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          MELISSA

        

      

    

    
      I had known sending my best friend, Lindsey, off on vacation alone was a bad idea.

      We had been friends since third grade, and I had held her hand through more minor events than I could count: when she got a B on her math test and thought it would be a straight slide right into flunking the year; when two girls in high school were giggling over something in secret, pressed together, and she thought it was about her, but they had been watching a rude viral video muted on a phone; and the time her goldfish died and she thought she done something wrong, but as it turned out, fish die sometimes.

      When she told me she was going to Texas alone, I had to bite my tongue not to ask if she was crazy. It was her first time away from home, and while we were both twenty now, I wasn’t sure how well she would cope. I had prodded her if she thought it was a good idea, and she had seemed excited, so who was I to rain on her parade?

      So when she sent me a frantic message exactly thirty-six hours after she had left, I wasn’t surprised.

      Mel, I think there’s a man stalking me. I saw him at the gas station on my way in, and then I saw him at the hotel.

      I chewed my lip, sitting on my bed with one leg folded under me, before responding. Are you sure it’s the same guy?

      Her reply flew back: Yes! He was wearing the same black jacket and jeans.

      These situations always left me in a tight spot. I didn’t want to dismiss her feelings, and I definitely did not want to be wrong, but after so many years of her unchecked issues, I knew how often she was mistaken. She couldn’t help it, but I didn’t want to feed her panic.

      I decided to play detective before I drew any conclusions: Was his hoodie up?

      Yes! Both times.

      I sighed, lowering my phone to give myself a minute to formulate a response. Then, I typed: I have seen several people wearing similar outfits today, too. It’s cold out here. I think a blizzard is moving in as we speak. Try to go enjoy the sun for me and let me know if you need anything.

      I pressed send and waited. I could imagine the concern and uncertainty on her face—I had witnessed it enough times—but I couldn’t do anything from here. This was exactly what I had been worried about. Perhaps I should have insisted on going with her.

      My phone buzzed with her response.

      I really don’t think I can. I just want to come home, but I’m afraid to leave my room.

      If she couldn’t handle this trip, would she ever be able to move out from her dad’s house? Not that he would mind. Lindsey was his favorite person, he often said. It was something we had in common. Despite her wild reactions, she was a sweet, kind individual, and it was hard to watch her struggle like this.

      Try a nap, and then see how you feel, I typed back.

      There was a long pause, but I knew what she would say next. It was inevitable.

      Finally, she replied, Mel, will you please come pick me up?

      She was in another state, and I didn’t have a car—the brakes were bad in mine, and I couldn’t afford to get them replaced right now since I had just moved apartments—but I couldn’t leave her there. Not in this shape.

      Sure, Linds. Order in from room service and try to rest. I’m on my way.

      I dropped my phone onto my covers, standing, and went to my closet to paw around for my backpack. It had fallen into a far corner, so I dug it out, shook it off, and then started packing a few items to take on a short trip to Texas.

      I didn’t have the money to fly or drive, but I knew who did.
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          MELISSA

        

      

    

    
      I knocked on the elegant front door of Lindsey’s house, then huddled against the cold wind biting at my face. Winter had arrived with a vengeance, and I found myself wishing Lindsey had chosen a better time of year to trek out of state.

      The door opened. Lindsey’s father stood just inside the doorway, wearing dark pajama pants and a cozy long sleeve shirt that tapered just a little around his toned midsection. My heart skipped a beat.

      “Hi, Mr. Moore,” I said, forcing my gaze to his face before it dropped below his waist.

      I didn’t know when I first felt a tingle around him, but it had only grown stronger and shifted lower the older I had become. Now as an adult, I knew it was a silly thing to have a crush on my best friend’s dad, but still, sometimes when I was alone at night, I would close my eyes and let my thoughts, and hands, wander. In my fantasies, he filled me with his cock and fucked with a need that matched my own. I always came when I thought about him, but it never seemed to really satisfy me for long.

      “It’s freezing out there, Melissa,” he said, ushering me inside.

      I stepped over the threshold into the gleaming foyer, and he closed the door behind me, sealing out the winter.

      “Want something to drink?” he asked, turning for the expansive kitchen that boasted long marble countertops.

