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Chapter One


Owen:

“Hi, Owen! How was your day?”

As I walk through the front door, my Mom is standing there waiting for me. I let out a sigh as I take in how pale she looks, and how several strands of her gray hair have managed to escape the tight bun she always wears to give her a slightly harried look.

She’s not getting any younger, and I worry about her running around after my five-year-old daughter, Caitlin. Having my Mom take care of her was only supposed to be a temporary solution while I searched for a new nanny after my last one left to start a family of her own. But it’s a small town, and so far, it’s been impossible to find anybody to help.

“It was good,” I say, leaning over to give her a hug. “How was your day?”

Just as I pull back, a screeching ball of energy comes hurtling towards me to throw herself at my legs.

“Hey, Daddy!” Caitlin says, grinning up at me as she wraps an arm around my knees. “Me and Nanna made cookies. Want some?”

As my daughter looks up at me, a moment of sadness washes over me. She’s a tiny copy of her mom with big, blue eyes and curly brown hair. My ex, Lisa, ran out on us when Caitlin was only a year old and hasn’t been heard from since. Apparently, she decided far too late that motherhood wasn’t for her, and that she’d rather live her own life without us in it.

I push the thoughts aside and reach down to grab my daughter’s waist, lifting her easily from the floor until she wraps her arms around my neck. She squeals and giggles, and the sound warms my heart.

“Hmmm, I don’t know,” I say, a playful grin tugging at the corners of my lips. “Are they chocolate chip?”

Caitlin rolls her eyes at me, giving me a glimpse of the sassy teenager she’s likely to grow into one day far too soon.

“Of course, Daddy! They are the best cookies!”

I chuckle. “Then, of course, I want some.”

“Come on then,” she says, wiggling to get down. “I’ll show you.”

“Alright, just give me a minute. I have to talk to Nanna about something.”

I lower Caitlin to the ground and watch as she dashes away toward the kitchen.

“You look tired,” I say when I turn my attention back to Mom. “I really need to try harder to find a new nanny.”

“Don’t be silly,” Mom says. “Caitlin and I are fine.”

“I’m sure you are, but still, this can’t be easy. You shouldn’t have to be taking care of her by yourself. It’s not your fault Lisa just up and left one day and you shouldn’t be the one having to pay the price.”

She looks at me with a small smile. “Well, I’m happy to look after her until you find someone. God knows you’re working hard enough to take care of everyone else in this town, so the least I can do is take care of you and Caitlin while you both need me.”

I’m one of only two doctors in town, and it’s safe to say my patients keep me busy. But I love my work and don’t have any plans to slow down yet.

“Thanks, Mom,” I say, pulling her in for another hug. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“You’re welcome, honey.”

“Daddy!” Caitlin shouts from the kitchen. “Come and have cookies!”

I pull back and laugh. “I’d better go and have those cookies,” I say with a grin. “Otherwise I’ll be in trouble.”

“Go,” Mom says, giving me a soft shove. “It’s time for me to go home. If I’m lucky, your father will have dinner waiting for me when I get there.”

“Okay, bye. Love you.”

“Love you too,” she calls as she heads out the door.

I’m just about to step into the kitchen when my phone rings. I glance down to see it’s my friend, Ron, calling. He’s been my best friend since elementary school, but he lives on the other side of the country. He moved away to Boston fifteen years ago, but we still do our best to keep in touch.

“Hey Ron, how are you doing?” I say as I answer the call.

“Hey, buddy. I’m good. What about you?”

“Can’t complain.”

“Are you at the office still?”

“No, I just got home a few minutes ago. Why?”

Caitlin appears and grabs one of my hands in both of hers, dragging me into the kitchen towards the plate of cookies on the table.

“Daddy, sit down!”

I chuckle and pull a chair out, picking up a cookie with my free hand and taking a bite. “Mmmm,” I whisper to her, “these are delicious.”

“See,” Caitlin says, her voice muffled by the cookie she’s cramming into her mouth. “I told you they were the best cookies.”

“So, there is something I wanted to talk to you about,” Ron continues. “Do you have a few minutes?”

“Sure, what’s up?”

“Well, my daughter finished her degree six months ago in early childhood education, and she’s been looking for a job in a school but hasn’t been successful yet. Too many applicants and not enough job positions, you know what I mean?”

Ron and I might both be forty, but we became fathers at very different stages in our lives. What was supposed to be a one-night stand for him when he was eighteen ended in pregnancy. He married her though, and they now have two children, a son and a daughter. The son is eighteen and is starting college, and the daughter is twenty-two, and has just graduated.

Meanwhile, I waited until I was thirty-five and ended up as a single parent a year later. Life can be strange sometimes.

“I’m listening,” I say, intrigued by where Ron might be going with this.

“Well, I remembered you saying about how much trouble you’re having finding a new nanny, and I thought maybe Camille might be able to help you out. She’s great with kids, and she’s got the kind of education you’re looking for, right? It could be perfect.”

I sit back in my seat and pull Caitlin into my lap while I think it over. She instantly grabs another cookie, and while I know I should stop her from eating so many when it’s almost dinner time, I can’t bring myself to deny her when she’s making such happy little munching noises.

“I think it could be a great idea,” I say, “but surely she won’t want to move so far away from home?”

“Honestly, she’s fallen in with a group of friends who I don’t think are good for her. All they care about is drinking and partying, and I don’t want them to be a distraction for her when she’s just getting started in life. I want Camille starting her adult life on the right path, and I can’t see her doing that if she stays here.”

I can’t help but laugh. “Don’t you think you’re being a bit overprotective, Ron?” I ask. “Have you forgotten what we were like when we were younger? We sure spent a hell of a lot of time partying and drinking, but we turned out okay.”

My friend laughs with me. “Maybe I am being overprotective. But I suspect you’ll be just as bad as I am once Caitlin reaches that age.”

I stroke my daughter’s hair back from her face, smiling at her as she turns to look at me with bits of chocolate all around her mouth. As much as I hate to admit it, I think Ron might be right.

“Besides,” he continues, “I’ve already spoken to Camille about it, and she thinks it would be a good idea. I think all the rejections at the job interviews are getting to her a bit. Maybe we could just try it out for a while to see how it works?”

I consider it for a moment. The situation sounds perfect. Not only would I have somebody with the qualifications I’m looking for, but she’d be young enough to keep up with my daughter’s wild and energetic ways. I’ve never liked the idea of leaving her with somebody I don’t know, and I trust Ron. Which means I trust his daughter too.

Camille wasn’t much older than Caitlin is now the last time I saw her, and I’m curious to see what kind of woman my best friend’s daughter turned into.

“Sure,” I say. “I can sort out the spare room for her, too. That way, she won’t need to find somewhere to live straight away.”

“Really? You mean that? Thanks, buddy. I think this is going to work out great for both of you. When can she come?”

“I won’t have time to fix up her room until the weekend, but any time from next week onwards is good for me.”

“Fantastic. Okay, let me just go and tell Camille and then I’ll get back to you with a date.”

“Sounds great.”

“Bye.”

I put the phone back in my pocket and lean back, looking down at Caitlin.

“Who were you talking to, Daddy?”

“That was Uncle Ron.”

Her eyes light up. “Is he coming to visit soon?”

I chuckle and shake my head. “No, but his daughter is coming to stay with us for a while. She’s going to take care of you while I’m at work. Would you like that?”

“She’ll be my new friend?”

“Sure. She can be your new friend. She’ll be able to play with you and take you to the park and all kinds of things.”

“Yay! New friend!”

I wrap my arms around her, breathing in the sweet smell of her shampoo as I hug her close. She’s the only thing that’s kept me going since Lisa ran out, and I love her more than I ever believed it was possible to love anybody.

“Yes, sweetheart,” I whisper. “You’re getting a new friend. Now go upstairs and clean your face while I start on dinner. You’ve got chocolate all around your mouth.”

She giggles and jumps down from my lap. “Okay, Daddy,” she shouts as she runs upstairs at full speed.

I can’t help but laugh at her exuberance. As long as she’s happy, then so am I.

I pull out my phone once more and open Instagram. The curiosity about Camille is getting the better of me. If I’m honest, I haven’t stopped thinking of her as the kid she was when I last saw her, even though a lot of years have passed, and now she’s going to be our nanny, I want to find out what she looks like.

I type Camille Barrett into the search bar. The first couple of accounts I click on end up being dead ends, with women who look much older than Ron’s daughter should. But when I open the third account, I swallow hard and hope like hell this is another dead end.

The young woman smiling back at me through my screen is absolutely stunning. With long blonde hair, tanned skin, and blue eyes that shine brightly, she’s a picture of beauty. She has the most adorable smattering of freckles across her nose, and I can’t help but wonder what it would be like to lean in and kiss each and every one of them.

A short scroll downwards confirms my worst fears. It’s a picture of this young woman hugging Ron, while they stand in front of a Christmas tree wearing hideous holiday sweaters.

Fuck. This is not good news.

I’m going to have the most gorgeous young woman I’ve ever seen for a long time living under my roof. And she’s my best friend’s daughter, so I’m going to have to be on my best behavior.

A little more scrolling brings me to an image of Camille on the beach, wearing nothing but a small black bikini that leaves very little to the imagination. I let out a small groan as I feel myself harden instantly at the sight of her.

This is going to be the most difficult challenge I’ve ever faced, but I have to keep things strictly professional. If Ron found out I was looking at his daughter like this, he’d kill me, and I can’t let the attraction I feel ruin the friendship we’ve shared for decades.

I push my thoughts aside and force myself to my feet. There’s a whole heap of things I need to do before she arrives, and the sooner they’re done, the better.


Chapter Two


Camille:

The music is loud, and even though I try to flatten myself against the wall as much as I can, people still keep bumping into me as they walk through the hallway to the kitchen in search of more drinks.

I let out a sigh. This is supposed to be a party for me, but I hardly know anybody here. As soon as my friends heard I’d be moving away for a while, they decided this would be the perfect way to say goodbye to me. But I can’t help thinking that if they were really my friends, they’d know this would be my idea of hell on earth. It’s not even as if I’ve seen any of them all night. They’ve been off enjoying themselves with all the people I’ve never met before.

I might be twenty-two, but I hate parties and I hate drinking. I would have much preferred to go out for a nice dinner or something. But I knew that if I’d said anything against the party they were arranging for me, then they would have just called me ungrateful and had the party anyway.

And maybe I am ungrateful. At least they did something to say goodbye, right? But I’m tired, and my head is hurting from all the noise. I just want to go home and go to sleep.

Considering they are supposed to be my friends, Emily, Maya and Dominic don’t really seem to care about me or my needs too much. I can’t wait to get away from here and start over. Maybe in a small town like Pine Creek, I’ll be able to find some new friends. Some people who feel like they are more on my wavelength than everyone here.

“Hey, Camille,” Dominic says as he appears seemingly from nowhere. “Having a good night?”

He leans one arm against the wall, and tips his head so his lips are brushing against my ear. The smell of alcohol on his breath is so strong that I have to fight the urge to heave, and I turn my head as much as I can to get away from it. I guess that’s one of the bad things about being the only sober one at a party - you have to deal with everyone else acting like drunk idiots.

“Yeah, it’s great,” I say, pressing back against the wall even more as I try to avoid having to touch him. “But it’s late, and I was thinking about getting home soon.”

“Oh, come on, Camille. Do you always have to be such a buzz kill? It’s not far past midnight, and there’s still plenty of night left. You should stay longer and let your hair down a bit.”

As he says that, Dominic brushes my hair back from my face, letting his fingertips linger for longer than necessary on my cheek before his hand comes to rest on my shoulder. I hold back a shudder and take a step to the side, trying to move away from him, but he just follows me.

Damn it. What the hell is he playing at? He’s never done anything like this before, and my heart is starting to pound in my chest. I glance around, attempting to work out an escape route, but there’s people everywhere.

“I have to pack for my flight in the morning. So I can’t stay much later. I’ve got a lot to do to prepare.”

Dominic grips my chin and turns my face towards him, and I instinctively hold my breath so I won’t get drunk off the fumes emanating from him. His thin lips are curled into a smirk, and his green eyes are intense as he stares down at me.

“So? Have a couple of drinks, and then maybe we could say goodbye properly. You know, in private?”

His hand glides down from my shoulder to my hip and gives it a squeeze. I try to wriggle away from his touch, but there is no space to move. Panic begins rising up in me, but at least I know he can’t push too far while there are so many other people around. That should keep him on his best behavior.

I hope.

“Come on, Camille,” he says directly into my ear. “I’ve wanted you ever since we met. And it’s not fair that you’re going to just up and leave without letting me screw you at least once. If you were really my friend, you’d want to fuck me before you went to whatever shitty little place you’re going to.”

I clench my fists. Dominic has never exactly been the nicest guy, but I never realized just how big a douchebag he was until right now. And his words hit me like a punch to the stomach. How the hell could I ever have been friends with someone like him?

“Get your hands off me,” I spit out. “I don’t want you touching me, and if you are my friend, then you will respect that.”

He lets out a low laugh and grabs my hips with both hands. “But I know you’ll enjoy it. And that’s all that matters.”

He moves his hips forward, pushing himself against me. He’s hard, and I gulp and turn my face away.

Gathering all the strength I can muster, I place my hands on his chest and shove him as hard as I can. He’s much bigger than me, but it’s enough to make him stumble. And luckily for me, the house is so small and cramped, he ends up bumping into another guy who is at least a couple inches taller than Dominic and a few inches broader.

“Watch where you’re fucking going,” the stranger says to him, drawing Dominic’s attention away from me for a second.

I take my chance and begin barging through the crowd of people in the hallway, all of them beginning to form a circle around Dominic and the other guy. They must be hoping there’s about to be a fight, and while I’m hoping the same thing, I’m not hanging around to find out what happens.

I reach the door and rush out into the night air. The cold is a shock after the heat and closeness inside, and my teeth begin chattering as the chill hits me, but I don’t care. As long as I get as far away from Dominic and that house as possible, nothing else matters.

I pull out my phone and bring up my Uber app. My hands are shaking as I order a ride, and I know it’s just shock, but the sooner I can get home and be somewhere safe and quiet, the better.

I don’t have any idea what the hell just happened back there, but all I know is that it was scary.

Dominic’s always been a bit of a dick, but he’s never tried to hit on me before, and the thought of him trying to force himself on me scares me more than a little.

It makes me wonder just what would have happened if I hadn’t managed to get out of that situation. And the thought of it happening again terrifies me.

I never want to see Dominic again. And now that I’m moving to Pine Creek, that won’t be a problem.

Even though I’ve never met Owen McKinney before, there is no way he could be as much of a creep as Dominic. He’s my dad’s best friend, and he’s always talking about what a great guy Owen is. And he’s got a little kid, so he must be more mature than my so-called friends.

