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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.

I was throbbing inside and I writhed against my bedclothes, wishing I had stripped off my clothes. What would it feel like to take his thick rod inside of me, to have him hammer it into me and stretch me to my limits? My thighs trembled as I ran my finger down my slit until the tip slid into the slick, wet tunnel between my legs. I slipped it in and out, pretending it was his cock as my juices soaked through my panties and I was dying to come, but still I was unsatisfied, still unfulfilled. Frustrated, I pulled my finger out and licked the tangy, sticky fluids from it. Would he like the way I tasted?

I couldn’t stand it any longer. My aching pussy wouldn’t be denied. With frantic haste I tore off my clothes and then grabbed the vibrator I kept hidden in the drawer of my nightstand. Lying back spread eagle on my bed I flicked on my latex toy and placed the humming tip against my clit. Tingles shot out from that swollen lump into my entire lower body and I arched up off of the bed with a moan as the muscles in my cunt pulsated in harmony. God, I wanted him so badly.

I let the tip glide lower along my soft, wet folds until it was slick from the wetness seeping out of my pink hole, drew it in slow circles around the sensitive skin at the rim of my entrance while every nerve in my body quivered at attention. I rocked my hips against its touch, imagining that it was Mike’s cock and he was using it to tease and tantalize me before he slid it inside to fuck me hard and fast. Little by little I moved it lower until it thrummed against the puckered ring of my ass and jolts of prickling ecstasy surged through my entire bottom. What if he put his cock there, where nothing had ever been before?

I moaned once more and returned my attention to my cunt, which was leaking sweet cream to coat my slit and lips, and then moved the vibrator back up to my aching clit. I was getting closer, but I still needed more to push me over the edge. Fingers slippery with my juices fumbled at the knob at the base of my toy and eventually gripped it well enough to turn it up a couple of notches. The latex hammered against my clit and I bit my lip at the intensity of the pleasure. He could be rough, he could pound into me and I’d love every second. I’d just get hotter and wetter with each stroke, the way I was doing with the vibrator now.

The ache inside was almost unbearable now as the orgasm built, so I turned off the vibrator and in one swift move rammed it deep into my leaking hole. Again and again I thrust, harder and faster each time, fucking myself frantically as I imagined Mike on top of me, pounding away until he found his own release and shot his cum inside of me. I hung right on the edge, teetering until I found that one perfect spot and everything came apart at once.

I cried aloud as I came, not caring who heard me as the pulsating forces within buffeted me and juices spilled from my pussy to leak down onto my bed. The vibrator slipped from fingers gone numb and rolled onto the floor with a thud while I trembled and shook from the powerful aftershocks. With a groan I rolled onto my side and huddled into myself.

I had become obsessed. Every time I saw Mike, all I could think about was what it would be like to lie in his arms, to feel his hands on my naked skin, to have his cock filling me. For years I’d had something of a crush on him just because he was older and a hottie, but one night not long after Tara’s mom left I had walked in on him unnoticed while he was working out in the basement. I’d stood silently for several minutes and watched the play of his muscles under his smooth skin, glistening under a thin sheen of sweat, and that night my crush turned into something that wasn’t remotely schoolgirl-like. After that I saw him in a whole new light and began paying closer attention to who he was and not just how he looked.

How could any woman leave a man who was so perfect in every way?

As I lay there panting against my pillow under the wadded sheets, I knew that I was going to have to do something. I couldn’t just let him go without trying at least once to see if there was some chance to win him for myself. There had to be some way that I could get him to notice me, to get his attention long enough to make him realize that I was no longer the little girl who had been his daughter’s best friend in high school, but that I had become a woman.

We met at Tara’s house on Friday night because she’d managed to convince her boss to give her the night off again and she wanted to go out. I wasn’t exactly excited about the idea, but I was in college and was supposed to be having fun and enjoying a social life. At least that’s what everyone kept telling me. Mostly I just wanted to get my degree and get started with real life. I hadn’t been a big fan of the partying crowd back when I was in high school, and they weren’t any more appealing in college. Tara was my best friend, though, so I sucked it up and showed up at her place around nine o’clock.

Her dad answered the door. “Hey, Julie. She sucker you into another night out?”

“Yeah. You know Tara.”

He gave me a commiserating smile. “She’s still getting ready.”

“Of course she is.”

I poked my head into Tara’s bathroom. She was standing in front of the mirror in her robe, running a brush through her wet hair.

“Oh, my god,” I groaned.

“What?” she asked, all innocence. “I’m out of the shower.”

I rolled my eyes. She still had to do her hair, her makeup, and knowing Tara she hadn’t even picked out an outfit, yet. I was going to be waiting around for her for another hour, easily. She caught my expression and had the good grace to look remorseful.

“I’ll hurry, I promise.”

“Mm, hm. I’ll be waiting in the living room.”

“Come on, Julie. At least keep me company.”

“While you’re running the hair dryer and lost in your own little world doing your makeup? I’ll pass.”

“Fine, whatever,” she grumbled.

“Just hurry.”

I wasn’t as upset as I sounded. While I waited, I could hang out with her dad. Totally worth it.

Mr. Ward had gone back to the living room and was lazing in his recliner watching TV. I stretched out on the couch and tried not to be too obvious about checking him out. Sexy stubble shadowed his face, and a gray t-shirt was painted over the rippled muscles of his torso. My heart gave a little flip as my eyes roamed over him, while warmth pooled low in my belly. I ached to crawl into the chair with him and wrap him around me like a blanket. My eyes went to the television and I let out a snort of disbelief.

“My Fair Lady?”

“I got hooked on George Bernard Shaw in college. And it’s Audrey Hepburn and Rex Harrison. What’s not to like?”

A smoking hot guy who liked classical musicals. Was it any wonder I was crazy about him? But why was he home? Why wasn’t he out with the woman Tara said he was seeing?

“I never read it,” I admitted.

“You ought to give it a try. I think you’d enjoy it. At least if you can get past the fact that Eliza doesn’t end up with the professor in the play.”

I really didn’t want to think about that. Eliza and Professor Higgins belonged together—just as surely as Mike and I did. He might not know it yet, but I was certain of it. I’d convince him of it, somehow. I had to. For now I just needed to get the conversation moving again. I decided to do a little digging.

“So how did you get lucky enough to stay home tonight?” I asked him.

He gave a careless shrug. “Well, it takes two to go out, you know. It takes a lot of work to find someone, and I’m over the bar and club scene. I’m sure as hell not doing the internet dating thing.”

“Huh. Tara said you were seeing someone from work.”

Mike shifted on his recliner to give me an amused smile. “Did she? I wonder why? No, a woman I work with did ask me out, but she’s not my type.”

“No?” I winced at the eager squeak in my voice.

He sighed and shook his head. “She’s one of those people who has to be on the go all the time. I did that for twenty years with Tara’s mom, and while it’s all right sometimes I don’t want to have to be out and about every single weekend. I work stupid long hours during the week and I’d rather just spend most weekends at home enjoying the quiet.”

A pang of sympathy echoed through me as I glanced at the bathroom where Tara was still getting ready. “Oh, I totally understand that.”

Mike gave me a lopsided grin and a wink. “Yeah, I think you do. Too bad you’re not twenty years older.”

I swallowed hard. We really could be perfect for each other, except he could never get past the whole age difference thing. Could he?

It was almost an hour before Tara finished getting ready, and she looked at me suspiciously when she saw me in the living room with her dad. I smiled back at her with feigned innocence.

“Oh, you’re done?”

“Yeah. Let’s go.”

“You sure you don’t want to stay and watch the rest of the movie?” her dad teased.

“I’m sure.”

“What if I want to stay?” I asked.

She glared down at me. “Julie...”

“Fine.” I hopped up from the couch and smiled at Mr. Ward. “Thanks for letting me keep you company.”

“Anytime.”

I know he just said it to be polite, but it left me feeling warm and fuzzy anyway. To my further delight, if Tara had any more suspicions just then she kept them to herself. All in all, the night didn’t suck nearly as bad as I’d figured.

On Monday Tara and I met for lunch in the student center. As we sat down she wrinkled her nose at my plain grilled chicken salad.

“How can you stand to eat that all the time?”

The pizza on her plate was piled high with meat and chopped veggies, and thick strands of melted cheese slowly puddled onto the plate. It certainly looked and smelled a lot better than my salad, but I didn’t have her metabolism or naturally willowy figure and couldn’t afford the extra calories. She took a big bite out of one gushy slice and watched me as she chewed.

There were days I hated her.

“Self control,” I grumbled as I stabbed my fork into my salad. “The same thing that keeps me from strangling you most days.”

She wrinkled her nose. “We need to talk.”