      “No, thanks.” I adjusted the backpack on my shoulder. “I got a message from Lindsey.”

      “Oh?” He stepped into the kitchen and flipped on the electric kettle on the counter. “How is she enjoying Texas? Better weather, I imagine.”

      “She’s not,” I said, crossing the room to stand against the kitchen island.

      He reached into the cabinet to retrieve a mug and paused, looking at me. He lowered the mug to the counter. “Is she all right? She hasn’t contacted me since she left.”

      “She’s having a panic attack, I think,” I said, not wanting to be an armchair psychologist but it was the best way I knew how to describe what she went through on a regular basis. “She asked me to come get her.”

      He raised an eyebrow. “In this weather?”

      “I can’t leave her there,” I said, oddly defensive.

      The electric kettle finished with a little click.

      “No, no,” he said, putting up one hand. “I wasn’t suggesting that. I’m just not sure travel is a good idea right now. I’d told her when she left that we had a storm moving in and she would be just missing it.”

      “Well, she’s gone, and I have to go get her,” I said with resolve.

      He turned, folding his arms over his chest. His gaze swept up and down me, and I blushed, my insides squirming in a delighted way.

      “I’ll come with you,” he said at last. “All the flights are grounded because of the approaching blizzard, so we’re going to have to drive. We need to get going right away and get out before the roads are too dangerous.”

      I nudged the backpack on my shoulder. “I’m all set.”

      He nodded. “Let me get changed and we’ll head out.”

      Leaving the mug and kettle on the counter, he slipped past me in the doorway. As I stepped back, I inhaled his cologne, letting it wash through me. My lower region clenched with need, and I watched as he disappeared down the hallway into his bedroom.

      What would it be like to be sprawled out on his bed, wrapping in his scent as he thrusted in and out of me?

      I shook off the thought. Being around him increasingly frustrated me in a way I wasn’t sure what to do with. If he was any other guy, I would probably make a move, but I couldn’t bring myself to do so with him.

      “Let’s go,” he said, exiting his bedroom wearing jeans and a black jacket over a white t-shirt. He tossed his keys in his hand once. “We’ll take my BMW.”

      “Good idea. The brakes in my car are bad,” I said with a grin as I followed him out to the garage.

      It wasn’t until we were loading up in his vehicle before I realized I was going to be sitting across from him in the passenger seat, arm’s length away, for nearly ten hours. Just being in the same room with him drove me wild anymore.

      How was I going to manage this trip?
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          MAX

        

      

    

    
      I couldn’t let Melissa go pick up my daughter alone. It would make me look like the world’s worst dad, even though my daughter, and her friend, were well into being adults.

      And adult Melissa was. My god, she had filled out. She was all supple curves and wavy hair and everything I could want. Too bad she was wasting her time with boys her age, ones who wouldn’t know how to treat her right, how to fulfill desires she didn’t even know she had yet.

      But not only was I older than Melissa–old enough to know better–I also owned a billion-dollar company. By all accounts, I had all the influence, and leverage, in this situation. Making a move on an innocent young woman, one I’d known for most of her life, was not a good look.

      It wasn’t until we were well on the road, too far to make an excuse to turn back, I realized I was in trouble. I was going to have to keep my distance and resist my desire for the one thing I could not have—her.

      Unfortunately, that wasn’t the worst of the problems, either. What neither Lindsey nor Melissa knew was how everything had gone off the rails with my company. They had no idea how much trouble I was in…and them.
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      On our way out of town, we stopped to get coffee and donuts for the road.

      I texted Lindsey to let her know I was on the way. I didn’t mention her father was coming too, because I wasn’t sure how she would feel about it in the predicament she was in. He would be nothing but kind to her, but she would probably be embarrassed once she found out he knew. Otherwise, she would have just called him herself. Better to wait until we were there to assure her.

      In the meantime, I enjoyed the moment, sitting next to a gorgeous man while eating a chocolate glazed donut and sipping hot coffee. Life could be worse.

      Ice had already crusted the road, and snow was beginning to pile up. Once we left town, the snow seemed to fall faster with the passing minutes.

      Mr. Moore peered out the windshield, worry creasing his forehead. The arms of his jackets shaped around his thick biceps.