I can’t wait to start over, and when my driver arrives and I’m sat safely in the back of his car, I begin planning in my mind for all the things I want to pack in the morning. I’d already been looking forward to moving away before tonight, but somehow, this terrible send off by the people who are supposed to be my friends has made me realize there really is nothing here for me.

A chance to move away and start afresh might be the best thing that’s ever happened to me.


Chapter Three


Owen:

I can’t stand still, so I pace back and forth beside my car while keeping an eye on the airport’s exit. Camille’s flight landed about a half hour ago, and she should be coming out soon.

Ever since I agreed to letting her come stay with me as a nanny, I’ve been toying with the idea of putting a stop to it. But Caitlin is so damn excited about having a new friend, and my Mom can’t keep looking after my young daughter every day, so I don’t feel like I have much choice but to let her come.

It’s safe to say I’ve been checking out Camille’s Instagram most days, unable to resist the temptation she presents. She really is the most beautiful young woman I’ve ever seen, and it seems dangerous to bring her into my home, where I’ll have to be close to her every day. It will be difficult to resist her, and I don’t want to do anything that will ruin my friendship with her father.

But then I’m not an animal. I can control my urges. Plus, I doubt a stunning young woman like her will be interested in a man my age, anyway. Not when she could have any guy she wants.

A mass of blonde hair atop a pretty face appears from the huge building, and I swallow hard as I realize it’s Camille. She pauses to glance out over the crowd of people, carrying a holdall in one hand and pulling along a suitcase with the other. She’s even more gorgeous than she looks in the photos she posts, and the tight jeans and cropped t-shirt she’s wearing show off the kind of body most guys can only dream of getting close to.

“Camille,” I call out, waving to her. She looks around, and her face breaks into a smile as she spots me.

She walks over, her eyes wide as she looks up at me. She’s shorter than she seems in her pictures, barely coming up to my shoulders.

“You’re Owen McKinney?” she asks, her voice a little higher than I expected.

“That’s me. Welcome to Pine Creek.”

She laughs, a soft sound that has me wondering what I would need to do to hear it again. “It’s good to be here.”

I grab her case. “Let me help you with that.”

“Thanks.”

We head towards the car, and I load her bags into the trunk while she gets into the passenger seat.

“See, that wasn’t so difficult, was it?” I mutter to myself under my breath while she’s out of earshot. “All I have to do is act like a fucking human being, and it will be fine.”

I slam the trunk shut and walk around to the driver’s seat.

“Thanks again,” Camille says, her voice quieter than it had been earlier. “For helping with my stuff and for picking me up. I was going to get a cab, but it was really kind of you to come and get me.”

I put the car into reverse and look over my shoulder as I back out of my parking space, trying not to notice how good she smells. It’s the scent of summer and fresh fruit. Sweet and addictive.

“It’s no problem,” I tell her. “You’re Ron’s daughter, so you’re practically family.”

Perhaps if I keep telling myself that, I won’t end up doing anything stupid. Like making a move on my best friend’s fucking daughter. Jeez, that would be a real dick move.

Camille falls silent as we leave the airport, and I try not to let my gaze stray from the road. But when she turns her head towards the window and starts watching the scenery pass us by, it’s hard not to steal glances. Her skin is so perfect and unblemished, her features delicate and yet so strong.

I force myself to pay attention to the road ahead, but that doesn’t stop me noticing every little thing about her. It’s like my body is on high alert for her, and it’s a strange and not altogether unwelcome sensation.

“Your flight was okay, then?” I ask, needing to hear her speak again, so that soft, sweet voice washes over me.

She nods. “It was good. I managed to sleep for most of it.”

“Yeah, that’s the way to travel,” I say with a smile. “And it should mean you’ve got plenty of energy when you meet Caitlin in a little while. She can be quite a handful.”

“That’s okay,” Camille replies, a little sparkle appearing in her eyes as she turns away from the window to look at me. “I like kids. They always say the funniest things. And they’re honest. I like that.”

“Yeah,” I say with a chuckle. “Sometimes a little too honest, though.”

She laughs, then goes back to looking out of the window, and we fall into a comfortable silence. I do my best to keep my attention on the road, but something about Camille keeps drawing me back in.

The urge to touch her in some small way is overwhelming, and I have to grip the steering wheel tighter to resist the temptation. Jesus, why do I feel this way about her, of all people? There are billions of other women in the world, but of course, the one who manages to pull me in so damn completely has to be the one woman I can’t have.

A small sniffling sound coming from the passenger’s seat drags me out of my self-pitying thoughts, as worry creeps into my chest.

“Are you okay?” I ask in a soft voice, naturally falling back onto my well-practised bedside manner. “Are you missing home?”

Camille chuckles and shakes her head, swiping a tear away from her cheek. “No, not really,” she answers, almost sounding bitter. “Well, I’ll miss Dad, obviously. But I know he’ll be calling every day, and he’ll be coming to visit sometimes, too. There’s nothing else back in Boston to miss, though. I’m happy I’m here.”

I nod my head, and a weight settles in my stomach. Something has clearly happened to her - maybe a break-up, or a falling out with a friend - and even though I’m dying to ask, I don’t want to pry when we’ve only just met. Although I comfort myself with the thought that if it was something big or awful, Ron would have told me about it already.

“I have a feeling your Dad will be visiting plenty,” I say. “He seems pretty protective of you. And I’m sure you’ll make some friends here once you’re settled. I’ll only need your help until six each day, so you’ll have the evenings and weekends to do your own thing.”

“Yeah,” she says softly, sounding like her thoughts are a million miles away. “It would be great to find some friends.”

Ah, not a break-up, then. It must be an issue with friends. A part of me is grateful. Even though it’s ridiculous, I know I would have been jealous to think of another man being able to kiss her. To touch her in all the ways I’m dying to.

But as she sits beside me, the sadness rolling off her in waves, the jealousy is replaced with a desperate need to comfort her. To protect her.

To make sure she’s happy.

Fuck, this is bad. I have a feeling it’s going to be damn near impossible not to fall for this girl.

I hesitantly reach out towards her, letting my hand hover above her knee for a few seconds to see if she’ll pull away, before dropping it down and giving her a gentle squeeze. The heat of her skin reaches me through her jeans, and the warmth that spreads through my own body at the contact is intoxicating.

“Pine Creek is a great place to live. It’s kind of small, but the people there are all friendly, and you’ll feel right at home in no time. I promise.”

Camille reaches out and grabs my hand in both of hers, clinging to it like it’s some kind of lifeline. My pulse jumps and my mouth goes dry.

“Thank you, Owen,” she says, her voice so sweet and genuine. “For everything. I really appreciate this.”

I take my eyes off the road for a second, and our gazes lock. Hers is so soft and vulnerable, and something inside me wants nothing more than to make her smile. To give her the world, just to see her face light up.

And that is a damn dangerous thought.

I force myself to break the contact and concentrate on the road. The rest of the journey passes in silence, and Camille keeps a hold of my hand the entire time. I try to ignore the way it feels to have her delicate fingers wrapped around mine.

But the truth is, I’ve never felt anything like this before. Even with Caitlin’s mom, who I’d been convinced I loved with my whole heart, it had never felt so intense. So natural. So... perfect.

I’m in big fucking trouble.


Chapter Four


Camille:

I never expected Owen to be so gorgeous. And I certainly didn’t think I’d start crying in front of him on the drive back to his house.

Oh god, he must think I’m an idiot.

I don’t even know what came over me. I guess I was just so relieved to be away from Boston, and the so-called friends I thought I had. And happy that I won’t have to worry about putting up with Dominic’s crap anymore.

But also a little nervous. Moving across the country and starting over is kind of a big deal, even if it’s the best thing for me.

Owen had been so comforting, though, and I’m grateful he didn’t seem to mind me holding onto his hand for almost the whole way to his house. I’d liked his touch. His hands are so much bigger than mine, and knowing he was holding onto me helped me to feel grounded and safe when my emotions were a little all over the place.

When we pull up outside his house, I can’t help but stare. It’s so much bigger than our home back in the city, with a huge yard out the front. There’s a porch swing on the front of the house, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s where Owen spends his evenings when the weather is nice.

“Shall we go in?” he asks, and his voice is deep and rich, causing the little hairs on my arms to stand on end.

Is it weird that I’d missed his voice while we’d been driving quietly? It somehow manages to be both comforting and sexy at the same time.

“Sure,” I reply, my own voice sounding shaky after not being used for a while.

I reluctantly let go of his hand, missing the contact as soon as it’s gone, and climb out of the car. Owen gets to the trunk before I do, and he’s already pulling out my suitcase and bag. I reach out to take the holdall from him, not wanting to feel like any more of a burden than I already do, but he pulls his hand away.

“I’ve got this,” he says, one corner of his lips curling upwards into a sexy smile.

A shiver passes down my spine as my gaze lingers a little longer than appropriate on his lips. They look soft and plump. Just perfect for kissing.

I groan inwardly at myself, then follow Owen as he begins walking towards the house. If I keep doing stupid things like that, he’s definitely going to think I’m an idiot, if he doesn’t already.

The inside of the house is as beautiful as the outside. Everything is decorated in muted colors, with a huge sofa and a fireplace. There’s a big toy box in one corner of the living room, with a few things spilling out onto the floor around it, and the walls are covered with framed family photos. It feels like a home, and the knot of nerves in my stomach relaxes a little.

“Let me show you to your room, Camille,” Owen says. “Caitlin will be out with my mom for another couple of hours, so you’ve got some time to settle in before you have to meet her.”

“That sounds great,” I reply.

I follow Owen up the stairs, watching in amazement as he carries my heavy luggage as if it weighs nothing. The muscles in his back bulge against his shirt, and the way they shift under the thin layer of clothing has me biting my lip. He really is the perfect example of a man.

He’s my dad’s best friend, and I know nothing can happen between us. But a woman would have to be crazy not to notice how hot Owen is. And the fact that he seems so caring and sweet just makes him that much more attractive.

“This is your room,” he says, pushing open a door at the end of the hallway and placing my suitcase and holdall inside. “And the bathroom is right next door if you want to freshen up.”

“Thanks,” I say, stepping into the room with him and glancing around.

The bed is huge and has a beautiful wooden headboard, and there’s a large mirror above a dresser opposite. One wall is made up entirely of built-in wardrobes, and a set of French doors open out onto a balcony.

“I hope it’s okay,” Owen says, and there’s a hint of uncertainty in his voice. “I tried to make it comfortable for you.”

“It’s beautiful,” I tell him. “Honestly. I never expected to be staying in a place like this.”

I walk over to the French doors and open them up, stepping out onto the balcony and breathing in the fresh air. The scent of flowers reaches me, and I look around the garden below me. It’s filled with blooming rose bushes, and the scent is divine.

“Wow,” I breathe.

“You’re welcome to stay here as long as you like, Camille,” Owen says, and I realize how much I like the sound of my name on his lips. “If you decide you want to move out so you have your own space, that’s fine, too. But there’s absolutely no rush. And you can stay here as long as you’re Caitlin’s nanny, if that’s what you want.”

“Really?” I ask, turning to look at him. “You don’t mind?”

Owen smiles, and the way it transforms his face is breath-taking. I’d thought he was handsome from the first moment I saw him, when Dad had shown me a couple of pictures so I’d know who to look for at the airport, but when he smiles, he’s just so... perfect.

“I don’t mind at all,” he tells me, and his voice is like melted chocolate. Warm and sweet, and so damn addictive.

“Okay, thank you,” I say. “I really appreciate this. And I promise I won’t get in your way.”

“I doubt you could ever get in my way, Camille.”

He’s looking at me with an expression on his face that I can’t read. But whatever it is, it’s making my stomach flip over and my pulse race.

“I’ll leave you to settle in,” he says. “Let me know if you need anything, okay? I’ll just be downstairs.”

“Thanks, Owen. Do you mind if I take a shower? The long flight left me feeling kind of gross.”

A muscle in his jaw ticks, and something fleeting passes through his eyes. But in a heartbeat, his face relaxes and one corner of his lips tugs upward into a small smile.

“This is your home now, so there’s no need to ask. Do whatever you like, Camille. There are clean towels in the bathroom that you can use.”

He turns and walks out, and I let out a long breath.

I don’t know why, but something about Owen has me feeling nervous. In a good way. Like the butterflies in my stomach are going wild.

But I need to push those thoughts from my mind. The man is my dad’s best friend, for crying out loud. And I’m just a twenty-two-year-old girl. He’d probably never be interested in someone like me, and besides, there’s no way I could do that to Dad.

I grab a fresh set of clothes and head into the bathroom. A shower is just what I need to clear my head.

Or at least, that’s what I hope.

It takes me a few minutes to figure out the dials on the shower, but once I’ve got the water at the perfect temperature and I step under the spray, I can’t stop thinking about the way Owen had looked at me. It’s probably nothing, but for a moment, I could have sworn there was heat in his gaze.

And even though I shouldn’t be having thoughts like that about Owen, I can’t deny the effect he’s having on my body.

The hot water hits my sensitive skin, and my nipples pebble as I close my eyes. My hands travel up my stomach and cup my breasts, my fingers gently teasing my hard nipples.

I imagine it’s Owen’s hands touching me. Caressing me. His fingers tugging on my sensitive peaks.

“Mmm,” I moan as heat pools between my legs and a wave of guilt crashes over me.

What the hell am I doing? I can’t be having fantasies about my dad’s best friend!

But the filthy thoughts and the feel of my hands traveling over my body feel too good to resist. I trail my fingers down my stomach and lower, dipping between my folds. I gasp when I feel how wet I am, and I can’t tell if it’s the shower or me.

My clit is pulsing as I circle it with two fingers, and the sensation causes a shiver to roll down my spine.

I imagine Owen standing behind me, supporting me with his huge, muscular body, while my legs go weak with his touch. He’d whisper dirty words into my ear as his hands explore every inch of my skin.

“Mmm, Owen,” I breathe, as I lean back against the shower wall.

I continue circling my clit with my fingers as heat spreads throughout my body. Every nerve is on fire, and my breath is coming in shallow pants as I get closer and closer to my release.

I think about Owen’s lips trailing along the curve of my neck, and the feel of his breath on my skin. I imagine the way his hard cock would feel pressed against me.

My legs tremble as my orgasm slams into me, and I struggle to keep myself upright. Pleasure floods through me, and it feels so damn good. I’ve had orgasms before, but nothing quite as intense as this.

I try to catch my breath as the aftershocks subside, and my heartbeat slowly returns to normal.

Oh my god, what did I just do?

I quickly wash up and turn the shower off, getting out and drying myself. Guilt swirls around inside me. What was I thinking, getting off in Owen’s shower while imagining him touching me?

I’m supposed to be here as his nanny. The last thing I need is to get caught up in a crush on my new employer - and my dad’s best friend.

