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Summary

Six years is a whole world of difference when you’re sixteen, but not nearly so much when you’re twenty-two.

When Megan went away to college she swore that she was going to forget all about Kevin Simmons. Four years later she’s back and surprised to find that her feelings for the man she used to babysit for are still very much alive. But this time Kevin is divorced, and maybe he’s not so far out of reach as he once was. When a chance meeting in the supermarket proves that he can still make her weak in the knees with just a smile, she grabs the chance to push herself back into his life. Can Megan turn herself into a tempting Halloween treat that Kevin won't be able to refuse?
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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.

“So you’re back from school?”

“Graduated in May. I start my new job on Monday.”

“That’s good. Do you live around here?”

“Not really. I’m just staying with my parents for a couple of weeks until my new apartment is ready.”

“Oh, I see.”

And so did I. I saw that he was looking right through me and didn’t see me at all. I couldn’t understand it. I was not used to guys staring through me as if I wasn’t there. Not if they still had a pulse.

“My mom told me about Mrs. Simmons,” I said carefully. “Are Adam and Madison all right?”

Kevin shrugged, which just emphasized the tight fit of the dress shirt over his broad shoulders. “As well as can be expected. The rejection thing hit them pretty hard. You can imagine.”

I struggled not to choke. “Yes, I can.”

He brightened a little as a thought struck him. “Why don’t you drop by sometime? They’d love to see you again. They were so upset when you left that for a while I thought we were going to have to follow you to Houston. We never could find a babysitter they liked half as much as you.”

A light bulb went off inside of my head. Kevin was looking through me because in his mind I was still the babysitter, sweet little Megan, the underage girl who watched his kids for pocket money. Only I wasn’t, not anymore, and I desperately wanted him to wake up to that fact. I supposed that calling him ‘Mr. Simmons’ wasn’t exactly helping. He was what, six years older than I was? Six years is a whole world of difference when you’re sixteen, but not nearly so much when you’re twenty-two.

I gave him my best smile. “I’d love to see them, too. Is tomorrow all right?”

“Tomorrow would be great. We’ll be looking forward to it.”

His face lit up and for just a second I thought I had gotten to him, but he walked off without a backward glance. I looked at my reflection in the mirror by the racks of eyeliner and sighed. I was beginning to wonder if something was wrong with me. Either I was seriously off my game, or Kevin was the most oblivious man on the planet.

Mom gave me a hard look the next evening after dinner when I told her I was going out while very carefully neglecting to say where.

“Hmph. Gladys wins the pool.”

“What pool?”

“We all bet five dollars on how long it would take you to get over to Kevin’s house. I bet it would be two days, Gladys bet on three, and Charlene bet on four.”

“Mother!”

She grinned. “Go along, now.”

I was still fuming as I pulled to the curb in front of Kevin’s house. Two days. My own mother was betting on my lack of self-control. I was afraid to even think about what other bets she and her two friends had going. I took a deep breath, willed my heart to slow its frantic hammering, and rang the doorbell.

“Adam, go see who that is,” I heard Kevin call from somewhere inside.

A minute later the door swung open and I smiled down at ten-year-old Adam. His eyes got big.

“Megan,” he squealed and launched himself at me.

Footsteps clattered through the hall and his eight-year-old sister Madison hit me from the other side. I scooped them both into a big hug and staggered into the foyer. Kevin stood there watching, a satisfied smile on his face.

“I told you they missed you,” he said.

“I missed them, too.”

“Would you like some coffee?”

“Yes, please.”

The kids treated me to the full tour, showing me everything that was new or had changed since I had last seen them and they both regaled me with stories of school and play. When Kevin showed up with the coffee I was sitting on the floor in Madison’s room, playing a game with the two of them to an audience of the little girl’s stuffed animals. I pretended that I didn’t see him, and he stood shadowed in the doorway for a long time watching before he walked in and offered me the steaming cup.

I stood up and stretched, arching a little to make sure he got a good view of my tits. “I’m not used to sitting on the floor like that anymore,” I said with a rueful smile. 