      Finally, he eased over to the side of the road and put on his lights. “I don’t think it’s safe to drive much farther in this. I thought we would make better time and be out of the area before it was too much of a hazard.”

      He was right. We were just this side of a whiteout. If we tried to keep going, we could end up stranded, or worse.

      He glanced at me. “I’ll get us a hotel to wait it out. It shouldn’t be more than a few hours, I hope.”

      I nodded, then pulled out my phone and texted Lindsey. Slight delay because of the weather. How are you feeling?

      She replied, Better now that you are on your way.

      I sent back a smiley face and a heart emoticon, then looked at Mr. Moore. “You know she panics easily, right?”

      “I guess I hadn’t realized how badly. It was pretty over the top when she was little, but I thought it was because of losing her mom. She seemed to have outgrown it.”

      “She didn’t,” I said flatly.

      His expression tightened. “I guess I overlooked how much she relies on you.”

      “She does,” I said, “but I don’t mind.”

      He reached out towards me–was he going to pat my shoulder?–then snapped back his hand. WIthout a word, he turned back to the road and inched us along. I held my breath, trying not to pay attention to how much the visibility had decreased. Wind pounded against the car, and I clenched my hands in my lap.

      “Don’t worry,” he said. “There’s a hotel right up here. You just can’t see it yet.”

      I forced a little smile, but my heartbeat was erratic. No one in their right mind wouldn’t be nervous out in a storm like this. I couldn’t even see the entirety of the hood of the car.

      He was right, though. A few minutes later, we pulled up to a hotel.

      “I’ll drop you off here, and then go park.” He nodded toward the front glass door of the hotel, warm light shining out against the rapidly increasing darkness around us. “Lobby doesn’t seem too crowded.”

      I nodded, hoisting up my backpack from the floorboard, then shoved open the door against the wind. Cold air slammed into me, and I ducked my head against it as I stepped out of the car. My soles slipped against the ground. I wrapped my arms around myself and tottered toward the door.

      Inside, warm air washed over me, and my cheeks and fingers tingled as they defrosted. I turned to look out the glass door, but the snow had already blocked my view of the car.

      A clerk entered from behind the desk. “Can I help you?”

      “We’ll need a room, please,” I said, rubbing my hands together to bring them back to life.

      A few minutes later, Mr. Moore entered the lobby from outside. His hair was wind tousled, and his skin glistened. He stomped off the snow on his clothes, then made his way to the desk.

      I came up behind him, lingering a respectable distance, but his warmth was inviting, even more than usual.

      He finished checking us in, then turned with the keycards in hand. “The weather app said the storm might not be clear until morning. We might have to spend the night here.”

      I nodded, trying to put on a face of mature indifference. Inside, sensations swirled around my chest and crept lower. I’d had plenty of sleepovers with Lindsey growing up, but her dad had always been down the hall in his room. Now, he was going to be in the bed next to mine. Nothing would happen, but it would be more fuel for the lonely-nights fire.

      “The room is down the hall, on the left,” the clerk said.

      Mr. Moore thanked him, and then he gestured for me to go first. I led the way to our room, wondering how my ass looked to him.

      He’s not looking at your ass, dummy.

      He reached around me, his warmth and scent causing goosebumps on my skin, to unlock the door and push it open. I stepped inside, flipping on the light, and then paused. Instead of the normal hotel room with two beds spaced apart and a small bathroom, he had rented a suite instead.

      I strolled through the room. Two beds occupied one side, and a door separated off two more beds. A private bathroom was located in between them, boasting a large suite with a soaking tub, standing glass shower, and a long vanity full of mirrors.

      “Everything okay?” he asked.

      I turned to him, flushing. “Yes, of course. It’s just much nicer than I had expected.”

      I shouldn’t have been surprised. I didn’t know much about what Mr. Moore did for a living, but Lindsey had never wanted for anything, and when I was around them, neither had I.

      He undid his jacket, and my gaze dropped to the zipper of pants, as if those would come off next.

      “Well, a lady needs her privacy,” he said with a smile. He shrugged out of his jacket and placed it over the end of one of the beds.

      “Thank you,” I said, though whether I meant for the deluxe room or the fact I could now make out the muscular form of his chest under his t-shirt was anyone’s guess. His biceps bulged with each movement, and for some reason, here alone with the world blocked out, it seemed acceptable to indulge–just a little.