But no matter how many times I repeat those facts to myself, my stomach still flips over and a thrill runs through me when I think of him.

Well, this silly little crush of mine is going to make living here interesting.


Chapter Five


Owen:

Introducing Camille and Caitlin had gone well earlier, and my daughter has been like a little shadow ever since, following her new nanny everywhere. I would feel a little sorry for Camille if it wasn’t for the fact that she seems to love Caitlin’s attention.

It’s a Saturday, so she’s not even technically on the clock yet, but the two of them have been having great fun so far, having a pretend tea party before preparing a real one for all three of us. All afternoon, the house has been filled with the sound of laughter, and a warmth spreads through my chest to see them both so happy.

Camille really does seem to be a natural when it comes to kids, and her gentle yet firm approach to Caitlin’s antics is perfect.

There’s only one problem. Every time I watch my new nanny with my daughter, my heart swells a little more. Sometimes until it feels difficult to catch my breath. Each sweet moment between the two of them makes me want Camille more, and a bitterness sweeps through me that my ex, the woman I’d decided to start a family with, couldn’t be more like the caring young woman who arrived in our home today.

After the tea party, they’d decided to watch a movie together before bed, and Caitlin had picked out one of her favorites. Only the excitement of getting to know her new friend must have tired her out, because less than ten minutes after climbing into Camille’s lap, she’s fast asleep.

“You know you don’t have to be taking care of Caitlin today, don’t you?” I ask in a low voice, not wanting to wake my daughter. “It’s Saturday, so it’s your free time.”

“It’s fine,” she says, smiling at me while holding my gaze for a moment, before flicking her eyes back to the television screen where the movie is still playing. “I can go out and explore the town if you want me out of your hair, but if not, then I’m having fun with Caitlin.”

A flush of color spreads upwards from her neck to cover her cheeks, and her tongue darts out to wet her bottom lip. I have the strangest urge to taste those soft lips, but I push the thought from my mind. I’m being ridiculous.

“I don’t want you out of my hair,” I say, my voice coming out a little rougher than I’d intended. I don’t want her going anywhere. If anything, I want her closer. Preferably curled up in my lap the same way Caitlin is curled up in hers. “This is your home, and you’re welcome to do as you please. I just didn’t want you to think you had to look after her all the time.”

“I don’t think that at all,” she says, her eyes meeting mine once more.

I wonder if she feels the same kind of pull towards me as I feel towards her, then inwardly kick myself for the thought. Of course she doesn’t. I’m just an old man in her eyes. Her dad’s friend. I’m crazy if I think she could ever want me as anything more than an employer.

“Do you want me to take her?” I ask.

I’m sitting beside Camille, turned slightly to face her with one arm resting on the back of the couch. It would be so easy to reach out and see if her long blonde hair is as soft as it looks, and it takes a mammoth amount of effort not to do it.

“It’s fine,” she replies, smiling again. “I’m planning on watching the rest of the movie anyway, and I don’t want to wake her up. I can carry her up to bed afterwards to get her settled for the night. She’s really cute, isn’t she?”

“That’s the perfect word to describe her,” I say, smiling down at Caitlin. “She’s the sweetest kid, and it’s amazing to see her growing and learning every day.”

I mean every word of it. My daughter deserves someone better than the mother she has - the woman she hasn’t seen for four years. She deserves someone like Camille, who has shown her more love in the few hours since she arrived than her actual mother ever did.

I look at the young woman again, feeling my heart stutter in my chest as I watch her enjoying the movie. What the fuck is wrong with me? Why am I letting her have such a hold over me after such a short amount of time? It’s crazy. I just have to hope this strange obsession I have with her will fade after a while.

Perhaps some distance will help.

“Well, I might go take a shower then if you’re okay here,” I say, and she nods her head. “If you need anything, I’ll be upstairs.”

“Okay,” she replies, her eyes not leaving the television. “I think we’ll be fine here.”

“Alright,” I say, a small smile tugging at my lips.

I leave the room and head upstairs, and the second the door is closed, I let out a long sigh. I feel so fucking frustrated, and a little ashamed of myself.

Camille is not only a young woman, she’s my employee, and she’s also my friend’s daughter. Even if she wanted me, as the much older adult in the situation, I shouldn’t touch her. I should know better.

But just sitting on the couch beside Camille for a few minutes got me so damn worked up that I’m rock hard and needing some kind of relief. She’s turned me into a horny teenager all over again, and I can’t decide if I like that feeling or not.

I turn on the shower head and start taking my clothes off while waiting for the water to heat up, and when I toss my shirt towards the laundry basket, something pink catches my eye.

Camille’s underwear. She must have left them there after her shower earlier in the day.

Shit. This wasn’t something I had prepared myself for.

My cock is throbbing as I stare at the small lace panties. I’ve never done anything like this, but right now, all I can think about is pressing my face into the fabric and inhaling Camille’s sweet scent.

Would they taste like her if I put them in my mouth and sucked on the fabric?

Jesus. When did I turn into such a fucking creep?

But even as that thought lingers in my mind, I can’t resist reaching out and picking up the little scrap of lace, holding them up as I imagine Camille wearing them. They wouldn’t cover much, and a strange feeling of possessiveness washes over me.

Did she have a boyfriend back in Boston? Did he get to see her in these pretty little panties? Did he get to...

I quickly squash that question down before it can fully form in my mind. The thought of Camille with another man is enough to make me see red, even though I know I have no right to feel that way.

God, what has happened to me? I used to be the mild-mannered small town doctor, yet here I am, wanting to hit any man who may have ever laid a finger on my Camille. It’s fucking ridiculous, but I can’t help it. There is something deep in my chest screaming out that she’s mine, and as I gaze at the little panties, that feeling becomes impossible to ignore.

I let out a groan as I reach down to unzip my pants, my dick straining against the fabric before it pops free. With the hand holding the panties, I grab the rigid shaft, wrapping the soft fabric around my hardness.

Fuck. The feel of it is even better than I’d imagined, and I can’t stop a guttural moan from slipping past my lips as I move the panties along my length.

My breath comes out in sharp pants as I pleasure myself with Camille’s panties, and it’s not long before my balls draw up, my body tense and on edge.

I close my eyes, picturing her as I imagine how she’d feel. Her soft body underneath mine. The tightness of her pussy gripping my cock. Her lips, her skin, her scent.

The orgasm that slams into me is so strong it makes my legs weak, and it takes me a few moments to come back to reality.

When I open my eyes and see the mess I’ve made, my cum coating Camille’s panties, the realization of what I’ve done hits me.

“Fuck,” I groan, and quickly toss the ruined garment back into the laundry basket. I make a mental note to wash the clothes early in the morning, before she can find out what I did.

What the fuck was I thinking?

I climb into the shower, hoping the hot water will help me wash away the guilt, but I can’t help but feel ashamed. Over the last few days, I’ve checked her social media several times, feeling myself grow hard while I stared at her pictures for much longer than I should have. But I never crossed this line. I never masturbated to those images, or even to wicked thoughts about her.

But now, all my attempts to remain professional and friendly have been completely destroyed, and I feel dirty.

What would Camille think of me if she found out what I did? Would she feel violated? Maybe even scared?

Fuck, I’m an asshole. I need to find a way to get these thoughts and feelings under control.

But how?


Chapter Six


Camille:

I let out a small sigh as I begin peeling the skin off an onion. It’s been a week since I arrived at Pine Creek and I’m just as lonely here as I had been back in Boston. Well, except for Caitlin’s company, of course. She’s been following me around constantly, filling the air with her happy chatter and infectious giggles.

But Owen, on the other hand, has not been as welcoming as I would have hoped. I feel like he’s actively avoiding me, and I can’t work out why. I keep wracking my brain, trying to think of something I might have done wrong, but nothing comes to mind.

So while Caitlin is on a play date at the neighbor’s house, I’m making dinner for Owen. It might be nice for the two of us to spend some time together alone, and maybe the nice gesture will help him warm up to me.

Or maybe he doesn’t want to spend any time with me, and this is a complete waste of my time. But at least we’ll both get a good meal out of it.

I pick up the large knife and begin chopping the onion into small pieces. Sauteed onions and mushrooms on the side of a juicy steak seem like just the right thing to warm him up to me. Hopefully, he’ll like it.

It’s not long before my eyes are stinging and tears are blurring my vision. God, chopping onions is the worst. As I focus on blinking away the tears, my hand slips and the knife slices across my finger.

“Shit!”

I drop the knife and quickly pick up a wad of tissues from a nearby box to press them against the wound. They quickly turn red, and the sight of it sends a jolt of panic through me.

My heartbeat is thundering in my ears and my palms are slick with sweat. I grab more tissues and try to wrap them around my finger, but the blood keeps soaking through, and I feel light-headed.

Owen.

He’s a doctor. He can help.

I grab a tea towel and wrap it around all the tissues, and then stumble from the kitchen.

The ground is moving underneath me and everything feels fuzzy, like the whole world has tilted on its axis, and it’s a struggle to stay upright. But I manage to find my phone on the coffee table in the living room and pick it up before flopping down on the couch.

My hands are shaking as I scroll through my contacts, and it takes me a minute before I can find Owen’s name and press call. Hopefully, he isn’t with a patient. If he is, he won’t be able to answer his cell, and I’ll have to call the office to get hold of him.

I trap the phone between my ear and shoulder, while keeping the makeshift bandage wrapped tight around my finger with my other hand.

The phone rings for a few moments, and then his voice fills my ear.

“Camille? Are you okay?”

Owen sounds almost as panicked as I feel, and I guess it’s because I don’t usually call him at the office during working hours.

“I’ve cut my finger, Owen,” I say quickly. “And it’s bleeding quite a lot. I don’t know what to do.”

“I’m on my way home, Camille,” he says. “I’ll be there in ten minutes, okay? Just stay where you are and lift your arm in the air. It will help stop the bleeding.”

“Okay,” I whisper, and end the call.

I follow his instructions, keeping my hand held high while trying to focus on breathing slowly. By the time Owen comes through the front door, the room has stopped swaying, and I’m starting to feel a little better.

He rushes in the front door, holding a leather bag in one hand. The sight of him makes me feel safer, and his presence helps chase away the worst of my panic.

Without saying a word, he takes hold of my hand and brings it down into his lap, gently unwrapping the layers so he can inspect the wound. And even though it’s the worst time imaginable for such thoughts, it creates a warm feeling in my chest when he holds my hand so tenderly.

It reminds me of when he’d held my hand on the ride home from the airport, and how secure that touch had made me feel. It hits me hard that I’ve missed him this last week.

That’s ridiculous, though. He’s been avoiding me since our first day together, so what is there to miss?

“Is it bad?” I ask, watching him as he examines my finger.

“Not too bad,” he replies, pulling out some medical supplies from his bag. “I just need to clean it up, and then put in a couple of stitches, but it doesn’t look like it’s deep enough to cause any lasting damage.”

“I... I’ve never had stitches before,” I say with a shaky voice. “Will it hurt? I don’t know if I can watch. I’m not good with blood. Or needles.”

Just thinking about it makes me start to feel dizzy again, and Owen’s brow creases with concern as he watches me.

See, he can’t hate me if he’s worried about me. Or maybe he’s just worried about who will look after Caitlin if I’m not feeling great.

He lifts a hand to cup the back of my head and pulls me towards him until my face is pressed against the side of his neck.

“Just stay like this if you need to, Camille,” he says in a soft voice, and his closeness instantly soothes me. “Hide there while I work, and you won’t have to see a thing while I fix your finger up good as new. Okay?”

I nod a little and nuzzle even closer to him, inhaling deeply to breathe in his scent. God, I’m pathetic, but his touch and his smell help keep the panic at bay, and the steady beat of his pulse is calming.

He brings his hand back down from where he’d been holding the back of my head, and I hear a few rustling noises as he presumably pulls some things out of his bag. Despite my curiosity about what he’s doing, I don’t look. I keep my eyes closed and stay where I am, with my face nestled against his neck. When his hands touch mine again, he’s wearing a pair of latex gloves.

“Are you ready?” he asks. “You might feel a little pin prick, because I need to numb the area first. And then we’ll wait a minute until that’s working before we start.”

I nod again, not wanting to move or speak, and a few moments later, I feel a sharp sting on the tip of my finger.

“You’re being very brave, Camille,” Owen whispers, his lips brushing against the shell of my ear. “A few minutes more and it will all be over. You’re going to be just fine.”

The soft, low timbre of his voice helps soothe me, and I have to bite my lower lip to hold back a whimper. His body feels so solid as I press against him, and I wish I could just curl up in his lap and let him take care of me.

As we wait for the anesthetic to start working, he strokes his fingers gently up and down my arm, teasing the bare skin of my forearm with light touches.

“What time is Caitlin due home from next door?” he asks.

“Not for another few hours,” I reply. “Emma said she could stay and have dinner with Ashley tonight.”

“Okay,” he says. “And so you were making dinner for the two of us when you cut yourself?”

“Yeah,” I say, nodding a little. “I wanted to do something nice for you.”

“Oh,” he says, sounding surprised. “For any particular reason?”

I nuzzle my face against his shoulder, trying to hide even more as I feel the heat rise up on my face.

“It’s just that I’m worried I’ve done something wrong. Because you don’t ever seem to want to be around me anymore. I was hoping a nice dinner might work towards fixing whatever it was that I did.”

My voice is small and shaky, and I’m surprised he even hears me. But he lets out a long sigh and presses a gentle kiss against my temple. The touch of his lips is enough to make my heart race and butterflies explode in my stomach.

“You didn’t do anything wrong, Camille. Nothing at all,” he says softly. “I’m sorry. I’ve just had a lot on my mind lately. It’s not your fault. Okay?”

“Okay,” I whisper. “I’m just glad I haven’t upset you.”

He wraps an arm around my waist and holds me against his body, and I melt inside. Being this close to him is intoxicating, and it’s hard to remember that he’s my employer. And my dad’s best friend.

“I couldn’t be upset with you, Camille,” he murmurs, and brushes his lips against my temple once more. “Once we’ve got your finger all fixed up, I’ll finish cooking, and we’ll have dinner together, okay?”

“No,” I protest. “I want to make you dinner. It was going to be a surprise.”

“Okay,” he concedes. “Then, after you’re stitched up, we can cook dinner together. Is that better?”

“That would be perfect.”

I lean against him, enjoying the warmth of his body and the steady sound of his heart beating. I think I could stay like this forever. But I know Owen would think I’m silly if he knew that.

He’s a doctor. He’s taking care of me just like he takes care of all his other patients. None of this means anything.

“Can you feel that?” he asks.

“Feel what?”

He chuckles. “I think that means we can start. Are you ready?”

“No,” I admit, with a little laugh. “But go ahead anyway.”