I caught a flicker, no, more than a flicker of interest. So he wasn’t completely oblivious after all.

“Finish the game,” little voices chorused from around my knees.

I smiled at Kevin and sank back to the floor. Sometime during the game he wandered off again, and I lost track of time. It was almost two hours later when I looked at my watch and realized just how long I had been preoccupied with the kids.

“Okay, guys, Megan needs a break,” I announced.

I carried my empty coffee cup into the kitchen, where Kevin sat reading at the breakfast bar. He smiled as I placed the cup in the sink.

“Thank you, Megan.”

“For what?”

“Spending time with the kids. It means a lot.”

“I haven’t told you what my new hourly rate is, yet.” I grinned at him and winked.

“Whatever it is, it’s worth every penny.”

“It’s all right, Kevin. I missed them just as much as they missed me.”

He started at the use of his first name, then relaxed. And he took a good long look at me, really at me, Megan the woman, not Megan the little babysitter, for the first time. My pulse took off like a racecar. Kevin opened his mouth to say something, and naturally the kids picked that moment to come barreling into the kitchen. 

“Come play with us some more, Megan.”

“Megan has entertained you enough for one day,” Kevin proclaimed. “Besides, it’s bedtime; you both have school in the morning.”

Madison put her arms around me and looked up with big, pleading eyes. “Megan, will you come back and play with us some more? You’re not going to go away again, are you?”

My mouth went dry and I was sure that Kevin could hear my heart pounding. I knelt down between Adam and Madison and put an arm around both. “Yes, Madison, I’ll be back. I’m never going away again, and I’ll always make time to come and see you.”

Kevin’s face went studiedly blank, and I knew he was worried that it was a promise I wouldn’t keep. I had a thought. I do get them from time to time, and this seemed to be a good one.

“I tell you what,” I said, “Halloween is Saturday. How about I come and take you two trick-or-treating like we used to?”

Delighted squeals informed me that I nailed that one.

“You don’t have to do that, Megan,” Kevin said, but that blank look had vanished and his eyes were relieved.

“Yes I do.” I looked up gave him a long smile. “Oh, yes I do.”

When he walked me to the door, I brushed against him in the narrow hallway. Accidentally, of course. I hoped that rubbing up against me while I was wearing the perfume that my college roommate had referred to as “bottled lust” would get his hormones flowing, and he would spend the rest of the week thinking about me. From the look in his eyes when we said goodbye, I figured I nailed that one, too. That look sent tingles all through me, and if Kevin had tried to fuck me against the wall in the foyer right then and there I would have let him.

Mom didn’t say anything when I got home, and she didn’t ask me how it went. I guess the way I floated about six inches off the ground told her everything she needed to know. I didn’t offer her anything, either. She and her gossip buddies Gladys and Charlene could just sit around and stew over it.

The next day I went shopping and didn’t come home until I had found the sexiest little witch costume money could buy. It fit me like a second skin and revealed so much leg and cleavage that it was probably illegal to wear in public in most states. If I couldn’t get Kevin’s attention while wearing it, it was time to start shopping for either a nunnery for me or a coffin for him. Mom was again uncharacteristically mute when she saw it laid out on my bed. I just smiled and walked past her.

The rest of the week flew by, and before I knew it Saturday snuck up on me. And time stopped. I found myself obsessively checking the time, counting down the minutes until six o’clock, when I had promised to pick up the kids. Worse, every minute the butterflies in my stomach seemed to multiply. I don’t know if it was stage fright, fear of what would happen if Kevin rejected me, fear of what would happen if Kevin didn’t reject me, or what, but it turned that Saturday into the longest day of my life. By the time I had to start changing into my costume, I was so nervous that I was having doubts about even going through with it.

Mom stopped me at the door. “Meg, are you sure you know what you’re doing?”

I started to make a flippant reply, but the honest concern in her voice made me stop and think. “I don’t know, Mom. All I’m sure of is that I want this more than I’ve ever wanted anything. Whether it’s right, wrong, or stupid I have no idea. I just know that I want him; I’ve wanted him for years. And now I’m going to go over there and take my best shot at getting him.”