“When you say we that way, I assume you mean that you want me to listen while you do all the talking.” 

“Look,” she said, plowing ahead, “I know you’ve had a crush on Dad for practically forever, but as your friend I’m telling you that you need to get over it and start dating guys your own age.”

“But—”

She held up a hand as I started to protest. “Seriously, Julie, what do you expect to get out of this? I mean it. If I thought you honestly had a shot at getting anywhere with him it would be different. I may not be thrilled with the whole idea, but I know how you feel about him and I’d be okay with it if it worked out and made you happy. But deep down you know it’s never going to happen, right? So why make yourself crazy over it?”

I opened my mouth to object, but after a second I closed it again. Did she have a point? While it killed me to admit it, she probably did. Despite my best efforts I had never so much as caught Mike sneaking a single peek at me in a way that would suggest he noticed me as anything but Tara’s friend.

If she was right about that, was she right about dating someone my own age as well? That one was a tougher call. The guys I had gone out with had always turned out to be so immature and self-absorbed that I was ready to ditch them after half an hour, and we had so little in common that it often felt like we came from different planets. And of course their single biggest concern had been how to get in my panties. None of it had left me with any great desire to repeat the experience, or to waste more of my time with boys. It just served to make Mike look that much more appealing.

Unfortunately for me that appeal didn’t seem to be mutual, and I had serious doubts that I could even begin to compete with the kind of woman he’d date. That basically left me two options—deal with the guys my own age, or find someone else who was older. The problem with the latter option was that I didn’t really have any contact with men like Mike, and I wanted a man like Mike. While I knew there were a lot of guys his age who went after girls like me, mostly they were just after sex and arm candy, trophy girls they could show off to their buddies, and that wasn’t what I wanted at all.

I wasn’t after a sugar daddy, and I didn’t want to be taken care of. I just wanted a real, long-term relationship with a guy who would treat me like a person rather than a walking vagina, someone who was stable and decent and caring. A sense of humor would be nice, and interests outside of sports and skirt-chasing, and while I wasn’t all hung up on looks I wouldn’t complain if he was cute, too. All of which brought me full circle back to Mike Ward.

“Maybe you’re right,” I sighed. “But most guys come up way short when measured against your dad, you know?”

“Will you at least give it a try?”

“I suppose,” I replied with all the enthusiasm of a death row inmate on the last walk to the electric chair.

“There’s that cute guy Jason in our chemistry class. He seems kind of nice, and I’ll bet if you gave him the slightest encouragement he’d ask you out.”

Jason was cute in a geeky kind of way, and judging from his grades so far he was one of the smarter people in class. I supposed it couldn’t hurt just to talk to him.

“All right. I’ll talk to him.”

“That’s my girl.” Tara grinned at me and bit into a slice of pizza, but her lips slowly twisted down into a frown. “Aw, man. My pizza’s cold.”

Somehow I doubted her pizza could compare to the cold lump sitting in my stomach at the thought of letting go of her father.

Jason wasn’t in chemistry the next day, so I had all week to work myself up over talking to him and getting him to ask me out. Yeah, I know it’s the twenty-first century and it’s cool for girls to ask guys out, but I’ve always been really shy and it’s just not something I can do. I was going to have to convince him to ask me out, somehow. Which was probably harder when you get right down to it, but at least I could manage that without wanting to hide under a desk or something.

“Are you going to ask him?” Tara kept asking.

“I can’t ask him if he’s not here, can I?”

“I bet we could find his number online. You could call him.”

I stared at her in disbelief. “Yeah. That’s not happening.”

“Why not? I would.”

She would, too. Tara wasn’t afraid of anything or anybody, and the word shy simply wasn’t in her vocabulary. It wasn’t fair, especially with her being prettier and thinner than me without even having to try.

Like I said, there were days when I hated her.

When Thursday rolled around I was so nervous I was ready to skip class, except that we were supposed to be going over a test for next week and so I couldn’t afford to miss. Tara grinned at me excitedly as I sat down in the desk next to hers.

“He’s here!”

“Hooray.”

Despite my lack of enthusiasm, I couldn’t help glancing back over my shoulder. Jason was in his usual spot next to the door to the labs with his head buried in his massive chemistry book and oblivious to my attention. I sighed as I watched him. He really was cute in a kind of adorably geeky way—Tara was right about that. Plus he wasn’t dressed like a nerd and looked like he probably worked out some.

He was cute and smart and my own age. I should have been excited about talking to him. So why did I just want to run away and hide? Why couldn’t I be like Tara and go for it with guys who were attainable instead of making myself crazy over one I couldn’t have?

When class was over Tara practically shoved me out of my chair. “Go get him!”

I stumbled back to where Jason was stuffing his things into his backpack. He looked up with a distracted smile.

“Jason?”

“Yeah. Julie, right?”

“Yes. I was just wondering...”

He nodded. “Oh, sure. I still have tutoring slots open on Wednesdays and Fridays.”

“I wasn’t...”

As his gaze went over my shoulder to where Tara was watching expectantly, his face lit up with a brilliant grin. “Oh, and if you can get your friend to give me her number I’ll tutor you for free.”

Oh. My. God. I should have been used to that reaction by now. Whenever Tara’s around I might as well be invisible to any guys in the room.  It still stung my pride, though, even when I wasn’t really interested in the guy. I choked back my pique and smiled sweetly at him.

“Actually,” I said, lowering my voice to a confidential tone, “I came to ask about tutoring for her. She’s struggling a bit but she’s too shy to ask for help.”

The struggling part was true enough, but I was the one who was supposed to be getting her through the class.

“Really? Well, I’d be happy to help her.”

“I’m sure you would. Here’s her number. Why don’t you give her a call Friday?”

“I will. Thanks, Julie.”

What, me screw with my best friend to cause trouble? I would never. I turned and walked back to where Tara was waiting.

“Well?” she demanded.

I shrugged. “He’s taken. Or at least too interested in someone else to bother with me.”

“Aw. I’m sorry, Julie.”

Fighting back a smile, I patted her arm. “It’s okay,” I said with a feigned sigh. “I’m used to it.”

I brightened up a little as I followed her home. At least I’d get to see her dad, and Mike Ward was the one guy in the world I didn’t have to worry about ignoring me to drool over Tara. He might ignore me, but at least it wouldn’t be for that. 

Except he wasn’t home when we got there. Disappointment tinged the cold lump of angst already curdling in the pit of my stomach. Apparently the universe had decided it was Pick on Julie Day. We dug up some snacks and had just started to study when Tara’s cell phone rang. She made a face when she saw the number.

“Work. Ugh. Hi, Mr. Price. Uh, huh. Yeah.” Her eyes cut over to me and she sighed. “Okay. I can do that. Bye.”

“What was that all about?”

“Two people were no-shows this evening. He said if I’d come in for a couple of hours tonight that I could have tomorrow night off.”

I snickered. “You didn’t even have to show him your cleavage this time.”

“Ha, ha, very funny. Do you mind if we study later? I’ll just be a couple of hours.”

I was still bummed from earlier and didn’t feel much like studying anyway. “Yeah, why not? Otherwise you’ll have to break out the yoga pants to wheedle him later.”

She stuck her tongue out at me then went to change into her work clothes. I flung myself down on the couch and started flipping through channels. Not that there was anything on I felt like watching.

“Make yourself at home,” Tara said as she hurried out the front door. “I’ll be back soon.”

Less than a minute later I heard the door open again. “What did you forget?” I asked.

“That I left a blonde on my couch.”

I jerked up with a startled squeak and met Mike’s eyes as he laughed at me from the doorway.

“Oh, hi,” I stammered. “I thought you were Tara.”

“Too tall,” he replied, “and no boobs. You might need to get your eyes checked.”

“Whatever,” I grumbled, but I couldn’t help grinning a little.

Mike hung up his keys and sank into his recliner.

“Rough day?” I asked.

“Not too bad. Just frustrating when people who hire me for my expertise ignore my advice because suddenly they know more than I do.”

“Ugh. Sorry. That doesn’t sound fun.”

“Nope. How was your day?”

I shrugged. “The universe is determined to remind me of my proper place.”

“Oh? That sounds less than wonderful.”

“Yeah.”

“What happened?”

I almost blew it off. Did I really want to tell my best friend’s dad, who I had a major crush on, about my latest failure with a guy? But what the hell. It wasn’t something I could exactly talk to Tara about. And what did I have to lose? So I told him what had happened with Jason, and how whenever Tara was around guys treated me like I was a piece of furniture or didn’t notice me at all. He listened silently until I finished, so I began to wonder if he was paying attention at all.

When I finally ran down Mike shook his head and his eyes roved over my body. “Idiot,” he muttered, then caught himself and lifted his eyes to mine again. “You can do better, Julie. Lots of other guys out there. You’ll find someone who’ll treat you like you deserve.”

