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Principal Smith let out a melodramatic sigh. “I’m so disappointed in you, Stella,” he said.

Stella resisted the urge to roll her eyes. The geezer was acting like she’d been caught committing a felony, but all she was guilty of was wearing a short skirt. “I’m sorry, Principal Smith,” she said, doing her best to sound sincere.

“Frankly, I’m surprised by your behavior. You’ve been such a good student. Impeccable grades, formerly perfect behavior.” 

She bit her lip. Though she did believe that dress codes were stupid and outdated, she was a girl who followed the rules. Well, she had been until she’d started living under Jackson’s roof. Jackson was her dad’s best friend—and the sexiest man she’d ever laid eyes on. Even just thinking about him produced a little wetness in her panties. “Again, I’m sorry, Principal Smith.”

“I’m going to have to call your guardian.”

She forced her lips to not curve up in a smile. A few months ago, she’d started acting out in the hopes of getting Jackson all riled up. She knew he wanted her. He tried to hide it, but she noticed the dark lust in his gaze and the bulge in his pants. She crossed her fingers, hoping that her latest stunt would push him over the edge and get him to claim her in the way that she desperately craved. A week ago, she’d nearly succeeded; she’d shamelessly flirted with some boy in the grocery store, and Jackson’s hand had violently trembled with the desire to bend her over his knee.

After the principal called Jackson, the creep gave her bare legs a not-so covert glance. She clenched her jaw. The boys at her school were free to walk around with their pants around their ankles. However, if a girl so much as wore shorts that were an inch above the knee, she was sent home. But not before being forced to sit in the perverted geezer’s office.

Ignoring Principal Smith’s simultaneously disapproving and lecherous stare, Stella took out her phone, which was the latest Samsung model, courtesy of Jackson. Although Jackson and her dad were best friends, they were nothing alike. Jackson was successful, handsome, and intelligent while her father was, well, not. Her father and mother couldn’t afford to get new clothes for her, let alone a fancy smartphone worth hundreds of dollars. She started up a game of Candy Crush, prepared to wait for 20 minutes because that was how long it took to get from Jackson’s hedge fund firm to her school. However, only 5 minutes had passed when she heard Jackson’s deep growl:

“What the hell is going on here?”

Out of the corner of her eye, Stella saw that Jackson’s face was flushed red and that his normally perfectly pressed suit was rumpled. Had her law-abiding guardian disregarded the speed limit to get here? Oh, she was so going to throw that in his face the next time he rode with her. Jackson was teaching her how to drive, and he would relentlessly nag at her if she so much as went 1 mph over the speed limit.

“Thank you for taking the time to come over here, Mr. Quinn,” Principal Smith said in the sweet, kiss-ass voice he reserved for the school’s rich donors, a group which Jackson most certainly belonged to.

Jackson clenched his jaw when he saw Stella’s skirt. Heat filled her as she saw the barely concealed fury in his dark-chocolate gaze. She thought about crossing her legs—that would really drive her guardian crazy—but she didn’t want to give Principal Geezer a show. Maybe later, when Jackson and she were alone. “You wore that to school?” he hissed. “It barely covers your ass.”

“Uh, may I request that we keep our language—?” Principal Smith attempted to interject.

Jackson glared at him. “I paid for the school’s fancy-ass new library. I may speak however I damn please. Also, as one of the school’s biggest donors, may I request that you keep your fucking eyes off my ward’s legs?”

Stella nearly giggled when Smith fell speechless and began gaping at Jackson like a brainless goldfish. After a few moments, all he could do was stutter, “Um, s-sir...”

“I’m taking Stella home,” Jackson said, seizing her wrist. “I better not find her in your office again.” Without another word, he dragged her out of the room.

“Why are you dressed like a hooker?” Jackson shot daggers at the hem of her skirt, but she could detect the flash of desire in his eyes.

“Is that supposed to be an insult? I happen to think prostitution is a perfectly fine profession.”

“Cheeky brat.”

“What? There’s nothing wrong with making a living. Like, honestly—” A yelp leaped out of her mouth when he pulled her into a single-user restroom and locked the door. “We’re not supposed to go in here.”

