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I yawned so hard that my
cheeks burned as I watched my Dad pacing a hole in the
rug.

"What's up, Dad?" I asked,
keeping my nose buried in my phone as I casually scrolled through
Instagram.

"I am waiting for my
girlfriend, Beth. She is going to stay here tonight. There was some
kind of flood or something; I don't know, she seemed frantic on the
phone,"

"Oh, your girlfriend,
eh?"

"Not that it's any of your
business, young lady, but yes, I have a new girlfriend."

"Hey, it's a free country,
have as many girlfriends as you want," I replied flippantly, my
eyes still glued to the tiny screen.

"By the way, her son is
coming with her, so please try and be on your best behavior,
Dalia."

"Her son? What? Christ, you
expect me to entertain a little kid?" I fumed, tossing my phone to
the end of the couch, crossing my arms tightly against my chest in
defiance. I had no problem with the old man getting his rocks off,
but babysitting her brat so that they could bone is where I drew
the line.

"See, there it is, that
Dalia charm," He shot back passive-aggressively, staring at me with
his narrowed, beady eyes.

"Sorry, Dad, but seriously,
I am really not in the mood to be up all night with some screaming
brat,"

"I don't think you'll have
to worry about that," My Dad said as he peered out the window,
distracted by the pair of headlights coming closer to the
driveway.

"Why not, are you going to
muzzle the little rugrat?" I snickered, imagining leading the
little toddler around the house with a leash and a muzzle, telling
it to "heel!"

"No, smartass, he is
eighteen, I think he will be capable of entertaining himself for
the night," My Dad said, smoothing the sides of his wavy salt and
pepper hair as the glare of the headlights pierced into the living
room from our picture window.

"Whatever," I responded with
an eye-roll, bracing myself for the next twelve hours of
inconvenience.

Opening the door with a
grand flourish, my Dad paved the way for his girlfriend in a very
"Dad-like" way, making me cringe. “Jesus,
why does he have to be so fucking embarrassing.”
I glanced at the clock, it was almost 11 PM, if I
went to bed now maybe I could just sleep through the whole
ridiculous forced blended family night, and pretend it never
happened.

Rising from the couch, I
watched my Dad move in to hug the petite slender woman lugging her
suitcase through the door. "Damn, I
thought it was only for one night, is this bitch moving in?"
I thought to myself as her bulging luggage rested
next to her feet.

She raised up on her
tip-toes to hug my Dad around the neck, her ice-blue eyes making
contact with mine. "Shit,"
I whispered under my breath, begrudgingly
shuffling over to introduce myself.

"Hello, I'm Dalia," I said
as sweetly as I could muster, holding my hand out for her to
shake.

"Your Dad has told me so
much about you, Dalia. It's so nice to meet you. My name is Beth"
The dainty blonde gushed, shaking my hand so vigorously you would
have thought she was a politician running for office. "Dalia, meet
my son…"

"Cole?" I finished her
sentence, his name nearly getting stuck in my throat.

I couldn't believe it,
maybe I was dreaming, or maybe it was a nightmare instead.
How in holy hell is this happening?
My crush, the boy I had been secretly lusting
after for the last six months now suddenly crossing the threshold
into my living room. My knees suddenly turned to mush and my brain
into jello. All I could manage was a "hey" as he walked past me,
smelling like heaven, looking like pure sex on a stick.

"Dalia, right?"

Oh my God, I couldn't
believe he knew my name, this adonis actually knew I existed! I
could feel the creep of heat rising in my face turning my cheeks
bright red. "Stay calm, say something
cool," I thought to myself, feeling my
mouth opening to speak as if it were being controlled
remotely.

"The one and only," I
replied like a dork, complete with the awkward wink, finger gun,
and goofy clicking sound. I suddenly hoped for a bolt of lightning
or a stray meteorite to strike me dead, but there was no such
luck.

"Cole, I have you set up in
the guest room, Dalia can show you the way," My Dad said with a
nod, anxious to get us both tucked away so he could have time alone
with Beth.

I turned around on my wobbly
legs, managing to cross the living room without further
embarrassing myself. Cole walked two steps behind me, carrying his
suitcase in his perfect hands.

Seriously, this boy had the
perfect hands. They were like the hands you see in watch ads. They
were not too rugged, but just manly enough to be sexy. Fuck, the
number of times I had fantasized about those hands all over my
naked body was criminal.

"Here it is…your room…next
to mine…if you need me…I mean, if you need anything…" I stumbled
though my words, my cheeks so vibrantly crimson red they could have
landed a plane in thick fog.

"Thanks," Cole smiled,
shoving his suitcase in the corner and plopping down on the bed
with a bounce. Oh Lord, what I would have given to be that
mattress.

"Good night," I mumbled,
waving at him quickly as I made a hasty retreat to my room. I could
feel my heart pounding so hard it felt like it was about to leap
from my chest and splatter on the floor.

My body pulsed like the beat
of rhythmic house music as I flung myself on the bed. There was no
way I was going to be able to sleep with Cole just feet away from
me, a thin wall the only thing separating me from my dream
boy.

A steady throb bloomed
between my thighs as I pictured him in the other room. I imagined
that he was probably getting into his pajamas…Oh God, what if he sleeps in the nude! The mere thought of Cole sleeping stark naked in the next
room made me positively ache.

I picked at the wadded knot
of panties between my legs, feeling the uncomfortable puddle of
wetness my desire had formed. This kind of raw sexual hunger had
never happened to me before. I had never been this horny in my
life, not even when I read my best friend's copy of fifty shades. I
rolled over to bury my face in my pillow, my hips steamrolling the
stuffed teddy bear my Dad had given me for Christmas.

My clit, now coursing with
most of the blood in my body and swollen to three times its normal
size, landed smack dab directly against the stiff little button
nose of my teddy bear. I startled from the sudden jolt of ecstasy,
shifting on my side to see his fuzzy little plush face smiling up
at me.

"Hmm…maybe,"
I thought, looking at his black nubby nose,
letting my imagination go where it had never gone
before.

"No, that's so weird, I
couldn't…"

My eyes darted toward the
door; the hallway was dark and quiet; everyone had gone to bed.
Maybe if I was quiet
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