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Summary

Who would have ever imagined that my brother’s hunky best friend would be lusting after me?

When I was a kid, I thought Ryan hung the moon. Most of the time he treated me like a pesky kid sister when I tried to tag along with them, or when I snuck down to his house to watch him working in his garage. At least it seemed as though he used to like me a little, anyway.

Now I needed a favor. My roommate had bailed, and I was desperate to find a place to stay for the rest of the summer so I didn’t have to move back home and listen to my dad and stepmother fighting like rabid wolverines for the next two months. Ryan was my last hope. I thought it would be the perfect chance to catch up and rebuild the relationship we’d had before he graduated from high school and more or less vanished from my life.

But although Ryan let me move into his apartment, now he’s avoiding me whenever possible and seems determined to give me the cold shoulder. I don’t get it. What had I done to make Ryan dislike me so much?

But what if the reason he’s keeping me at arm’s length isn’t because he doesn’t like me? What if it’s because he likes me too much?
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Roommates with Benefits

MY FIRST CLUE THAT MY LIFE WAS GOING TO HELL in a bucket was the moving truck parked in front of my house. As I walked up the driveway my roommate’s pudgy boyfriend Keith edged past me carrying a cardboard box stuffed to the bursting point with sweaters.

“Hiya, Hailey,” he puffed, careful to avoid meeting my eyes.

Not that it was ever my eyes the slime ball looked at anyway. I muttered a hello through gritted teeth as the feeling that I should just turn around and get back into my car swelled like a hot air balloon. A teetering pile of boxes blocked most of the front steps, and someone had propped the door open with my two hundred dollar chemistry textbook. Before I had time to scream, my roommate Beth trundled into the foyer pushing a microwave cart, her loose blonde curls bouncing with each step.

“Oh, hi, Hailey. I didn’t know you were home.”

“I just got here.” I dropped a foot in front of the cart and jolted it to a halt. “That’s my microwave, Beth.”

“Oh, right. Sorry, I forgot.”

“What’s going on?”

“Keith asked me to move in with him. Isn’t that great?” the blonde girl gushed.

I closed my eyes and drew a deep breath. “Yeah, wonderful. Look, Beth, we agreed we were going to keep the house the rest of the summer.”

Beth took a sudden great interest in her shoes. “I know, but I didn’t expect Keith to get serious this soon.”

“He probably just got tired of having to drive halfway across town every time he wanted to get laid,” I muttered.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

I really hadn’t intended to say that out loud; it was mainly just sour grapes. Halfway through the spring semester my long-time boyfriend had dumped me for a too-cute-for-words freshman communications major with D-cup tits and the IQ of a gerbil. I didn’t regret losing him in particular so much, but I did miss the feelings of closeness, the intimacy that comes from spending enough time with someone that you really got to know them. Or thought you did, at least.

Beth sniffed. “Anyway, I got so excited when he asked I just couldn’t say no.”

“Couldn’t you?”

“Can’t you just be happy for me?”

I was going to grind right through the enamel of my teeth if I wasn’t careful. Patience has never been especially high on my list of virtues. “I’d be a lot happier if you weren’t leaving me stuck with all of the bills.”

“Hailey, I’m sorry, but you can find another roommate.”

“It’s summer and short notice. I’m not going to hold my breath.”

I went to my room, pulled a pillow over my head, and screamed into it until I felt better. An hour later I had confirmed my worst fears—everyone I knew had either gone home for the summer or was already locked into a lease until August, and there was no way I could cover the rent and bills on my own. Not and still eat, anyway. Unfortunately I also didn’t know of anyone looking for a roommate, either. After another thirty minutes on the phone trying everyone I knew or was remotely acquainted with, I gave up. As I thought, it had been a waste of time before I even started.

I refused to even think about going home. More than anything else in the world I wanted to finish my degree and get on with my life without ever having to move home again. Dad was demanding and overprotective, my stepmom was a witch in desperate need of having a house dropped on her, and after having my own space for two years the thought of having to cram myself back into my tiny bedroom there made my teeth hurt. Or maybe that was just from grinding my teeth together again.

There had to be something else, something I hadn’t thought of.

Actually, there was one person I hadn’t called. I pulled up the number, my finger hovering over the dial button. My big brother’s best friend, Ryan, was a grad student in the engineering program at the same university I went to. Over the years I had gotten to know him pretty well, and I had always liked him. I thought he rather liked me, too, kind of like a pesky kid sister or something. At least he hadn’t seemed to mind a whole lot when I managed to tag along with him and Eric, or those times I snuck down the street to his house to watch him while he worked in his garage. He had checked up on me a few times to make sure I was doing all right at school—although I was pretty sure it was only because Eric had asked him to. I’d never asked him for a favor before, though, and this one was a doozie.

A pang of guilt twisted in my stomach at putting him on the spot this way, but it was either that or spend three solid months listening while my parents screamed at each other across the breakfast table. I tapped my thumb on the call button and gnawed my bottom lip while I waited for him to pick up.

“Hello?”

“Hey, Ryan. It’s Hailey.”

“Oh. Hi. Is everything okay?”

“Actually, I need a favor.”

Wariness crept into his voice. “What kind of favor?”

“Well, Beth flaked on me.”

“There’s a surprise.”

Ryan had dropped by to check up on me the previous summer and hadn’t bothered to hide how he felt about my rather ditzy blonde roommate. Afterwards Beth had droned on for weeks about how gorgeous Ryan was, much to my annoyance. Not that every word wasn’t true, mind you, I just didn’t care to hear her raving about him.

“Anyway, I’m stuck with no way to pay her chunk of the rent here, and I need a place to stay until school starts. Eric told me that you didn’t have any roommates this summer, so I was wondering if you could use someone to help pay the bills.”

“I don’t know. I really wanted some time alone.”

“Please, Ryan? I really don’t want to have to go back home. You know what that’s like.” He had spent enough time at our house that he had to understand my reluctance to live with my parents again.

“Yeah.” There was a very long pause. It dragged out into a very, very long pause.

“Please?”

He sighed. It was the kind of sigh calculated to demonstrate precisely how much he was being put upon. “You move out in August, when school starts.”

“Absolutely. Thank you, thank you, thank you. You’re a life saver.”

“Just make sure you can cover your half of the rent.”

“I will. Um, I don’t suppose you could give me a hand moving?”

The line went dead. I bit my lip again but decided to let it go, figuring I had pushed my luck with him far enough for one day.