I’m sure I sounded a lot more confident than I felt. Mom held me there with her eyes another minute, then sighed. Her lips curved in a slight smile.

“Go get him before one of those divorcee bitches up the street snags him,” she said.

I grinned, kissed her, and blew out the door. Five minutes later I pulled up at the curb in front of Kevin’s house. My mouth was dry as cotton and my pulse pounded in my ears, so I made myself sit there a few seconds to get myself together. There was no more time for doubts, no room for second thoughts. I was going to walk in there and knock Kevin Simmons’ socks off. That was all there was to it.

I didn’t even make it to the door before the kids flung it open and charged. Adam was dressed up like a zombie, and Madison was apparently still going through her fairy princess phase.

“Megan! You came!”

“Well of course I did, silly. I said I would, didn’t I?”

I herded them back into the house. Kevin walked into the kitchen from the hall, saw me, and stopped cold. His mouth opened but nothing came out. I smiled sweetly at him.

“Hi, Kevin.”

“Megan. Your costume is… You look amazing.”

His eyes supplied a number of other adjectives, most of which were not suitable for the kids’ ears. I figured I could cross getting his attention off of my “To Do” list for the evening. Now I just needed to bring him to a slow boil. I leaned against the corner of the breakfast bar. My costume clung in all the right places; I could have kissed whoever designed it. Kevin’s eyes were riveted on me.

“Thanks. I kind of had to grab it at the last minute and hope for the best. I’m just glad it fits all right.”

I gave him a saucy grin. I didn’t want to play it too innocent. The goal was to hit him repeatedly in the head with the idea that I was a very hot, available woman and definitely not the teenage babysitter.

“Yeah. Yeah, it certainly does that.”

“I’m going to take them out, now, Kevin. We’ll be back in a couple of hours.”

“All right. Be careful.”

“Careful? Careful of what? We’re just going through the neighborhood.”

His eyes caressed every curve of my body from head to foot. Then back from foot to head. He took his time and did it right. Just the hint of a smile lit his face, but his eyes were laughing.

“I’m expecting a very sudden outbreak of car wrecks on the streets where you take the kids.”

I snorted. “Kevin Simmons, I have no idea what on earth you mean.”

“Of course not.”

His voice was dry, but his eyes on me positively smoldered. A quiver went off deep in my belly and the room suddenly seemed about ten degrees warmer. Kevin was already really hot, but when he looked at me that way I was ready to rip my clothes off and let him do anything he wanted. Twice. But the kids were waiting.

“We’ll see you in a little while,” I blurted. “Come on, guys.”

I grabbed their hands and headed for the door. I didn’t go too fast. I knew Kevin had a good view of me from behind and it would have been a shame to waste it. It would give him something to think about while I was out with the kids. And I was hoping he thought of me every single second that I was gone.

The kids and I hit every house in the neighborhood. By the time I told them we needed to head home, their bags were jammed full of candy and they were worn out from all the walking and excitement. I hadn’t noticed any car wrecks, but a number of the older boys did seem to develop sudden motor control issues when we passed by. Several tried walking off porches without using the steps, or collided with one another as they passed. I figured they probably got hold of some bad candy. It couldn’t have been me.

Kevin was waiting by the door and turned off the porch light as we came in.

“We’re out of candy,” he explained.

Everyone gathered on the floor in the living room and we divided up the spoils while the annual Halloween cartoons played on TV. As designated chaperone I claimed a percentage for myself. I have a horrible, horrible weakness for dark chocolate, and I snatched every single piece. The kids didn’t like it much, anyway. I was really just doing them a favor. Don’t judge me.

Kevin avoided the candy, and contented himself with unwrapping me with his eyes. I made sure to sit where I could give him the best possible view without making it too obvious. When we made eye contact you could practically hear the sizzle. Those glances had me soaked and throbbing, and I’m sure he noticed my rock-hard nipples poking through my costume. As much time as he spent admiring my tits, I certainly don’t see how he could have helped noticing.

“All right, you two, time for bed,” Kevin finally announced.

“But Dad…”

“Scoot.”