My whole body sprang quivering to life. I couldn’t believe it He’d looked at me. He’d looked at me and really seen me. That was an opportunity I could not let pass. I did my best to hide my elation and exude miserable instead.

I stood up and ran my hands slowly down my sides. “Why couldn’t he just see me?” I asked plaintively. “It’s always the same. What’s wrong with me?”

Mike stared at me. “Nothing. There’s absolutely nothing wrong with you, Julie.” His voice was husky and his eyes were locked on to mine.

Before he could move away I stepped in close, slid my arms around him, and buried my head in his chest with a deep sigh. He stiffened at first, unsure how to react, then his arms folded around me. One hand softly stroked my back and I shuddered. I didn’t have to fake that, either. It felt so good to be there pressed up against him, and I drank in the smell of him—a hint of cologne and his own wild male scent. I heard his breath catch, as it finally got through to him that he was holding a very grown up young woman with all the right parts in all the right places. His breathing quickened and I felt it hot against my hair, and I felt his body starting to react to mine.

I tilted my head up slowly and found him looking down at me, still hesitating despite the hunger I saw in his eyes. “Mike,” I whispered.

I stood on my tiptoes and lifted my lips to his. For maybe another half a second he fought it, and then his lips crushed down onto mine. He kissed me as if he was starving and I was the only thing in the world that would sustain him. Our tongues met, probing, darting, exploring. I closed my eyes and lost myself in the kiss, in the way he tasted slightly of the whiskey. His hands moved from my back and began to explore my body, running down my sides to my hips, cupping my ass and pulling me even more tightly into him. I could feel taut muscles under his clothes, and the growing bulge in his jeans pressing into me. I found myself moaning against his tongue, grinding my hips against him as a tingling wave of heat spread through my belly and I soaked my panties.

He broke the kiss and pulled away. I stood there breathless and flushed and wanting him so badly that I couldn’t think straight. Mike looked at me, really looked at me for the first time in my life. He held my eyes for a minute, and I understood that he was giving me a chance to back out if I had second thoughts. I shook my head, and with a little smile he took my hand and led me to his bedroom.

We kissed again until my nipples ached and my pussy throbbed. I kicked off my shoes, and without taking his lips from mine, Mike got my blouse and bra off. I shivered as the cool air hit my burning skin, but his hands went to my tits and I forgot everything else as his fingers stroked and rubbed my aching nipples. 

His head slid down so that he could take one in his mouth. He sucked it in, his tongue circling the tight pink skin, then grazed it with his teeth, dragging a moan from me at the unexpected roughness. 

Mike’s hand pushed gently against my stomach and I fell back onto the bed with him on top of me. He kissed and licked his way down to my belly button, and my pussy tingled as his warm tongue found the sensitive spot inside. He lingered there while he unfastened my jeans, one hand slipping in and cupping my mound through my soaking panties.

“Jesus you’re wet,” he said.

In a moment the jeans were on the floor and he was pushing my legs apart to strip away my panties and expose my quivering slit. He lay between my knees, his face buried against my pussy, breathing in deeply to inhale the musky scent of my steaming sex. When his tongue found my rock-hard clit, my hands clenched in wads of bedclothes. His hot, wet tongue drew swirls around my nubbin, first hard and rough, then soft as butterfly kisses. He sucked it between his lips and I felt myself come off of the bed, grinding into his face. He licked down my slit and teased the opening of my pussy, hovering around the edges before plunging in to taste the cream pouring from me. He went back to my clit, licking and sucking and lashing, and gently slipped two fingers into my tight little hole. His fingertips caressed my insides until my gasp let him know he found the right spot, and he started working his tongue and fingers in unison.

I grabbed his head and my back arched in unbearable ecstasy. I felt my muscles locking as the room dimmed and my entire consciousness focused down to a point somewhere under his flickering tongue. A couple of my boyfriends had tried this before, but it had been more frustrating than pleasurable. Mike had technique, he knew exactly how to build me up and then back off so I didn’t get there too soon. Where they had been hesitant and uncertain, his tongue and fingers played me with firm confidence.

“Mike. Mike. Mike.” I whimpered his name over and over.

Then it burst inside of me, an explosive release like I had never had before in my life. I called out, I may have screamed, I don’t know. I fell back gasping onto the sheets, spots circling before my eyes. Mike gave my clit one last, gentle stroke and pulled himself up to lay beside me. That lazy grin lit up his face as he saw my expression, while his fingertips traced circles of cool fire over the skin of my stomach and thighs.

“I’m guessing that was okay, then?”

I didn’t answer him. I still couldn’t speak. But I wanted to touch him, to feel his skin against mine. I got up on my knees and leaned over him, loving the way he fucked me with his eyes. I kissed him deeply, my tongue savoring the taste of my cum in his mouth. He looked shocked as I playfully licked my juices from his face with the tip of my tongue and began to unbutton his shirt. He sat up to let me pull it and the t-shirt underneath off, and I twined my fingers through the short, curly hair on his chest. He sighed and lay back down so I could get to his pants. I pulled off his shoes and socks and he lifted up so I could slide the pants around his hips and drop them on the floor. I slid back up the bed, rubbing my body against his, reveling in the feel of his skin against mine.

His cock was a throbbing stiffness in his tight underwear. I took the waistband and pulled down slowly, teasingly, revealing the thick purple head. I looked up at him then bent my head and licked lightly over the swollen flesh, lapping up the salty taste of the precum drooling from the tip. It pulsed under my tongue, straining against the fabric, and I continued the slow striptease until his whole shaft was revealed and slick with my saliva. As the band passed the base of the shaft his whole cock jumped up, rigid as a pole, begging for me to touch it.

He was thicker than I was used to, and I wasn’t sure if I was going to be able to get him in my mouth. I gripped the base in one hand and wrapped my mouth about the head, getting it good and wet and swirling my tongue over it. Mike let out a low moan and I felt my pussy tingling again. I slid the head in and out a few times, sucking it tightly with my lips, paying lots of attention to the sensitive area underneath. When I thought I was ready I bent and eased the full length into my mouth, until I felt the head poking at the back of my throat. He spasmed inside of me and I almost gagged, tightening on him with a pressure that had him moaning again.

“Oh, Julie, that’s fucking incredible.”

I bobbed my head up and down over him, stroking the slick shaft with one hand and gently massaging his balls with the other. One of his searching hands found my ass and his fingers snaked between my legs. At the first touch on my pussy he had me creaming again, my juices running down his fingers onto his hand and wrist. My moans matched his as we found a rhythm in our movements together and the bed began to rock beneath us.

A strong taste of cum filled my mouth and I knew that Mike was getting close. He knew it, too. Strong hands touched my face and gently pushed me away, the feverish heat of his cock sliding over my tongue as he pulled out of my mouth.

“Stop, Julie. I want to fuck you and come inside your gorgeous little pussy.”

I dropped onto the bed and stuck my ass in the air. My pussy was throbbing again and I was dying to have him inside of me. “I want you to take me from behind.”

He came up behind me and I felt his throbbing cock slide against the crack of my ass as he pushed it down and under me. I shivered as his head slipped into the entrance, stretching me to fit him. It might have been painful, but I was so wet that he was able to sink the whole thing into me with one firm stroke. I gasped and gripped the sheets. This was what I had wanted, what I had dreamed of alone in the night. 

Mike held onto my hips and thrust into me with slow, deep strokes. Every time he filled me I cried out, my breath coming in little gasps.

“Fuck me, Mike. Fuck me. Harder. Make me feel you.”

He stroked harder, making sure every thrust went in me to the hilt. His balls smacked into my clit each time and sent shocks through my pussy that had me on the edge again in no time. I felt him move one hand over to slide between the cheeks of my ass, and Mike used the juice pouring from me for lubrication to massage my puckered little backdoor with tiny swirls of his thumb. I had never felt anything like this. The boys I had fucked before weren’t in Mike’s league. Hell, they were barely playing the same sport.

Mike’s hand tightened on my hip, and that thick cock twitched and pulsed inside me. Molten cum filled me, and with the pressure on my asshole I exploded again, shoving back hard as I could to get every millimeter of his cock inside of me as the walls of my pussy pulsed and clamped down. I know the neighbors heard me that time.

Those firm hands held me and stroked the soft skin of my ass until I stopped shuddering. When he knew I was finished Mike slowly pulled out and sank to the bed beside me and closed his eyes.

“I’ve been dreaming of you doing that to me for months,” I told him.

He smiled. “Was reality as good as the fantasy?”

“Better,” I said. “I had no idea just how good it could be.”

“Oh, it gets better, still. We’re just getting started.”

