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She shouldn’t have liked the way he looked at her - like he wanted to undress her and devour her. She shouldn’t have wanted him to look at her in such a way either. He was her mother’s new husband. Forbidden territory and almost twenty years older than Dana, who was cresting nineteen and looked like she was still sixteen, Marty carried himself with an air of superiority. His manner of dress, speech, and even movement was precise. He radiated confidence. Dana could understand why her mother had chosen this one; everything about him was a turn-on. 

So when he did give her those sideways looks, eying her from crown to toe and then back again, dark eyes lingering over her nubile curves like he wished he was using his hands instead, Dana couldn’t help but get a little wet between the thighs. What would it be like to be under those masterful hands as they roamed her body? She’d heard him with her mother on more than one occasion – had made a point of it once or twice, unable to resist the lure of his deep rhythmic grunting providing the syncopation to which her mother’s rising cries of pleasure mounted. She wanted that kind of pleasure, the kind only Marty could give. She was tired of all the boys her age pretending to be men, none of them knowing clit from cabbage, all of them determined to ram their unwieldy flesh into hers without a care for her pleasure. 

Marty would care. 

The thought made her flush and squirm deeper into the plush cushions of the couch. Across the room, Marty sat at the computer desk, his broad back to her, his attention absorbed in whatever was on the screen. She stared at the back of his head and imagined running her hands through the thick brown curls at the nape of his neck. She’d seen her mother do it a thousand times and envied her each occasion and freedom. 

What would he do if she walked up behind him and did the very thing she was imagining? 

She hid her face behind her hands, shocked at herself. What was she thinking? She couldn’t do something like that. Marty was off limits – a handsome man to fantasize about and masturbate to but never to approach. He might give her those sultry looks, but she’d seen him give them to other women, too – waitresses and cashiers. She was no one unique or special to him, save that he was married to her mother. 

Dana squeaked in surprise when Marty suddenly spun around in the chair and fixed his gaze on her. Her skin prickled as his dark blue eyes swept over and then lit on her. Almost reflexively, her nipples hardened, and her sex throbbed. 

Shit! Had he felt her staring at him?

“Your mother went out for an afternoon with the girls. You didn’t want to go with her?” One sleek eyebrow lifted as the corners of his luxurious mouth curled. His lips were thick and pink, begging to be kissed. She relaxed, but only just. She was suddenly aware that they were alone together in an empty house. Her mother wouldn’t be home for hours. 

“No. I went for a workout this morning and pulled a muscle. I thought I would stay home and rest it, maybe ice it in a bit.” She said in answer. The thought of accompanying her mother on one of her frivolous shopping and gossip trips hadn’t occurred to her, and even if she’d been invited, she wouldn’t have gone. She and her mother were just two different women in that regard. 

The pulled muscle was a lie. Dana wasn’t sure why she’d invented or told it. She had gone for a run this morning but was feeling fine. She’d just gravitated to the living room after coming home, the pull of Marty’s presence an invisible force that kept her close to home even when her mother was in attendance. 

Marty grunted but didn’t look surprised. Instead, he sported an expression that bordered on pleased. 

“How does it feel now? Did you put an ice pack on it?” His tone was light and innocent, but the way his eyes narrowed at her made her heart skip a beat. 

She shrugged shoulders that felt weighted. Her nipples tingled as she breathed, and the material of her t-shirt rubbed over their hardness through the thin layer of bra. 

“I used a heating pad for a while. It’s still sore.” 

She bit the inside of her lower lip. What was she doing? Why was she lying? 

Marty’s mouth dropped into a frown that somehow seemed as fake as her pulled muscle. There was a shine and sparkle in his eyes that spoke of some other line of thought. She shivered to consider it. 

“Want me to get you an ice pack?” He shifted in the chair, but instead of moving in anticipation of rising, he slouched back, settling in. Marty eyed her steadily as if daring her to continue the charade. 

Heat rode high on Dana’s cheeks. “No. Maybe you could rub it for me?” She almost clapped a hand to her mouth, galled at her audacity, but also secretly cheering for her daring. She just wanted him to touch her – to lay the skin of his palms on even the most innocuous part of her body. It wouldn’t be enough, but it would be something – anything to ease this forbidden craving. 

Marty surprised her by visibly shuddering and closing his eyes. She almost panicked, thinking she had gone too far, but when he opened his eyes again, she saw they were burning. Speaking hoarsely, he waved a thick-fingered hand in invitation and patted his knee. 

“Come over here and show me.” His eyelashes fluttered over pupils gone wide. Already, his nostrils were starting to flare as his breathing increased. Dana’s heart began to beat frantically in her chest. 

Was she really doing this? 

She answered her own question by climbing off the couch, groaning in mock discomfort, and rolling her shoulder. Crossing the room, she paused in front of him, suddenly anxious. As a habit, she never got too close to him, always afraid her mother would see something untoward in her reaction to Marty and become suspicious. She had never been this close to him without the pretense of a congratulatory embrace. 

Looking down at him, she took in his casual sprawl in the chair, one arm thrown over the arm to let his hand dangle. The other hand rested on his thigh, irrevocably drawing her eye higher, to his groin. She couldn’t tell whether the sensation in her belly was relief or disappointment upon failing to see a sign of any visible arousal. Was she reading him wrong? Was this really only a genuine offer to help? 

“Go ahead. Turn around and sit.” He said it with a smile, but the look in his eyes shifted from dark and sensual to cloaked and commanding. She did as he bid, spinning and backing up until her thighs came into contact with his knees. Sinking onto his lap, she gave an inward sigh of pleasure. The heat radiating from him was intoxicating. 

Behind her, Marty cleared his throat, and then she felt his hands on her hips, tugging her backward until her bottom was nestled comfortably over his groin. After her run, she’d showered and slipped into loose lounge pants and a t-shirt. The thin material of her clothing and that of his khakis left no detail to her imagination. What her eye had failed to discern, she now felt nudging at her backside with fierce urgency. Her sex responded by throbbing and aching with a desire to be stretched and filled. 

Oh God, this was so wrong, but it felt so good. 

His hands landed on her shoulders, the heat of his palms scorching through the sheer material.  She couldn’t help it: she mewled and ground her hips onto his erection. She heard his hissed intake of breath. 

“Dana....” He trailed off as if he wasn’t sure what he was going to say next. It didn’t matter anyway. She didn’t want him to say anything. She just wanted his hands. And maybe his mouth. And if he was as big as he felt, she wanted his cock too. 

“Just rub it.” She said, pulling at her shirt and drawing it up over her head. Marty gave a strangled gasp, and his cock surged to a new hardness. His hands returned to her naked skin, stroking over her shoulders and down her back. His palms were hot; his fingers left trails of lingering heat down the muscles to either side of her spine. She shivered when he toyed with the small of her back, tickling
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