They piled on me again. “G’night, Megan. Thanks for taking us.”

I squeezed them both. “You’re welcome. Sleep tight.”

As they scampered off, Kevin stood up and offered me a hand. He pulled me to my feet, but he didn’t let go of my hand. We stood there a moment, looking at each other and wondering what would come next, then he let my fingers slip through his and walked into the kitchen.

“Would you like a drink?” he asked quietly.

“I’d love a beer, Kevin.”

He pulled two dark brown bottles from the refrigerator, popped the tops off, and nodded towards the patio. I followed him outside and Kevin set the bottles down on the little round table. We sat there for a while in darkness, sipping our beers, the silence between us growing heavier with each passing second. I watched Kevin out of the corner of my eye as he gazed out into the evening, the sharp lines of his face wreathed in shadows, inscrutable in the dim light coming from the kitchen.

“I haven’t been able to get you out of my mind since you came back,” he said quietly. “I wake up in the morning and the first thing I think of is you. All day all I can see is your face.”

“That sounds distracting.” I didn’t try to hide the satisfaction in my voice.

“Oh, it is. And when you throw in that costume it’s positively maddening.”

“So my evil plan is working.”

“And what is your evil plan, exactly?”

“To drive you wild, to make you obsess about me every minute of every day, to get you to the point where you can’t say no, and then seduce you.”

“Ah. Then I have to agree, it is working.”

“You don’t sound particularly upset by that.”

“No, not really. I do wonder why, though.”

I couldn’t help it. I giggled. He really was oblivious. “Kevin Simmons, I have been completely crazy about you since I was sixteen years old. And according to my mother, everyone in the world knew it, except you.”

There was a stunned pause. “Are you serious?”

“I used to cry myself to sleep at night because I wanted you so much.”

“Oh,” he said, his voice very small.

Before I could say another word he was standing before me, pulling me up from my chair. His arms went around my waist and pulled me in close, melding me against his hard body, and his lips dove on mine, hard and hungry. I stood on my tiptoes to meet him, all of my pent-up passion driving me to crush myself against him. Our tongues rammed together, twisting and sliding as we tasted each other for the first time. I wanted to drown myself in the sharp, spicy smell of his cologne, to wrap it around me like a blanket. Dear god I was in heaven; the feel of him, the taste and the smell of him. My wildest fantasies had never come close to the reality of this moment. I never wanted it to end.

So naturally he pulled away. I whimpered in protest as our tongues parted. At least he didn’t let go of me; his arms held onto me as if he was afraid I might fly away if he did. Intense eyes gazed down into mine, just watching me, waiting to see my reaction. 

“Kevin,” I whispered.

Our lips met again, tongues exploring in a torrid frenzy. Kevin’s hands moved from my waist to enjoy the curves of my body, his fingers lingering over the tight suppleness of my ass. One hand continued holding me to him while the other ran up my back and twined into my hair. Slowly he pulled my head back and his lips nibbled down my chin and the line of my jaw. I shivered as he breathed hot and moist against my ear, spurring on the heat building in my abdomen. He nuzzled down and around my neck, and I moaned as every touch of his tongue on my skin lit off fresh waves of tingles in my pulsing pussy. Lips burned my skin all the way down to the cleft between my tits where they were held close by my tight-fitting costume. Kevin’s heavy breathing seared the softness of my breasts like the hot wind from an oven. He inhaled deeply, drawing in my perfume, and licked and kissed flaming trails across me until my nipples ached for his warm mouth.

I found myself forcing my hips against him, grinding my clit against the hardness of Kevin’s erection. He felt so big through his jeans, and I was dying to free him and feel his heat inside of me. I grabbed his head and pulled his face away from my tits and back up to my lips, kissing him wildly, and then drew back a little. 

My butterflies were back with a vengeance, despite the fact that I intended for things to go this way and had planned it all out in advance. I spent years pining for the guy and dreaming of this moment, and then when it finally came I was as nervous as though it was my very first time. I guess Kevin caught the vibes from that, or maybe it was my deer-in-the-headlights look. His mouth quirked up in a little smile, and he put a hand up to my face and brushed his fingertips against my cheek before planting a gentle kiss on the tip of my nose.

