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“I STILL CAN’T GET OVER how huge your house is,” I say, staring at the mansion in awe from my lounge chair by the pool. Last year, my best friend Samantha Lewis lived in a cramped one-bedroom apartment with her mom, who is a certified hot mess and can’t keep a job for more than a couple of weeks. Then her dad hit it big with his shopping app and sold it to Amazon for a shitload of money. With his new wealth, he sued for full custody of Samantha and the court quickly granted it. Samantha was more than happy to live with her dad, especially after she’d caught her mom stealing cash out of her wallet. Desperate, her mom threw herself at Mr. Lewis, hoping to get back together with him, but he refused to take her back.

“Isn’t it amazing?” Samantha rubs sunscreen onto her arms. She’s a pretty redhead, but her fair skin has an unfortunate tendency to burn after more than an hour in the sun. “I’m living in luxury and away from my mom. Did you know that hag hooked up with my ex-boyfriend last week?”

“Ew! Seriously?” Just when I thought the former Mrs. Lewis couldn’t get any worse.

“Yep. Stacy heard Steve bragging about banging a MILF, who turned out to be Mommy Dearest.”

I gag. “I can’t believe you dated that tool.”

“I know, me neither. Hopefully, Jesse is non-tool-material.”

Jesse is Samantha’s current boyfriend and a guy who absolutely adores her. He surprises her with flowers every week and, according to Samantha, every day, he goes down on her, something that Steve didn’t even do once. “That boy is totally in love with you. If you break up with him for a dumb reason, I will slap you.”

She smiles at me. “Glad he has your stamp of approval. You never liked Steve.”

“How could I like him? He likes Michael Bay movies.”

“An unforgivable sin,” she deadpans.

“Yes, it is.”

Her phone beeps. “Oh, Jesse wants to meet up,” she says.

“Should I go?”

“You can stay. I know you’re not super eager to go back home.”

Understatement. I live with my dad, who’s a mean alcoholic. He used to be a non-ironic contender for Father of the Year, but then my flake of a mom left us to pursue a career as an actress (so far, the most high-profile gig she’s landed is a Nyquil commercial). Without Mom, Dad developed a dependency on whiskey and a cruel mouth. He’s never physically abusive, thank God, but he gives me loving nicknames like “worthless tramp” and “stupid bitch.” As soon as I get a job, I’m moving out. 

She kisses me on the cheek. “See you later, babe. There’s food in the fridge if you get hungry and you can crash in one of the guest rooms if you want.”

My parents might suck major ass, but at least I have a great best friend. “Thanks, Sam.”

Once she’s off to hang out with her boyfriend, I look around me, making sure there are no peeping Toms. Then I take off my bikini top, exposing my breasts to the sun’s rays. I know tanning is bad for you, but I totally rock the sun-kissed look. Then I slip off my bikini bottoms. I don’t like tan lines, sue me.

“What are you doing?”

A mouse-like squeak jumps out of my throat at the sound of Mr. Lewis’s voice. Oh my fucking God. I cross my arms over my chest and cross my legs, every inch of my body blushing. Being naked in front of your best friend’s dad? The embarrassment could kill anyone. 

Instead of looking away from me, Mr. Lewis stares at me, his eyes traveling up and down my bare skin. I shiver. Is that lust in his eyes? Another warmth floods my body, a warmth that has nothing to do with embarrassment and something to do with the sudden sensation between my legs. Unlike most fathers, Mr. Lewis is hot. Messily sexy dark brown hair with no hint of a receding hairline, smoldering hazel eyes, and lips that I have, on more than one occasion, imagined tasting my sex. 

“I was...I was just getting a tan,” I say, trembling.

“Do you usually tan naked?” 

“I...I don’t like tan lines.”

He clicks his tongue disapprovingly. “Do you know tanning increases your chances of getting skin cancer?”

“I know.”

He sits next to me on the lounge chair. I gasp when he strokes my leg. That’s not a very appropriate thing to do. I reach for my bikini, but Mr. Lewis catches my wrist before I can put it back on. He breathes into my ear, shocking me, “Drop your arms.”

This feels so wrong. He is the father of my best friend. “Mr. Lewis—”

“Call me Mason.”

“Mason.” His first name feels strange on my tongue. “What are you doing?”

“Looking at you.”

“You shouldn’t look at me like that.”

“Why not? We’re both adults.”

I’m 19, so technically, I am an adult. But... “You’re old enough to be my dad. And you’re my best friend’s dad.”

“So? I want you.” His voice turns low. “And I think you want me too.” He touches my sex, exploring my folds. “You’re so wet for me, Nicole.”

Fuck, his touch feels so good. “Mason,” I moan.

“Drop your arms. If you don’t, I’m going to put you over my lap and spank you.”

My feminine core clenches at the thought of him taking me in hand. So I don’t drop my arms and I cock a defiant eyebrow. “I guess you’re going to have to spank me.” 

With a growl, he grabs me and lays me over his lap. I squirm, feeling his erection against my belly. 

“Disobedient girl,” he says, squeezing my breast. 

“Dirty old man,” I retort, resisting the urge to cry out in pleasure as he draws circles around my hard nipple.

My words earn me a slap on the ass. In spite of the sting, my pussy dampens, wanting more. 

“Well, this dirty old man is turning you on,” he says, rubbing my wet clit.

I bite my lip, stopping myself from begging him to rub faster and harder and to give me a fucking orgasm already. His finger leaves my sex, and I nearly whimper like a pathetic puppy. He spanks me again, sending heat straight to my feminine core. 

“We should go inside,” he says, massaging my butt. “You’ve been in the sun for too long.”

I start to get up, but before I can put my feet on the ground, he lifts me up into his arms with a surprising lack of effort. “You’re pretty strong for an old man,” I say as he carries me into the mansion.

“It’s easy to carry you. You’re so light.”

Not what my so-called dad tells me. Last night, I had a bowl of ice cream as my late-night snack and he sneered, “I don’t think a chubby girl like you needs ice cream.” I’m a size 8 and perfectly healthy, so I shouldn’t have let his nasty words get to me, but the ice cream tasted like sand in my discontented mouth. 

My pulse
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