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Off Limits Temptation

Chapter 1
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The accounting office is dim when I walk in. It’s after hours—my dad’s best friend’s last-minute squeeze-in before he files tax returns for clients who actually keep their receipts in order. Not like me, with a tote bag full of crumpled smoothie bar invoices and coffee-stained credit card statements. Oops.

I should feel bad about that, but I don’t. Well, maybe a teensy bit. Running Juice Boost for the past year has been a whirlwind of fruity chaos, and paperwork is, like, the absolute last thing on my priority list. Right after “learn to make my own cleaning products” and “actually use that meditation app.”

“You’re late,” comes a deep voice from the inner doorway.

I freeze mid-step, my pulse quickening. His voice is rough—tired, maybe, and that edge hits me low in my stomach, making everything inside me flutter.

Isaac Martin. Dad’s best friend since college. He always looks at me like I’m chaos on two legs when I show up at family parties in too-short shorts and strappy sandals. The short sundress I’m wearing today isn’t going to change his opinion of me. 

God, he’s so hot it should be illegal.

He’s wearing a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and he’s loosened his tie. His dark hair is slightly mussed, like he’s been running his fingers through it all day. The shadow of stubble along his jaw makes him look untamed.

I give him my brightest smile, the one that usually gets me out of trouble. “Hi, Mr. Martin,” I sing-song, twirling a strand of my hair around my finger. “Thanks for staying late. I promise I’m a quick fix.”

I cross the room and dump my sad little mess of receipts on the corner of his desk. A few flutter to the floor, and I bend to pick them up, fully aware that my short sundress might be riding up in the back and giving him a side view of my upper thigh. I don’t know why, but I hope he’s looking. 

His brow lifts, that stern expression settling onto his features. “You’ve been running the smoothie bar for how long now?”

I blink, pretending to count on my fingers. “Um, thirteen months? Give or take. Time flies when you’re blending kale, am I right?” I laugh at my own joke, but his expression doesn’t change.

“And you haven’t filed once?”

I shrug. “I’ve been busy. The snow melted, so more people are coming to the yoga class next door. People need their wheatgrass, you know. It’s practically a public service.” I flash another smile. “Besides, taxes are so...boring.”

His jaw clenches, and a muscle ticks in his cheek. God, he’s sexy when he looks all stern and disapproving. It makes me want to do something even more irresponsible just to see that look intensify.

“Your dad talked to me yesterday about this.” He gestures to the mess of receipts. “He said you’ve been dodging his questions about your accounting for months.”

“Technically, it’s not dodging if I’ve just been forgetful.” I bounce a little on my toes, making my tits jiggle. Maybe I can distract him so he won’t lecture me about being irresponsible. “Besides, I thought you’d just plug a few numbers in and tell me I owe, like, what—a thousand bucks? Tops?”

It better not be more than a thousand. That’s all I have in my savings account, and I’ve already mentally earmarked half of it for that cute vintage blender I saw online.

He looks at me like I’ve grown a second head, rubbing the bridge of his nose. “You’ve never paid sales tax. You haven’t categorized a single expense. And you think you’ll only owe a thousand dollars?”

I hesitate, my stomach doing a nervous flip. Shit, he thinks it’ll be more? “I don’t know, but how complicated can this be? It’s just a smoothie bar. People give me money, I give them fruit in a cup. Simple!”

He exhales slowly. When he looks at me again, there’s something darker behind his eyes that makes me stand up a little straighter.

“You think this is cute?” His voice is even, but the sharp edge beneath it makes my skin go hot. “You think just because you’re young, you can ignore your obligations and someone else will clean it up for you?”

I swallow and my cheeks flush, but I lift my chin anyway. “I mean...that’s what family friends are for, right?” I bat my eyelashes. “I’ll make you a free smoothie every day for a month. The premium kind, with the fancy protein powder and everything.”

His jaw flexes again, and the tension in the room snaps tight. Desire flutters in my stomach, and it’s suddenly very clear I pushed too far. 