To my surprise he showed up the next morning with his truck. Even more surprising was the flutter I felt low in my tummy as I opened the front door and found him standing there in a pair of faded khaki cargo shorts and a navy t-shirt. He had let his fine, dark brown hair grow out from the near buzz cut I was used to, and his hazel eyes regarded me narrowly from beneath those now-shaggy locks.

“You owe me,” he grumbled as he stepped past me and headed for the boxes piled in the living room.

I didn’t care; he could grumble all he liked if he was willing to help. 

My new room was smaller than the one at the house, so I ended up having to rent a storage unit for most of my stuff. I refused to complain, though, since it was still infinitely better than having to move back home. By that evening I was all settled in and as comfortable as I was likely to get until I could find my own place in August.

I’d hoped to spend some time catching up with Ryan, but as soon as we had carried all of my stuff inside he took off without telling me where he was going or when he’d be back. Not that he owed me any explanations—it’s not like I was his mother or his girlfriend or anything. I’d just thought we were close enough that even though I was imposing on him that he’d warm up a little. No doubt that would happen in time as he got used to the idea of having me around.

Except that idea turned out to be seriously delusional.

Although I missed my old place, Ryan’s apartment had one thing my house had lacked—a pool—and I resolved to spend as much time in it as I possibly could keeping myself fit. Before I slid into my favorite turquoise bikini I examined my butt critically in the mirror hanging on the back of my door and winced. I had spent way too much time studying and hanging out with friends and not enough exercising this past semester. Fortunately it didn’t look as though I had done any damage that couldn’t be worked off by swimming a few thousand laps. At least the bikini still fit, even if it was a teeny bit more snug than it had been a few months ago.

The pool also gave me an excuse to get out of the apartment and away from Ryan. While I was doing my best to make this easy on him, it was painfully obvious that he wasn’t thrilled about having me underfoot. I didn’t understand it and had expected him to get over his pique with me after a week or so, but he seemed more determined to avoid me with each passing day and he was proving to be quite good at it.

Ryan was smart. In high school he had stuffed his room full of books and was always out in his garage tinkering with something. Whether it was a wooden stand to display his model cars or enigmatic electronic doohickeys he pieced together from components he bought at Radio Shack, I could always count on finding him out there toiling away at some new project on his dad’s workbench. I used to watch him as often as he’d let me, fascinated by his talent to take a jumble of wood or electrical parts and create wonderful things based on some picture or idea that only existed in his head. Apparently he impressed the university, too, because they gave him a full scholarship to get a degree in electrical engineering.

With a sigh I slung a flowery beach towel over my shoulder and slipped into a pair of flip-flops. We really had gotten along pretty well back in those days—other than that time I managed to break both doors off his ’68 Camaro car model, anyway. I didn’t think he was ever going to completely forgive me for that one. Still, while we hadn’t spent much time together since he moved to an apartment after high school, I was more than a little disappointed that things between us had turned so awkward. Ryan wasn’t outright rude, but he was aloof and kept to himself as much as possible. I kept hoping I could win him over and would have given anything for him to flash that familiar, wry grin of his at me and have everything go back to the way it used to be, but I was seriously beginning to doubt whether I would make any headway before I moved out.

He had his nose buried in a book when I emerged from my room, and pointedly ignored me as I stepped into the kitchen.

“I’m going to the pool,” I announced, still hoping. “Want to come?”

“No, thanks,” he muttered, not bothering to look up.

What could I do? I shrugged, which caused the towel to slide off my shoulder, and as I bent down to pick it up I caught a movement from the corner of my eye. Ryan cast a sharp, lingering glance at my bottom, and then quickly looked away as I straightened up.

What was that about? Had he really just checked out my butt? Ryan, who I had known practically forever? Completely flustered, I pretended as though I hadn’t seen.

“I’ll be back later,” I said as I slipped out.

My mind raced as I stroked through lap after lap in the warm water of the pool. I didn’t want to make too much of it. After all, Ryan was a guy, and that’s what guys did—check out girls’ butts. They all did it; I had spent enough time watching them around campus to know that for a fact. But he had kept his eyes on mine for just a little too long, stared just a bit too intently. Was it something I could use to work on him?

From the tingles buzzing through my middle it had certainly worked on me. Something deep down in my head apparently got quite the thrill from the idea of my new roommate looking at me with carnal thoughts playing in his mind. Who would have ever imagined that my brother’s hunky best friend would be lusting after me? It was a bad idea to pursue anything with Ryan and I knew it, because Eric would totally flip out on us if he ever found out. He’d accuse Ryan of seducing his sweet little sister and me of stealing his best friend, and he’d do his best to make us both so miserable and guilty that we’d break up. But there was just no way I was going to let this go.

First I needed to find out whether Ryan was really paying attention, or if it was just a guy’s normal “Look, shiny!” moment when presented with that kind of view. On most days when I went inside after a swim I wrapped up in her towel so that if my bikini was still wet I wouldn’t drip on the carpet, but today I slung it back over my shoulder instead. Ryan was parked on the couch watching a movie when I walked through the door. Perfect.

“I’m back,” I sang out, and bounced into the kitchen with my ponytail bobbing.

It was weird knowing that I was on display, but at the same time exciting. Could it really be possible that Ryan was interested in me? Carefully I angled my path so that I could just see Ryan out of the corner of my eye, but to my surprise his attention remained fixed on the television. I bit my lip in frustration. Had I been wrong? Had it just been my imagination earlier after all? Or even worse, maybe I just wasn’t worth a second look?

With a frown I opened the refrigerator and bent over, feeling around the back of the bottom shelf for a bottle of water. While he thought I was preoccupied, Ryan’s eyes swept up the length of my tanned legs and once again lingered on the curve of my bottom. The raw hunger in his gaze took my breath away and left my heart pounding. Definitely not just my imagination. Maybe the poor guy had just been single too long, and he was keeping me at arm’s length because he felt weird being attracted to his best friend’s kid sister? Regardless, now that I had found his kryptonite I was determined to figure out a way to use it to get him to loosen up around me and stop treating me like a leper.

I carried my water over to the couch and plopped down on the far side, curling my legs up next to me and leaning back so my tits were displayed to their best effect. Let him try to ignore that!

“What are you watching?”

He tore his eyes from my long, bare legs. “Ivanhoe.”

It was one of his and my brother’s favorites. Ugh. Knights and castles and swords and blah, blah, blah. I mentally gritted my teeth and prepared for a desperate fight to stay awake, but as I watched it I actually found myself drawn in by the characters and the drama. And Elizabeth Taylor was in her prime and smoking hot. Old Ivanhoe needed to have his eyes examined, going for the blonde instead of Liz.

