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Book One, Bait Him So Bad




Chapter One, Yearning For The Boy Next Door

 

I’d always had an eye for my son’s friend, the hot boy who lives next door to me, Jordan. A quiet fascination for Jordan that simmered beneath my composed exterior, a slow burn that licked at my insides like a flame teasing dry wood. It started innocently enough—my stolen glances at his easy confidence, the way his broad shoulders rolled with a careless grace that hid the raw, coiled strength beneath. His voice, low and rough-edged, would catch me off guard, stirring something deep in my gut.

But it was that family vacation last summer that turned my idle curiosity into a molten, pulsing need I couldn’t shake loose. Jordan had tagged along, roped in by my son Tyler, and the beach house we’d rented became a sweat-soaked stage for a memory that branded itself into my flesh. The air was thick with salt and heat, and my restraint had started to fray the moment I saw him shirtless on the sand, his skin glistening under the sun, muscles flexing as he tossed a football with that lazy, cocky grin.

Late one night, when the ocean’s restless murmur slithered through the open windows, I was jolted awake by it—Jordan’s low, guttural groans cutting through the dark, tangled with the high-pitched squeals of some bleach-blonde bimbo he’d dragged back from the pier. The walls were paper-thin, and the sounds hit me like a fist, sharp and unrelenting.

The little slut’s squeals had climbed higher, piercing the humid air as she came, her voice splintering into desperate, breathless wails that drilled into my skull. Each thrust Jordan delivered echoed through the room, a brutal rhythm of flesh slamming flesh, and I lay there, sheets twisted around my thighs, my breath coming in shallow, ragged gasps. My pussy throbbed, slick and hot, a dripping mess pooling between my legs as I pressed my fingers into the soaked heat, chasing the phantom of his cock splitting that girl wide. I could hear the bimbo’s squeals turn to sobs, the kind that come when pleasure breaks you apart, and my own body trembled, my fingers slick with my own juices as I imagined Jordan’s thick, rigid dick driving into me instead. It wasn’t just his body I craved after that—it was the raw, animal power he unleashed, the kind that could rip a woman open and leave her a shuddering wreck.

At forty-three, I wasn’t blind to how youth sharpened a boy’s edges, how it fueled that extra stiffness in his erection, and Jordan, at nineteen, was a walking blade—broad shoulders, careless grin, and a body that screamed both strength and reckless abandon. His jeans hung low, hinting at the hard lines of his hips, and his mouth curved into a smirk that said he knew damn well what he could do to me.

Since that vacation I couldn’t escape that hot neighbor boy. I’d catch myself staring, my eyes tracing the veins in his forearms, imagining those big, rough hands pinning me down, spreading me open. My fingers would twitch, aching to feel the heat of his skin, the weight of him pressing me into submission.

I’d tried to bury it, to write it off as some twisted dark fantasy sparked by that sleepless night by the sea. But the memory stuck to me like sweat on skin, replaying in the quiet moments when I was alone—his groans, the bimbo’s screams, the wet slap of their bodies colliding. I’d see him toss his head back with a laugh, or watch the flex of his biceps, and my mind would snap back to that night, my pussy clenching at the thought of him fucking me senseless. It wasn’t just his body or his looks—it was the promise of chaos, the brutal, unbridled energy he carried, that had my body buzzing with a hunger I needed satisfied, a need that soaked my panties and left me restless.

I knew the power my body held—curves honed to entice, every sway of my hips a weapon—and I was ready to wield it. I’d tease him mercilessly, flaunting, baiting him until the fire in his eyes left him no choice but to break.

Bait him so bad he’d just hold me down and take me.

 




Chapter Two, Opportunity To Bait

 

Saturday was upon us, leaving me, Jordan and Tyler to our own devices. That afternoon, while Tyler was out running errands, I stood in the quiet kitchen, the house hushed except for the soft hum of the fridge and the steady thump of my heartbeat. It was just Jordan and me, alone.

Jordan was there, as he often was, lingering after some half-assed plan with my son fell apart. I’d spent weeks watching him, letting the tension coil tighter inside me, a spring wound so tight it hurt.

The vacation had planted the seed, but having him around day after day, his scent—sweat and musk—lingering in my space, had turned it into something wild and overgrown, a cat clawing at my insides. I’d caught his eyes on me too, quick, burning looks that lingered too long, and I knew he felt it—the crackle in the air between us. That knowledge was my weapon, and I was done waiting, done aching from a distance.

I stood in front of my bedroom mirror, adjusting the purple crop top that hugged my curves like a second skin, the fabric stretched tight over the heavy swell of my breasts, my nipples faintly visible through the thin material. The cotton shorts I picked were a deliberate tease—snug, purple, riding high on my thighs, so short they could’ve passed for panties, showing off legs I so yearned to be flung over his shoulders and fucked raw by him.

My dark hair fell loose, brushing my shoulders, and I swiped gloss across my lips, smirking at the reflection of a woman who knew exactly how to wield what she had. My skin flushed with anticipation, a heat that spread from my chest to the slickness already gathering between my thighs.

Walking downstairs my body thrummed with anticipation as I prepared to bait Jordan, every move I made a deliberate invitation, yet a flicker of uncertainty gnawed at me. I wasn’t entirely sure he’d take the bait.

My skin flushed with a mix of desire and doubt, my heart racing as I calculated each gesture to entice him, a calculated lure to draw his dark, smoldering gaze, but I knew it hinged on his want matching mine. If I could stoke that fire in him, if I could make myself irresistible enough, I felt certain he’d give in, his desire overpowering any hesitation, ready to claim me as fiercely as I craved—yet the question lingered, a thrilling edge of risk, as I baited him, hoping his need for me burned as hot as my own.

 




Chapter Three, Baiting Jordan

 

Downstairs, Jordan lounged in the kitchen, sipping a beer he’d swiped from the fridge, his faded t-shirt clinging to his chest, jeans slung low on his hips, his hair a tousled mess like he’d just rolled out of some bitch’s bed.

I paused in the doorway, letting him drink me in, my body framed in the skimpy outfit, bare skin glowing under the soft light. His eyes flicked up, then stalled, tracing the tight lines of top, the expanse of my thighs, the way my shorts hugged my ass. I caught the hitch in his breath, the way his fingers tightened around the can, knuckles whitening.

“Hot out there today,” I said, my voice low and casual as I sauntered to the counter, hips swaying just enough to pull his gaze. I leaned forward to grab a glass, deliberate and slow, knowing the angle pushed my breasts up, giving him a clear shot down my skimpy top to the soft, shadowed valley between them. Jordan shifted in his seat, his eyes darting away, then snapping back like a magnet, helpless against the pull.

“Yeah,” he muttered, clearing his throat, his voice catching. “Real warm.”

I poured water from the pitcher, letting a few drops spill onto my fingers, the cool liquid glistening on my skin. I brought them to my lips, sucking the moisture off with a slow, deliberate drag, my eyes locked on his, unblinking. Jordan’s jaw clenched, a flush creeping up his neck, his
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