      I wanted to run my hands up under his shirt, feel his abs with my fingers. In my fantasy, he would kiss me, rough and hot, holding my body close to him, his hard cock pressed against my stomach. All the desire from earlier flooded back to me.

      Not that anything like that could happen. It was inappropriate, at best. I would have to be satisfied with a few not-so-innocent peeks at his unfortunately clothed physique.

      I tore my thoughts away and turned towards my side of the suite. So much for being in the bed next to his all night.

      I closed the door behind me and rested my backpack on one of the beds. Perhaps I would peel out of my clothes and take a hot shower, ward off some of that cold outside. If it had a shower sprayer, I might play around with it. My clit was begging for attention.

      Who could blame me? Not anyone who had seen the fine specimen on the other side of the wall.

      I undressed, then caressed my mound with one hand. My other hand cupped my breast and I squeezed it gently as my fingers slid over my slit. Fire gathered between my legs. I sat on the edge of the bed and laid back, lifting my soles to the mattress so my knees were bent. I rubbed up and down my folds, then spread my thighs wider, giving me more access. My fingers settled on my clit, and as I rubbed harder, my breath shuddered. I closed my eyes.

      I wanted Mr. Moore to crawl over me, his cock sliding into my wet pussy. He would fill me all the way, and I would wrap my legs around his waist as he thrusted in and out of me.

      The door opened.

      “Ah, shit!” Mr. Moore said.

      I sat up, my hands flying to the bed on either side of me.

      Mr. Moore ducked out of the room, slamming the door shut.

      Heat flashed through me, though I couldn’t tell if it was embarrassment or arousal. Had he really just caught me playing with myself, all sprawled out on the bed? I knew I should be ashamed, or at least appropriately mortified, but I couldn’t help wondering if he had liked what he had seen.

      As I stood up from the bed to head to the shower, a noise caught my attention. I grabbed my jacket and held it against me as I crept towards the window. The world beyond the window was a gray blur of swirling snow.

      Was someone out there?

      The tapping continued, rapid and rhythmic. It must be a tree branch caught in a gust of the storm. No one would be out in this storm, and certainly not to do something as bizarre as knock on the window.

      I started to turn away. A large silhouette darkened the window then fled.

      I stumbled backwards, screaming.
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      I hadn’t meant to walk in on Melissa, and now I felt like a jerk for not knocking first.

      I tried to be a decent person and purge the memory from my brain, but it was the single sexiest thing I had ever seen. If the situation–and our relationship between us–hadn’t been entirely wrong, I would have loved to stay and watch her finish, see her shudder and gasp as she flooded with pleasure.

      My cock hardened at the thought, and I longed to know what it would be like to push inside her, feel her tight little pussy clench around my erection. I would pleasure her in ways she had never even considered before. Show her the wisdom and experience gleaned with age.

      But I needed to leave her alone, and respect her privacy as much as I could sharing a hotel suite with her. After we picked up Lindsey, we would have no reason to ever be alone again.

      It had to be that way. Otherwise, it would only be a matter of time before I claimed her as my own.

      Her scream erupted from the other room. I darted to the door, grabbing the knob, but stopped right before opening it.

      Wasn’t this just how I’d gotten myself in trouble?

      “Melissa?” I called through the door, resisting the urge to barge in and make sure she was safe. “What’s going on? Are you okay?”

      “No, no, no,” came her sobbing, quivering voice. “Come here!”

      I was already through the door. Fuck privacy. Something bad had happened.

      She stood in the middle of the room, jacket tight against her breasts, just covering below her hips, shaking. Red splotches covered her face as a few tears trickled down her cheeks.

      Without thought, I went to her, wrapping her in my arms. Her bare ass pressed against the front of my pants, but I did my best not to pay attention to that as I tucked her head under my chin.

      “What happened?” I asked, tightening my hold on her.

      “The window,” she said, shuddering against me. Her breathing came in small gasps. “There was someone outside the window.”

      My heart thudded harder, but I remained composed. “Are you sure? In this storm?”

      She nodded.

      I didn’t want to worry her, so I said, “How about I just hang out here while you shower and get ready for bed? Eyes closed, I promise.”