Most of all it felt good to just sit there close to Ryan and watch the movie, though. It gave me a cozy, snuggly feeling of belonging that I hadn’t felt in ages. At that moment, all was right with the world.

That night while I was in bed reading, a noise coming through the wall from Ryan’s room jerked me out of my book. When I had first moved in, Ryan joked about the walls being so thin that he would have to go for coffee whenever his last roommate came in with his girlfriend. I had quickly discovered that he wasn’t exaggerating much, and did my best to keep it down at night when he was already in bed. Although I tried to ignore the noise and go back to reading, the sound was just irritating enough to break my concentration. What the hell was he doing? I cocked my head and listened for a moment, trying to figure out what it was.

My mouth dropped open with a gasp. The sound was the rhythmic squeaking of Ryan’s bed, and I only knew two reasons that a bed would make a noise like that. One of them required the participation of two people, but Ryan and I were alone in the apartment that night. That meant my oh-so-sexy roommate was jerking off in bed, not a dozen feet away, with only that paper-thin wall between them.

My nipples got hard so fast it was a wonder they didn’t punch holes through my t-shirt. Careful not to make any noise of my own, I slid across the bed and pressed my ear against the wall. The squeaking grew louder, and Ryan gave a faint moan. I pictured him in my mind, his lean, hard body naked on the bed, head thrown back, eyes closed, with one hand sliding up and down his rock-hard shaft. Tension lined his face as the taut craving for release built inside of him.

Just like that I soaked my panties and my clit hardened into an aching knot, while between my legs a familiar pulsating quiver cried out for a cock to push deep inside and fill me. Slowly I slipped a hand inside my panties and down along my mound, my fingertips gently teasing my clit from its fleshy hood. With deliberate, feather-soft strokes I circled the humming flesh, fed that burning need until I had to fight back whimpers of my own. God, how I wanted a cock. My vibrator was hidden in a box in the closet, but I didn’t want to get up and miss the show Ryan was putting on for me. Besides, with my luck he would hear its unmistakable buzz when I turned it on, which was the whole reason why it was still in the closet instead of in the drawer of my bedside table to begin with.

I ran my fingers into the groove between my swollen lips so that the wetness of my juices slicked my fingertips, and then swirled them around until they glistened. When they were slippery enough, I pressed them deeper inside—two fingers, that was all I could easily manage as tight as I was, although I wanted more. I desperately wanted a thick rod to stretch and fill the hungry space that fluttered below my belly, wanted Ryan’s manhood thrusting deep inside until I could take no more.

My fingers slid in and out to the metronomic squeak of Ryan’s bed while my mind supplied an image of his fingers riding up and down along his shaft. Tension prickled between my legs, pumped along my nerves until my whole body buzzed with it and sizzled with pent-up desire. My other hand went to one nipple to slowly knead it until my breath caught and my limbs were trembling.

“Hailey.”

My heart stuttered and my fingers froze against my flesh.

“Oh, Hailey,” he moaned again, this time so softly that I had to strain to hear it.

He was actually doing it. Ryan was rubbing his cock and thinking about sticking it in me—his best friend’s little sister. My gorgeous roommate really did want me. Relief that it wasn’t just my imagination, that it wasn’t a one-sided attraction, swept through me just as my orgasm hit. I bit down hard on my lip to keep from crying out as I arched up off the bed, fingers still buried inside my creaming tunnel, all my muscles clenching at once in a spasm of total ecstasy.

As I lay panting on my bed I realized that somewhere along the way I had developed a hefty crush on Ryan. He was obviously interested in me, too, so I didn’t have to worry about pining over him as unrequited summer crush. But did I really want this? My brother was going to be seriously pissed off if I ended up with his best friend, and if I screwed things up with Ryan, I was going to have to move back home after all.

In the end, though, my attraction to Ryan trumped all of my fears. There was some major chemistry happening between us, and I intended to see whether it could amount to something more than just two people masturbating in separate rooms.

Over the next few days I tried really hard to be patient. It was difficult not to push, because that kind of restraint was not something that came naturally to me. I tended to charge straight ahead when I wanted something and then let the chips fall where they would. This time, though, there was too much at stake and I couldn’t afford to take a chance to screw it up.

Ryan was one of those people who could be gently nudged along with subtle pushes until he convinced himself that it was his idea all along, but try to herd him into something? He’d dig in his heels and not give an inch. All it would take would be one stupid mistake and I could forget all about easing him past the whole best friend’s little sister so hands off thing. It was going to require moving slowly and building him up to the idea until he quit caring about what my brother would say, and he was as desperate for me as I had become for him.

A wardrobe change was definitely in order. While living with Beth I had usually lounged around in ratty old t-shirts and boxers because I never knew when Beth’s creep of a boyfriend would show up, and the frumpier I looked, the less often he leered at me. I had kept doing it out of habit after I moved in with Ryan, but I certainly wasn’t going to attract his attention that way.

One afternoon while he was out, I swiped one of his shirts—a white cotton dress shirt that hung not quite halfway down my thighs and was just sheer enough to reveal tantalizing hints of the brightly colored bra and panties I wore underneath. Although I was actually a lot more dressed than when I walked around in a bikini, somehow it felt naughtier and I knew that as a man Ryan would find it sexier. It made absolutely no sense to me, and if I lived a million years I’d never understand how their dirty little minds worked. I didn’t have to understand it, though. All that mattered was that it worked and it was a weakness of Ryan’s that I could exploit.

When Ryan got home that afternoon the kitchen looked like a disaster area, but I knew it smelled heavenly. He blinked as he caught a whiff of dinner, then he caught sight of me and stopped cold in the doorway. I had left the first few buttons of his dress shirt undone to reveal a flash of my pink bra. The thin, white cotton offered a tantalizing glimpse of the matching pink panties I wore underneath it as well. That was the sum of what I was wearing other than my scorching pink nail polish.

He had to swallow down a knot in his throat to speak. “Hey. Umm, what are you making?”

I smiled at him and flipped my glossy, brown hair over her shoulder “Peppered roast beef with potatoes, cooked with lots of onion and garlic.” It was his favorite.

As he continued to just stand there and stare at me, my smile began to falter. Had I made a mistake? Was it too much? Was he just not that interested? To my relief he took a deep breath and slowly smiled back.

“It smells fantastic,” he told me.

I grinned, his approval making me feel warm all over. “Thanks. I hope it turns out; I haven’t made it in a couple of years.”

After a long moment he closed the door joined me beside the stove, where he took a deliberate sniff. It also just happened to put him in the perfect position to look down the unbuttoned front of my shirt as he bent over the pot. Coincidence?

“I’m sure it will be great, Hailey.”