“We don’t have to rush things. We have all the time there is,” he said. “It’s all right, Megan.”

And it was true. It was all right. It was exactly the way it was supposed to be. The butterflies vanished, and I twined my fingers through his and led him back into the house, to his bedroom. Kevin closed the door quietly behind us. 

When he turned back, I faced away from him and pulled my hair up so he could get to the zipper on the back of my costume. I peeled the costume off and stood there before him wearing nothing but my skin. Kevin looked me up and down, eyes practically glowing with desire. That look got my pussy quivering deep inside again. I glanced down and saw that his erection was still bulging inside his jeans.

“God, you’re so beautiful,” he sighed.

I put my arms around him and nestled against his chest, soaking in his warmth and scent. Pulling his shirt from his jeans, I undid the buttons and tossed it aside. The t-shirt underneath looked like it was painted over his muscles. Kevin stripped it off, and I slid my hands across his bare skin down to his jeans. His cock sprang free as I opened them; Kevin had gone commando, too. He slid out of his shoes and stepped out of the jeans so that he was as naked as I was.

His hands were cool on my burning skin as he guided me to the bed. I pushed him back and made him lie there while I crawled next to him. His cock was standing at attention, all mine now, and I wrapped both hands around his shaft. It was so thick that I couldn’t close my fingers around it, hot and incredibly hard. It had never been this vivid, this solid, in my dreams. It had never been this big.

The swollen, purplish head mesmerized me and drew me forward; I wanted to lick him, to taste him, to feel his hardness inside my mouth. I bent over Kevin and ran my tongue over the head while my long hair hung down to brush the skin of his sack and upper thighs. As I moved my tongue to caress the ticklish underside of his shaft, Kevin drew in a sharp breath and I felt his stomach muscles tense. With a little smile at him I slid the slowly pulsing head between my lips. I swirled my tongue over the tip, sucking away every drop of liquid oozing from him. It was a tight fit because he was so big around, but with a little patience I was able to work him all the way into my mouth. When the head reached the back of my throat, Kevin gave a long sigh.

I sucked hard and slowly lifted my head away from his lap, swishing the tip of my tongue against his most sensitive parts. I left him slick with my saliva, and as I pulled away I stroked up and down the exposed shaft with my hand. Once only his head was left inside my mouth, I shifted and slid back down to envelop him again, guiding him back in place with my tongue. Kevin moaned and rotated his hips, slowly thrusting upwards, trying to get more of his cock inside my velvety warmth. I let him take control, let him slide himself back and forth along the slippery wetness of my tongue, all the way to the very back of my throat and then out once more past my lips. Going down on him that way, letting him fuck my mouth, set off fires inside of me, and in seconds my pussy was soaked.

The taste of cum spread slowly over my tongue and I got ready for him to shoot off in my mouth, but Kevin slid himself all the way out so that his cock stood rigid, swaying slightly before me. He reached down and pulled me up to him with a wicked glint in his eyes.

“That was fucking fantastic, Megan. Now I want to taste you.”

He laid me back on the bed and I spread my legs to reveal my steaming, pink slit to him. Kevin slid his middle finger gently into the valley between my lips, teasing his way into my tight, sopping tunnel. I moaned as he pushed inside of me, first one knuckle, then two, until he was all the way in and began to work slowly in and out. His tongue slipped between my folds, tickling the edges of the hole where his finger was buried, and then licking upwards until he discovered the hard bud of my clit. Jolts of electricity sizzled through me as his tongue flickered over its taut flesh. His fingers and tongue played me, building up the tingling pressure in my pussy that set off quakes deep within me. My hands flailed, looking for something to hold onto, and I clenched my fists in his blankets. 

“Kevin. Oh, god, Kevin. Oh, god.”