He was right. The second time about twenty minutes later was even better.

After that we had to rush to get cleaned up and dressed before Tara came home.

“What are we going to tell her?” I asked, half-dreading that he was going to tell me we weren’t going to tell Tara anything and that it could never happen again.

Instead he looked at me and a tiny smile quirked his lips. “The truth? That we’re crazy about each other? I think it will be okay, if we just tell her together.”

“Yes,” I whispered. Could this be real? Was it really happening?

We heard the front door open and Mike slid an arm around my waist.

“Ready?” he asked.

I nodded, swallowed the lump in my throat, and went to face the future. 

*          *          *

One year later...

“You don’t have to move out, you know.”

I slid a box into the back seat of Tara’s car, which was already crammed full of her things. The sight left me drowning in guilt. This was her home, after all, but she looked at me from the other side of the car with a smirk.

“Yeah, I do. You and Dad have been...” She closed her eyes and gave a little shudder. “Doing whatever you’re doing for over a year, now. Dad deserves a chance to be happy, and it’s pretty obvious that you’re doing it for him. So you need to be here with him.”

“That doesn’t mean you have to move out.”

“While I’m okay with the two of you being together, I’m not up to watching the two of you together. I’ll get used to it eventually, but for now in my head you’ll keep sleeping in separate rooms and never go further than holding hands.”

I laughed. “Fair enough.”

“Besides, you got to live on your own for two years. I’m ready to get out from under Dad’s thumb and do my own thing. I love the man, but enough is enough.”

 I shook my head at that. I couldn’t imagine ever getting enough. Even after a year of spending every minute I possibly could with Mike, I was still completely obsessed with the guy. Thank goodness it seemed to be mutual.

“What about you?” she asked me. “Are you ready for your big night?”

I looked over to where Mike was fiddling with the placement of the boxes stacked in the back of his truck and nodded.

“I think so.”

A month ago I’d come clean with my parents about my relationship with Mike and broken the news that I was moving in with him. To my surprise they had seemed pretty understanding, but tonight we were all getting together for dinner. They already knew Mike from my long friendship with Tara, but tonight would be the first time that they had seen him since finding out about us and I could only keep my fingers crossed that it was going to be okay. Tara was going along to show her support for us and help me keep our elders’ tempers in check.

“We’ll get you through it,” she promised. “At least you’re not still living at home with them.”

“So true.”

“You two ready to go?”

A powerful arm wrapped around my waist and warm lips nuzzled my neck right below my ear. Shivers ran along my skin and I closed my eyes and leaned into Mike’s embrace.

“Ewww! Enough! I’m leaving,” Tara said and climbed into her car.

“We’ll meet you there,” her dad said.

As he handed me up into his truck our eyes met and I lost myself in their gold-flecked brown depths. Whatever fantasies I’d once had about him, none of them came anywhere near the reality of living with him.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes,” I told him.

I was ready for anything, with him.

The End




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




Stealing My Dad’s Best Friend

“OH, DANIEL, YES,” I hissed, “right there.”

I pressed my head back into my pillows as Daniel’s tongue slid deftly across the tender skin of my swollen clit. He used the soft tip of his tongue to tease me, tracing delicate patterns over and around my aching flesh that had me writhing beneath him. Hot breaths blew against the innermost hidden places of my slit, each one setting off a burst of tingles inside my pussy. I loved the slutty feeling of having myself spread wide open to him that way, letting Daniel see and lick every secret part of me, and in no time I felt myself getting wet.

His teasing had me in agony. I wanted to grab his head and grind my clit against his face until the aching pressure building inside me exploded, but I clenched my hands on the headboard instead, letting him do this his way.

I gasped as Daniel’s tongue suddenly bore down, and instead of gentle licks he was lashing me, thrusting and kneading my hard little nub. My breathing grew ragged and my hips began rotating under him of their own accord. He pushed his face against me and sucked my clit between his lips, swirling his tongue around it. I started to squirm, overcome with ecstasy, but his firm hand on my ass held me still.

A fingertip slid against the soaking entrance to my pussy. It toyed with me, tickling, playing around the rim, dipping in to the first knuckle then withdrawing to tease some more. Slowly Daniel slipped it inside me, a little at a time, crooking it to tickle the fluttering walls of my steaming tunnel. When it was in, he slid a second finger alongside it so I felt a little more full, and went back to gently stroking my clit with his tongue. Deep inside of me he found a spot, the spot, and his fingertips went to work massaging it.

My hips bucked under him, thighs clamped around his head. Oh, sweet fuck he was good at this. Juices poured from my snatch, soaking his hand and dripping down into my ass so I was all hot and slippery there, too. His tongue never relented, slowly driving the hot tightness in my belly to a point where I could barely see; all of my muscles locked and I could only breathe in tight little gasps around the unbearable ecstasy burning between my legs. He sucked my clit in again and my breath caught. I arched off of the bed, my hands flying to Daniel’s head and shoving him hard against my slit as I ground away at his tongue and probing fingers. My breath burst out of me all at once in sharp cries of release and fulfillment.

“Daniel,” I cried out.

I sat bolt upright in my bed, gasping, my skin on fire. A spreading wetness between my legs testified to the intensity of the dream. I was soaked, and the sheets beneath me were damp with sweat and the juice oozing from my snatch. I let myself fall back into the sheets with an agonized groan. My pussy was still throbbing, my clit swollen and taut.

It wasn’t fair. Daniel wasn’t my boyfriend. He had never so much as touched me in a way that had anything to do with sex. Daniel was my dad’s best friend—his omigod-that-guy’s-fucking-hot best friend. He was the kind of guy that girls got wet just looking at: rugged features, shoulders that always looked like they were going to split the seams of his shirt, a tight, sexy ass that made you dream of grabbing it hard while he thrust into you. And that bulge in his jeans was enough to make you think about him thrusting into you a lot. Oh, damn, but it looked nice. I was dying to reach out and stroke it, to feel it hot and satiny in my hand.

They had met the year I was born. Dad had been a hot-rodder since before he got his driver’s license, and he ran into Daniel at the local track. Friendly rivalry quickly turned into real friendship and they spent the next twelve years working on each other’s cars and building new ones together. When Daniel moved away for his job they stayed in touch, and he would fly in a couple of times a year to hang out at the track with Dad. It was always exciting for me when he came, because he spoiled me rotten whenever Dad let him get away with it.

As I got older I was still the same tomboy I had always been, but I think my growing up made Daniel nervous. He went to considerable pains to make sure we were never alone together after that; I don’t know if it was because my Dad said something, but there were no more test drives unless Dad was along to chaperone.

Six months ago Daniel had moved back, and these days he was spending most of his weekends at our house helping Dad mess around with one or another of his project cars in the shop. He had never married, though I knew he had been engaged once, and he never mentioned dating anyone when I was around. I couldn’t understand why he was single; besides being gorgeous, he was one of the nicest guys I had ever known. I thought he must be lonely, but he filled his weekends with us and seemed contented enough with that.

I was the one who wasn’t contented. When he came back, the first weekend he spent at the house taught me that I really had never truly understood what it was to want someone. There had been guys at school that I liked, and even a few I liked well enough to let them fuck me, but that first weekend Daniel came back was the first time I ever got weak in the knees just looking at someone, where my heart sped up and I flushed whenever he spoke to me. And every time he came over, I found myself wanting him a little more.

The worst part was that I couldn’t do anything about it. There was never a moment that we were alone where I could have even attempted a pass at him, and with Dad around, it would never have come to anything, anyway. Even worse, despite me being eighteen I was still just a little girl to him. So I hung around in the shop every minute I could until Dad chased me off, and I spent a lot of time secretly watching Daniel through slitted eyes while I pretended to snooze in a lounge chair by the pool. Some nights, late after he went home, I would curl up in bed and play with myself and imagine what it would be like to be fucked by a guy like Daniel. And some nights I had the dreams, the hot, steamy dreams where he sucked and licked and fucked me every which way until I woke up sopping wet and moaning his name.

Frustrated doesn’t begin to describe how I was feeling. I needed to feel those arms around me, those muscles hard against my body. My body was screaming to be filled with that cock I saw bulging in his jeans. Some days I literally ached for him with a pulsing emptiness in my pussy that wanted to be stuffed full of Daniel. Making myself come didn’t help; twenty minutes later I was right back where I was before. I fucked a couple of other guys, hoping that it would get my mind off of him and soothe the empty ache, but I just found myself thinking of him during the act, imagining that he was the one inside of me, and felt completely unsatisfied afterwards.

