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I stare at the post on social media in disbelief, tears stinging my eyes. There's my ex-boyfriend Danny, his lips locked with some brunette, her arms draped around his neck. The caption reads, "Date night with this hottie!"

Date night? We only broke up yesterday! How could he move on so quickly? Oh god, I feel like I'm going to be sick.

Anger builds as I stare at the picture. I need to get my things from Danny's place before he gets back from his stupid date. No way am I leaving my favorite sweatshirt and those pricey noise-canceling earbuds there. He doesn't deserve any reminders of me.

I'm in a daze as I toss on a floral skirt and a blue shirt that's been marred by a bleach stain and storm out to my car. Danny probably forgot I had a key to his house, but I'll leave it on the counter on my way out...and somehow avoid the temptation of dumping an entire glass of water all over his bed. It would be a shame if he brought the new girl to his room and they had to clean up the bedding before they could do anything. She might also wonder what the liquid was.

As I drive, I get angrier and my stomach ties in knots. I know why he broke up with me. We've been together for two years, and when I turned 19 last month, he told me that it was time for me to put out. It's not like I didn't want to, but something never felt right with Danny.

After his little speech, it felt even more wrong, but last weekend, I finally decided I was being a dummy and we've been together so long, what was I waiting for? We had a date planned last night, and I was shaved and ready for him...but he dumped me as soon as he walked in the door.

A spike of disgust lances through my gut as I remember how shocked I was after he left. I'd been turned on for days thinking about finally knowing what a cock feels like. It's a good thing I didn't throw myself on him immediately. I can't believe I shaved for him!

What's troubling me the most is wondering if I'm more upset about Danny breaking up with me or the fact I'm not going to get a cock inside me. A small part of me thinks it's the lack of cock that is worse. I was this close to finally having sex, and now I'm going to have to find another boyfriend. So dumb.

It doesn't take me long to get to his house, and I let myself in. As soon as the front door clicks shut behind me, the sound of laughter coming from the kitchen makes me pause. I tentatively approach the kitchen archway, trying to remain as quiet as possible. Both voices fall silent as soon as I'm within eyesight.

Danny's dad, Mr. Taylor, is casually leaning against the counter, looking incredibly handsome in a fitted white t-shirt that emphasizes his broad shoulders and sculpted biceps. His salt and pepper hair is neatly combed back, still slightly damp from a recent shower. His muscular thighs are visible beneath the hem of his tailored gym shorts, and his bare feet reveal well-defined calves. The other man standing beside him looks a little younger, with brown hair, a strong jawline, and piercing blue eyes. They're both equally fit and radiating an undeniable magnetism as the faint scent of their cologne mingles with the fresh, clean smell of soap in the air. My body responds to them, and I feel a surge of attraction towards the two sexy older men. Oh god, I'm so desperate to feel a cock for the first time that now I'm drooling over inappropriate guys.

Mr. Taylor glances my way, surprised. "Oh, hey Becca. Danny's not here..." His deep voice trails off as he takes in my flushed expression.

"I know. I'm just grabbing my stuff. I'll be gone in a minute," I explain and beeline for the stairs. It doesn't seem like he told his dad we broke up.

"Whoa, wait." His dad catches up with me when I'm at the top of the stairs, and I pause as he joins me. I'm reminded how tall Mr. Taylor is when I have to look up into his face as he continues speaking. "What's going on? Are you okay?"

I debate how much to say for a split second. I've always thought his dad was smoking hot and seemed nice, but I always felt tongue-tied around him, so we never talked much beyond polite hellos. I doubt he wants to hear about my relationship drama.

"Not really," I admit with a bitter laugh. "But I will be once I'm done here. Danny and I broke up. He's already moved on apparently."

Something close to disgust flashes across Mr. Taylor's face, and I know it's directed towards Danny, but Mr. Taylor quickly smooths his features into concern. "I'm sorry, Becca. Do you need any help?"

"I think I've got it. Thanks though." I stare up at his compassionate gaze, and I'm mesmerized. My entire body tingles, and I can feel my nipples hardening. I almost sway towards him, but stop myself just in time. His massive build makes me feel tiny...my body's response is frying my brain.