His tongue strummed on my clit, his fingers scissored inside my tight wetness, and I felt like I was going to burst with ecstasy. None of my boyfriends had ever come close to Kevin’s talents at eating pussy. Higher and higher he took me, until I couldn’t breathe, until I could barely see and my pulse pounded in my ears and I felt every muscle in my body constricting to try to bear the intoxicating pleasure drenching me. My hands grabbed Kevin’s head and jammed his face against me, my body screaming for the release that I needed him to give me. He never slowed the rhythm of his tongue or his fingers, stoking the fire inside of me until it became unbearable.

My orgasm broke like a dam bursting, sweeping everything before it in a crashing wave of bliss. I felt myself crying out in relief at the passing of that pressure inside of me, thrashing and arching as Kevin’s tongue brushed my clit, now hyper-sensitive to any kind of touch. Finally I sank back into the bed, drained.

“Oh, Kevin.”

He lifted himself over me and kissed me softly on the cheek. I could smell the musk of my pussy on him, and I rose up to kiss him, my tongue licking away the juices that covered his face and diving into his mouth to taste myself there. The smell and taste drove me wild, and the hot stiffness of his cock pressed into my thigh as our tongues thrust and slid together, sharing our breaths as our chests heaved in the throes of our passion. With a little flutter the tingling started again in the depths of my soaking tunnel.

Oh, god. He’s going to do it. He’s going to make me come again.

Kevin moved between my legs and positioned himself so the head of his cock pressed lightly into the folds of my slit. Slowly he rocked back, letting the head slide downward to rest right at the entrance of my aching snatch. He thrust forward a little, easing the head into the slippery hole, teasing it in and out until I moaned and tried to shove my hips forward and force him into me. With a little laugh he pulled out, and then slid his shaft up my slit so that it lay hard against my clit. He leaned against me, just enough to make his rod rub up against my little nub, teasing it back into hardness. Back and forth he teased between my clit and the opening of my pussy, tantalizing me with thoughts of that thick rod burying itself to the balls inside my aching hole. It was sweet, sweet torture, and I loved every second of it. Then he bent his head and sucked in one of my hard, pink nipples and I felt myself melt.

I was gushing again, the walls inside my tunnel trembling with need for him, a hollowness yearning to be filled. This time when the head of Kevin’s cock pressed into my slick hole he didn’t pull back. He moved his hips forward, driving that thick shaft into me, stuffing me and stretching me so that I gasped with each inch. I shoved down against him, needing him to be completely inside me so I could feel him penetrating every part of me. Oh, god, he was so perfect. No one had ever filled me, satisfied that empty ache the way that Kevin did.

When I felt that he was completely inside, I wrapped my legs around him and gripped his ass with my hands. He felt so good in me that I didn’t want him to move, I just wanted to enjoy the fullness of him, the way his hot hardness speared deep into me. Kevin’s lips nuzzled my chin and he let me lie still for a minute in bliss, then the fluttering of my pussy against his cock became too much. He eased back and began to fuck me with long, slow strokes, almost completely withdrawing each time and then thrusting all the way inside again. His body angled so each thrust caused him to press against my clit and his balls smacked against my ass, sending little jolts of pleasure through my pink little rosebud.

The stimulation was perfect, all driving together at once, and the burning tension building inside of my pussy now made my earlier orgasm pale in comparison. I gulped air in little gasps that were all I could manage, exhaled in little cries of pure joy at what Kevin was doing to my body.

Kevin’s breath blew hot against my ear. “Megan, oh Megan,” he moaned softly.

His breathing deepened and his arms tightened around me. He shoved his cock deep inside me and held it there. It jerked inside me again and again as Kevin shot me full of his scalding cum. The feel of him and the liquid burning inside of me touched off my own orgasm, and my pussy clamped down tight on his rod as my legs locked onto his waist to keep him buried in my steaming hole. I held onto him for dear life as I exploded, drenching his cock with my juices and crying out his name.

When I finally released my hold on him, Kevin dropped down next to me, one arm draped protectively, possessively over me. I smiled to myself in contented satisfaction and snuggled up tightly against his warmth.

“I wish I had noticed you sooner,” Kevin murmured.

“I should have found that costume earlier,” I replied. “I’ll have to wear it for you again.”

“It’s nice, but I prefer the Megan costume you’re wearing now.”