It was slowly driving me crazy. I thought of dozens of ways to get close to Daniel, to try to seduce him and show him exactly what he was missing out on, but with Dad always around when Daniel was over I never had a chance to try any of them. I was stuck with my dreams and fantasies, and spent all my time looking forward to the weekends when I would at least have a chance to be around him for a while.

Then one Thursday night the phone rang. Dad’s sister, Aunt Lois, was in the hospital and not doing well. The next morning Dad and Mom were on a plane and I was left to tend to myself. It was two weeks before finals my senior year, and there was just no way I could go with them. I spent a quiet night at home, and then Saturday morning I laid out by the pool to work on my tan. It was a gorgeous, cloudless May day and I was half-dozing when I heard a car pull up our long driveway.

“Anybody home?” I heard a voice call out a couple of minutes later.

“Back here, Daniel.”

The gate by the house creaked open and Daniel walked into the yard. A plain white t-shirt stretched tight over his shoulders and arms, and my mouth watered over the way his faded jeans hugged his ass as he turned to close the gate. His grin set off a warm tingling deep inside me.

“Hi, Gwen. Is Walter home?”

I sat up and he tried, oh how he tried to look me square in the eyes, but I could see him glancing lower. No Daniel, I thought, Walter’s little girl isn’t such a little girl any longer, is she? I smiled back at him and gave a “look at my tits” stretch. Their perky perfection really distracted the poor guy. I choked off a giggle.

“Nope. Aunt Lois is in the hospital again, so he and Mom went to St. Louis. They’re supposed to be back tomorrow night.”

“Oh. Well, do you mind if I do some work in the shop? I’ve finally got the parts to finish rebuilding that Holley carburetor, and I was going to pull the leaking water pump off of the Firebird.”

“Of course. Help yourself. But before you go,” I held up a bottle of suntan lotion and wiggled it, “will you do me? My back, I mean. I can’t reach.”

The look on his face was priceless as he walked over and took the bottle. As I turned over and laid face down on the chair I felt a little guilty about it at first. Then his hands brushed the skin of my back and the guilt went right out the window, replaced by a burning desire that set off fireworks in my pussy and had my nipples hard enough to cut glass. With long, slow strokes his firm hands slathered lotion onto my arms and back, and then returned to work it in. Strong fingers probed and kneaded my muscles; after a couple of minutes of that I was limp as a dishrag.

“That feels so good,” I breathed. “Where did you learn to do that?”

“I used to date a masseuse,” he answered with some satisfaction.

“Really? What happened to her?”

“She wanted to live with me but still be free to screw other guys.”

“Was she crazy?”

“Possibly. Why?”

“What woman in her right mind would be thinking about screwing anyone else if she had you?”

Daniel snorted. “That’s a good question.”

His hands continued to work their magic until I was ready to start purring. Finally he stood back up. “All right, I need to get to work.”

My thoughts exactly. “Oh, not yet. Do the backs of my legs. Please?”

I spread my legs a little to offer him access to my inner thighs and raised my ass off the chair just a little.

“Gwen…”

“Please, Daniel?”

At the first touch of his fingers on my thighs my heart started pounding. As his hands slid down between my legs and ran down to tickle the back of my knees, my pussy throbbed and began pumping cream. Daniel worked down my calves to my ankles, worked my feet over, and started back up again. A slow, erotic warmth started deep below my bellybutton and spread out to my clit and pussy until my whole lower body tingled. His fingers stroked and kneaded all the way up to the very edge of my ass, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning as a shiver of pleasure ran through me.

It felt absolutely amazing, but Daniel still might as well have been a million miles from my aching pussy. Every time he got close, he would back off again, and the teasing was driving me nuts. I waited until the next time he went up my inner thighs and when he got close enough, I stretched and pushed my ass back a little, just enough to brush my mound against his hands. I did moan, then. God, how I wanted him inside of me.

“Mmmm, you’re amazing,” I told him. “Thank you. How is it that you’re still single?”

I heard him stand up beside me. “I’ve just never met the right woman,” he replied a little huskily. “I think I had better go now.”

“Maybe you haven’t been looking in the right place.”

I rolled over to look at him. My gaze slid down to the bulge in his jeans, which was bulging even more than usual. From the looks of it, he could have used that erection to pound nails.

“Poor Daniel,” I whispered. “Would you like me to make you feel as good as you just did me?”

“Gwen, damn it…”

“Listen,” I purred, “why don’t you take me out for a test drive? I’m really low mileage, and I think you’ll love the way I handle. Best of all, if you like me you can take me home with you today. No down payment, zero percent interest.”

He swallowed, unable to look away from my tanned body. I rose slowly and went to stand about two inches away from him, looking up into his eyes. I brushed my fingers softly down his erection, feeling it jerk in the tight confines of his jeans.

“You can’t tell me that you’re not interested.”

“I’m your dad’s best friend,” he stammered. “Hell, I’m old enough to be your dad.”

“You don’t look old enough to be my dad,” I told him, running my hand down the muscles of his chest, “and you sure don’t feel that old. I don’t care, anyway. I’m over eighteen and I’m old enough to decide for myself who I want. I’ve been thinking of you, dreaming of you, wanting you for months, Daniel. Ever since you came back.”

I stepped in and nestled my body against his, still looking up into his eyes, his steel shaft pressing into my soft skin. I slid my arms around his waist with a deep sigh of contentment. He felt every bit as good as I had imagined, and the spicy musk of his masculine smell warmed me all the way down to my toes.

Daniel stared down at me as if mesmerized, eyes aflame with desire. His mouth went to mine, his tongue gliding lightly over my soft lips before pushing between them to explore me hungrily. I twined my tongue around his and pulled myself hard against him, closing my eyes as I lost myself in his kiss. He tasted faintly of cinnamon, and his breathing deepened as his arms at last went around me and his hands slid across my bare skin.

Every touch stoked the flames in me higher; every shared breath had my heart beating faster. That throbbing need inside of me raged, aching to devour Daniel’s hard cock. I moaned into his mouth, and clutched his ass to pull his hard-on as tightly against my thrusting mound as I could. He buried his hands in my hair, fingers pressed into my scalp as he thrust his tongue ever deeper inside my mouth.

At last we broke apart, gasping for breath, our bodies trembling with the passion boiling within. I took Daniel’s hand and half-dragged him into the house to the living room. In two seconds I had torn off my bikini and stood naked before Daniel. His eyes roved from my tight, round tits down to the bare skin of my mound. I gave him a saucy little smile.

“What do you think? Do you like me?”

The raw lust in his eyes answered for him. Those firm hands, hard hands that I had seen manhandling transmissions and rear ends, took gentle hold of my waist and lifted me as though I was made of spun glass. Daniel carried me across the room and sat me down in a leather recliner, then kneeled between my legs, his face level with my tits. He held me behind the knees and scooted me closer, until I sat right on the edge of the chair, so close to him I could feel the heat radiating from him on my skin.

“I like you just fine,” he breathed. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

He ducked his head and sucked in a nipple, his tongue hot against the pink halo of my areola. One hand came to rest against the small of my back, while the other cupped my unoccupied tit, Daniel’s thumb rubbing slow circles over the nipple there. I gasped and threw my head back as jolts of electricity shot down into my pussy, my fingers clenching into the soft arms of the chair. Daniel sucked and nibbled and licked until juices dripped down my thighs and ass to slicken the leather beneath me. Just as I thought I couldn’t take any more, he released my nipple from his lips and looked down between my legs. When he saw the wetness there, he dipped a finger in and licked it clean, then smiled up at me wickedly.

“Delicious.”

 I thought of my dream and shivered in anticipation. Daniel gripped my knees, spread my legs wide, and slid down until he could stare straight into my pussy. As his first breath gusted across my quivering slit, I almost came then and there. He exhaled a hot breeze on my clit that took my breath away, and inhaled deeply to draw in the tangy musk of my sex. Then he dove straight in, his tongue scooping up the juices pouring from my snatch. It swept across my sensitive skin, licking me clean and leaving me aflame. Before I could catch my breath, his lips found my rock-hard clit and his fingers parted my inner lips to enter my slippery tunnel. His tongue drew circles of liquid fire around my clit, stroking and massaging me even better than my dream-Daniel, while his fingers slid smoothly in and out until I felt the muscles deep inside my pussy trembling. My ass came up out of the chair when he sucked my clit between his lips and tongue, and then the orgasm slammed me back down again. I wrapped my legs around Daniel and held onto the chair for dear life until I could see straight again.

Daniel lifted up on his knees, a very self-satisfied smile on his face. “Wow. That was fast.”

“I told you,” I managed to gasp, “I’ve wanted you, been dying for you, for months.”

“Was it as good as your expectations?”

“Oh, yes. And then some.” As he moved I caught sight of the erection straining against his jeans. “Now I need to do something about your… expectations.”