His chest rumbles with another chuckle, and I can’t stop myself from smiling. It feels nice being so close to him, and the thought of him stitching up my finger doesn’t seem nearly as scary now.

“Hold steady for me, Camille. I’ll do this as quickly as I can.”

I nod and take a deep breath, relaxing against him and listening to his steady heartbeat.

Oh god. I think I’ve got it bad for him.

What am I going to do?


Chapter Seven


Owen:

I’d already been rushing out of my office by the time Camille had thought to call me, with my doctor’s bag in hand. Luckily, I’d been between appointments, and I had been checking the app on my phone that’s connected to the security cameras through the house.

I’d seen her cut her finger, and try to stop the rush of blood, and I had known she needed me.

Camille knows about the cameras. Of course she does. I had told her about them before leaving for my first day at work with her in the house as a nanny. She hadn’t seemed to mind about them and had never paid much attention to them as she went about her days.

But she probably doesn’t know how much time I spend watching her throughout the day. Whenever I am alone, I’m staring at my phone screen, my entire body tense with longing while she’s completely oblivious to the fact that I’m so fucking entranced by her.

I’d had the cameras put in when Caitlin was a baby, so that even if I was in another room, I’d be able to keep an eye on her. But I hadn’t thought to use them for the last couple of years. Not until Camille arrived.

And now I’m hooked on them. Just like I’m hooked on her.

She’s like a sick fucking obsession that I just can’t break free from. No matter how much I try to avoid her so that I don’t give in to temptation.

As soon as I’d walked into our home and let her snuggle close to me while I tended to her cut, something inside me had felt calm. Soothed. She was safe, and I’d made sure she was taken care of.

That’s the only thing that matters to me anymore.

“Thank you,” she says sweetly, as she pulls her hand out of mine and looks at the bandage now wrapped around her finger. Her head is still resting on my shoulder, as if she’s just as reluctant to pull away as I am, but of course I have to be imagining that.

I let out a long breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding while carefully stitching up her cut, and unable to resist, I brush my lips against her forehead once more.

“You’re welcome, Camille,” I say, and my voice sounds strained even to my own ears. I want nothing more than to pull her into my lap and hold her in my arms forever.

But I can’t. It would destroy my relationship with Ron. Her father.

“I should go and finish making dinner though, otherwise it will be late by the time we get to eat.”

Using every bit of willpower I possess, I slide further away from her on the couch, and I instantly miss the warmth of her little body tucked in against me.

“Please don’t go,” she says, the words flying out of her mouth between small sniffles.

I look at her, stunned, as tears begin to trickle down her cheeks. Before I realize what’s happening, she’s crawling across the couch and into my lap, curling up there in the way that I’d imagined only moments ago.

She lays her head on my chest while her hands clutch at the fabric of my shirt, and her soft whimpers make my heart ache. I wrap my arms around her and rock her back and forth.

“I know it was just a cut,” she says with a shaky voice. “But it made me feel so faint that I thought I was going to pass out here all alone. I was so scared.”

I reach up and stroke her pretty blonde hair, having to hold back a groan as I find out for myself just how soft it really is. God, now is a really inappropriate time to be getting a boner. I just have to hope she’s too distracted to feel me growing harder against her plump, round ass cheeks.

“It’s okay, Camille,” I say, inwardly chastising myself for being such a damn creep while trying to comfort her. “I was already coming before you called. I saw on the cameras that you needed help and I was on my way. You were safe.”

She pulls back a little, lifting her head from my chest so she can look up into my eyes.

“Really?”

I smile and nod, reaching up to brush away the tears on her cheeks.

“Yes, really. And I promise, Camille, no matter where you are, no matter what you need, I will always come and help you. Okay?”

I clench my jaw, knowing that just by talking to her like this, I’m crossing boundaries that should not be crossed with my best friend’s daughter. But when she’s sitting in my lap, cuddled close, it’s hard to think straight.

Her bright blue eyes are locked on mine, and her bottom lip is trembling a little.

Is she upset that I was watching her?

Shit. Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything after all. I’d just wanted her to know that she wouldn’t have been alone for long, even if she had passed out.

As I open my mouth to explain, Camille flings her arms around my neck and hides her face against my shoulder. I hold her tighter against me, letting out a relieved breath that she isn’t angry with me.

“Thank you,” she whispers. “I don’t know why it freaked me out so much. But I’m so grateful you came.”

I slide my hand up her back, feeling the way a little tremor moves through her with my touch. Unable to resist, I gently take hold of a handful of her soft locks and use it to keep her tight against my chest, wanting to give her the safety she so obviously craves.

“It’s okay, Camille,” I whisper against the top of her head while breathing in the scent of her strawberry scented shampoo. Fuck, now I’m not even going to be able to eat strawberries without thinking about her.

Camille holds me tighter, clinging to me as if her life depends on it.

“It’s okay,” I repeat, rocking back and forth gently with her in my arms. “I’ve got you, and I’ll always keep you safe. You’re mine to care for, princess.”

Oh no.

The words slip out before I can stop them. Just a stupid natural instinct that I can’t fight while she is pressed so close against me.

Camille pulls back once more, looking at me with wide eyes while her mouth hangs open.

I release my hold on her hair and lean back further, trying to put more distance between us, even though she’s still sitting right there in my lap. And now, there is no way she could be oblivious to the hardness against her ass.

We just stare at each other, and as much as I try, I can’t get my brain to function well enough to apologize. Or explain. Or whatever the fuck I need to do to get us out of this mess.

But maybe it’s too late. I’ve already said it, and she heard me. The cat’s out of the fucking bag now.

“I’m yours?” she whispers, her voice so quiet I barely catch the words. But it’s still enough to cause my dick to twitch as it remains trapped beneath her bottom.

When she feels the effect she has on me, a soft moan slips from her lips, and a rush of color spreads up from her chest to flood her cheeks.

I should be horrified. And ashamed. Because she’s Ron’s fucking daughter, and I shouldn’t be lusting after her like this.

But I’m not feeling any of those things. I’m just so fucking turned on by her.

My gaze darts down to her plump, parted lips, and then back up to meet her eyes. The heat I see there tells me she’s feeling the same way.

So before I can talk myself out of it, I cup her face with my hands and lean closer, capturing her lips with my own. She moans into my mouth, her fingers sliding up and threading through the hair at the nape of my neck.

This is wrong.

I know it’s wrong.

But her mouth tastes so damn sweet that I can’t get enough of her. I push my tongue inside, deepening the kiss, and her whole body shudders. She’s melting into my arms, her little whimpers and whines sending all my blood south.

“Please, Owen,” she murmurs against my lips. “Please... Sir?”

Fuck. I have no idea why she called me that, but it causes my dick to jolt with a sudden irrational desire. I want to be her Sir. To be the man she gives herself to. The man who takes care of her.

To be the man who possesses her entirely.

“Camille,” I growl, sliding my hand into her hair and gripping tight.

Fuck. This is so wrong. But it feels so good.

I shouldn’t be doing this. Not with her.

But I’ve crossed the line, and I know I won’t be able to hold back anymore.

It’s too late for that now.


Chapter Eight


Camille:

I can’t believe Owen is kissing me. His lips are just as soft and warm as I’ve dreamed they would be, and he tastes better than I could have ever imagined.

The sound of his low, gravelly voice when he’d told me I was his has my core aching and desperate. I don’t understand why those words affect me so much, but they do. For some reason, it just feels right. Just as it had felt right to call him Sir, even though I have no idea where that had come from.

I want him.

I want him more than I’ve ever wanted anything.

And right now, it seems like he wants me too.

I press my body against him, sliding my arms around his neck and kissing him back with everything I’ve got.

I can’t believe this is finally happening. I’ve fantasized about this moment so many times since I arrived at Pine Creek, and now it’s real. He’s actually kissing me.

As his tongue slips between my parted lips, I can’t stop a whimper of pleasure from escaping. My fingers tangle in his dark hair, tugging on it a little and making him growl.

“Fuck, Camille,” he groans, pulling back to stare at me with a wild look in his dark brown eyes.

My heart is hammering in my chest, and my breathing is ragged and harsh. He’s looking at me like he’s hungry, and I’m the most delicious meal he’s ever seen.

“Don’t stop, Sir. Please.”

He groans again, the sound reverberating through his chest.

“You have no idea what you do to me, princess,” he murmurs, cupping the side of my face and running his thumb across my cheek.

I press into his touch, leaning my face against his hand.

“What do I do to you?”

“Everything,” he says simply, and then his mouth is on mine once more, and all thought is driven from my head.

His hands move down my back, clutching me tighter against his body, and the feel of his thick, hard length pressed between us has me melting.

My hips grind down of their own accord, and we both moan in unison at the delicious friction.

“I can’t resist you, princess,” he murmurs against my mouth, before trailing hot kisses along my jaw and down my neck.

I tilt my head back, giving him better access to my throat. Owen nips and licks at the sensitive skin there, and my hips continue moving, seeking relief from the ache inside.

“Owen, please,” I whisper, my nails digging into his shoulders. “Don’t resist me. I don’t want you to.”

“Camille...” He growls my name against my skin, the low vibration making me tremble.

“I need you, Sir,” I tell him, unable to hold back. I’m too far gone to be embarrassed by how desperate I am for him. I’ve spent a week thinking he hates me, and now I know that couldn’t be further from the truth; there’s no way I’m holding back from showing him how I feel.

He lifts his head, his eyes meeting mine, and I see my own desire mirrored back at me.

“I need you, too, princess.”

He grabs the hem of my t-shirt and tugs it off over my head, before releasing the clasp on my bra and removing that, too.

I gasp as the cool air hits my skin, but before I can say a word, his mouth is on me, licking and sucking at one nipple, while he uses his fingers to tease and pinch at the other.

“Oh, god, Sir.”

His mouth is hot and wet against my breasts, and he knows exactly what he’s doing to me. The pleasure is almost overwhelming, and the throbbing ache between my legs is growing more and more insistent.

“Please, Owen, please,” I beg, not even sure what it is I’m asking him for, but desperate for more.

“Fuck,” he curses, his teeth grazing my nipple.

He wraps one arm tightly around my waist and lowers me down onto the empty space on the couch beside us.

“Don’t move,” he orders, standing and stripping his shirt over his head.

I swallow, my eyes widening at the sight of him. I’d known he would be fit and toned, but the reality is better than anything I could have imagined.

“God, you’re so fucking gorgeous,” he growls, and I can see the evidence of his arousal straining against the confines of his pants.

As soon as his shirt is off, he lowers himself back down on top of me, his mouth finding mine once more, while his hands grip and squeeze my breasts.

“Sir,” I murmur, sliding my hands across his back, relishing the feel of his muscles rippling beneath my fingertips.

“I love hearing you call me that,” he whispers, and his hips buck against me.

My breath catches in my throat at the movement, and the throbbing ache inside grows even stronger.

“I love saying it,” I tell him, gasping as his mouth trails back down to my breasts, and his fingers find my nipples, pinching and pulling at them.

“Oh, god,” I moan, writhing against him, needing more.

I wish we were both naked. I wish there were no clothes acting as a barrier between us so that he could slide inside me and relieve this ache I feel for him. But all I can do is grind myself shamelessly against his hard body and hope I will get some relief soon.

“That’s it, baby,” he growls, his hand moving down to slide between my legs over my yoga pants. “Show me how badly you want my cock.”

I’m lost in a haze of desire, and his words just add fuel to the flames.

“I want it, Sir,” I cry out, my fingers gripping his shoulders so tightly, I’m worried I might hurt him. But the only response I get is a low groan as he starts rubbing his fingers in a circle over my clit.

Even through my clothing, the sensations are intense, and I can already feel myself getting close.

“You gonna come for me?” he asks, his fingers moving faster while his mouth finds my earlobe, his teeth grazing the delicate flesh.

“Yes,” I pant, my head spinning, the pleasure building to the point where it’s almost unbearable. “Yes, yes, yes.”

“I’m going to make you come harder than anybody else ever has, princess. And then I’m going to do it again, and again.”

“Yes, please,” I cry out, and he captures my lips with his own once more, silencing the rest of my words.

His kiss is passionate and demanding, his tongue sliding into my mouth and dueling with my own.

All of a sudden, the pleasure explodes, and I scream into his mouth as my orgasm rips through me. My whole body convulses, and Owen continues to move his fingers, drawing out every last bit of my release.

As I come down from my high, I feel like I’m floating on a cloud, and when he lifts his head, I can’t stop myself from smiling at him.

“That felt so good,” I breathe, my body still trembling with little aftershocks of pleasure.

“Better than any other man has made you feel?” Owen asks.

He’s grinning down at me while his fingers continue to trace gentle circles between my thighs, but there’s a glint of something darker in his eyes.

“That’s not difficult,” I say. “It’s not like I’ve ever... ummm...”

I let my words trail off, suddenly feeling shy about my confession.

“Never what?” he prompts, his hand stilling.

I bite my lip, averting my gaze.

“Camille,” he growls.

I look back up at him, meeting his eyes.

“I’ve never done anything with another man,” I say, trying to force the words out as quickly as possible. “Well, nothing more than kissing. Nobody else has ever made me come before.”

I hold my breath, waiting for his reaction.

“You’re a virgin?” he asks, his eyebrows rising towards his hairline.

I nod, my cheeks heating with embarrassment.

“But... how is that possible, Camille? You’re twenty-two, and literally the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met. How can you still be a virgin?”

I wince a little at his words. God, he must think I’m so pathetic for waiting so long. None of my friends waited.

“I just never really met anyone special enough before now,” I say, my voice barely above a whisper.

Owen lets out a soft groan and begins climbing up off the couch.

“Owen,” I gasp, sitting up. “Where are you going?”

“This is a mistake, Camille,” he says, his voice gruff. “I’m too old for you. And I’m your father’s best friend. Ron would fucking kill me if he found out I took his daughter’s virginity.”

Tears sting my eyes as I cover my bare breasts with my arms. “But I thought you wanted to?”

My voice is small and pitiful, and I hate how desperate I sound, but I can’t stop it.

Owen turns, and the expression on his face makes my heart clench in my chest. He’s not looking at me with desire and longing anymore. He looks conflicted, and ashamed. Which just makes me feel even worse about letting him know how badly I needed him.

“Of course I want to, Camille. Fuck, you have no idea how badly. But I can’t. Not with you. Not when you’re Ron’s daughter. I’m sorry, princess, but it’s just not right.”

I stare at him, a million thoughts rushing through my mind as I try to figure out a way to fix this.

“I need to head back to the office,” he says with a loud sigh as he picks up his shirt from the floor. “I’ve got a few more things to finish up before I’m done for the day. I’ll grab something for dinner while I’m out.”

And with that, he walks out of the room, leaving me alone while the tears in my eyes begin trickling down my face.