      She sobbed out a laugh. My poor girl was so frightened. She pressed tight against me, and I prayed my cock didn’t harden at the proximity of her barely covered form. The last thing she needed was me perving over her while she was freaking out.

      “You’ll stay right here?” she asked, voice small. She sounded so fragile, even if I knew day to day she was anything but delicate. A creep outside a hotel window in the middle of a snowstorm would set anyone on edge.

      “Wherever you want me,” I said, and she tensed in my arms. I wasn’t sure how to take that, so I pecked a light kiss to the top of her head. “Go wash up. I’ll wait.”

      I stepped back and took a seat on the edge of the mattress. Without a glance at me, she scampered into the bathroom but left the door slightly ajar. I couldn’t see anything from this angle, and I didn’t try, even though I certainly would have liked to. The image of her spread out on the bed hadn’t been entirely evicted from my mind.

      As she showered, I studied the window. Outside, the storm picked up. Even though it would be easy to convince myself that Melissa had been stressed out and tired, and no one had been outside that window, no one had been bothering us, I knew that wasn’t true.

      We were in for some trouble.
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      Despite the fact Mr. Moore had seen me naked twice in a row–once more intimately than the other–I took comfort in knowing he was just outside the bathroom while I showered. I couldn’t imagine why anyone would be standing out in the storm, tapping on my window, but I knew what I saw. Thankfully, Mr. Moore hadn’t questioned my judgment and was at least trying to make me feel better.

      Assured that he would keep watch for anything bad, I allowed myself to enjoy the warmth of the shower. The last few hours had been surprisingly stressful, between the last minute road trip, the intense storm, my unresolved feelings for Mr. Moore, and now the person who had decided to pull a prank in the middle of a pending blizzard.

      Hot water cascaded over me, and I stood facing the jet of water, spreading my thighs a little. It wasn’t enough to really do anything, but I slid my hands over my breasts and down my body, wishing Mr. Moore was in here with me, running his hands over me instead.

      After so much time had passed I felt obligated to turn off the shower, I stepped out and plucked up a fluffy folded towel from the vanity. Standing in front of the vanity mirror, I dried off, playing with myself a little as I went, but I didn’t have any desire to finish. Not yet. Too many thoughts darted around my brain.

      I combed my fingers through my hair. By the time I was clean and presentable enough, I was feeling a bit more confident that nothing had happened that a good sleep wouldn’t fix.

      I’d left all of my clothes except my jacket out in the room, so I wrapped myself in the big fluffy towel and headed towards the door. I paused, hesitating.

      Dabbing my tongue to my bottom lip, I glanced around the bathroom, trying to decide what to do about Mr. Moore. I couldn’t exactly parade out like this in front of him, but I didn’t want to send him away to his side of the suite until I was at least dressed.

      Maybe I could handle weirdos at the window better if I wasn’t naked.

      It wasn’t like Mr. Moore hadn’t caught me in more compromising positions in the last hour.   I didn’t know how to tell him it wasn’t that big of a deal to me that he had seen me like that though. Truth be told, I would have shown him if he had asked.

      Desire rolled through me again. I hadn’t finished tending to my needs, but now it seemed the moment had passed.

      Sucking in a breath, I stepped out into the main room.

      Still on the edge of the bed, Mr. Moore turned from staring at the window to me. His eyes flashed with surprise–and something else. I expected him to look away–it was the polite thing to do–but he kept his gaze locked on me.

      I blushed, but I found I didn’t want him to stop looking. Since he had now seen me naked, would it change how he acted around me? Would it change how I behaved around him? I couldn’t imagine this would go unspoken between us, but also wasn’t sure what either of us would say about it.

      “Feeling better?” he asked, his voice husky. A delighted chill wove up my spine, and I thought back to right before the shower, how he had held me against him. His warmth had been inviting, and it had taken everything in me to step away from it.

      “Much.” The word barely escaped my mouth as my gaze roamed down his body as he stood. He was taller than me, broad and well-defined.

      When my attention landed on the crotch of his pants, I didn’t do anything to correct myself. Could I ask him to even the score? He’d seen me spread out and on display. Wasn’t it only fair I got a peek at him?

      I could never bring myself to ask that, but the thought persisted anyway.