“Oh, now you care about following rules?” He shoved her up against the wall, holding her hips. At the sight of the prominent bulge in his pants, she had to stop herself from licking her lips. He yanked at her skirt. “I better not see you wearing something like this outside the house again.”

She batted her eyelashes. “But I can wear something like this inside the house?”

“Jesus fucking Christ, you’re going to drive me insane.” 

“What are you talking about?” she asked coyly.

“Don’t play innocent. You know exactly what you’re doing.” His fingers fisted around her skirt. “This is what you’ve been spending my hard-earned money on?” He lifted the skirt, exposing her tiny red lace thong.

“Don’t you like it, Jackson?” she breathed, loving the way his eyes darkened with want.

“I like it too damn much,” he said. He added, gritting his teeth, “And that bastard principal certainly enjoyed it.” 

She laughed. “Are you jealous? He’s, like, 70.”

“I don’t like the idea of any asshole seeing this much of you.”

“Well, bad news. A lot of my classmates saw me today.”

“I should have you fucking home-schooled.”

“Only if you teach me.”

“Don’t fucking tempt me,” he growled.

She whispered into his ear, “But I want you to be tempted.”

“You’re my best friend’s daughter. And I’m supposed to be looking after you, not...”

“Not what?”

“Not wanting to put my cock inside that barely legal pussy of yours.”

His filthy words left her thong even wetter. “You should do what you want, Jackson.” Especially because it was what she wanted too.

“Fuck it.” He grabbed her and pressed her body against his. She caught her breath as he felt his erection on her sex. God, she wished stupid fabric didn’t separate their skin. “I should punish you for showing off what’s mine.”

“I’m not yours.”

He said in a low voice, “You will be by the end of the night.” Then he spanked her bare ass, giving her skin a deliciously erotic sting. “That’s what you deserve for wasting my money on these thongs that don’t cover shit.”

“You want me to stop buying them?”

“No, but you’re only allowed to wear them around me.”

“So bossy.”

“But you seem to like it.” He caressed the front of her soaked thong, producing a moan from her. When his fingers left her, she whimpered. A smirk broke across his face. “As much as I would love to make you come, I don’t want your first time to be in a restroom.”

She couldn’t help bursting out into laughter. “You think I’m a virgin?”

The wide-eyed look on his face was comical. “What?”

She lifted her shoulder. “I lost my virginity when I was 16.” An uneventful experience, but the football player had been cute and sweet.

“How many times have you had sex?”

“Why do you need to know that?”

“Because I need to know how many times I need to have sex with you tonight. I’m going to fuck those bastards out of your system.”

She thought it a marvel that the floor wasn’t slick with her juices; his possessiveness turned her on that much. “3 times.” All with the football player, but she figured that it would drive him crazier if he thought it was with 3 different guys.

“We’re going home right now.”

“Okay, but I should get my textbooks—”

“Right now.”

Patience was definitely not one of Jackson Quinn’s virtues.
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[image: ]


ON THE WAY BACK TO the house, Jackson forced himself to drive like a model student. He wanted to run through stop signs and recklessly ignore the speed limit, like he had on the way to Stella’s school, but he wouldn’t do that kind of shit with her in the car.

Thank God she was 18. If she was a minor, he would’ve gone to hell. Well, he was probably still going to hell, but maybe he would get to suffer in the nicer parts.

When his best friend Andy had asked Jackson to take in his daughter because he and his wife wanted to go on some bullshit 1-year retreat that promised them true inner peace or whatever, Jackson had been pissed. He was a 32-year-old bachelor with good looks and lots of cash to burn; he didn’t want to look after some brat. But then Stella had walked into his mansion, and he’d decided he never wanted to let her go. 

The second he parked in the driveway, he climbed out of the car and scooped her up. 

“Why are you carrying me like I’m a helpless thing who can’t walk on her own?” she asked as he strode into the Victorian mansion that he’d renovated for a cool million dollars.

“Because I want to.” Also, it would be harder for her to run away if she were in his arms.

He practically ran up the stairs, a fact that she remarked on: “You’re walking faster than usual.”

“I have to go fast. Otherwise, I’d end up fucking you on the staircase.”

She whispered into his ear, “I hope you don’t go fast in bed.”

Little minx. He wasn’t going to let her out of his bed for hours.

“We’re going to your
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