Before he could work himself up to saying something that would spoil the moment, I bounced away. “Here,” I said, pulling a beer from the fridge. “Now shoo. It will be another fifteen or twenty minutes before it’s ready.”

He sprawled out on the couch in the living room and turned on the television, but every time I moved in the kitchen his eyes seemed to be following me. I started to get nervous and that threw me off a little, so I had to be extra careful not to make any mistakes or drop anything. Fortunately I didn’t dump chili powder in the potatoes or anything horribly wrong like that.

Ryan gave a guilty start and hastily shifted his gaze from me to the television as I emerged from the kitchen with two steaming plates.

“Is there room for me?” I asked as I handed him his plate.

He sat up and scooted to one side of the couch so I could drop down next to him—close enough to touch him if I reached over, but not quite close enough to crowd him. With an inward high-five I stretched my legs out on the coffee table where he couldn’t help but get a good look. I glanced over at him to check his reaction, and took a cautious bite of the roast.

“Hm. Not bad, if I do say so myself,” I decided.

“No,” he agreed, his voice coming out a little strangled. “It’s not bad at all.” 

We both knew he wasn’t talking about my cooking.

Ryan thawed out towards me after that, and we started spending more time together. I refused to let up on the sex kitten routine, though. As much as I enjoyed the relationship we currently had, I still wanted more. I wanted all of him. From the way he looked at me when he thought I wouldn’t notice, it was pretty clear that he felt the same way. He just wouldn’t start anything, and I was too afraid to make the first move.

It was terribly tempting just to stick my tongue down his throat and my hand down the front of his shorts to jump start things and be done with it, though. His failure to try anything with me didn’t make sense, and I began to worry again that I was wrong and didn’t understand him at all.

At the same time, I felt myself drawn to him even more. Ryan was magnificent, and I couldn’t figure out how I had managed to overlook him as a man for all this time. Everything about him attracted me, from the stubbly, rough-hewn planes of his face and his strong, gentle hands to those intense, dark eyes that never missed anything. His throaty chuckle set my pulse racing, and every time he winked and shot me that crooked grin I soaked my panties.

My twenty-first birthday fell in July, so naturally my parents—most likely at my wicked stepmother’s insistence—had chosen that week to go on vacation. Sweetheart that he was, Ryan decided it was up to him to make the occasion special and took me out to my favorite Italian restaurant. He insisted that we get dressed up, and even though I knew it was silly, I couldn’t help feeling as though it was a date.

Ryan cleaned up quite nicely, mouth-wateringly handsome in charcoal trousers and a cobalt blue shirt that fit snugly against his chest and broad shoulders. I was dying to get my hands inside that shirt, to skim the hard muscles of his chest and down to his tight butt, to feel the promising bulge in his pants pressed hot and throbbing against me. I had opted for a short, black cocktail dress that fit me like a glove, with black stockings and a pair of heels that brought the top of my head up to his eye level. He had never seen me all dressed up like this before, and I think it shocked him a little.

All through dinner he could barely take his eyes off of me, and the poor boy kept forgetting to eat. By the time the waitress came to clear away our plates, I knew I had him.

Afterwards we went to a club where I got to use my ID to prove I was twenty-one for the first time, and Ryan bought me a pina colada to celebrate. While he was at the bar, a couple of guys came up and hit on me, but I quickly chased them off. Ryan watched with bemusement as the last one retreated, then he came back to our table and handed me the dink.

“What’s the matter?” he asked. “Don’t you want to dance?”

I smiled up at him. Were my eyes glowing? My whole body felt radiant. “Yes. With you.”

He got a funny look on his face, but he took the glass from my hand, set it down on the table, and drew me out onto the dance floor. While I probably should have expected it, I was surprised that he actually turned out to be quite a good dancer, with a powerful, catlike grace and superb rhythm. His eyes smoldered as they met mine, and it wasn’t long before my panties were soaked through and I was throbbing inside to the heavy beat of the music. That was it; tonight was the night. I was going to have Ryan even if I had to tie him up to do it.

It was late when we stumbled into the apartment, happy and a more than a little tipsy on a heady combination of alcohol and sexual tension. I kicked off my shoes and collapsed onto the couch while Ryan went into the kitchen and poured himself a rum and coke. While his back was turned, I stripped off my stockings and dropped them on top of my heels.

“You want one?” he called.

“Are you trying to get me drunk?”

“I think I already have.”

His wicked grin made me shiver with goose bumps.  “Mmm, maybe a little.”

As he sank onto the couch beside me, the woodsy scent of his cologne set my body a-tingle all over again. Ryan leaned his head back and closed his eyes, his face half hidden in shadow, and my fingers itched to trace the firm line of his jaw, to test the softness of his lips.

“Can I ask you a question?”

He rolled his head to look at me. “Shoot.”

“Why were you so anxious to be alone this summer?”

He sighed and sat up. “I didn’t know you were going to get serious.”

“I’m sorry.”

“No, it’s all right.” He looked off into the distance and sipped his rum and coke. “I’ve had second thoughts on whether I want to finish this engineering degree. Do I really want to do this for the rest of my life? And then there’s my love life. I’ve had three girlfriends since I started college, and they were all mistakes. They wanted to party and fuck, and didn’t really know me or care much of anything about me. I just wanted some quiet time to think about where I was and where I was going, with no distractions.”

“And then I came along and distracted you. Poor Ryan.”

He looked down at me, his eyes aflame with a dark heat, and his voice was very quiet when he continued. “And then you came along, and it all clicked. You moved in and it was so perfect and so natural, as though you had always been here. And you get me, like nobody else ever has. You always have, ever since you were my best friend’s annoying kid sister who used to follow me everywhere and sit for hours watching me work in the garage.”

Ryan leaned closer and I inhaled deeply, drinking in his rich, manly scent. The heat of his body reached right through my clothes to bathe my skin, and I wanted him even closer. Deep walnut eyes locked onto mine, and now there was no way I could mistake the desire for me that warmed them.

I went very still as one large hand reached out to brush across my lips with a thumb. I just knew that if I so much as breathed he was going to turn into a pumpkin or something.

“You came along, sweet and beautiful and sexy, everything I ever wanted in a woman all rolled up in one insanely hot package, and I couldn’t touch you,” he breathed against my ear. Strong fingers ran along my jaw to my chin, turned my face up to his, and his lips nuzzled against my skin, leaving trails of fire in their wake.

“You’ve been driving me crazy for weeks, to the point where some nights I couldn’t sleep. And when I did sleep, I dreamed about you and about all the things your brother would kill me for if he found out I was doing them to you.”