      “Getting a divided suite was a bad idea,” he said. “We’re sleeping on the same side.”

      I opened my mouth to protest–manners dictated I do–but he held up a finger to silence me.

      “This isn’t up for debate. But you can pick which side.” He flashed me a smile.

      Heat rolled through me, followed by desire. Nothing was going to happen with us sleeping on the same side of the suite, especially since we would still be in separate beds, but the idea of being that close to him was appealing. It sat adjacent to my collection of fantasies about him.

      “The other side,” I said. “Where no one has crept around outside the window.”

      “Good choice.” He offered me his hand.

      I glanced at my clothes on the floor. “I need to get dressed first.”

      “You’re going to sleep in jeans?” His question was a statement of fact more than anything.

      I frowned a little. “I wasn’t expecting to sleep overnight anywhere so I didn’t pack much for clothes.”

      “Then you’ll have to sleep naked.” He clicked his tongue once. “Such a shame.”

      He didn’t sound disappointed by the revelation. I grinned despite myself.

      “Does that mean you are going to as well?”

      He retracted his offered hand, folding his arms over his torso as he stood up straighter, puffing out his chest. “Are you being inappropriate, little girl?”

      Heat swelled up through me, melting me right before him.

      “It’s only fair,” I said, cool and calm despite the sparks and flames flaring to life inside me. “Tit for tat.”

      Sexy, dark excitement covered his face. “You do have nice tits.”

      My mouth formed a little o-shape. Despite the flirty exchange, I hadn’t expected him to come out and say something so bold.

      Also, he had noticed my boobs. I would take that as a win.

      Without answering my question, he guided me by my upper arm to the front room. I was glad to be away from the suspicious window, though this did leave me to contend with my emotions for Mr. Moore which were bubbling over by the minute.

      Did I need to tell Lindsey about what had happened between me and her father? That he had seen me sprawled out on the bed playing with myself? That he had held me while I was naked? It was a pretty big thing not to tell her, but I also doubted she would want to know. I mean, he was her dad after all. Plus, I didn’t know how to handle how much it had turned me on. She was sure to see through my confession. Just thinking about what had transpired was getting me all worked up again.

      “You need to eat,” Mr. Moore said, breaking through my thoughts.

      I flushed. Now, everything said between us had the potential to sound dirty. That certainly did. My gaze landed on the front of his pants as if there was a magnet I was drawn to. Curiosity was going to get the best of me before this was over.

      Mr. Moore smirked; he hadn’t missed where my attention kept going. Though, now that he had mentioned it, I did feel a bit hungry.

      I gestured towards the outside. “There’s a bit of inclement weather out there.”

      He gave me a stern, but amused, look. “I’ll order in room service. You get under the blankets and warm up.”

      Careful to keep my towel in place, I slipped into one of the beds, pulling the duvet up to my chest as I propped up against pillows at the headboard. Mr. Moore dialed room service and ordered food and hot beverages while I carefully stayed modestly under the covers.

      When he finished ordering, he turned to me. “I’m going to take a quick shower before the food is brought up. I’ll leave the door ajar. Yell for me if you need anything, okay?”

      The longer the time passed between the incident with the window, the more I wondered if I should feel foolish about my overreaction. The shadow could have been anything in the distorted light among the storm. I hadn’t even seen anything besides a dark flicker. Maybe it was just a bird seeking shelter.

      Mr. Moore was taking my feelings seriously, though, and that mattered most right now. We were cooped up in this suite together until the storm passed. The last thing I needed was to be made to feel ridiculous. The twist that I had insinuated Lindsey overreacted was not lost on me.

      “Thank you,” I said, and I meant it.

      He nodded once then headed to the adjacent bathroom, which had two doors that led into each side of the suite. True to his word, he kept the door open–not just a crack, but wide enough I could see him as he moved about the bathroom. When he stripped out of his shirt, I forced myself to look away.

      Maybe he didn’t want me to be polite about it. Maybe that was the true reason he had kept the door open. Still, I couldn’t be caught perving on him. Not more than I already had. This was just outright an invasion of his privacy.

      Boy, would I love to invade his privacy.

      He had just stepped back into the room, wearing only his pants, when a knock came to the door. Room service backed a cart full of food into the room, and I kept myself tucked down under the blankets until they left.