“Oh, I can wear this one for you every day.”

“I’d like that.”

“You won’t get tired of seeing the same old thing?” I teased.

His arm tightened around me. “I don’t think so. No, I really don’t think so.”

The End

Continue reading for a sneak peek at Obsessed with My Best Friend’s Dad. 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: Obsessed with My Best Friend’s Dad

ON THURSDAY AFTERNOONS after our chemistry class I always went home with Tara so we could puzzle out the homework together. Well, I mostly did the puzzling out while Tara complained about our professors. My grandfather has a saying, “You’d complain if they hung you with a new rope.” That was Tara, all right. She’d been my best friend since we met our freshman year of high school and I loved her like a sister, but the girl would curl up and die without something to bitch about.

We had started our freshman year of college and she was still finding new problems with all of our classes and professors. By the end of the year I’d be ready to jam an ice pick into my ear, but at least for now her litany of aggravations was new enough to be somewhat entertaining. Besides, there were certain fringe benefits to hanging around with Tara that made up for any shortcomings she had.

I forced my eyes back onto my friend and tried to pay attention to her latest rant about her English lit professor, but my gaze kept drifting over her shoulder to him. Oblivious, Tara ran on for a while before my automatic “Uh huhs” finally clued her in that I wasn’t really listening. When she glanced up and saw where I was looking her lips puckered in a little moue of irritation.

“Stop it,” she hissed under her breath.

“I can’t help it.” And wouldn’t have even if I could.

“He’s my dad, Julie.”

“That’s between you and him,” I murmured back. “Not my problem.”

“You’re so sick. He’s old.”

I let my gaze wander over Mike Ward where he sat in the kitchen, oblivious to the whispered conversation going on a few feet away, his gold-flecked brown eyes intent on something he was reading on his laptop. In a soft, faded pair of old jeans and a plain white cotton t-shirt which clung snugly to his broad shoulders and muscled upper arms he looked a lot more like a sexy blue collar type who spent his life working outdoors than a highly sought after network security consultant. While he wasn’t gym rat buff or anything, he had a naturally stocky build and worked out enough to make up for sitting behind a desk all day.

His bare feet were propped up on the arm of the adjacent chair, his body stretched out lazy and relaxed as a cat, and I lingered for a moment on his toes. The man has the sexiest toes—don’t even ask me how toes can be sexy because I can’t explain it, but his are. Muscled thighs rose to slim hips and then to that low bulge in the front of his jeans that made my breath catch a little. I was afraid to pause there, knowing how my body would react if I did. I swept my eyes up his powerful torso, caressed each long-familiar feature of his still unlined face. He always kept his hair cropped short and I knew there wasn’t a strand of gray in it—although as a single parent raising Tara he certainly had plenty of excuses for it.

Tara’s mom had walked out the summer before our junior year of high school, but Tara had insisted on staying here with her dad to graduate instead of moving to Oregon with her mother and younger sister. She had always been a daddy’s girl anyway, and I was glad because I didn’t want to lose my best friend—or her father. I felt a familiar, warm stirring low in my belly as I watched him, and I knew if he so much as smiled at me I’d get wet.

“No, he’s not old,” I sighed.

“Well, it doesn’t matter. He’s seeing someone from the company he’s consulting for now.”

The warmth pooling inside me vanished as though Tara had dumped a bucket of ice water on it. “He is?”

I knew he had been lonely. As a single father who doted on his oldest daughter and made every effort to participate in her life he had a lot on his plate, and I didn’t think he had seriously dated more than a couple of women since the divorce. Most of his time and attention went to Tara and his work. I really thought Tara would have mentioned it if he was dating anyone, though. For the last two years I had endured almost daily rants where she found fault with anything and everything her father did. Surely she would have said something? The thought that he might finally be moving on and starting a relationship with someone else left me with a cold, sick feeling in the pit of my stomach.

“Yes, he is. So you don’t have a chance with him anyway.”

Her smugness stung. “You don’t think so?”