Chapter Nine


Owen:

I grip the steering wheel tightly while keeping my gaze fixed angrily on the road ahead of me.

Fuck.

Camille’s still a virgin.

And as much as I want to be her first, that somehow seems even more of a betrayal of my friendship with Ron.

But then I also don’t want her losing her virginity to some fucker who doesn’t deserve it. Some fucker who isn’t going to take care of her and worship her body the way she deserves.

Because it’s clear to me that she deserves a man willing to worship the ground she walks on. A man willing to give her everything she could ever need.

I shake my head, trying to force the image of her splayed out on the couch beneath me, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted and swollen from my kisses.

And the way she’d looked up at me, her eyes full of lust and desire.

I swallow hard, remembering the feeling of her little ass grinding down on my dick.

She’d wanted me as badly as I wanted her.

I let out a frustrated growl and pound my fist against the steering wheel, my thoughts whirling as I try to figure out how I’m supposed to go on living in the same house with her now that I’ve felt her writhing against me and heard her moans of pleasure.

How the fuck am I supposed to keep my hands off her?

I drive the rest of the way to the office, my emotions warring inside me.

Part of me feels guilty for wanting her.

Part of me is pissed off at myself for not taking what she’d so obviously wanted to give.

And another part of me feels like an asshole for leaving her in tears like that.

But most of me just wants to turn the car around, go back home, and take what’s mine.

It’s that last part that scares me the most. Because I’m starting to realize just how far gone I am.

When I reach the office, I pull into my usual parking space and take a deep breath. I need to calm down before I go inside. I can’t walk in there like this, otherwise everybody will know something’s wrong.

And the last thing I want is everyone at work speculating about what’s going on in my life. At least I don’t have to see any more patients today, so I can just hide in my office for a couple of hours and focus on paperwork.

Once I feel slightly more in control, I get out of the car and head towards the building. I keep my gaze fixed straight ahead as I enter the reception area, and I give a brisk nod in response to the receptionist’s greeting.

Then I’m walking quickly down the hall to my office, where I lock the door behind me and drop into my chair with a sigh.

As soon as I’m seated, I pull out my phone and open the app connected to the cameras at home. I know I should be distracting myself from Camille, but I just need to check that she’s doing okay after I walked out on her crying.

I switch to the camera in the living room, and my heart stops when I see her laid on the couch.

She’s not wearing a damn thing. Her bare body is on display for me. And she’s touching herself casually, her fingers gliding slowly up and down through her slit.

My cock twitches as I watch her, and a low groan escapes my lips.

God, she’s fucking perfect.

I have no idea what she’s playing at, but it’s killing me not to be there.

Not to be touching her.

Not to be tasting her.

To be giving her everything she needs.

Reluctantly, I close the app and open my messages instead, quickly shooting off a text to Camille.

Owen: You do know I can see you, right?

By the time I’ve opened up the app for the security cameras again, Camille is looking at her phone, obviously reading my text. A small smile is playing about her lips as she puts her phone down again without responding, then she stares straight at the camera and blows me a kiss.

Instead of covering herself up, though, she wriggles deeper into the plush cushions of the couch and spreads her legs even wider. Her lower body is pointed towards the camera, and I can see her glistening pussy perfectly.

My cock strains painfully against the confines of my pants as I watch her start to tease her clit with her fingers.

“Fuck,” I growl, palming my cock through my clothes.

Camille’s eyes are glued to the camera, and even though she can’t actually see me, she knows I’m watching her. She’s putting on a show for me, and it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

She’s still lying there naked on the couch, but now she’s using her fingers to rub her clit while her other hand plays with her breasts.

“Jesus Christ, Camille.”

My hand is still on my cock, and I can’t help giving it a few rough strokes through my pants.

“Fuck.”

The need is building inside me, and I can’t resist any longer. I yank down the zipper on my pants and pull out my throbbing dick. I’ve never jerked off in the office before, but I can’t bring myself to care. The door is locked, so it’s not like anybody can walk in and catch me. And besides, the sight of Camille lying there, teasing her pussy for me, is too fucking tempting.

“You are such a sexy little thing, princess,” I groan under my breath.

My eyes are glued to the screen on my phone as I stroke my cock. Camille’s fingers are moving faster and faster, and I can tell she’s getting close.

“Yes, that’s it, baby,” I encourage, even though I know she can’t hear me. “Make yourself come for me.”

The words leave my lips unbidden, but I can’t deny how fucking good it feels to say them.

My own arousal is building quickly, and I can’t help groaning softly as I imagine it’s her hand wrapped around my cock instead of my own. Or maybe her pretty lips stretched around me.

“Shit, princess,” I curse, my cock twitching as my release draws near.

She’s staring directly at the camera, her way of keeping her eyes locked on me even though I’m not really there. And then her back arches and her head tips back, and I know she’s coming.

Her lips part, and I know she’s moaning my name. I don’t need to hear her to know that’s the truth. The memory of her moaning for me earlier returns, and I can’t hold back any longer.

With a strangled groan, I explode all over my hand, her name on my lips.

When the last spasm passes, I slump back in my chair, trying to catch my breath.

On the screen, Camille is smiling contentedly at the camera. She gives me a little wave, and then she gets up and heads out of the room.

“Holy shit,” I mutter. “Who knew you could be such a dirty fucking tease, princess? You might be a virgin, but you are far from innocent.”

My body feels satisfied, but there’s an ache in my chest.

An emptiness. An absence.

She’s not here. It’s not her who has just made me come. But I need her here with me.

I need her in a way I’ve never needed anybody before, and that scares the shit out of me. It’s got such a fucking hold on me that it’s impossible to resist.

It’s a primal, instinctual need. One I can’t deny.

And the more time we spend together, the harder it’s becoming to keep it under control.

I can’t stay away from her.

Even though it’s wrong. Even though it could ruin my friendship with Ron.

Nothing else matters except claiming her.

I’m too far gone to fight it.

She’s mine.

And when I get home, I’m going to make her understand that.

I’m going to make her scream my name and come on my cock until she’s ruined for anyone else.

Why should I have to hold back when she wants this just as badly as I do? Ron will just have to accept it, because it’s happening. I’m going to make Camille mine, and there’s not a damn thing anyone can do about it.

I grab some tissues and clean myself up before tucking my dick back into my pants. Then I’m on my feet again, ready to go home and claim my girl.


Chapter Ten


Camille:

Oh my god. I can’t believe I did that.

My cheeks flush with heat, and a mixture of arousal and embarrassment.

I mean, it’s not like I’ve never touched myself before, but never while somebody was watching.

I’m not even sure why I did it.

After Owen left, I was a mess of emotions. Humiliation, rejection, sadness.

But then it hit me that he’s always watching. He does care about me. That was obvious from the way he’d been comforting me after I’d injured myself earlier. He’s just worried about what my dad will think.

My dad isn’t here, though, and I’m twenty-two years old. I’m a fully grown woman who can make her own decisions.

So I’d decided to take matters into my own hands. Quite literally. And I’d known he would be watching. I wanted him to. I was putting on a private show just for him, to show that I still want him, and I always will.

“Camille,” Caitlin squeals as she rushes towards me and throws herself into my arms, pulling me out of my thoughts. She got home from the neighbor’s house only a few minutes ago, and she’s still full of energy after an afternoon of playing with her little friend. I’d only just finished getting dressed after putting on the show for Owen when she got back, and it had been a relief she hadn’t come home even a couple of minutes earlier.

I grin and scoop her up. “What’s up, little cutie?”

“I’m bored. I want to play a game!”

I look at the time, and wonder briefly how long it will be before Owen will get home. Every time I think about him, an excited flutter appears in the pit of my stomach.

Did he enjoy the show? Did he stroke his cock while watching and make himself come?

I shake my head and try to push those thoughts aside for now. I’ve still got a job to do, after all.

“It’s far too late to start a game,” I say, chuckling as Caitlin’s face scrunches with disapproval. “Why don’t we snuggle up and watch a movie together? It’s time to start settling down before bed.”

She tilts her head to the side, as if giving the suggestion a huge amount of thought.

“Can I pick the movie?” she asks.

“Of course you can, sweetie.”

“Yay!” She claps her hands and giggles with glee.

“Okay, let’s go pick one out,” I say, carrying her towards the lounge.

I turn the lights on low and give her the remote. She flicks through the options on her favorite streaming service and picks out a princess film.

Just as she finds what she wants to watch, I hear the key turn in the front door.

Owen’s home.

I sit her down on the couch, trying to stop the way my hands tremble with excitement.

“You stay here, okay? I’ll be back in a minute.”

“Okay, Camille,” she replies, her eyes already glued to the big TV screen.

I rush out of the living room and bump straight into Owen, who lets out a small grunt as I run almost head first into his torso.

“Hey,” he says, his voice a deep, smooth rumble.

“Hey,” I reply, feeling breathless.

We stand in the hallway, staring at each other. My eyes flicker over his handsome features, and my heart skips a beat.

“Where’s Caitlin?” he asks.

“Watching a movie in the lounge. I’m just trying to get her settled down for the evening.”

“Okay, good.”

He wraps an arm around my waist and tugs me into the kitchen, shutting the door, then pinning me back against it with his muscular body.

“What are you doing?” I breathe, my pulse racing. At least with us blocking the door like this, Caitlin won’t be able to walk in and see anything she shouldn’t.

“You’re a dirty little tease, aren’t you, princess?”

He leans down and presses his mouth against my neck, sending a shiver down my spine.

“Mmm, maybe,” I reply, closing my eyes and leaning my head back.

“That was so fucking hot,” he murmurs, his breath warm against my skin.

“You liked it?”

“I fucking loved it.”

His hand slides down and cups my ass, squeezing lightly as he pulls me against him. The rigid outline of his cock presses against my stomach, letting me know he’s just as aroused as I am right now.

“I love the way you were staring at the camera, knowing I was watching.”

“I’m glad you liked it,” I whisper, my voice breathy with desire.

He kisses along my jawline, and then his mouth is on mine. Our lips press together, and his tongue pushes into my mouth. I moan softly as his fingers dig into my ass, and our tongues swirl together.

His body is pressed firmly against mine, and his hard cock grinds into me, sending waves of pure arousal through my body.

“I couldn’t keep my hands off myself while I watched,” he says when he breaks the kiss, his voice strained. “And I don’t think I’ve ever come as hard as I did today while watching you touch yourself.”

“Oh god,” I whimper, feeling another surge of desire rush through me at the thought of him stroking his cock for me.

“I had planned to come home and fuck you, princess. To make you come on my dick over and over until there is no doubt in either of our minds that you belong to me.”

His hands are all over me, grabbing and squeezing my curves as he grinds his hard length against me. His touch, combined with his words, has me moaning wantonly, my body feeling hot with need as I writhe against him.

“I need that, Sir,” I whimper. “Please.”

“Now we have to wait until Caitlin is asleep before I can claim your tight little virgin pussy as mine. And you’ve got me so worked up already, princess. Feel what you’ve done to me.”

He reaches down even further and grabs the backs of my thighs to lift my feet up off the floor, then he pins me back against the door with his hips as he stands between my legs. His rock hard cock presses against my center, making little jolts of pleasure shoot through me.

“Maybe I need to punish you for teasing me like that, Camille. For getting me so fucking worked up when I can’t even fuck you yet.”

“P... punish me?” I stutter, even though the words send a surprising thrill through me.

“Yes. I think maybe you need to be taken over my knee and given a spanking before I fuck you tonight,” he growls.

His eyes are dark with lust as he gazes at me.

“Is that something you’d enjoy, princess? Because I sure as hell would. I’d love to have you laid over my lap, your bare ass facing upwards, ready for me to punish.”

“Yes, Sir,” I moan.

“Say that again.”

“Yes, Sir. I want you to spank me.”

“Fucking hell, Camille. You’re going to be the death of me. I can’t believe you’re real.”

He grinds against me again, his cock rubbing against my throbbing clit through the thin material of our clothes.

“We need to stop now,” he growls, pressing a rough, hungry kiss to my lips before finally putting me back on the ground and stepping back. “But I’m going to go and put Caitlin to bed. I want you to wait naked for me in my bedroom. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir,” I breathe.

“Good girl.”

With that, he pulls me gently away from the door and strides out of the kitchen, leaving me feeling shaky and breathless.

My whole body is buzzing with arousal.

This is really happening.

Owen wants me. He wants to claim my virginity and make me his.

My heart feels like it’s going to explode with happiness.

I can’t stop smiling as I rush up the stairs to get myself ready for him.


Chapter Eleven


Owen:

It feels like it takes forever for Caitlin to settle down and fall asleep, but when I glance at my watch, I can see it’s actually only been thirty minutes. I guess time moves slowly when I know there’s a naked woman waiting for me on my bed while I’m trying to get my rambunctious kid to sleep.

But finally, she’s out for the count, and it’s time for me to go find Camille.

I close Caitlin’s door, then head down the hallway and into my bedroom.

Camille is laid out on the bed, just as I’d asked her to.

Naked.

On her back, her legs slightly parted, showing off her glistening pussy. Her nipples are pebbled and hard.

She’s so sexy it takes my breath away.

I step inside the room, and she gives me a shy smile.

“Hi,” she says.

“Hi, princess,” I reply. “I think you’ve got a punishment coming to you.”

“Yes, Sir.”

I stride towards the bed and climb on, crawling towards her. Her eyes are locked on mine, and there’s no fear or hesitation in them. She trusts me completely, and that makes my chest swell with pride.

When I reach her, I lean down and press a soft, gentle kiss to her lips. She responds eagerly, opening her mouth and kissing me back with a passion that has my cock throbbing with need.

My hands slide down her body, cupping her breasts and squeezing gently.

“Are you going to be a good girl for me?” I murmur.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Then come lay across my lap.”

I move away from her and sit on the edge of the bed, waiting for her to comply.

Her cheeks are flushed, but her eyes are wide with arousal, and I can smell her sweet scent from here. She’s definitely enjoying this.

She shuffles across the bed, then positions herself over my lap; her curvy ass presented perfectly.

I have to hold back a groan. My cock is so fucking hard it’s almost painful, and as Camille settles across my thighs, I know she must be able to feel it digging into her. I’ve been waiting for this ever since I watched her on the camera from my office earlier, and I’m going to savor every damn moment of it.

I run my hand over her round ass, enjoying the feel of her soft, supple flesh under my fingers. She has a beautiful body. So curvy and sexy, and all for me.

I can’t help myself. I bring my hand back and then smack it against her ass. It’s not a hard smack, but it’s enough to make her cry out softly.

“Is that too much, princess?” I ask.

“No, Sir,” she whispers.

“Good.”

I rub my hand gently over the spot where I’ve just hit her, and she lets out a soft little sigh.

Then I smack her again. This time a little harder, and on the other cheek. The skin on her rear is already looking a little flushed, and her breathing is becoming ragged.

