
  
    [image: Never Been Caught]
  


  
    
      Never Been Caught

      A FORBIDDEN FIRST TIME AGE GAP SHORT

      
        NEVER BEEN…

        BOOK EIGHT

      

    

    
      
        CANDY QUINN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Pathforgers Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      © 2024 Pathforgers Publishing

      All Rights Reserved. This is a work of fiction. This book is intended for sale to Adult Audiences only. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older. All sexual activity is between non-blood related, consenting adults.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Preface

      

    

    
      
        Never Been Caught

      

    

    
      
        Recommended For You

      

      
        Free Exclusive Story

      

      
        Become Candy Obsessed

      

      
        Also by Candy Quinn

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Preface

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sign up to my newsletter to receive free, exclusive stories:

        https://candyquinn.com/newsletter

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        
        Book Themes: older man/younger woman, dad’s best friend

        Word Count: 5978

      

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Never Been Caught

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Finally, I have the house to myself! Ever since I graduated from school and turned eighteen, my dad has been a helicopter parent. Now he’s away on a business trip, and I’m taking full advantage of it by skinny dipping in our backyard pool.

      It’s so peaceful out here. There’s a large canopy of trees around the perimeter giving me full privacy, and I’m floating on the surface of the water, staring up at the blue sky. Puffy clouds drift past, and the warm water laps at the edges of my perky breasts.

      The azure liquid creates mountains of my modest chest, and I smile. At just barely a C-cup I’m not flat, but I’m not blessed either, so the visual is welcome. I shift and the valley of my stomach is flooded, dribbling down along my shaved mons and between my toned thighs.

      Maybe it’s because I’ve never had a mother to inherit self-consciousness from, but I like my body. The guys in school always liked it too, but they’re practically boys. I wasn’t interested much in their opinion of me at all.

      Yea, they called me the high school snob, the tease. Whatever. Growing up with two men as my parents gave me a whole lotta confidence and very little need for external validation.

      It’s not that my dad is gay, but as long as I can remember, it’s always been him and Rick. They were high school besties, and they both married their high school sweethearts. Just after I was born, their wives died in a car accident, and Rick swore to my dad that he’d help him raise me.

      Rick founded a company a year later, made my dad his CFO, and now I live in a massive house, wanting for nothing.

      Well, almost nothing.

      Ever since Rick had the talk with me, you know, about the birds and the bees which doesn’t really make sense since birds and bees don’t fuck, I’ve been wondering what it’s like. Sex. A man’s hands on me. I touch myself in the pool, my finger tracing the edge of my breasts, watching the goosebumps of flesh delight at the caress.

      My eyes flutter up and I smile, my wheat-blonde hair fanning around my face, the colour darkened by the water. It’s so peaceful out here, and I simply run my fingers up and down my tight torso. When I close my eyes and picture the perfect man, it’s hard to deny who he reminds me of.

      Tall, broad shoulders, trimmed beard…

      My daddy’s best friend. The man who never let me down.

      Rick.

      I bite my lower lip. My heart pounds, and I squirm nervously in the water. It’s wrong to think about him when I’m touching myself, but it’s just a thought, right? An idle curiosity. Of course I’d fantasize about the man who proved himself a caring protector, a man who loved me unconditionally. Any boyfriend I had in the future would be compared to him, after all.

      What would his hands feel like?

      Mine are a lot smaller than his, softer, daintier. His are large and powerful. Another shiver travels through me, and I open my eyes, flipping over in the water and swimming to the stairs. It’s too weird thinking about him like this, so I dry off my hands and open my phone.

      Carefully aiming the camera to avoid my bare breasts and naked ass, I smile and take a selfie. I post it on social media with the hashtag #bratsummer, and then notice a text from my dad.

      “Hey sweetheart, missing you. I’ll be back on Friday to take you school shopping. I hope you’re doing something fun!”

      “I invited over the track team and we’re having a massive rave, actually.”