I stood up, my knees still a little wobbly from the orgasm, and bent and stripped the t-shirt over Daniel’s head. My hands drifted over the tight muscles of his chest and stomach then pulled him to his feet. I laid my head against his chest, warm against my face, feeling his heartbeat on my cheek, and went down on my knees, slowly kissing and licking down his chest and stomach until I got to the waistband of his jeans. Fumbling open the snap, I pulled the jeans down over his hips and let them drop to the floor, and a thin pair of black bikini briefs were all that separated me from the cock of my dreams.

I held my breath in anticipation as I slid the briefs down. His swollen head popped loose first, then inch after inch of thick shaft until his pendulous balls dangled free. It was perfect, absolutely perfect. I had to have it in my mouth. As Daniel’s briefs fell to his ankles I wrapped both hands around his shaft, hot steel wrapped in satin, and rubbed it slowly against my cheek. Daniel sighed a little and I could feel him throbbing against me. My tongue darted out and ran up the shaft and circled the head, tickling the sensitive underside, and I popped the head into my mouth. I let my tongue swish against it a few times, then popped it back out again.

“Lie down on the couch,” I ordered.

 When I had him where I wanted him, I crawled up between his legs to where his erection jutted up, a fleshy pole just begging me to impale myself on it. The walls of my pussy pulsated expectantly, but I was going to put that off just a little longer. I wrapped my fist around the base of his shaft and slipped the head back into my mouth. I had to open my mouth wider than I ever had before, but I eased him in bit by bit, my tongue working to lubricate him with a thick coat of saliva as I swallowed him whole. I heard Daniel’s breathing deepen, and felt his muscles tense as my hot, wet mouth enveloped him.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned as his head touched the back of my throat. “Oh, Gwen, that’s fucking incredible.”

I sucked as hard as I could and pulled my head back, curling my tongue against his tender underside. When only the head was left in my mouth, I slid back down over him. It was easier this time, because he was already slick with my saliva and my jaw was getting used to this position. I went all the way back down until I felt the head at the back of my throat, then pulled back again. Daniel’s hands went into my hair to rest against my head as I bobbed up and down on his shaft.

For long minutes I continued going down on him. My pussy was already wet and throbbing again, begging me to stuff it with this hot rod until I couldn’t take another inch. Tingling fire spread from my pulsating tunnel to my clit and ass and into my belly. Daniel was going to make me come again, but this time I was determined to have him buried balls-deep inside me when it happened. An inch at a time I pulled him out of my mouth, and lashed the head furiously until the bitter saltiness of his pre-cum flooded over my tongue.

Daniel groaned when his shaft bobbed free again, but I had no intention of letting him suffer for long. I straddled his hips and went down on my knees, his rigid pole rubbing up against the crack of my ass, sending a naughty thrill through my puckered little hole. I took him in one hand and slid him underneath me until the head of his cock was nestled in the soaking folds of my slit. Slowly, tantalizingly I rocked my hips back and forth, rubbing myself against his head from my clit to my ass. In no time my juices covered him, my cream pouring so thick that it ran down his shaft and dripped steaming onto his balls. I ground my clit against his slippery head until I couldn’t take it another second, then pushed his head down to my pussy and shoved my ass down hard.

He was so slick, and my pussy so wet, that I took half of him in a single thrust, despite his girth. He stretched me tighter than I had ever been, but my pussy cried out to be stuffed full, to be stretched still more. Daniel took matters into his own hands—literally. Those big, strong hands took firm hold of my ass and pulled me down to bury another inch of himself inside of me. He closed his eyes and thrust upwards, cramming his cock in me until I gasped. In another second my mound pressed against his pubic bone with a satisfying pressure on my clit.

I leaned forward so the head of Daniel’s cock would rub against the front wall of my pussy while my clit rubbed against him, gripped his sides with my knees, and began sliding myself up and down on his iron-hard pole. Daniel let me pleasure myself on him, watching me ride him with eyes smoldering with desire. His hands caressed my sides, massaged my ass as I clenched my muscles on his shaft. I was already more than halfway there, the warm tautness in my pussy slowly tightening, the heat ratcheting until the room felt like a furnace.

“Oh, Daniel, fuck me,” I moaned. “Fuck me hard. Please, fuck me hard.”

His fingers clamped on my ass and he took control of me, fucking me on his shaft. He thrust up as he pulled me down, grinding my clit against his pubic bone, shoving that thick cock as far into me as it would go. Over and over he jammed it into my pulsing pussy until juices poured out of me. Every thrust brought me closer, wound up the tightness inside until I fought to get a breath.

“Daniel. Daniel.” I whimpered.

All at once it let go, and I threw my head back and screamed. I shoved myself down on him and locked my knees, trapping Daniel completely inside of me, and then the muscles in my pussy clamped down on him.

“Oh, Gwen,” he groaned, and I felt him spasming inside of me as he spewed jets of cum into my depths.

I sank forward and laid my head on his chest, content to just listen to his heavy breathing for a while, his cock still buried between my legs. Strong arms went around me and held me close and warm against him. After a while I heard him sigh.

“Your dad is going to kill me when he finds out.”

“He doesn’t ever need to know. Besides, I graduate in three weeks; after that I’ll move out, and we can see each other whenever we like without being under his nose.”

Daniel squeezed me tight. “This is going to be the longest three weeks of my life.”

The End




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
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Sneak Peek: Spring Break with My Dad’s Best Friend

IT WAS THE SNORING THAT WOKE ME UP. I cranked my eyes open to see if I had fallen asleep in a lumber mill or something, only to be half blinded by a searing ray of sunlight shining through the partially open curtains. Stupid sun. Didn’t it know people were trying to sleep? I rolled over with a groan and found myself face to face with Darla, my best friend. Her long, ebony curls spread out in a dark wave across her pillow and her mouth was wide open. She was the one doing the snoring.

“Put a sock in it,” I grumbled, giving her a sharp nudge with my elbow.

She twitched and the snoring stopped so there was blissful silence for about two seconds, then she tilted her head and started up again even more loudly than before. How the hell could someone so tiny be so freakin’ loud? At that point I was muzzily awake enough to realize that trying to go back to sleep was pointless, so I risked a glance at the alarm clock by the bed. 11:36. Morning, not evening, at least if you believed that evil glowing thing outside the windows.

Darla and Beth, my other best friend, had hooked up with a couple of college seniors from Texas A&M our first night in South Padre Island. The guys had taken us to a beach bar last night and slipped us drinks until the four of them were too plastered to see straight. I took it easier because I don’t drink much. Well, that and because I didn’t have a boy-toy of my own dedicated to getting me drunk and naked the way those guys were trying to do with Darla and Beth.

I sighed. My friends were great, but there wasn’t a guy on the island who was going to give me a second glance when they were around. Darla was petite with hourglass curves and big blue eyes and Beth was a willowy blonde with a perfect tan and legs that looked about six miles long, especially in a bikini. As for me, I just had plain old brown hair and brown eyes, and I was short and ate too much chocolate chip cookie dough ice cream for my own good. While I was constantly trying new diets, my willpower sucked and something always seemed to come up to throw off my eating habits—finals, a breakup, my week, Spring Break. Thursdays. I mentally resolved to do better next time. But of course I always said that.

By the time it filtered through my brain that it was almost noon, my bladder was insisting that it really needed to get rid of the cosmopolitans I’d tossed down the night before. Still half-asleep, I rolled out of bed and fumbled around for my clothes. I had slept in my bikini, but I was too self-conscious to run around in it all the time when people would be comparing me to Darla and Beth, so I shrugged on my 30 Seconds to Mars t-shirt and wriggled into a pair of flowery Bermuda shorts before I stumbled towards the bathroom. My eyes were still a little gritty and I desperately needed to brush my teeth, but I actually felt surprisingly good considering how late we had stayed out.

Beth and Simon lay huddled in a tangle of bare arms and legs on the other bed. Thankfully they were mostly covered by a sheet, because from the noises they had made in the early morning hours after the lights went out I was pretty sure that their clothes were scattered all over the hotel room. I half expected to see holes knocked in the walls. Beth may have looked like an ice queen, but when her clothes came off all that went out the window and she acted more like a cat in heat.

Was I jealous? What do you think?

I had given up hopes for romance over my vacation, since with Darla and Beth around that was a total waste of time. All I really wanted was to relax and make the most out of the trip. Maybe do some shopping and work on my tan.

Yeah, I’m totally lying. I’d set my heart on finding some hot, sweet guy to sweep me off my feet and relieve me of my virginity. I was going to be twenty in three months and I still hadn’t done the deed, yet. Despite all of the many times my friends had dragged in looking ridiculously satiated after a night with some guy, I had always held back. The first time was supposed to be special, wasn’t it? Not just some guy you let pick you up at a club or frat party and then never talked to again. That’s what I kept telling myself, anyway.