His lips fastened greedily to mine, fierce with a need that would not be denied this time, his warm, velvet tongue pushing into my mouth with the sharp bite of his rum and coke. His hand dropped to cup one breast through the thin fabric of my dress, and he took a moment to stroke the stiffening nipple to diamond hardness with his thumb before sliding down my body to the bare skin of my leg.

I shivered as his fingertips glided slowly along my inner thigh, and the pulsating throb it ignited between my legs had me writhing against him like a cat in heat. Slowly, deliberately his hand traveled further up my leg, hard and hot against the delicate satin of my thigh. Fingers probed ahead until they vanished beneath my short skirt and bumped up against the fabric of my panties.

Without a thought I spread my legs wider for him. The craving to feel his fingers on my bare, trembling flesh consumed me, drove my body to the brink with need until I was sopping. Ryan’s fingertips brushed across my slit through the sheer panties, and I knew he could feel how wet they were, how wet I was, before he pushed the silky material aside.

His thumb found my clit and massaged it softly while his fingers slid through my puffy, pink lips to find the dripping little hole inside. For a while he just toyed with me, teasing around the edges and slipping the tip of one finger inside that slick entrance until I couldn’t stop wriggling and my body shook and screamed for more. I would have begged him to finish me, but his mouth was still locked onto mine so that I could only whimper.

He drove his tongue against mine at the same time his fingers finally pushed into me, and I arched my back with a deep moan of pleasure. With barely restrained eagerness, he fucked me with his fingers, pumping deeply inside me until my juices covered his hand and dripped down onto my ass. The twisting tension in my lower body piled up in higher and higher waves to the motions of his fingers as they sloshed wetly inside of me, but before I could explode in the orgasm I craved Ryan pulled his hand out of my panties and sat up, his breath coming in harsh rasps as he broke our kiss.

“No,” I whimpered. “Ryan, please...”

In response he straddled me and ran both hands under my dress, hooking his thumbs into my panties and stripping them from my long legs in one quick motion. Flinging them aside he dropped to his knees, his strong hands grasping my thighs to pull me closer to him. Burning breath scorched across my tender skin and anticipation alone almost sent me hurtling straight over the edge, but then his tongue found my clit and I lost myself in the hot thrill of that wet velvet caress.

He danced across my taut, swollen nub, licking and stroking until I hovered right on the verge of bursting, then burrowed deeper to delve into my gushing pink tunnel. Driving his tongue inside of me, he lapped my juices until the rough stubble of his face sanded against my most sensitive places.

I buried my fingers in his hair and gasped for breath as I rocked my hips against his face. With the tip of his tongue Ryan continued to explore my depths, then withdrew to gather up the tangy juices pouring from me before plunging inside once again.The walls of my pussy fluttered, trembling against him, and my muscles froze with the eruption building deep within. My fingers clenched, locking him in place as wave after wave of hot pleasure flooded my core and I cried out as the force of it ripped through me and sent me spiraling into ecstasy.

Ryan leaned back, his lips glistening with her sweet honey, and grinned up at me in satisfaction as I gasped and struggled to catch my breath.

“My turn,” he said.

He scooped me up and strode to his bedroom, kicking the door open and dropping me onto the bed. As I started to undress, Ryan’s hands pulled mine away.

“I want to do it.”

He peeled the dress off of me inch by inch, fingertips exploring my body as it was slowly revealed to him, with little pauses to kiss and lick spots he found particularly inviting. By the time I was fully naked, he had me dripping and throbbing all over again. No one had ever gotten me there again so quickly, but I wasn’t about to argue with it.

“Now me.”

I sat up eagerly. This was what I had been waiting for. My fingers shook a little as I unbuttoned his shirt, mostly in anticipation of getting him naked and inside of me, but a little anxiety added a tinge to it. Ryan was still my brother’s best friend, after all, and I wasn’t sure how this was going to play out in the long run. Would Eric be able to guilt Ryan into dumping me?

But I would worry about that later. For now I forced herself to slow down, giving my hands a chance to play across the smooth firmness of his body, learning the feel of him and where he was most sensitive to my touch. His shirt fell unnoticed to the floor, and my hands skimmed down the front of his pants to tease the straining bulge imprisoned there. Even through the thick fabric the force of its throbbing pulsed hard under my fingertips, and a shower of electric tingles rained down like fireworks deep beneath my belly in response.

A quick jerk unfastened his pants, and I let them pool around his ankles. Wow. My gaze locked onto the outline of his cock in his black briefs. Easing the waistband carefully down over the head, I tugged the briefs down until he was completely exposed, his shaft poker-stiff and straining towards me. Ryan shivered a little as I shyly wrapped my fingers around him, and his silky skin pulsed hot against my palm so that it quivered almost like some small animal in her grasp.

A flush crept along my skin as the heat and the texture of his cock overwhelmed me. All of my plotting and planning had led up to this moment, and now the reality was even better than I had imagined.

I wanted to feel him inside of me, wanted the taste of him, the hard heat of him in my mouth. No, it was stronger than want; I suddenly craved him in my mouth. I craved the taste of his cock, the feel of his impossible softness sliding against my tongue.

With an eager smile I pulled his erection down towards my face so that my tongue could flicker across the spongy head. Ryan’s breath caught, and he jumped a little as I swirled around the tip and swept up the syrupy droplet of pre-cum there. Now it was my turn to tease, and my tongue roamed over every inch of him, down to his balls and back up again.

His stomach muscles trembled as he fought to keep his breathing even, and the hard shaft jerked until I grasped it more firmly and slid my lips around the swollen, purple head. When I had him under my control, I looked up and locked eyes with Ryan. Then I quickly swallowed his whole length inside of my mouth.

As I watched, his eyes closed and a dreamy look crept across his features. I took my time and just held him there for a minute, my tongue cradling his hot flesh, and then I cupped his balls with my free hand before sucking and licking impatiently along his shaft. Strain tinged Ryan’s labored breaths, and one hand came down to stroke my hair.

“Oh, sweet Jesus,” he breathed. “Enough.”

I didn’t want to stop—couldn’t stop, driven on by a thundering tsunami of lust. The taste of his seed in my mouth told me that he was close, so very close, and so I sucked harder.

“I mean it, Hailey, enough.”

When his hands pulled me away, I reluctantly allowed his slippery length to pass through my lips. One of these days, though, and soon, I would look up into his eyes while he watched me suck him to release until he shot his load down my throat.