I continue alternating between gently stroking her and then smacking her ass, gradually spanking her a little harder each time until her buttocks are starting to glow. Each time I swat her firm flesh, she cries out, but the sounds are quickly followed by little moans.

I love the way her curvy ass moves as she wriggles against me, and I can feel the heat of her body through my pants. I can’t remember the last time I was this hard, and it’s difficult not to give in to the temptation to take her straight away.

But I have to remind myself that she’s a virgin, and I need to make sure she’s ready for me.

“You’re taking your spanking like such a good girl, Camille. Can you remember what you did to get a spanking?”

My voice is firm, strict, but judging by the way she whimpers, I think she likes it.

“I teased you, Sir. I put on a naughty show for you when you couldn’t touch me, and when you’d have to wait for us to be alone.”

“That’s right, princess. And I know you can feel how hard I am after having to wait so long to find out how good your pretty little pussy is going to feel gripping my cock.”

“Yes, Sir,” she pants.

“I think you deserve a reward now after being so good for your spanking, don’t you?”

“Yes, please, Sir. Please.”

I run a finger down her spine, enjoying the way her body trembles with anticipation. When I reach her ass, I part her cheeks slightly, exposing her little pink hole and her soaked pussy.

“You’re so wet already, Camille. Does it turn you on to know that I will be filling you with this big, hard cock? That I’ll be fucking you until you’re screaming and begging for me to let you come?”

“God, yes, Sir. I can’t wait.”

Fuck. She’s so damn sexy, and her words are driving me crazy.

I dip my hand down and tease her entrance with my fingers. She’s soaked, and her arousal coats my digits. The sounds she makes are so erotic that my cock is pulsing painfully, desperate to feel the tight warmth of her body wrapped around it.

I slide two fingers deep into her wet pussy, and she cries out with pleasure.

“That’s it, princess. Let me hear how much you like it.”

“Feels so good,” she pants. “Your fingers feel so good inside me.”

“I’m only getting started,” I promise her. “Soon you’re going to be stuffed full of my thick cock.”

“Oh, yes. I need it, Sir. Please.”

Her whole body is writhing and bucking against me as I pump my fingers in and out of her, and her slick arousal drips down my hand.

“But first, I’m going to make you come like this, Camille. I want to feel your tight pussy gripping my fingers and see how good it makes you feel.”

“Please, Sir,” she cries.

I keep thrusting my fingers in and out, curling them slightly to rub against her g-spot as I use my other hand to tease her clit. She’s shaking and gasping, and I know she’s almost there.

“Come for me, Camille,” I demand, increasing the pace. “Show me how good it feels when I play with your tight little pussy.”

“Oh god, yes,” she cries. “Please, Sir. Please, please, please.”

She keeps repeating the word over and over as she writhes and bucks her hips against my hands. Her pussy is so fucking tight around my fingers that it’s almost impossible to move them, and when she suddenly tenses and shudders, her inner muscles clamp down on them even more, and I have to hold back a moan at how fucking good it feels.

I rub her clit faster, drawing out her orgasm, and she comes all over my fingers. My dick throbs painfully against my clothes, and I’m fucking close to coming just from feeling her soak my fingers. I can’t even begin to imagine how good it’s going to feel once I’m filling her with my cock, forcing her tight walls to stretch around me.

When her climax starts to ebb, I slowly slide my fingers from her body, and she lets out a shuddering breath.

“That was so amazing,” she murmurs. “I’ve never come that hard before. I’ve never felt anything like it.”

“There’s a lot more where that came from, princess. A lot more.”

Camille slides off my lap and kneels on the bed beside me, wrapping her arms around my neck and brushing her lips against my cheek.

“I know I was such a tease earlier, Sir,” she says, and her voice is both sweet and sultry at the same time. “Please, will you let me make it up to you? I want to give you a treat like you just gave me.”

She places her hand on my thigh, slowly sliding it higher until her fingertips are almost touching the rigid bulge in my pants. Some kind of animalistic sound emerges from deep inside my chest at the thought of her touching me. At the thought this beautiful young woman wants to bring me pleasure too.

Camille pauses, and it takes me a moment through the haze of desire to realize she’s waiting for my permission.

“Touch me, princess,” I growl. “I want to feel your hands wrapped around my cock.”

A shy smile plays at her lips, and then her hand is sliding the rest of the way up my leg and gently cupping my dick through my pants.

“You’re so hard, Sir. Is this all for me?”

“Every fucking inch,” I confirm, groaning at the feel of her delicate hand rubbing against my shaft.

But it’s not enough. I want to feel her hand properly, without any layers of clothing between us.

I reach down and unzip my pants, my hands working with frantic desperation in their efforts to free my cock for her. She sits back and watches with wide eyes as it springs free, and I’m pleased to see her cheeks are flushed, and her breathing is fast and shallow.

“It’s so big, Sir,” she gasps, and I swear I almost blow my load.

Jesus, this woman is driving me wild.

She leans forwards again, wrapping her hand around my cock to stroke me slowly. Her hand is so soft and delicate, and it feels incredible as she gently moves it up and down my shaft.

“Is that okay, Sir? Do you like it?”

“So fucking good, princess,” I grunt, trying desperately not to come. “You’re such a good girl for me.”

“I want to be your good girl,” she replies, tightening her grip a little and increasing the pace. “I want you to enjoy it when I touch you, Sir. I want to make you feel good, too.”

“You are, baby. So fucking good.”

I’m so close, and I can’t stop watching the look of awe on her face as she strokes me, the way her hand looks so tiny and fragile against my massive cock.

“Can I taste it, Sir?”

Fucking hell.

“Whatever you want, princess. Take my cock into your mouth and taste it.”

I know I won’t last long if her mouth is on me, but I can’t say no to her. Not when she’s looking up at me like that, her eyes full of desire and wonder.

I expect her to lean down from where she is sitting beside me on the bed to satisfy her hunger. But she doesn’t. Instead, she slides down off the bed and settles on her knees in front of me. She reaches up to wrap a hand around the thick base of my shaft, then she’s shuffling closer between my thighs.

Holy shit.

My whole body is tense with anticipation, and my heart is pounding. I’ve never been this turned on before, and the sight of Camille on her knees in front of me is almost too much.

“Are you ready, Sir?” she asks, looking up at me and waiting for my permission once again. The submissiveness of the gesture has me throbbing even harder in her hand.

Fuck, how can one woman be so damn perfect?

“I’ve never been more fucking ready for anything in my life, princess. Go ahead. Be a good girl and taste my cock.”


Chapter Twelve


Camille:

I’ve never done this before, and I’m nervous as I drag the tip of my tongue up the length of the bulging vein running along the underside of his cock. But I crave to please him. He’s so damn perfect, and he deserves to be worshipped.

Owen growls, a low, animalistic sound that has my pussy throbbing.

I swirl my tongue around the head of his cock, lapping up the bead of precum leaking from the tip. It tastes salty and sweet and oh-so-perfect, and I can’t wait to take him in my mouth.

He’s huge, and I’m not sure if I’ll be able to fit all of him in, but I’m going to try.

I look up and meet his eyes, then wrap my lips around the head of his cock.

“Jesus,” he groans. “That’s it, princess. Suck my cock. It feels so good.”

I’m a little awkward and clumsy, but I can’t help but moan at the sound of his gravelly voice. The feeling of his hot flesh in my mouth and the weight of his cock on my tongue has my own arousal building again, even though he’s only just given me a mind-blowing orgasm.

I lower my head, trying to take him deeper into my mouth. But he’s so big that I end up gagging and choking.

“Easy,” Owen says, his hand reaching out and tangling in my hair.

I’m disappointed. I want to take him all, but it’s harder than I thought.

“Just suck the head and use your hand,” he tells me, his voice soft and encouraging. “It feels perfect just like that.”

His praise warms me, and I do as he suggests. I take him back into my mouth and suck him hard, swirling my tongue around the swollen head and stroking his shaft with my hand. I can feel his thighs shaking, and his cock pulses and twitches on my tongue.

I’m doing this to him. He’s so close to orgasm because of me. That knowledge sends a thrill through me, and I increase the pace, wanting to give him the release he deserves.

“Fuck,” he growls, his hand tightening in my hair. To my disappointment, he tugs firmly enough that the head of his cock pops out of my mouth. “That feels so fucking good, Camille. But when I come, I don’t want it to be in your mouth. I want to claim your pretty little pussy and make you mine.”

I feel a surge of excitement.

“Yes, Sir,” I whimper, squirming side to side on my knees.

“Climb onto the bed and lie on your back,” he commands.

I do as he says, and Owen rises to his feet. His eyes are full of lust, and he looks like he wants to devour me. I’m more than ready for him to.

“Spread your legs for me,” he tells me.

I part my thighs, and his gaze drops down. He stares at me for a long moment, his eyes lingering on my soaking wet pussy.

“Fucking perfect,” he growls, as he begins peeling off his clothes.

I watch him, transfixed. His body is pure muscle, his torso chiseled and firm, and I can’t wait to feel his weight pressing down on me. I’m not surprised he’s got the physique of some kind of Greek god. After all, he’s told me he goes to the gym every day on his lunch break. But looking at him standing there, with his large cock jutting outward from his perfect body, I start feeling a little dizzy with longing for him.

When he finally finishes undressing, his eyes are locked on mine, and he prowls forwards. The animalistic movement sends a shiver through my body, and I bite my lip, trying to stop myself from moaning.

He settles between my parted thighs, bearing most of his weight on his elbows as he lowers himself down on top of me. The feeling of his bare skin against mine is almost overwhelming. He’s so big, so powerful, and it’s such a turn-on knowing that I belong to him now.

He leans down, kissing me passionately, and I moan as he grinds his hips against me, rubbing his thick, hard shaft against my sensitive pussy. He kisses down my jaw, nipping at my earlobe and sucking my neck. His stubble scratches my skin, and the sensation only turns me on more.

His hand reaches up, and he begins to palm my breasts, squeezing and teasing the nipples. I’ve never realized just how sensitive they are, and it feels incredible.

“Do you want me to fuck you, princess?” he whispers, his lips hovering by my ear.

“Yes,” I moan, arching my back and pressing my chest into his hand. “Please, Sir. Fuck me.”

He growls and pushes himself up onto his hands.

“Reach down and grab my cock,” he orders, his voice gruff and commanding.

I reach between us and wrap my hand around the base of his thick shaft.

“Now put it inside you.”

He watches me with dark, hungry eyes, and the intensity of his stare makes me blush. But I’m more than ready, and I’m desperate to feel his big, fat cock filling me.

I guide the swollen head to my entrance and rub it through my folds, coating it in my juices, before guiding him inside me. I gasp as he begins to stretch me out, and the sensation is unlike anything I’ve felt before.

“That’s it, princess. Take my big cock deep inside your pussy.”

I moan, writhing beneath him as his thick shaft slowly inches into me. He’s taken over now, and he’s doing all the work, sinking deeper into my tight channel with slow, measured movements.

“Oh god,” I cry, clutching at his shoulders.

“Your pussy is so tight, princess,” he growls, lowering his mouth back down to kiss me. “So fucking tight and perfect.”

When he’s fully seated inside me, I whimper and buck my hips, desperate for more. He grunts, then withdraws his cock almost all the way before thrusting back into me.

“Sir!” I cry, and I cling to him, digging my fingers into the firm muscles of his back.

“That’s it, princess,” he rasps, repeating the motion. “Hold on to me while I fuck your tight pussy.”

I’m completely overwhelmed. My senses are in overdrive, and the pleasure is more intense than anything I’ve ever felt before. It’s too much, and I know it won’t be long before I’m coming apart beneath him.

“You feel so fucking good, Camille,” Owen rasps, burying his face in the crook of my neck. “Your pussy is perfect, so tight and hot. It feels like fucking heaven.”

I moan, lost in the sensation of his cock filling me.

“Please, Sir. Harder,” I whimper, lifting my hips to meet his thrusts.

“Anything for you, princess,” he growls, lowering himself down over me once more before sliding his arm under my ass.

He tilts my hips up towards him, so that he can slide home deeper with each thrust. And as his cock plunges into me over and over again, he starts sucking and biting at my neck. The combination of pleasure and pain is incredible, and I can barely breathe.

“Oh god, yes,” I groan, my body trembling and shaking beneath him.

Owen is relentless, driving his cock into me with hard, fast thrusts, his balls slapping against my ass. He’s grunting and growling like an animal, and the primal sounds only serve to heighten my pleasure.

“This is my pussy now, Camille,” he growls. “And I’m going to fill it with my cum. I’m going to claim you and make you mine. Tell me, princess. Is that what you want?”

There is something in his words that snaps me back to reality, even though there is a part of me that is desperate to beg him to do all of those things to me.

“I’m not on birth control, Owen,” I whimper. “Should we stop?”

He holds himself deep inside me, stilling his movements while he keeps his face hidden against my neck.

Oh god, I don’t want him to stop. I want him to keep fucking me, despite the fact that we’re not using contraception. Unable to help myself, I begin writhing beneath him, trying to work myself against his thick cock as it remains buried deep inside me. I’m desperate for all the sensations that had me so close to the edge just a minute earlier.

“We’re not going to stop, princess,” Owen finally groans, lifting his head up so he can look down into my eyes. “I’m going to fill you with my seed, Camille. I’m going to breed your fertile little body. Then there will be no doubt you’re mine.”

I whimper, unsure whether it’s with fear or arousal. I shouldn’t want that. Should I?

Of course I shouldn’t. I’m only twenty-two, and I’ve only known Owen a little longer than a week. It’s crazy to even consider it.

But I am considering it. More than just considering it, in fact. My entire body thrums with a yearning for him to claim it completely as his. To fill me with his seed and get me pregnant with his baby.

It’s a ridiculous idea, yet I can’t stop the words that spill from my lips.

“Yes, Sir. Claim me. Breed me.”

The feral noise that rumbles up from deep inside Owen’s chest is almost frightening, and I shiver at the intensity of it.

“You’re mine, princess. All mine.”

And then he’s pounding into me.

“Tell me whose pussy this is,” he growls, his gaze burning into mine.

“It’s yours, Sir. It’s your pussy,” I moan.

“That’s right, princess. It’s all fucking mine. Nobody else is allowed to touch it. Nobody but me will fuck you ever again, Camille. You are mine. All of you. Every little bit of you belongs to me. And to prove it, I’m going to fill your womb with my baby.”

Oh god. Why is it so damn hot when he says things like that?

My body is alive with sensations, and his thick cock is hitting me in just the right spot, sending me careening closer and closer to the edge.

“You’re going to look so fucking sexy when your belly is swollen with my child,” he groans.

“Sir!” I cry, arching my back as the first waves of orgasm begin rolling through my body.

“That’s it, princess. Come on my cock. Come while I claim you. While I’m breeding you.”