He moves around to the front of his desk and stands next to it. “Come here.”

“Why?” I ask, and my voice comes out breathier than intended.

“I said come here.” His voice is like steel, and my feet move before my brain catches up.

I stand in front of him, and my pulse pounds so hard I swear he can hear it. Dammit, why do I like it when he’s angry? Why does his stern voice make me want to simultaneously run away and press myself against him?

“Your parents should’ve disciplined you more,” he says, his eyes never leaving mine. 

Discipline? Is he going to spank me? My body lights up with pleasure. I’m twenty years old and hoping an older guy is going to spank me. There’s probably something wrong with me. 

He growls, “You want to act like a spoiled brat. You’re going to get treated like one. Now ask me to spank you.”

Oh fuck. My lips part, intending to protest, but instead I hear myself say, “Spank me. Please.”

Before I can say anything else, he bends me over his desk and pulls my sundress up in one smooth motion.

My palms hit the polished wood, and I’m stunned. Wow, he’s really going for it. 

“Tell me ‘red light’ if you want me to stop. Got it?”

I nod frantically and peep out a tiny, “Yes, Mr. Martin.”

He spanks me—hard—right on my panty-clad ass. I gasp, and my body jolts forward as the sting blooms across my backside.

Holy shit. That hurt. Like, not a joke. Not a playful little tap. Not something I can roll my eyes at and walk away from feeling smug.

“Ow! What the hell—“ I start to protest, but the words die in my throat when his palm connects again, harder this time.

“Say the words and I’ll stop.”

I press my lips together. The fuck if I’m going to stop him. My brain is a jumble of what-the-actual-fuck and oh-my-god-this-is-hot. My thighs clench involuntarily, and a ripple of pleasure heads straight for my clit. What is happening to me?

“Time for your punishment,” he grouses. “If you didn’t want consequences, you’d be responsible.”

Oh my God. Is this really happening? “I didn’t mean to—“ I wiggle, trying to tempt him to spank me again, and he presses down on my lower back, holding me firmly in place.

Another slap. This one is more centered, and I moan more from lust than pain. I’m trembling, and not from shock, it’s from desire. 

It’s the heat. The shame. The fact that my panties are sticking to me and every time he spanks me, I feel myself getting wetter. I should be outraged. Instead, I’m pressing my thighs together, desperate for friction.

He strokes his palm over my stinging flesh, and I make a sound I’ve never heard come out of my mouth before.

“You think this is funny?” His voice is calm—way too calm. “You think taxes are a joke and it’s okay to waste my time?”

“No,” I whisper, because that seems safer than the truth.

I do think it’s funny. Or I did. Before I was bent over his desk with my skirt bunched up and his palm making me feel like I might orgasm from being punished. My mind is racing, imagining all the dirty, forbidden things I suddenly want him to do to me. There’s clearly something messed up with me. 

Another smack, and this time I’m shoved forward. My hard nipples drag across the desk. Oh my God, I’m so wet. This is so fucked up, but I want him to pull my panties down and slide his cock inside me. I want to know what it’s like to be fucked by someone who knows exactly what they’re doing.

“You’re not just a brat today,” he mutters. “You’re always joking, flirting. Acting like the world owes you something. Acting like you don’t have to play by the rules that everyone else does.”

“I wasn’t—“ I start to defend myself, but I have no idea what to say. He’s right. I’ve never felt rules applied to me.

“You were.”

He spanks me three times in a row. Right. Left. Center. Each one sends a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to my core.

I squeak and then moan. Ohhhh fuck, he’s going to know this is turning me on. The thought makes me even wetter, which is just...God, what is wrong with me?

“Now,” he growls, “Say thank you.”

I don’t want to give him the satisfaction of me saying thank you. That’s too much, too humiliating. When I stay silent, he spanks me again, harder this time. My hips twitch against the desk, and I press them down to ease the ache in my pussy. Fuck, I better say it before he figures out how wet I am.