For now, though, I edged up onto the bed and waited for him. Ryan crawled between my thighs and eased himself down over me, powerful arms holding his weight above me while his iron shaft pressed into the slick furrow between my legs. He didn’t waste any time on playing around. He simply thrust once, hard, and buried himself inside of my eager hole. I gasped as he filled me, but I was so wet and he was such a perfect fit that it was only from the suddenness of it.

Ryan looked down into my eyes as he began to stroke steadily into my tunnel, and I thrust back to meet him. I was creaming hard against his cock, my heart pounding, the torrid pressure of another orgasm blossoming in my loins. My mouth rose to meet his and I tasted the traces of my own juices on his lips, tangy and wildly erotic. Breaths mixed as we panted from our rough coupling, even as our tongues slid and pushed and twined together in a mutual frenzy.

He tensed, his whole body straining, and his arms went almost painfully tight around me until I could barely breathe while he thrust hard into me to push as deeply as he could go. I rose above it all, wrapped my arms and legs around him, pulled him closer and fought to draw him even further inside of me as he came. Tearing his mouth from mine, Ryan moaned in anguished relief as his steaming cum flooded into me, and the muscles of his arms shook under the stress of holding himself upright.

It was that, knowing that Ryan had just come inside of me, which sent me crashing over the brink for the second time. I panted and cried out against his cheek, swept up and totally overcome by the explosion of pleasure now wracking my body. The room closed in around me until there was nothing left but Ryan’s dark eyes, nothing but my lungs clawing for air as the my muscles in my lower body locked then spasmed.

When I finally finished shaking from the aftershocks and unwrapped myself from him, Ryan carefully lifted himself off of me and rolled to the side to give me a chance to catch my breath. With a long sigh of contentment, I snuggled against him, smiling happily as he wrapped a possessive arm around my waist. For a moment his lips nuzzled the top of my head, and then his breathing deepened and I knew he was asleep.

I closed my eyes as well, luxuriating in the warmth of his body snug against mine, the undeniable sense that I belonged there, and then let myself doze off as well.

I awakened before Ryan and managed to untangle myself and sneak out of his bed without disturbing him. Slipping on the shirt he had worn the night before, which still smelled deliciously of cologne mixed with his clean, male scent, I padded into the kitchen and started coffee. No matter how good the sex was the night before, the day simply could not start without coffee.

As I waited for it to brew, I walked over and peeked out of the window. The dark cloud that had been hanging over me for weeks was gone, and a warm, relaxed glow that nothing to do with the light trickling through the curtains suffused my entire body.

Happiness—that’s what it was, and I didn’t want it to ever end.

A small part of me worried about Ryan, though. Last night his inhibitions had been down. Would he still feel the same way about me in the bright light of day, now that he was sober and the sex was a done deal? Would the reality of what we had done be too much for him to handle? He might not want to deal with the inevitable complications. I could just imagine the crap that was going to hit the fan when my brother found out.

Heck, what if I just hadn’t been very good, and once had been enough to get him over me?

“Hailey?”

He stood blinking sleepily in the kitchen, wearing nothing but a pair of pajama pants that hung low at his waist to awaken delicious tremors of wanting in my core. The morning sunlight turned his skin golden, and my heart drummed at the sight of the lean muscles of his stomach and arms, and from the memory of their satin hardness against my skin. I practically teleported into his arms.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

I could see little lingering bits of doubt and worry in his eyes as he looked at me, but it wasn’t what I had been afraid of. Apparently Ryan was worried that I might have had second thoughts as well. In response I clung to him, melded my body against his until his arms went around me and I felt him relax into our embrace. When I looked back up into his chocolaty eyes the concern was gone, leaving behind only a warm glow that I could have drowned in.

“I’m fine, Ryan. Never better. Really.”

Just as I planted a kiss on the smooth skin of his chest the coffee pot beeped. I slipped from his arms, turned, and reached up into the cabinet to pull down two cups.

“You know,” he said, eyes smoldering at the view of me all stretched out on me tiptoes, “that’s a good look for you.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I’m going to have to get more of those shirts.”

“You know what the best thing about it is?”

“What?”

“I’m not wearing panties under it.”

“Really?”

I turned my head and grinned, holding the pose because I knew that the hem of the shirt had risen to the very top of my thighs to reveal just a hint of the curve of my ass.

“Nope. What are you going to do about it?”

He came up behind me and his arms went around my waist, pulling me back against the solid plane of his body, his erection a steel rod pressing into the cleft of my ass. My clit and nipples went stiff in anticipation, and I reached between our bodies to stroke my fingertips slowly up and down his length.

“Mmmm,” I purred, “is that for me?”

In response, Ryan slid the shirt up above my waist and pressed a knee between my thighs, forcing them apart while his hands kneaded the soft globes of my ass. I moaned, spread for him and braced myself against the counter, while his roaming hands and the heat of the stiff cock held against my bottom soon had me oozing cream.

With a moan, I dropped one hand down between my legs to massage the hard knob of my clit. Fiery tingles radiated out from that tortured flesh and from my nipples where they were rubbing against the countertop. It wasn’t long before my pussy was aching and throbbing for Ryan’s cock to fill it again.

His fingers probed gently between my legs, testing to see if I was ready, and slipped easily into my wetness. After a few short strokes he withdrew them, and the thicker heat of his cock slid through the moist channel of my lips. Ryan rubbed it slowly back and forth until the fleshy head was slick with my juices, and then aimed the tip at my entrance.

Gripping my hips firmly from behind with both hands, he thrust up and in until I thought I couldn’t possibly hold another inch. The angle gave him even better penetration than he’d had the night before, and I let out a startled squeak as my walls stretched to accommodate him. Ryan must have heard me, because he paused and loosened his hold.

“Don’t stop,” I pleaded, desperate to have him completely inside me again. “Don’t stop. Please.”

 He tightened his grip again, and pushed forward until his whole length was firmly lodged in my soaking tunnel. I moaned in rapture. I felt so full—filled and stretched and positively skewered on that long, hot pole. He held it there for a moment, enjoying the glove-like fit, and then slid almost all the way out, leaving only the head still inside me.

“Do it,” I begged, knowing what he wanted. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

His fingers clenched hard in my tender flesh and he drove his cock into me, slamming my body against the counter. Again and again he pounded into me, relentless as a machine while I flicked my clit and panted for air in a room that suddenly felt as though the temperature had jumped up to a hundred degrees.

Molten heat filled my pussy and I screamed out Ryan’s name as my muscles clamped down hard on his manhood. One flailing arm knocked a stack of plastic cups and a box of baking soda to the floor, but I didn’t notice.

