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Summary

I had become obsessed.

 For years I had a bit of a crush on Mike, my best friend’s dad, just because he was sexy and older. Then one night I had walked in on him unnoticed while he was working out in the basement. I stood for several minutes and watched the play of his muscles under his smooth skin, glistening under a thin sheen of sweat, and that crush turned into something else that wasn’t remotely schoolgirl-like. After that night I was determined. I wanted him and I was going to do whatever I had to do to get him.

But could I ever make him see that I wasn’t a little girl anymore?
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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

Keep reading for a sneak peek at Stealing My Dad’s Best Friend. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.
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Sneak Peek: 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.”

Continue reading Stealing 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.

With One Word

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

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

Grant is my best friend’s dad.

Punishing Shelbie

She tasted of cherry lip gloss and bubblegum and innocence.

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

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

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

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

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially to everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO
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		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/image56.jpg





OPS/image21.jpg





OPS/image30.jpg





OPS/image34.jpg
“The Preacher's Vingn Daughters





OPS/image39.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Daughters

KELLI WOLFE |





OPS/image64.jpg
SIDONIES TALE.






OPS/image26.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image51.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image6.jpg





OPS/image20.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image50.jpg





OPS/image63.jpg





OPS/image33.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters

> ‘\
"KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image46.jpg





OPS/image14.jpg





OPS/image27.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image5.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image62.jpg
Proy
Beast Ten

Kexti Worre





OPS/image45.jpg
% ’
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image32.jpg