When I pushed on the bathroom door it wouldn’t budge. My bladder gave a warning twinge, so I shoved harder. A low groan came from somewhere inside, and I vaguely recalled Ashton being noisily sick some time after we came in. Apparently he had passed out on the bathroom floor and his body now had the door blocked. Lovely.

My stomach was beginning to get as insistent as my bladder, so I found my purse and a pair of sandals and headed for the elevators. None of the others was going to regain consciousness for at least a couple more hours, and if I didn’t eat something soon my blood sugar was going to tank and I’d end up on the bathroom floor next to Ashton. The hotel had a restaurant downstairs, and presumably the restaurant had a restroom, so I could kill two birds with one stone.

As the floors dinged away I sucked on a breath mint. I’d just have to brush my teeth later. Something light and poppy was playing in the elevator, and I found myself humming and bobbing to the music. It was probably just the lack of caffeine making me delirious, but I really did feel pretty good and upbeat. Maybe I’d go do some browsing in the tourist shops along the beach after I got some food in me. A little food and a little caffeine and I figured I’d be ready to take on just about anything, but then my bladder reminded me that if I didn’t find a restroom very soon I was going to need a new pair of shorts. Fortunately the light for the ground floor lit up, and with a final cheerful ding the doors slid open and I darted out—only to slam face-first into a very broad, solid chest.

It was just like one of those cartoons where the character runs into a brick wall and reels backwards, except this time a pair of powerful arms caught me as I staggered back with my arms pinwheeling to try to keep my balance. I found myself firmly tucked against a warm, solid body that smelled of soap and spicy cologne while those arms dropped to circle my waist and keep me upright while I regained my balance.

It felt like Heaven and I never wanted to move again, but after a couple of seconds mortification kicked in. I’d run right into the poor guy without even looking. No doubt he thought I was either a total bubble head or still drunk from the night before.

“I’m so sorry,” I babbled. “It was all my fault. I wasn’t looking where I was going.”

“No harm done.”

I felt the rumble of that voice in his chest as much as I heard it, and I pushed away from him hoping that he hadn’t noticed how my nipples had gone hard against his body. The feel of him, the smell of him, and that gravelly voice had set my hormones on a freakin’ rampage, and I felt dangerously on edge even as I prayed that the sudden hint of moisture I felt between my legs was from my reaction to him and not my bladder giving way.

At that point he got a good look at me and his hands froze on my arms.

“Cassidy?”

My eyes lifted slowly up past the solid pecs outlined by his fitted shirt and up to his face. When I recognized his smile I couldn’t decide on whether to just go ahead and die of embarrassment and get it over with, or to heave a sigh of relief.

“Jude? What are you doing here?”

My dad’s best friend gave my arms a playful squeeze while his deep blue eyes twinkled down into mine. “I’m in town on a business trip and your dad asked me to check up on you. Guess it was a good thing, too, if you’re out running into strange men.”

Heat pulsed through my whole body at that smile, and I blushed from the stirring sensation deep below my belly. I had always had a thing for Jude, ever since I first started liking boys. Of course with his athletic build, permanently tousled sandy-blonde hair, and roguish smile there probably weren’t many women who didn’t have a thing for Jude. As if all that wasn’t enough he had the kind of laid back self-confidence and dry wit that charmed everyone before they knew it.

He had been the prime star of most of my adolescent fantasies, largely because he was completely inaccessible. He was my dad’s best friend and twice my age. Hell, even if he hadn’t been, the guy was so far out of my league he probably couldn’t even see my league from where he was. That didn’t stop me from falling hard for him about the time I started high school. What made it worse was how nice he always was to me. He never failed to ask me how I was doing when he came around, and he seemed genuinely interested when I blathered along about the latest bit of teen drama in my life. For years I had dreamed about him whisking me away and the two of us living happily ever after.

Of course that’s all it was—dreams. With that whole Chris Hemsworth thing going for him Jude had every woman in sight ready to drop her panties, and I knew from overhearing conversations of my dad’s that Jude wasn’t remotely shy about taking advantage of that. He certainly wasn’t about to notice a plain-Jane schoolgirl who tended towards the fluffy side and I was very painfully aware of that fact, so I had mooned over him in silence and eventually got over him. Mostly.

I ducked my head a little so he wouldn’t see how flustered I was. “Sorry, I really don’t make a habit of plowing into every guy I meet. I was just in a hurry.”

His large hands released their grip on my arms and he took a small step back. “If you were in that big of a rush you must be on your way to meet a boy,” he teased.

If only. “Actually I was on my way to…” My voice trailed off as I finally remembered just where I was headed. God, how embarrassing. Thank you, bladder. “To the bathroom,” I whispered.

He blinked. “Is the one in your room not working?”

“Ours has a guy passed out cold in it.” I caught the beginnings of his frown and hurried to cut him off. “He’s not mine. Er, I’m not with him or anything. Or anyone else.” Oh, god. I took a deep breath and tried to say something coherent. “One of my friends brought him home with her last night.”

“Cassidy…”

“I came down to get something to eat and then do some shopping. My friends probably won’t be awake for hours yet, and I didn’t want to sit up there by myself. I’m really not much of a party animal, I guess.”

After a moment considering that, his lips quirked up into a half smile that was so sexy I was afraid I was going to melt into a pile of goo right there in the hotel lobby. “Does that mean you’re free to join me for lunch?”

Lunch with Jude? Was he serious? I was a total wreck. I hadn’t showered, my hair probably looked like a nesting ground for small animals, and I undoubtedly had raccoon eyes from not washing off my makeup before falling asleep. On top of that my clothes were rumpled and my bright sea-green bikini top was clearly visible through my white t-shirt.

Jude, on the other hand, looked like he was on his way to a GQ photo shoot or something in a sharply creased pair of khaki Dockers and a plum-colored button down shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. Why on earth would he want to take me to lunch? All I could think of was that he was doing it as a favor to my dad, but in the shape I was in the poor guy was going way above and beyond the call of duty.

I almost turned him down, but then I found myself admiring at the way his Dockers hugged his slim hips and muscular thighs and reconsidered. Jude was every bit as hot as any of the younger guys roaming South Padre Island—hotter, actually, because he had maturity and boundless confidence backed up by experience to go with his looks—plus I knew he wasn’t just interested in me because he wanted to get me drunk enough to get my panties off. Unfortunately.

Have lunch alone, or have lunch with the guy who was literally the man of my dreams? Decisions, decisions…

“I’d love to have lunch with you,” I told him, trying not to sound too pathetically eager. “Can you give me a couple of minutes to freshen up?”

Those blue eyes swept over me from my brightly painted pink toenails to my tangled brown curls with a shameless appreciation that left me tingling all over in anticipation of something that was never, ever going to happen.

“You look fine to me, but suit yourself.”

“Oh, stop it,” I mumbled, blushing at his approval as I struggled to ignore the way the deep pitch of his voice sent liquid warmth pooling in my lower body.

It was pure teasing and nothing else. To Jude teasing was as natural as breathing. He gave a nonchalant shrug, but the challenging look in his eyes let me know that he had no intention of taking it back. I didn’t get it. I was nothing special. That was why my friends were upstairs with two gorgeous seniors and I was down here alone.

Except I wasn’t alone, was I? I was standing right in front of a guy who was even more gorgeous. I couldn’t help the grin that sprang onto my face at the realization.

“I’ll be right back,” I promised.

*          *          *

As I watched Cass walk away I wondered if I had gone crazy. Have lunch with her? What was I thinking? Charles had just asked me to check up on her, not babysit her. No doubt the last thing on the poor girl’s spring break agenda was to humor her dad’s much older best buddy by spending time with him when she could be out on the beach or boy chasing. I don’t know what had compelled me to say it in the first place, except that I wasn’t quite ready to let her walk away, yet.

My mind shied away from examining the motives behind that too closely. I was her dad’s best friend and old enough to be her father, but I also felt like I had become her friend over the years as well and with that came a healthy dose of protectiveness where she was concerned. That protectiveness had kicked in with a fucking vengeance the moment she mentioned that guy in her room. It shouldn’t have been any of my business, but every muscle in my body went tense and it felt as though a huge hand was squeezing my heart.

Even though she was an adult now, she was still young and innocent and I wanted to protect her from the kind of guys that were trolling the beaches looking for a fresh piece of ass. I couldn’t stand the thought of someone like that touching Cass. Or pretty much anyone of the male half of the species even looking at her, for that matter. Maybe that did make me a little overprotective. Okay, a lot overprotective, considering that I wasn’t her dad and I had no real cause to concern myself in her affairs in the first place.