“Thank you,” I whimper, and my face burns from the shame of being aroused. 

“For what?” His voice is demanding.

“For...” I bite my lip, and my voice shakes. “For disciplining me?”

“Good girl.”

Fuck. A bolt of desire ripples through me as the ache between my legs gets worse. I’m a needy slut who is desperate for my dad’s best friend to fuck me. The realization should horrify me, but instead, it just makes me want it more.

He presses his fingers against my panties right over my pussy, and he groans under his breath. “You’re soaked.”

Just let me die of shame right here. He better not tell my dad what a filthy slut I am. I don’t need the entire family laughing at me. The smoothie bar probably makes enough that I could move out and change my name...well, or it did. Who knows what is going to happen if I pay my taxes.

But right now, finances are the last thing on my mind. All I can think about is how badly I want his fingers or cock inside me.

He steps back like he needs space, and his voice is tight. “Pull yourself together and leave. I’ll work on your books later tonight.”

Wait, what? He’s stopping? After getting me all hot and bothered?

I push up off the desk, and my legs wobble. I’m flushed and my brain is completely fried, but I don’t move toward the door. I turn around, and when I see the look in his eyes—hunger and restraint crashing against each other—I know.

I’m not leaving this office until he fucks me.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2
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His gaze drops, trailing over my lips, my hair, and then lower to my breasts, where my nipples are visibly hard against the thin fabric of my dress.

Lower still, all the way down my legs. I’m practically vibrating from lust and ready to rip my dress off and beg him to fuck me—anything. Heck, I’ll suck his cock if it gets his fingers inside me. I’ve never been this turned on in my life.

He’s breathing hard. Like he’s seconds from snapping.

I don’t say anything. I don’t have to. He’s soooo going to give me what I want. I take one step toward him, then another, a mischievous smile playing on my lips. When I reach him, I press both palms to his chest and tilt my face up like I’m expecting him to kiss me.

God, his chest is firm. Under my fingertips, his heartbeat races, betraying his calm exterior.

He grabs my wrists and holds them firmly between us. His grip is strong, and I imagine him pinning them to the wall above my head while he fucks me roughly.

“Don’t,” he growls.

I give him my best cutesy smile, the one I use when I want extra tips at the smoothie bar. “Why not?”

“Because if you touch me, I’m going to fuck you so hard you won’t be able to walk afterwards.”

My mind blips out as I imagine him shoving me face first against the wall and doing just that. I don’t have much experience with men—I’ve been too busy running my smoothie bar, and while I’m technically a virgin, I’ve touched myself and daydreamed about an older man fucking me and showing me how great sex can be.

I want him, and I’m going to get him.

I tilt my head down and lick one of his fingers. His hand twitches, and I trace the outline of his finger with my tongue. He loosens his grip with his index finger and straightens it, letting me take the entire thing in my mouth. I look up at him as I suck on his finger, and I see the moment he cracks.

He goes still, and his eyes narrow as he watches my mouth. When I stop sucking on it, he spins us around so fast I barely have time to gasp before I’m bent over his desk again.

His hands are everywhere—gripping my waist, pushing up my dress, dragging my ruined panties down my thighs until they’re nothing but a damp scrap on the floor. His belt comes undone with a clank, and his zipper is loud in the quiet office.

Suddenly the tip of his cock is against my thigh. I need him inside me right now, but I need to tell him I’m a virgin first.

“I’ve never...” I moan and look over my shoulder at him. “Just—wait. I haven’t...”

He stills. “You’ve never?”

I shake my head, suddenly feeling vulnerable. “No. Not...not all the way.” Oh God, he better not stop. I’m finally going to get what I’ve been dreaming about.

He groans and brushes the tip of his cock up and down my wet slit. I tense up, expecting him to shove it inside me, but he keeps teasing me gently and making me more needy.

“You let me bend you over a desk like this and spank you, and you didn’t think to tell me until right before I’m about to fuck you?” His voice is strained, like he’s fighting for control.