With my pulse roaring in my ears, I never even felt it when he came. Ryan jetted his hot cum into the deepest parts of my tunnel while I shook and moaned against him, completely lost in the throes of my own pleasure. Slowly I came back to Earth with him still buried inside of me, his fingertips tracing soft patterns up and down the length of my spine.

“You okay?”

I nodded weakly. “Yeah.”

“I was thinking...”

“About?”

“Maybe I was a little hasty when I insisted that you move out in when school starts.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yeah. I think it might be a good idea if you stuck around for a while.”

“You do, huh?”

“Yep. Someone needs to keep an eye on you. Make sure you stay out of trouble.”

“And you’re just the guy for that.”

“I think so, yes.”

 “If you’re sure, Ryan. I mean, I wouldn’t want to be a burden or anything.”

“I think it will be all right.”

I grinned and squeezed my interior muscles around his cock until he moaned, felt him pulse and stiffen again inside of me. “What if I wanted to stay for good?”

“I think we can probably work something out.”

I never did leave.

The End

Thank you for reading Roommates with Benefits. If you enjoyed it would you please leave a review? Reviews help out a lot to convince other readers that a book is worth reading, so I’d really appreciate it. Also, if you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.

Continue reading for a sneak peek at What He Wants…
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Sneak Peek: What He Wants

IT WAS MID-AFTERNOON ON FRIDAY when I pulled onto the gravel driveway between the towering pine trees and the ancient house appeared in front of me—sleepy and mysterious as ever in its leafy cocoon of azaleas and mimosas. Over the years the white paint had developed a gray patina of mold and pollen and the once brightly colored curtains hanging in the windows had faded, but somehow the place still managed to look welcoming. A dozen other cars already covered the freshly clipped grass before the rambling two-story place that belonged to my great-Aunt Alice, and I slid into a spot next to Uncle Michael’s battered, tan Buick.

Every July as far back as I could remember Mom had dragged us to Piper Creek Lake for our annual family reunion. For a week Aunt Alice’s place would be crawling with barely remembered relatives from all over the country, cousins I had grown up with in east Texas, and old friends of the family checking in. During the day there would be cookouts and picnics and the kids would practically live in the lake, and then at night the card tables would come out and everyone would play dominos and spades and Uno until midnight. When the lights finally went out, sleeping bags and pallets would jam the floors from one end of the house to the other until it was impossible to find a bathroom without stepping on at least one or two people in the process, and you’d be lucky not to lose a pint of blood before dawn to the hummingbird-sized mosquitoes that inevitably slipped inside. Good times.

 For the last four years I had managed to avoid the craziness by going away to college at the University of Washington, which was just about as far as I could get from Jasper, Texas without leaving the continental United States. I had taken summer classes, begged off because of work and the length of the trip, and invented half a dozen other excuses to get out of going home.

This year I was out of luck. I had graduated, and after Commencement in June I returned home to stay for a month before I moved to Galveston for my new job. In all the confusion of graduation and moving I’d forgotten all about the reunion, and of course Mom wisely didn’t mention it until I was safely back in my old room and she knew I couldn’t escape. Funny how much smarter she is now that I’ve graduated college than she was back when I was in high school.

So here I was, back at the lake and about to hurl myself headlong into the shark tank that passes for our family reunion. For a couple of long minutes I sat there, forcing myself to take deep, calming breaths and steeling myself for a long round of “Have you found yourself a nice young man, yet?” and “So when are you going to start giving your parents some grandkids?” which would inevitably be followed by Gramma’s soul-crushing, “Have you been putting on weight, Emily?”

I closed my eyes, gritted my teeth, and tried to ignore the churning in my stomach. As my hand reached for the door handle, I froze with a sudden wild vision of putting the car in reverse and speeding away before anyone knew I was there. I could change my name, maybe go to Mexico. They’ve got oceans on two sides of the country—they’re bound to need oceanographers.

I groaned and dropped my forehead onto the steering wheel. I knew I was just delaying the inevitable. As I cracked the door open, the steamy air of east Texas in midsummer flooded into the car—miserably hot and thick enough to cut with a knife. Ugh. Why not just live in a sauna? I abandoned my suitcase and fled for the porch. I’d go back for it later when the day cooled off a little.

The screened-in porch ran the entire length of the front of the house and had been our primary hangout as kids, because the adults preferred to be inside in the air conditioning and generally left us to our own devices. Boxes of dusty romance novels sat forgotten in one corner, and half a dozen cots lined the walls for those souls brave enough to attempt to sleep through the sweltering July nights outdoors. I did not intend to be one of them this year. Two girls around my own age sprawled on their stomachs on the cot farthest away from the door—my cousins Kris and Robin. Kris was languidly flipping cards into piles for a rousing game of Go Fish. Oddly enough, that didn’t have the appeal it did back when we were eight.

“See, she did come,” Robin said.

Kris flipped her long, blonde hair back from her eyes and shook her head. “I thought you’d have better sense and pretend to be deathly ill.”

“You know better,” I sighed. “Mom would have just dragged me here on a gurney.”

“True,” Kris agreed. “So how does it feel to be graduated?”

“Up until now, pretty good. Right at this moment I’m sort of wishing I still had a couple of years left.”

Their evil laughter did nothing to reassure me. Robin glanced at her cards.

“Got any sevens?”

“Go fish.”

She drew a card and grinned. “Ha! Got one. You’re in trouble now.” She turned back to me and nodded towards the door to the house. “Well, you’d better go in and say hello. After you’ve run the gauntlet we’ll let you in on the game. Or we can gather everybody up and go to the lake.”

A shiver ran down my spine as I looked at the door. “Or I could just slit my wrists now and be done with it.”

Kris shook her head. “I’m in my last year of nursing school, and your mom would make me save you. You’re not getting out of it that easily.”

“Traitor.”

“Oh, did your mom tell you Luke was going to be here this year?” Robin asked sweetly just as my hand gripped the doorknob.

My heart stopped what it was supposed to be doing and stepped out for a coffee. “What?”

Luke’s family and my family had been friends since our grandparents were my age, and from middle school on he had been my best friend. We had been inseparable, had done everything together and helped each other survive the nightmare that was high school. We’d also gotten in trouble together for everything from sneaking out at night to swiping beer from his dad’s private fridge. It made for some serious bonding.

He was the real reason I had skipped the reunions for the last four years.

Kris got a dreamy look. “Yeah, he came in a couple of hours ago. Damn but that boy grew up hot.”

“You said it,” Robin agreed. “With him around I don’t mind being stuck here nearly so much. I would give body parts to get him alone for some one-on-one time. Mmmm, those eyes...”

“Oh hell yeah. And that bangin’ body.” Kris licked her lips. “I’d let that boy do things to me I’ve only ever seen on the Internet. Make sure you invite him along to the lake with us, Emily.”