That was all it was, surely—overprotectiveness? It couldn’t have anything to do with those sleep-tumbled, mahogany curls that framed her face, or the luxurious curves which her shorts and t-shirt couldn’t manage to hide. Or that smile of hers that seemed to light her up from the inside out and made me feel twenty years younger whenever I saw it. No, I definitely wasn’t lusting after my best friend’s not quite twenty year old daughter. Nope. Not me.

My protests might have been slightly more convincing if I hadn’t caught myself watching the hypnotic sway of her perfect ass in those shorts when she headed for the restroom. The sudden pulse of heat in my groin as my cock twitched and stiffened in response was a clear warning that my body didn’t give a damn whose daughter she was or how old she was. When she disappeared from view my shoulders slumped with a deep sigh. I was going to get myself in big, big trouble if I wasn’t careful.

I sucked at being careful.

*          *          *

I made it back in five minutes with my bladder emptied, my hair mostly untangled and swept back in a ponytail, and my face scrubbed free of yesterday’s makeup. As for my clothes, I figured that I was properly attired for spring break and I didn’t want to have to go back upstairs and change—especially not when Darla or Beth might wake up and start asking questions.

“There’s a bar and grill just up the street that has much better food than the hotel,” Jude remarked, and resting his hand on the small of my back he steered me towards the door.

My skin seemed to sizzle under his palm even through the t-shirt, and for the rest of the day I felt the vivid sensation of his hand warm against me, almost as though it was still there. When we sat down I was tongue tied at first because my intense physical reaction to him kept throwing me off. One look from those blue eyes was enough to leave me stammering as my mind went blank, and whenever he hit me with that cocky smile I got all trembly and moist. There had been plenty of guys I liked before and I had fooled around with some of them, but none of them had ever left me with this gnawing, achy hunger inside that Jude somehow managed with just a look. And the more I looked at him and talked to him, the more I wanted him.

After a while his humor and easygoing manner calmed me down enough to relax with him, though. Sexy as he was, this was just Jude. I had known him most of my life, and he was so nice it was impossible to stay nervous around him for long. His little jokes and teasing drew me out and before I knew it I was teasing him right back and thoroughly enjoying myself.

Lunch came and we made small talk about college and his job while we ate, then we both had coffee for dessert. As we sipped I felt his eyes on me and I glanced up to find him watching me with an odd smile.

“You’re really looking good, Cassie,” he stated with quiet approval.

“Huh? I’m a total mess. I’m amazed that you’re not ashamed to be seen in public with me.”

A huff of laughter escaped him. “Hardly. You’re all grown up, now, and I think the beach girl look suits you.”

“You’re insane. I need a shower, clean clothes, and to drop about twenty pounds.”

Jude rolled his eyes in exasperation. “You worry about that too much. Especially around your friends. Stop trying so hard to be like them and just be yourself. You’re perfect the way you are.”

That earned him a derisive snort. “I am not.”

He reached over and squeezed my hand. “Cassie, you’re about the most perfect girl I’ve ever met. You’re smart, you’re funny, you’re sweet, and you’re all kinds of sexy.” His smile turned into a big wolf’s grin. “Especially when you’ve got this tousled beach bunny look going on. You stick with that and see if you don’t give your friends a run for their money with the guys tonight.”

He was just trying to pump my ego because he was a nice guy and he knew I had self esteem issues. I knew that. But I still blushed so hard I thought I might turn crimson permanently, and all the feelings I’d had from years ago when I was crushing so hard on him came flooding back. Why, why, why couldn’t I find a guy like him?

While I lingered over my coffee as long as I could, eventually I sipped the last of the lukewarm remnants and stared mournfully into the bottom of the cup, wishing that it would magically refill itself. I wasn’t ready for my time with Jude to be over yet, but he set his own cup down and slid his chair back from the table.

“Thanks for having lunch with me. I know that this was probably the last thing you wanted to do today, so I’ll let your dad know I saw you and that you’re doing fine, and I won’t bug you again.”

My jaw dropped. “Don’t say that. I had a great time!”

He hit me with that sexy smile again and my knees turned to jelly. “You’re very polite to say so, but I’ll get out of your hair and let you get back to having fun.”

“You don’t have to go.” God, how I didn’t want him to go. I would have happily enjoyed myself with him all day. And all night. “I was going to head down to the beach and do some shopping. If you’d like to come along…”

Jude shook his head. “Thanks, but I’ve got some work to do back at the hotel.”

“If you say so.”

I tried to hide my disappointment as I stood up, but when he held out his arms in invitation I practically leaped into his embrace. He squeezed me tightly in a brief hug, then bent to give me a peck on the cheek.

I don’t know what made me do it. In hindsight it was crazy, but maybe it was just instinct taking over. Quickly I turned my head so that it was my mouth and not my cheek that his lips found, and for an instant his mouth met mine in a soft, tingling caress. A sizzling jolt lanced through my body and I felt myself coming wondrously alive, every nerve quivering while a sweet ache grew low down in my belly. Just as quickly Jude pulled back, the warmth of his breath lingering on my skin as he looked down at me with a dark mixture of confusion and something far more primal dueling in his eyes.

Continue reading Spring Break with My Dad’s Best Friend…
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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.

First to Fall

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

Would kissing him really be so dangerous?

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, which makes me one of the oldest erotica authors still around! Check out my blog for the latest and greatest, and 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

Kelli



OPS/image53.jpg
SIDONIES TALE.






OPS/image10.jpg





OPS/image37.jpg
| &

DADDY S

fom a9





OPS/image61.jpg





OPS/image8.jpg





cover.jpeg
Collection 1

KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image35.jpg





OPS/image29.jpg
!m 90N 10 take M. Perfect down a few pegs.






OPS/image78.jpg
o

e;s

Kﬂmmg





OPS/image43.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image47.jpg





OPS/image17.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image12.jpg





OPS/image68.jpg





OPS/image55.jpg





OPS/image41.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg





OPS/image19.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image49.jpg
Proy
Beast Ten

Kexti Worre





OPS/image71.jpg





OPS/image58.jpg
“The Preacher's Vingn Daughters





OPS/image83.jpg
/u‘ 4
srmeur
ST\)DENT

<l

| Wa






OPS/image23.jpg
AV
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image4.jpg





OPS/image15.jpg





OPS/image40.jpg
K’EL&M[OLFE





OPS/image66.jpg
ZLL) Wolgs






OPS/image13.jpg





OPS/image56.jpg





OPS/image21.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image30.jpg





OPS/image73.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image77.jpg





OPS/image34.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image69.jpg
% ’
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image39.jpg





OPS/image64.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters






OPS/image26.jpg





OPS/image51.jpg
Piate

of fthe,

Beast Men
y a

Kell1 Wolre





OPS/image6.jpg





OPS/image81.jpg





OPS/image75.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image62.jpg





OPS/image45.jpg





OPS/image32.jpg
IS an opportunity that might never come AgaIn...=

REIANEY GIEE





OPS/image28.jpg





OPS/image79.jpg





OPS/image44.jpg





OPS/image70.jpg





OPS/image60.jpg





OPS/image52.jpg





OPS/image38.jpg
VYT
Bt ofrondlc Dk
‘/\}\v

3 Y 3






OPS/image7.jpg





OPS/image42.jpg





OPS/image2.jpg
K’EL&M[OLFE





OPS/image18.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image48.jpg





OPS/image72.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image24.jpg





OPS/image54.jpg





OPS/image0.jpg
VYT
Bt ofrondlc Dk
‘/\}\v

3 Y 3






OPS/image11.jpg





OPS/image67.jpg





OPS/image36.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image9.jpg





OPS/image74.jpg





OPS/image57.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters

> ‘\
"KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image31.jpg





OPS/image59.jpg





OPS/image16.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image65.jpg





OPS/image3.jpg





OPS/image22.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image25.jpg





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

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

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

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

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

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

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

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

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

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

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

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

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

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

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

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

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

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



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



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

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

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

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

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

	}



	setupBookColumns();

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

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

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

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

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

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

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

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

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

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

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

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

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

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

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

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

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

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

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

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

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

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

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

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

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

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

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

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

	}

	return 0;

}













OPS/image82.jpg





OPS/image20.jpg





OPS/image50.jpg
vaw
Bea s Men

KeLl1 WoLre





OPS/image63.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Daughters

KELLI WOLFE |





OPS/image33.jpg
s hartd as | tried | coulda't forget him.






OPS/image46.jpg





OPS/image76.jpg
g
l 2
Noth1’r‘1g

KELLI WD.FE





OPS/image14.jpg





OPS/image27.jpg





OPS/image80.jpg





OPS/image5.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