“I didn’t know it would turn me on,” I admit, heat rushing to my cheeks. “I didn’t know I’d be this wet.”

His cock drags between my folds, slowly again, and I whimper.

“I can feel how wet you are. You’re dripping.” His finger circles my clit, and my whole body jerks in response.

“I need it,” I whisper. “I want it. Please.” 

Begging him to fuck me pings something in my brain, and my own filthiness sends a ripple of pleasure through me.  

He pushes forward—slow at first—but I’m too tight and he’s too thick, and I cry out when he finally thrusts in deep, bottoming out all at once.

My whole body clamps around him. It hurts. But it also feels like something inside me just snapped into place—like this is what I’ve been waiting for.

He doesn’t move and holds there, deep inside me, breathing hard. He grasps my hips, keeping me still.

“Fuck,” he grits out. “You’re so tight.”

“Because you’re the first,” I pant, wiggling my hips. “So ruin me already.”

He groans and pulls out almost all the way, then slams back in. I scream—not from pain, but from the amazing ecstasy as he stretches me with every thrust.

He fucks me like he wants to own every inch of me, like he’s waited forever and now he’s going to make it count. He grabs my thighs, and I tilt my hips to take him deeper. Every thrust is brutal and perfect, and I can’t stop moaning.

“That’s it,” he growls. “Take it. Take all of me.”

“More!” I cry. “Don’t stop. Oh my God, don’t stop!”

My hands scrabble for purchase on the desk as he pounds into me. Papers scatter, a pen holder topples over, but neither of us cares. The only sound is our breathing, my moans, and the obscene slap of skin against skin.

“You want me to fill you?” he pants, pounding harder. “You want my cum dripping out of your virgin pussy?”

I’m so crazed, I have no idea what I’m saying. I sob, “Yes, breed me!”

His breath catches. He goes still for one second and then jackhammers into me. My toes curl, and an incredible surge of pleasure zings through my body. My orgasm hits, and I writhe and cry out, “Ohhh, God!” as he continues to pound into me. Waves of ecstasy turn my mind to mush as he twists my hair around his fist, pulls my head back, and fucks me through my orgasm.

I’m a whimpering puddle when he groans and explodes. I feel his cock pulse as he unloads ropes of sticky cum. I imagine it coating my insides and me really getting pregnant. It might be fucked up, but I want to carry his baby.

When he slumps against me, we’re both breathing heavily.

I’m shaking, soaked, and full of his cum. 

And I’ve never felt so good in my entire life.

“You okay?” he asks, voice still rough.

A languid fuzziness makes me giggle. “When can we do that again?”

I feel him twitch inside me, still half-hard. “You’re trouble,” he murmurs against my ear, but I can hear the smile in his voice.

“Mmm, but I’m your trouble now,” I reply, wiggling my hips. “And I think I’m going to need a lot more...financial advice.”

Yep, I’m totally a slut and I want my dad’s best friend to continue fucking me. And something tells me he’s not going to say no.
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My body still hums with the memory of being bent over the desk as I drive home. I can’t believe I just had sex with my Mr. Martin. Not just sex—he took my virginity, and I loved every second of it.

I’m still sticky between my legs as I pull into the driveway and suddenly realize I left my panties on his office floor. Oops. 

The house is dark, and my parents are probably zoned out in front of the TV by now. I’ll sneak inside and be able to go upstairs without them seeing me. How am I supposed to look my dad in the eye tomorrow knowing I was bent over his friend’s desk and begging to be bred?

I sit in the car, my breath fogging up the windows. Every time I shift, I feel a delicious ache between my legs. A reminder of what Mr. Martin did to me. What I let him do. What I literally begged him to do.

Like, who am I right now? Me begging him to breed me echoes in my head, sending a rush down my spine. I’ve never wanted anything more in my life. But now what? Does he regret it? 

I twirl my hair, bouncing my knee. The thought of him regretting it makes me queasy. I need to know what he’s thinking. I need to see him again.

Before I can talk myself out of it, I grab my phone
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