She shook her head in exasperation. “She’s a woman, Julie, with experience and all kinds of things they have in common. You may be twenty, but you’re still a girl to him. Jeez, he couldn’t even buy you a drink if he took you out. Why would he be interested in you?”

Sometimes Tara could be naïve to the point of stupidity. “All men are interested in girls, you idiot. You don’t think Mr. Price lets you keep bailing on your Friday night shifts because he believes your lame excuses, do you? No, it’s because when you go up there to wheedle him you wear those skintight yoga pants.”

She at least had the decency to look embarrassed. “Maybe so,” she muttered, “but I’m not trying to fuck him. There’s a big difference between looking and touching, Julie. And even if you manage to get my dad to look, you’ll never get him to do more than that.”

“We’ll see. But right now we’d better get a move on or we’re going to miss the movie.” 

Tara slowed down long enough to give her dad a peck on the cheek as we went by, but ducked to avoid his hug. “Bye, Daddy!”

“Bye, Mr. Ward,” I echoed brightly, hoping to get his attention and wishing he’d hug me, too. For starters.

He shook his head at his retreating daughter and flashed a quick grin at me. “Bye, girls. Have a good time.”

My insides began to melt and I put a little extra sway in my hips as we walked out, just in case. I didn’t have the guts to look back and see if he noticed. Tara did, though.

“Slut,” she whispered.

For him I would be. I’d be anything he wanted, do anything he wanted, if he’d just give me a chance.

I don’t remember much of anything about the movie that night. All I could think about the whole time was Mike starting a serious relationship and maybe being taken off the market for good. Of course the miracle was that it hadn’t already happened, but with Tara halfway through college and not taking up all of his attention any longer it was only a matter of time before someone snatched him up.

When that happened my days of going over to the Wards’ house and dreaming about him would be over. Seeing him with another woman would be more than I could take, and I had too much pride to pine over someone else’s husband. A part of me wondered if that might not be the best thing; just let him go and move on. Tara was probably right, after all. Despite what I had told her, I had my doubts about Mike being interested in girls. Poor balding, middle-aged Mr. Price drooling over Tara in her yoga pants was one thing, but Mike was the kind of guy who could snag just about any woman who caught his eye. Unfortunately I wasn’t likely to do that. I wasn’t anything special—just one of the countless “girl next door” types he saw every time he left the house and never gave so much as a second glance. I wasn’t pretty enough to be striking and I wasn’t old enough to be interesting. The odds weren’t exactly stacked in my favor.

After the movie I went home to the apartment I shared with two other girls from college and locked myself in my room to be alone with my thoughts. As I flopped down onto my bed I kept seeing the way Mike’s face lit up when he had grinned at me, and wished I knew how to make him smile at me like that all the time. I wanted to know what it felt like to have his arms around me, to have him kiss me.

I wanted him. Body and soul, I wanted him.

Thinking of that ominous bulge in the front of his jeans had me dripping. I let my mind drift, wondered what it would look like, wondered how it would feel in my hands. I imagined him looking down at me as I knelt before him and licked and teased his long, hard shaft with my mouth. Would he like it slow and drawn out, or hot and fast?

The ache below my belly made my pussy shiver with longing. What would he do to me with that thick cock? My fingers drifted between my legs and settled on my clit. It was so hard that I could feel it easily even through my panties, but I needed more stimulation. I pushed two fingers under the elastic and traced delicate circles around my nub, imagining that it was his finger touching me, teasing me, making me ready to take his cock. What would it feel like to have his tongue working on me, his hot breath playing across the tender skin of my most private places? At the thought of his tongue slipping inside of my tight, pink hole my nipples crinkled as though I had stepped into a freezer.

And when he was finished with his tongue, what then? I’d let him fuck my mouth. I had seen videos of that on the internet and it looked so hot. I’d let him take me and use me however he wanted, give him anything he asked for. He’d fuck me hard and deep, thrusting into me until I gasped for breath and I couldn’t think straight, until he exploded inside of me and then I’d let myself follow him. If he wanted it I’d give him my ass, too. I’d be his completely, any way he liked.

Continue reading Obsessed with My Best Friend’s Dad …
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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.

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.

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?
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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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