I shake off the thought. I can't be lusting after Danny's father mere hours after our breakup...though it's not like Danny is licking his wounds. He's too busy sucking face with another woman.

Giving Mr. Taylor a weak smile, I dart into Danny's room and close the door behind me. My heart pounds as I imagine running my hands over Mr. Taylor's stomach. I bet he'd feel different from Danny...all man. Oh god, does wanting to touch Mr. Taylor make me a slut?

I need to get out of here asap, before I do something stupid like throw myself at Mr. Taylor. I grab a duffel bag from Danny's closet and start shoving my things inside. A sweatshirt, a pair of leggings, a few toiletries from his bathroom. Erasing myself from his life. Tears blur my vision, and I angrily dash them away. I won't cry over him anymore. He doesn't deserve my tears. He's lucky I don't text his best friend, Chad, to come over to my house tonight and fuck me. I bet Chad would do it too, since he's always flirting with me. Hell, I should do it. What am I holding on to my v-card for? Nothing...any future boyfriend might turn out to be just as much of a jerk as Danny. I should just get it over with and move on.

I plop down on Danny's bed and pull out my phone to text him, but an image of Mr. Taylor naked on top of me makes me shiver, and I feel my panties growing damp. Ugh, why does my body want the one man it shouldn't?

Yeah, I don't want Chad. I put my phone down, and I'm zipping up the bag when I hear a knock on the door. When it opens, it's Danny's father again. "Hey. I made you some tea, if you want it." Mr. Taylor holds up a steaming mug, offering me a gentle smile. "Chamomile. Seems like you could use it."

My heart warms at the thoughtful gesture. "You didn't have to do that."

He sets the mug down on Danny's dresser. "I wanted to. That son of mine is a goddamn piece of work." He frowns, shaking his head in exasperation. "He owes me two month's payment for his share of the utilities, and I just found out he's been stealing his mother's jewelry and pawning it. I'm at the end of my rope with him. I told him he had until this weekend to move out...I assumed he was moving in with you."

"Oh, I didn't know you told him to leave," I murmur as my mind whirls. Danny's mom died four years ago, and he's stealing her jewelry from his dad? That new girl can keep him–not that I want him back.

"Yeah, he's on my shitlist. I told him he either pays rent or he stays in school, and he's done neither. Instead steals from me." He gives me a wry smile. "I think I raised an asshole."

That makes me giggle. "I wouldn't blame yourself." It's probably not an appropriate time to laugh. I feel lame and don't know what else to say, so I rush out with, "Thanks for the tea, Mr. Taylor."

He gives me a soft smile. "Please call me Ross."

"Okay...Ross." His name feels unfamiliar on my tongue, and a naughty zing heads straight to my clit as I say it. Yeah, I really want to fuck Mr. Taylor right now. I'm messed up in the head.

He lingers in the doorway, and I suddenly feel self-conscious about my messy bun and the bleach stain on my shirt. I'm sure I've looked better. Not that I should care what he thinks, but I want him to find me attractive.

"I'm sorry he hurt you," Ross says quietly. "For what it's worth, I think Danny's an idiot. You're gorgeous and sweet. He's going to regret it someday."

I blush at the compliment, butterflies erupting in my stomach. "I'm not sure about that. But thank you."

There's a charged moment where we just look at each other and I'm hit with a sudden urge to ask him to fuck me. What's the worst that would happen? If he said no, I'd leave and never see him again. And bonus points for if Danny ever found out I slept with his dad. It would be so much better than pouring water all over his bed. Mmm, I bet Ross knows how to make a girl feel good...

I mentally shake myself. I can't rebound with Mr. Taylor, no matter how tempting the thought...even if Ross's eyes are drifting over my body in a way that makes me shiver.

Ross clears his throat. "Do you need help with anything else? If you need to talk, I'm a good listener."

The deep rumble of his voice makes me think he'd be good at dirty talk. What would he do if I threw myself at him and begged him to say filthy things
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