I cling to him desperately as I unravel beneath him, feeling him pounding powerfully into my body as I tremble and writhe.

“God, yes. Breed me, Sir,” I plead, feeling delirious and overwhelmed.

“Jesus,” Owen grunts. “Your tight little pussy is milking my cock. I’m going to give you what you want, princess. I’m going to breed my beautiful girl.”

A long, low growl reverberates up from his chest as his body stiffens. He buries his face in the crook of my neck; then I can feel his hot seed erupting inside me, filling me up and claiming me completely.

“Mine,” he growls.

I whimper beneath him, still feeling the aftershocks of my orgasm rippling through my body, and clinging to him desperately.

“Yours, Sir,” I whisper.

And it’s true. In this moment, I feel like I’m truly his. Completely and utterly.

There’s a tiny voice inside my head, telling me how wrong this is. How forbidden. How inappropriate.

But I ignore it.

I’m too wrapped up in the perfection of his body, the warmth and weight of him, the smell of his musk, and the feeling of his cum slowly dripping from my pussy.

There will be time later to think about what we’ve just done.

For now, all I want to do is fall asleep in his arms.

Because everything feels safe and warm and perfect when Owen holds me close.


Chapter Thirteen


Owen:

“She’s asleep,” I announce as I walk into the living room.

I sit down on the couch beside Camille and tug her into my lap. She instantly snuggles in close to me, and I wrap my arms around her.

“Is everything okay?” she asks. “It seemed to take a long time tonight.”

I chuckle and press a kiss to the top of her head. “It didn’t, princess. I think you were just needy while waiting for me, and so it felt like a really long time.”

She laughs and hides her face against my chest, but not before I catch sight of the rush of color flooding her face.

“Is that a bad thing, Sir?”

“Not at all, princess,” I say with a grin. “In fact, I love knowing you’re greedy for my time and attention.”

It’s been almost a month since I first took Camille’s virginity, and we’ve been inseparable ever since. She’s spent every night sleeping in my room, and as soon as Caitlin is asleep each night, we spend the evening hours completely wrapped up in each other. Either making love or watching movies together, and even staying up talking until the early hours of the morning. I swear she already knows me better than anybody else, even my own mom, and I’m fairly certain I know everything about Camille, too.

We were made for each other, and each day we’ve spent together has only convinced me even more of that fact.

I’d love to be able to say that I’ve stopped watching her on the cameras while I’m at work, but that would be a lie. Every time I have a spare moment to check up on her between patients, I am glued to my phone, enjoying glimpses of her as she takes care of Caitlin during the day.

There have even been a couple more times when she’s teased me on the cameras when Caitlin has been with friends. I think putting on a show for me has become one of Camille’s favorite activities, only because she knows I’ll be absolutely fucking feral for her by the time I get my hands on her in the evening.

Camille shifts in my lap, moving to straddle my thighs, and I’m instantly hard as she presses her pussy against me.

“I am feeling ever so greedy for your attention right now, Sir,” she says, her pretty pink lips turning downward into an adorable pout. “I haven’t had an orgasm all day, and I can’t believe you’re just neglecting me like this.”

She tries to hold back a playful grin as she wriggles in my lap, but she doesn’t quite manage it as the corners turn up ever so slightly.

I laugh and shake my head, but I wrap one arm around her and pull her closer, while sliding my other hand up her skirt. When my fingertips brush against her cotton panties and discover how wet they are, I can’t contain a growl.

“I know, I’ve been so damn neglectful. But I think it’s time for me to make it up to my princess.”

She lets out a moan as I quickly push the material of her panties to one side and plunge two fingers deep inside her with no warning. She’s dripping wet and takes the digits easily, although her velvety walls clench and flutter around them.

“I’d really like that, Sir,” she whimpers.

Camille rolls her hips, working herself against my fingers, and I begin to thrust them in and out of her.

“How many orgasms do you think it will take for me to make it up to you?” I ask, my voice already breathless as I begin watching my girl lose herself to the intensity of her desire.

“Two, Sir,” she gasps, and I can see her pulse beating erratically at the base of her throat. “At least.”

I chuckle and begin circling her clit with my thumb while continuing to thrust my fingers into her, curling them up and hitting her g-spot.

“Two, huh?”

She nods and whimpers, biting her lip and clutching at my shoulders as her body begins to shake.

“Oh, that will be easy, princess. Tonight, I’ll be making you come so many fucking times, you won’t be able to keep count. I’m going to give you so many orgasms that you’ll be begging me to stop.”

I’m not exaggerating. I am determined to worship every inch of Camille’s perfect body tonight, and the thought of doing so has me harder than stone.

“Owen, please,” she cries, and her fingernails dig into the muscles of my shoulders through my shirt.

“That’s it, baby,” I coax, watching her carefully as she teeters on the edge. “Come on my fingers, princess.”

“Oh god,” she gasps, throwing her head back. “Yes!”

Her pussy clamps down on my fingers and I watch in awe as her entire body shudders and trembles. Her face is a picture of pure ecstasy as she comes, and I find myself unable to tear my gaze away. She is utterly beautiful.

I’m absolutely besotted with her. Head over fucking heels. And I know life would be miserable if I didn’t have her to come home to every night.

When the last of her orgasm subsides, I pull my fingers from her and slip them into my mouth, licking them clean. Her arousal is delicious, and it only makes me crave more.

I roll her over, laying her back on the couch and pushing her thighs apart.

“You taste so damn good, Camille. And I’m so fucking hungry right now. Let’s see how many times I can make you come with my mouth.”

I push her skirt up around her waist and grip the waistband of her panties, but I’m interrupted by a knock at the front door before I can pull them down.

I let out a groan of pure frustration, and consider leaving whoever it is out there on the doorstep. But I know I’d never forgive myself if it’s a neighbor needing medical attention. It doesn’t happen often, but it’s happened enough times since I moved in that it’s certainly a possibility.

“I’ll be right back, princess,” I growl as I climb off her. “Think filthy thoughts about me until I get back.”

“Always,” she purrs.

I stride across the room, adjusting my cock as I do. It’s uncomfortable walking around with a raging hard-on, but hopefully whoever is at the door won’t notice it and I’ll be able to get rid of them quickly.

I swing the door open, and then feel all the air whoosh out of my lungs when I see Ron standing there with a suitcase in his hand.

Shit.

“Hey, Owen!” he says, smiling widely. “I thought I’d come for a surprise visit to see Camille. You don’t mind, do you?”

It takes me a second to realize I’m still staring at him with my mouth agape. I snap my jaw shut and do my best to work my features into a happy expression, even though I want nothing more than to slam the door in his face.

“Hi, Ron,” I finally say. “Yeah, sure. Come on in. I’m sure Camille will be really happy to see you.”

And it’s the truth. I know she’s been missing her father. But I know that there will also be a part of her feeling the same way I am right now. Disappointed that the happy little world we’ve created here together is about to be shattered for a while.

“Thanks,” he replies.

Without thinking, I reach out and take the suitcase from him, and I realize a second too late that two fingers on that hand are currently still glistening with Camille’s pleasure.

Luckily, Ron doesn’t seem to notice.

I set the suitcase down in the hallway, then lead him towards the living room.

“Camille,” I shout out, wanting to give her time to get herself looking suitable for visitors if she needs it. “Your dad is here for a visit.”

She’s standing up by the time we enter the room, and Ron’s eyes light up the second he sees her. I’m not sure he’s noticed the fact that her hair is disheveled, and her face is flushed, though.

“There’s my girl,” he says, pulling her into his arms for a tight hug.

“Hi, Dad,” she says, returning his hug, and then she steps back, smiling at him. “This is a nice surprise.”

I stand in the doorway, feeling awkward as fuck. At least this surprising turn of events means I’m no longer uncomfortably hard. There’s nothing like a surprise visit from your girlfriend’s dad to spoil the mood. Especially when he’s your best friend and you know he’ll kill you if he ever finds out you’re fucking his daughter.

“I’m famished,” Ron says, placing both hands on his rather rotund stomach. “Those meals on the plane aren’t big enough to feed someone Caitlin’s age, never mind an adult man with my kind of appetite. Are you hungry Camille? I was thinking we could go out and have dinner somewhere while we catch up?”

She glances over at me, and I nod my head. “Go ahead,” I say, hoping the smile on my face looks at least slightly real. “I’ll stay here and take care of Caitlin. You go and enjoy yourself. I’m sure you’ve both missed each other a lot.”

Ron chuckles and wraps an arm around Camille’s shoulders, pulling her into his side and kissing the top of her head.

“We have, haven’t we, honey?” he says, his voice full of affection.

She nods and gives me a warm smile. “Thank you, Owen. I won’t be late.”

“No worries,” I say.

As they walk past me to leave, Camille blows me a tiny kiss as she walks behind her father, and I catch it in the air, bringing it down to my chest and pretending to put it in the shirt pocket that’s close to my heart. She grins at me, and Ron doesn’t seem to notice a thing.

After the front door closes, I let out a sigh and walk over to the couch. I sit down, bury my face in my hands, and think about what the hell I’m going to do now.

Somehow, I’d been able to forget about the fact that the woman I’ve fallen in love with is my best friend’s daughter. Sure, I knew it on an intellectual level, but while I’ve been wrapped up in Camille, all my other thoughts had ceased.

But now, the reality of the situation is crashing back into my mind, and it feels like a fucking freight train.

Ron is my best friend. We’ve done so much together and have always looked out for each other. We’ve had each other’s backs, no matter what.

And here I am, screwing his daughter every night, while he’s been oblivious to the growing relationship between Camille and I.

I’m a shit friend.

I’ve violated his trust in the worst possible way.

But I just have to hope he can forgive me, because there’s no way in hell I can give Camille up now.


Chapter Fourteen


Camille:

I roll over onto my back in bed and let out a loud sigh. I’m so used to falling asleep in Owen’s arms now that I can’t get to sleep without him anymore.

Even though I was happy to see Dad earlier, I hate that it’s disrupting the happy routine that Owen and I have settled into over the past few weeks. It was so hard not to slip up and mention our relationship earlier while I’d been catching up with Dad. Owen’s become such a huge part of my life, though, that I barely had anything else to tell him about.

Is it wrong that I hope he won’t be staying long? I just want things to get back to normal with Owen.

I glance at the alarm clock beside the bed. It’s almost two in the morning.

Owen and my dad had both come up to bed about an hour ago. Surely Dad is asleep by now. And I know that once he’s asleep, he’ll be out for the count all night.

I slip out of bed and tiptoe out of the room, heading straight to Owen’s bedroom. The door is slightly ajar, so I poke my head through the gap.

“Owen,” I whisper, and when his eyes fly open and he looks at me, a bright smile breaks out on his face.

“Get over here,” he whispers, waving me forward.

I’m not one to disobey, and so I step into the room and close the door behind me. As soon as I’m at the side of the bed, he’s pulling me into his arms and rolling me over onto my back.

“I’m so glad you’re here,” he growls. “I can’t get to sleep without you cuddled in close to me.”

He captures my mouth with his, and his kiss is desperate and needy. I love knowing that he’s feeling the exact same way that I am.

“I can’t sleep either,” I murmur against his lips. “I don’t like being without you.”

He pulls back and his eyes meet mine, and the look on his face is so intense that it takes my breath away.

“You’re fucking everything to me, princess,” he says, his voice a deep, husky rumble. “You know that, don’t you?”

I nod, my throat too tight to speak. I know exactly what he means. Because that’s how I feel about him, too.

He kisses me again, and then rolls onto his back, taking me with him. I end up straddling his hips, and when his hard length presses up against me through his pajama bottoms, I grind myself against it, needing to feel some friction against my clit.

He groans and his hands grip my hips tightly, pulling me down harder.

“Fuck, Camille. What are you trying to do to me, princess?”

I grin and continue grinding against him until a spring in the mattress makes a loud squeaking noise. We both pause, looking towards the door, and I listen hard, making sure that Dad hasn’t woken up. When I don’t hear any movement, I lean forward and capture Owen’s lips in a kiss.

“We have to be quiet,” I whisper, and he nods his head.

“As much as I need to fuck you, Camille, I’m feeling too damn feral to keep quiet. I don’t want your dad to wake up and find you in here. But there’s one other way I can have you.”

He lifts his eyebrows suggestively and slides his hands down to the bottom of my nightshirt, pushing it up while I lift my arms in the air. Owen pulls it off and throws it on the floor, leaving me completely naked. Then his hands come back up to my tits, and he kneads them, plucking and pinching at my nipples until I’m gasping.

“Do you think you can be a quiet girl for me, and not let anyone hear you when I make you come?”

I nod.

“Yes, Sir,” I gasp.

“Good girl,” he growls. “Then get up here and straddle my face. I’m going to eat that sweet pussy and make you come.”

He moves further down the bed and lies down while I shuffle up the mattress. He grabs my waist and helps position me above him, then he pulls me down and licks a long line up my slit, making me shudder.

“You’re so wet, princess,” he says. “Such a needy, messy girl.”

I can’t help whimpering as he starts eating me out. His tongue is magic, and it feels like heaven when he flicks it over my clit. He laps at my juices and thrusts his tongue into me, making me bite down on my fist to muffle my cries.

My thighs begin to tremble, and my entire body shakes as the pleasure builds. Owen grips my ass cheeks tightly in his big hands and continues working my clit with his tongue.

“Oh god, Sir. Please. Please make me come,” I whisper desperately.

Owen groans against my pussy, and the vibrations push me over the edge. My entire body goes rigid, and then shudders as waves of ecstasy roll through me. Owen doesn’t stop his assault, though. He keeps licking and sucking at my clit until another, smaller orgasm hits, and I collapse forward, catching myself with my hands on the headboard.

When the last of my aftershocks finally fade away, I move down his body and snuggle up close to him, kissing his neck and cheek.

“That was amazing, Owen. Thank you,” I whisper.

“Mmm,” he hums, rolling onto his side and pulling me close. “You’re welcome, princess. Now I can go to sleep happy, with you in my arms and the taste of you on my tongue.”

He pulls me back against him, keeping one arm possessively draped over my waist, and nuzzles the back of my neck, placing a soft kiss there.

The feel of his hard cock pressing against my ass cheeks distracts me from sleep, though, so I turn around in his arms to face him.

Even in the darkness of his room, I can see the hungry look in his eyes, and I want nothing more than to return the pleasure he just gave me.

I reach into his pajama bottoms and gently wrap my hand around his thick shaft, pulling him free of his clothing. His hips thrust forward involuntarily, and a strangled groan escapes his lips.

“Please, can I make you come too, Sir?” I whisper, sliding my hand up and down his length.

He lets out a long, slow breath, then nods.

“You can have whatever you want, princess. All you ever have to do is ask, and I’ll give you everything you need.”