      He must’ve been waiting for me to reply, because another text comes in immediately.

      “Har har. I didn’t realize I raised a comedian.”

      “Don’t worry, I’ll pay for the damages out of my allowance.”

      “Well, you might want to clear them out. I just got off the phone with Rick and he’s almost there. Let him into my office, will you?”

      Rick is almost here?

      Shit. Shit!

      I step out of the pool, naked and glistening. I reach down to grab the beach towel, only to find it had somehow fallen into the pool and was floating away towards the drain. Panic slows my thinking, and I spin about to see a familiar face behind the sliding glass windows to the house.

      Rick is here, he let himself in as usual, and he’s caught me completely naked.

      Now, I was both blessed and cursed by the fact that Rick is the pinnacle of what a girl thinks of when she thinks “daddy dom type”. Silver hair, tall, strong, a good dresser with a strong jawline. Plus, he’s always attentive, and listens to what I have to say with actual interest.

      Of course, having his gaze on me now provides a degree of interest I hadn’t been angling for at all. At least, not consciously.

      “While the dogs away, the cat will play, huh?” He says, smoothly playing it all off, as if we weren’t just caught in the most awkward moment. He is dressed in a nice short sleeve linen top, light and breezy, that leaves his bulging biceps showing. A pair of crisp linen pants to go with it, and fine shoes. He doesn’t let summer become an excuse to go around like a slob. He manages to stay delicious.

      Torturously delicious.

      I’m stunned. I don’t even move to use my hands as coverage, though I should. My brain is sending the signals, but my limbs hang limply at my sides, my wet hair dripping down my back and breasts. My nipples stiffen and I suck in a nervous breath.

      “Dad said you were coming, so I was just coming to greet you,” I say with a nervous smile. It’s only after I realize that those words sound really different when you’re an eighteen-year-old woman and the greeting is naked.

      But rick is confident, like, all the time. He’s a master of men, business, and everything else.

      Nothing shakes him. Not even stumbling in on me, naked in the swimming pool.

      It’s only because I know him so well that I catch the flicker of surprise; a rare crack on his statuesque face.

      “Quite the special greeting, Kitty,” he says to me, hands in his pocket, his fancy watch poking above at his wrist. “Didn’t know I was worthy of such things.”

      His casual confidence puts me at ease, and changes the mood from this embarrassing thing to something natural. Normal. It’s Rick! My dad’s best friend. The man has practically raised me. This is totally fine.

      The fact that my heart is racing and my blood seems to travel away from my brain?

      Fine!

      I smile at him, and close the distance, my wet body pressing in against his.

      “My towel swam away. Let me dry off on you.”

      His eyes flicker wider, and I’m shocked at how I’ve put a full on crack in that cool veneer of his. The same man who stares down mighty billionaires over business tables, who’s never backed down from any threat.

      His hands slide out of his pockets as I press up on him. I worry he’s gonna put his hands up in surrender and step away, but I have him caught, as his heel hits the ledge of the sliding door.

      His linen pants are light, very thin, and there’s not much separating me from that big girth that’s swelling before me.

      His lips part to say something, and his hands go to my shoulders, holding me. Nothing comes out. He just stares at me, wide-eyed.

      I’m returning his shocked gaze. My breath held. My thoughts are sluggish, but I avoid my instinct to pull away and make things awkward. I don’t want to make him feel uncomfortable about something he can’t control.

      It’s a totally normal reaction.

      At least, that’s what the rational part of my mind wants to believe.

      The darker, more carnal part of me doesn’t want to pull away because I’m curious. Intrigued.

      Okay, fine, I’m damn horny. It was only minutes before that I was fantasizing about him as I touched myself, after all.

      My wet body soaks into his clothes as I clutch him, several sentences left unspoken between us as a little smile grows on my lips.

      “Remember when dad had you tell me all about sex?”

      His strong hands tighten on my arms, and his cock throbs against me.

      Another long
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