The sudden flare of jealousy that erupted out of nowhere forestalled the panic attack barreling down on me. I wasn’t quite sure whether to be grateful for it or not. My knuckles were white where I clutched the doorknob in a death grip, and I figured they could probably hear my teeth grinding through the front door. I needed to be calm, get myself under control. I could do this. Luke wasn’t a part of my life anymore, and what they said didn’t mean anything to me. It had been four years, after all. I was over it. I could go inside and be civil without hyperventilating or throwing up.

Leaving my cousins to their crude little fantasies, I opened the door and slipped into the sweet, sweet air conditioning of the foyer, where I threaded my way through the piles of luggage, sleeping bags, and extra pillows and into the living room. This required frequent pauses along the way to allow for kisses from aunts and barrages of “I haven’t seen you in ages,” and “I can’t believe you grew up so fast,” until I was ready to rip my hair out. Mom was in the kitchen with two of my aunts helping Gramma put dinner together.

Luke sat lounging in a chair at the table idly listening to them chat as they cooked. To say the last four years had been good to him would have been an understatement of Biblical proportions, and I suddenly understood my cousins’ unexpected gushing over him on the porch.

When I had last seen Luke he had been a pale, scrawny geek who had all the self-confidence of a mouse in the python cage at the zoo, and the only things he was interested in were computers and cars. While he did appreciate the opposite sex, his love life in high school had been practically nonexistent, hampered as it was by his crippling shyness with girls. Girls besides me, at least.

That was what had led to all the trouble.

The man sitting before me now bore the same resemblance to the guy I remembered as a Ferrari does to a scooter. He had filled out with age and apparently took very good care of his new body in the gym, while his dark hair was cut in a modern style rather than the unkempt tangle of I remembered. The thick glasses were gone, as was the perpetual acne he had suffered from, and he radiated a careless, lazy confidence that a tiger might have envied.

But I still would have known him anywhere.

A quirky grin lit up his face as I walked in, and a flutter ran through me as those piercing blue eyes I had never quite been able to forget focused all their attention on me. Whenever they locked onto me it had always felt as though he could see right through me to examine all my innermost thoughts and feelings. To my dismay the years hadn’t changed that—if anything it was even worse now. Under his gaze I felt naked and defenseless, and my skin flushed and my heart raced in embarrassment as I stammered out a hello. I struggled vainly to ignore him while Mom hugged me and Gramma gave me a kiss on the cheek with dry, papery lips.

“It’s so good to see you, Emily,” she said, and then leaned in to whisper, “Have you been gaining weight, dear?”

I screamed inside. “No, Gramma.” Well, maybe a little. No dessert for you tonight, Emily, thankyouverymuch.

Luke’s eyes laughed at me while I played twenty questions with Gramma and my aunts. It was every bit as bad as I expected. Worse, actually, because he was sitting there soaking up every word. Each passing minute left me a little more flustered, a little more off balance, until finally I had all I could take.

“I told Kris and Robin I’d go down to the lake with them to cool off. Do you want to come with us, Luke?” I blurted.

The words had barely left my lips before I froze in horror at what I had done. Why on earth had I asked Luke along? I needed to get away from him, not hang out with him. Was the summer heat frying my brain cells?

He ran his hands through his wavy, dark brown hair and locked his fingers behind his head. My fingers remembered the silky feel of those thick locks and twitched in sympathy until I bunched them into fists and shoved them behind my back.

“Oh, I suppose so,” he drawled, his eyes laughing at me. “I guess we could all use some cooling off.”

The way my body tingled under his gaze, I didn’t hold much hope of cooling off any time this century. I scurried off to get my stuff and change before I managed to truly embarrass myself.

Continue reading What He Wants…
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Lexie’s Last Chance

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

Except I just found out that he's getting a promotion at work that will mean transferring to the other side of the state. Now the clock is ticking. I only have two weeks to get through to the man of my dreams. What am I going to do?

Spring Break with My Dad’s Best Friend

Jude is my dad's best friend and twice my age, and he had been the prime star of most of my adolescent fantasies.

Just when I thought my spring break was going to fizzle out, I ran into him at the hotel. And I mean literally ran smack into him as I was coming out of the elevator. His body fit mine like he was made for me, and being in his arms felt like Heaven. Now I can't get him out of my head. Even when I'm out partying with my friends, he's all I can think about. I just know he's the guy I've been waiting for, the one I want to be my first. Of course the whole idea is crazy. Jude would never in a million years go for me.

But what if he did?

Built for Sin

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 like to do to her. There are just two problems with that. She's half my age, and her mother hates my guts and has already destroyed my life once. If I so much as touch her innocent little girl, she'll ruin me all over again.

But every time I look at Callie I can't help feeling that she would be worth it.

Winter’s Heat

How had her life gotten so complicated? As if grad school wasn’t hard enough, Celeste had caught her boyfriend cheating on her and kicked him out of their apartment. Now she’s on the hook for all the bills, and she needs a job that will pay her more than a teaching assistant’s meager salary. In desperation she finds herself at a party on the yacht of Andrew Winter, a playboy oil billionaire, hoping to land a job as his personal assistant. But the gorgeous stranger she ends up talking to isn’t Andrew Winter.

In the dim light she couldn’t make out the color of his eyes, but it really didn’t matter. They were riveted on her, and that was all she cared about at the moment.

What she can see is that he’s smoking hot, oozing testosterone, and interested in her. After the hit her ego has taken with her ex, the attention is nice. It isn’t going to get him anywhere, but that doesn’t mean she can’t have fun with it. Who wouldn’t take advantage of a little moonlight on a yacht with good company? But no one had bothered to tell Stephen he couldn’t have a taste, and now his soft lips are setting her on fire.

Why couldn’t she enjoy it for just a little while? It wouldn’t hurt anything, would it?
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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 discovered that I really enjoy writing romance, and I’ve been lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my romantic erotica/erotic romance. In 2015 I began publishing two major serialized works—the companion series My Wildest Fantasy and Obsessed. Now that these are finished, I’m about to start a student/teacher erotic romance titled Relentless.

I’ve also begun publishing romance under the pen name Olivia Blake. My first novel, With One Word, was released in November 2015. After completing my eight-part billionaire romance series, Winter’s Heat, I’ve moved on to a contemporary Gothic romance called Dark Bargains. The story is about the son of a casino magnate who falls in love with his brother’s mistress. It has a mansion on a lake, a dead wife, a ghost, and of course lots of secrets.

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.

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

Kelli
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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;

}
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