I kiss him, slipping my tongue between his lips and tasting myself on him. His cock throbs in my hand and I pump it a few more times, enjoying the quiet sounds of pleasure coming from him.

I let go and break the kiss, moving down the bed and positioning myself between his legs.

“What are you doing, princess?” he asks, his voice strained and rough.

“I’m hungry too,” I whisper.

Without waiting for him to say anything else, I lean forward and suck the head of his cock into my mouth, swirling my tongue over the tip and lapping up the precum leaking from him.

“Fuck,” he groans softly, reaching out to run his fingers through my hair.

I bob my head down and take him as far into my mouth as I can. It’s still not quite all the way, and I wish I could take every inch of him, but I make up for it with a twisting motion with my hand on the base of his shaft.

He tastes so good. A mixture of the soap he uses and his own unique flavor. Along with the musk of his arousal, of course.

I suck and lick and bob my head up and down, loving the feel of him growing even thicker in my mouth. I swear I’m utterly addicted to him. He’s so damn perfect, and I can never get enough of him.

“You’re such a good girl, princess,” he murmurs. “So perfect for me.”

His hand tangles in my hair and his hips buck as his release hits. I swallow every drop of his cum, not letting a single bit go to waste. His body shudders while he holds back a strangled moan.

Once he’s finished, he reaches down and pulls me back up his body. I’m so exhausted now that I can barely keep my eyes open. I let out a happy little sigh and curl up against him, ready for sleep to take me.

“I love you, princess,” Owen whispers, kissing my forehead.

“I love you too, Owen,” I reply, snuggling even closer.

A few seconds later, his whispered words fill the silence again. “Do you think we should tell your dad about us?”

I freeze, the very idea of doing that almost sending me into a panic. “What if that ruins your friendship? What if he forces me to go home with him so we can’t see each other anymore?”

Owen tightens his hold on me, pulling my face against his chest while he strokes his fingers gently through my hair.

“I would never let him take you away from me, Camille,” he says, his voice so full of determination that it sends a shiver of longing down my spine. “You’re mine, princess, and nobody will ever come between us.”

I snuggle closer to him, taking comfort from the warmth emanating from his strong body. “Then that means it might be the end of your friendship. And I don’t want that to happen. I don’t want to tell him.”

“It’s okay, princess. We don’t have to tell him right now. We can just wait for him to go home and then we can carry on where we left off.”

I relax and kiss his chest, breathing in his familiar, comforting scent. “Thank you, Sir.”

It’s stupid of me. I know we should tell Dad now. With the way we feel about each other, there’s no way we’ll be able to hide it forever. And soon enough, it will be impossible to hide my other little secret, and we’ll be forced to admit we’ve been seeing each other.

But I want to keep things as they are just a little longer. I don’t want anything to ruin this happy place Owen and I have created. I know I’m being selfish, and that eventually the truth will have to come out. But for now, I want to live in our happy bubble.

And as long as Owen is by my side, everything will be perfect.


Chapter Fifteen


Owen:

Camille had already disappeared from my bedroom by the time I woke up this morning. I can hear the shower running, so I decide to head downstairs to wait while the bathroom is occupied.

As soon as I walk into the kitchen, I see Ron seated at the table with a face like thunder.

My heart sinks into my stomach, but I try my best to act like everything is normal.

“Morning, Ron,” I say, forcing a smile. “Did you sleep well?”

“You’re a real piece of work, Owen,” he says. His voice is cold and full of disappointment.

“What are you talking about, man?” I ask, taking a step towards him.

“You know exactly what I’m talking about. I can’t believe I’ve been such an idiot. You’re screwing my daughter.”

I open my mouth to deny it, but he cuts me off before I can even form the words.

“I couldn’t sleep last night, so I went to check on Camille. I was thinking that we could talk some more if she wasn’t asleep yet. But she wasn’t in her room. And when I wandered a little further down the hallway, I could hear moans coming from your bedroom.”

He’s spitting the words with venom, and my entire body goes tense. I knew we couldn’t keep this a secret forever, but I thought I’d have a chance to sit him down and explain it all to him so he wouldn’t have to find it out for himself.

“I didn’t want to believe it. I was hoping maybe I’d misheard something. But when I got closer to your room, the noises were clear. And they weren’t the kind of sounds you make when you’re having a nightmare, either. You’re fucking my daughter.”

I sigh and rub the back of my neck.

“Listen, man. I’m sorry. I never meant for this to happen. It just kind of...”

“I don’t want to hear your excuses,” Ron says, getting up from the table and walking over to me. “This shit has to end right now. I’m leaving today, and I’m taking my daughter with me.”

My blood runs cold, even as anger rises up inside me. He might be Camille’s father, but she’s my girl. And she’s not going anywhere.

“No,” I say, folding my arms and setting my jaw.

“No?” Ron asks, his eyebrows shooting up his forehead. “I wasn’t asking, Owen. Camille is coming home with me today. She doesn’t need to be around a man like you.”

“What the fuck are you talking about? A man like me?”

Ron shakes his head. “She’s young and innocent. She doesn’t need a dirty old man taking advantage of her.”

My anger gets the better of me, and I have to ball my hands into fists to keep myself from shoving Ron against the wall.

“Taking advantage? Is that what you think? Jesus Christ, Ron. She’s twenty-two. An adult. She’s not a fucking child, and she’s quite capable of making her own decisions about who she loves.”

“Loves?” he spits out at me. “That’s a fucking joke. You’re just with her because you want a beautiful young woman to fuck whenever you’re in the mood. You don’t love her. Which just makes it even worse if she has fallen in love with you. I’ll never forgive you for breaking her heart.”

“I do love her, actually. More than you could possibly know. I’m not the one breaking her heart. You are. I know it’s not what you want to hear, but the fact of the matter is, we’re in love. And the only reason we haven’t told you is because we were afraid that you’d react exactly like this. I love her, and I want to take care of her. So, no, she’s not going anywhere.”

I watch as he opens his mouth and closes it again, trying to find the words he wants to say. Before he can speak again, Camille comes running into the kitchen, her eyes wide with concern and her hair still dripping from the shower.

“What’s going on?” she asks.

“I’m taking you home and away from him,” Ron says, pointing his finger at me.

She looks between us both and then her expression settles into a scowl.

“No. I’m not leaving, Dad. I’m staying here with Owen.”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about, Camille. You’re too young to understand. You don’t belong with him.”

“Why?” she shouts. “Because I’m younger than him? That’s ridiculous, Dad. I know exactly what I’m doing, and what I want. And I’m not leaving.”

Her lips begin to tremble, and her eyes fill with tears. Unable to stop myself, I rush to her and take her into my arms, stroking my fingers through her hair to soothe her.

“It’s okay, Camille,” I say in a soft voice. “You don’t have to go anywhere if you don’t want to. I promise you that.”

She nuzzles her face against my chest and sniffles quietly. I take a deep breath, calming myself as much as I can. It’s not Ron’s fault this has made him angry. He’s just trying to protect his daughter as much as I am. He hasn’t been here for the month we’ve been together, and he doesn’t understand how we feel about each other.

I take a step back from Camille and turn towards Ron once more. If I’d thought he looked angry when I’d first walked into the kitchen this morning, it’s nothing compared to the way he’s glaring at me now.

He’s looking at me like he wants to kill me. And I’m not sure I blame him.

“Look, Ron,” I begin, keeping my voice steady. “I understand this is a shock for you, and I understand how hurt you must be. We’ve been friends for a long time. I’m sorry that I’ve hurt you, but I can’t be sorry for falling in love with Camille. She’s made me happier than I’ve ever been, and I promise to you, I will spend every day of the rest of my life making sure she feels loved and taken care of.”

For a moment, his face softens, but then his features harden again and he takes a step towards me, his voice filled with quiet rage.

“She might be an adult, but I’m still her father. I’m the one who knows what’s best for her.”

Camille rushes forward and places herself between us as Ron takes another step towards me.

“Please listen, Dad,” she says, putting her hands on his chest. “He does love me. I truly believe that because he shows me how crazy he is about me every day. I’ve never been this happy. Owen makes me happy, Dad. Please don’t be mad at him. He loves you too, and I know he’d never do anything to hurt me, because he knows that would hurt you, too.”

Ron stares down at his daughter for the longest time, confusion written all over his face.

“I just don’t understand,” he says finally. “You could have anyone. Why would you choose him?”

Camille sighs and steps back, leaning against me.

“Because, Dad, he’s kind, and generous, and caring. And he’s good to me. He takes care of me. He loves me. That’s all there is to understand.”

I wrap my arm around her waist and pull her against me.

“Camille is the most important thing in the world to me, Ron,” I say, meeting his gaze. “I will always do everything I can to keep her safe and happy. And that’s a promise.”

Ron’s eyes flitter back and forth between me and his daughter, and I can see he’s starting to realize how serious we are.

“You’re sure about this?” he asks.

Camille nods. “Absolutely,” she says, then pauses for a few seconds, nibbling nervously on her lower lip, before speaking again. “Plus, there’s something else. I haven’t even told Owen this yet, because I was going to surprise him with the news tomorrow on our one-month anniversary. But Dad, we’re having a baby together. I’m pregnant.”

At those words, I forget all about Ron. My princess is pregnant. She’s carrying my child. My heart swells with pride and happiness, and I feel like my face is going to split apart from the enormous grin spreading across it.

“Really, princess?” I ask. “You’re sure?”

She laughs softly and nods. “Very sure. I’ve taken five tests so far, and every single one was positive.”

I let out a whoop of joy and scoop her up into my arms, spinning her around.

“Oh, Camille. That’s wonderful news.”

“I’m going to be a grandfather?” Ron’s voice cuts through my joyful haze.

“Yes, you are,” Camille says.

I set her down on her feet but keep my arms around her, still unable to wipe the grin from my face.

“I hope you’ll be happy for us,” I say to Ron.

He doesn’t reply for a long moment, and Camille looks at him with her brow furrowed in concern.

“Dad? Please say something. Tell me you’re happy for me. I need to hear that.”

“I’m a bit stunned, sweetheart. It’s a lot to take in all at once. You’ve got to give me some time.”

“We understand,” Camille says, taking a step towards her father. “We didn’t mean to fall in love, but we did, and we’re happy. Please tell me you can accept that, Dad.”

He sighs heavily, and I can only begin to imagine all the different emotions he must be feeling right now. His world has just been turned upside down.

“I want you to be happy, Camille. But are you sure this is what you want?”

“I’m certain,” she replies. “Owen is everything I could ever want. And we’re going to be a family now. Me, Owen, Caitlin, and our baby. We’ll be one big happy family.”

Ron lets out a deep breath, and his shoulders slump. He runs his hand over his face, and it’s as if the anger has drained away, leaving him weary and confused.

“Okay,” he says. “I guess this is happening then.”

“It is,” Camille says, her eyes twinkling.

I walk over and clasp my hand on his shoulder, squeezing gently. “You have my word that I will always love and protect her. No matter what. And the baby, too.”

He gives me a slight nod. “I know, Owen. You’re a good guy, and I know you’ll take care of her. I was just hurt and lost sight of that for a while.”

I let out a relieved breath. This isn’t the way I wanted Ron to find out, but at least now that it’s done, Camille and I no longer have to hide the way we feel about each other.

And with our baby on the way, it’s the beginning of a whole new adventure for us.


Epilogue


Camille:

I can’t stop smiling as I look down at the little baby bundled up in blankets in my arms. Mine and Owen’s baby. He was only born three hours ago, and my body is aching with exhaustion from the long labor, but I couldn’t be happier.

“He looks just like you,” I say, and Owen chuckles.

He lowers himself down on the edge of the bed, wraps an arm around my shoulder and pulls me towards him.

“I think it might be a little too soon to tell that,” he says. “Little Jack still has that newborn look, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, I suppose,” I laugh. “But he has your dark hair and your eyes. He’s so beautiful.”

“I promise you, he got that part from his mommy,” Owen murmurs. “I’m so proud of you, princess. You did amazing today.”

“Thank you, Owen,” I whisper, and he presses a kiss to the top of my head.

The door to our private hospital room swings open and my dad walks in with Caitlin in his arms.

“I got a baby brother!” she squeals, her little feet bounding towards us before Dad can even set her down properly.

Owen scoops her up and places her on the bed with us, and her eyes grow wide as she stares down at baby Jack.

“He’s so little!” she says, her voice full of awe, and I can’t help but smile.

Caitlin easily accepted me as a new part of their family, and she was thrilled when she found out she was going to be a big sister. I’ve got no doubt in my mind that she’s going to be amazing in her new role. She might only have just turned six, but she’s got a huge heart, and she’s mature for her age.

A movement out of the corner of my eye catches my attention, and I turn towards it to see Dad moving slowly towards the bed. He’s grinning ear-to-ear at the sight of his very first grandchild.

Things were awkward for a while when he’d first found out about my relationship with Owen. But as I’d gotten bigger and bigger, he’d started visiting us more and more, enchanted by the idea of becoming a grandparent. And as he saw how well Owen was treating me, and how happy I was, he soon got used to the idea of us being together.

“Would you like to hold him, Dad?” I ask.

His smile grows wider, and he nods.

“Of course,” he says, as I pass baby Jack over.

Once he’s settled the baby into the crook of his arm, Caitlin leans forward and kisses the top of his tiny head.

“I’ve been ordered by your mom to take lots of photos of him,” Dad says. “Her flight is due to leave in a couple of hours, so she’ll be here to meet him in person by the end of the day. But you know how impatient she is.”

I laugh and nod. “Don’t worry. We’ve already sent her a few pictures.”

“Good,” he replies. “She’ll be wanting a lot more, though.”

“She can have them all,” Owen says, wrapping his arms around me and pressing a kiss to my forehead.

I lean into him, sighing happily. Our little family is perfect, and I couldn’t ask for a better husband and father for my baby.

We’d got married less than a month after I’d announced my pregnancy, and the day had been nothing short of magical. I’d walked down the aisle in a beautiful dress, and the whole world had faded away as Owen had slipped the ring onto my finger and vowed to love and cherish me forever.

It was exactly the same when I’d said my own vows and promised him that my love for him was unconditional.

“Here you go, Camille,” Dad says as he hands Jack back to me.

I take him, carefully cradling his head as I get him settled in my arms. His eyes are still closed, and he’s snuffling softly as he sleeps. He’s so small, and precious, and perfect.

I never knew it could be possible to be this happy, and as I glance down at my baby, surrounded by people I love, and who love me in return, I realize that I’m the luckiest woman alive.
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Thank you so much for taking the time to read The Silver Fox’s Obsession, and we hope you enjoyed your time with Owen and Camille! If you’d like to stay up to date with our new releases and special offers, you can sign up for Leah’s newsletter here and sign up for Willow’s here, and you’ll even get a couple of  free short stories in return!
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