, anyway.” She peered at me over the top of her glasses. “What are you going to do?”

“Do?” I laughed. “I’m not going to do anything. My schoolgirl crush on Kevin Simmons was long ago and far away. I’m sorry for him and Adam and Madison, but it doesn’t have anything to do with me.”

Oh, the lies we tell ourselves.

Mom wisely decided not to comment. She just blinked owlishly and changed the subject to Daddy’s latest project at work. I jumped into the new topic and did my best to block any thoughts of Kevin Simmons from my mind.

Two nights later that little strategy went to hell in a bucket.

I had gone to the store to pick up some things, and when I turned the corner to go down the shampoo aisle I practically collided with him.

“Oh, sorry about that,” he apologized, and then recognition dawned. “Megan?”

“My fault. Hi, Mr. Simmons.” 

Old habits die hard. My stomach dropped somewhere around China and my heart thrummed like a hummingbird’s. The two years I had been away hadn’t hurt him at all. If anything, he looked better than before I left. I smiled and mentally cursed the universe. This was a rotten trick to play on me, not fair at all.

Continue reading The Nanny’s Halloween Treat…
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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.

Punishing Shelbie

She tasted of cherry lip gloss and bubblegum and innocence.

Shelbie has been teasing her best friend’s dad for months. She knows it’s wrong and that it’s sinful, but he’s so sexy she just can't help herself. The hunger burning in his eyes is like a drug and the more she gets, the more she needs.

But Derek Vance can only take so much, and when the preacher’s girl pushes him too far he turns the tables on her. Now he’s determined to punish her taunting by giving her exactly what she’s been asking for. Will Shelbie’s innocence be the price she pays for tormenting him?

Obsessed

I’d never imagined that someone just looking at me could set me on fire.

Why couldn’t Patrick look at me that way? But this was his father, and the feelings surging through my body were wrong on so many levels that I didn’t even know where to start listing them. This couldn’t be happening. What the hell had I done? I’d kissed my boyfriend’s father. He’d kissed me.

And sweet God, how I wanted him to do it again.

I should have felt guilty for kissing her, but I didn’t. From the very first moment I set eyes on Sylvie, I wanted her. I didn’t give a fuck that she was half my age, or my son’s girlfriend. I didn’t care about anything, except somehow taking her away from him and claiming her for my own.

I intended to make her mine—completely mine—and know that no other man but me was ever going to touch her again.

With One Word

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

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

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

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

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

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially to everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO
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		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

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

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

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

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

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

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

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

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

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

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

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

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

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

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

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

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

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

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

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

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

	}

	return 0;

}
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