      “There’s tomato basil soup, gourmet grilled cheese, panang curry, chipotle corn chowder…” He gave me an imploring look. “Anything, or should I keep going?”

      I giggled. “Nothing beats tomato soup and grilled cheese with weather like this.”

      “That’s my girl,” he said, and I all but disappeared into a muddle on the mattress.

      He brought me the soup and sandwich, and a cup of hot chocolate, on a tray, and I ate from my spot on the bed, the covers and the towel doing their best to keep me concealed from his wandering gaze. He didn’t make any effort to keep his eyes off me as we ate, him on the edge of the bed opposite of mine. His shirtless, tone torso was not helping me curb the inappropriate desires stirring in me.

      As we ate our food, I wondered what happened next. We would pick up Lindsey, and then what? Just go back to acting like none of this had happened? I didn’t want to return to our normal life, not like it had been, where he was Mr. Moore and I was just his daughter’s best friend. I wanted more, and if I couldn’t have more in the future, I wanted more now.

      But I couldn’t bring myself to say it. I couldn’t tell him out loud that I didn’t care that he had seen me on the bed because I was thinking about him anyway.

      The way he took me in said that if I did speak up, he would grant my wish.

      Frustration simmered in my stomach. How could I be this close to everything I wanted and then back away at the first chance?

      Because it was wrong, that was why. Because I knew better. Because he was my best friend’s dad.

      I resigned to finishing my food and then started to get out of the bed, careful not to let my towel slip. Mr. Moore swooped in and gathered up my tray, then backed the cart out of the room and into the hallway.

      Dinner was over. We were alone, and there was nothing to occupy us.

      I reached for the remote on the nightstand and turned on the TV. Mr. Moore reached over, taking the remote from me, and muted the sound.

      “You need to go to sleep, missy,” he said, standing over me.

      He was so big and tall…and delicious. I just stared up at him.

      “You’ve had a long day.” He began arranging the pillows, and when I slid down flat onto my back, he pulled the blanket up farther over me, until it came up over my breasts. “If you need anything, you let me know, okay?”

      His words were firm, underlined with a tone I hadn’t heard from him before. At least, not since we had arrived at the hotel.

      No, not since the incident with the window. Something in him had switched. He had always been an in-charge type of man, but not usually directed at me. Now, that focus had shifted. I wasn’t sure how to feel about that, but I didn’t dislike it.

      “Are you going to bed?” I asked softly.

      “I’m going to stay up for a bit.” His words held a meaning that I didn’t quite catch. “You need to rest.”

      “I don’t think I’ll be able to sleep,” I said, gazing towards the window of this room. The storm continued to rage outside, and I couldn’t quite convince myself that I hadn’t seen a person earlier at the other window, despite how much I wanted to believe it was a crow lost in the storm.

      I felt his stare on me and when I looked up at him, his eyes were smoldering with desire. I sucked in a sharp breath as he grazed one hand over the top of the blanket, over my breasts, and down to my stomach. The mattress dipped as he crawled onto the bed, straddling my legs without putting any weight on me. He slid down the blanket, revealing the towel that had uncovered one of my breasts, my nipple hard in the cool air.

      He reached up and cupped my breast, rubbing his thumb over my nipple. Wetness gathered between my legs, and I resisted the urge to encourage him there. I wanted to see how this would play out.

      He uncovered the other breast. “You have such gorgeous tits, Melissa. I can’t believe you’ve kept these from me this long.”

      Heat rushed through my face. He raised up, leaning forward, and took one of my breasts into his mouth. I gripped the blanket on one side of me as pleasure rolled through me, over and over. My hips raised of their own accord to rub against his hard stomach. He grappled under the blanket and pulled up my thigh, shifting me down slightly so our pelvises fit together. His thick cock behind his pants pushed against my mound.

      A little moan escaped me as he rocked his hips while taking the next breast in his mouth.

      “You’re mine now,” he said, his breath against my damp nipple. “You know that, right?”

      I nodded through the daze that had swept over me. I was lost in his touch, his scent. The world outside had ceased to exist.

      “If anyone tries to harm you, I’m going to do very bad things to them.”

      I halted, unsure where that had come from. I didn’t hate it though.

      “Yes,” I said with a moan, “I belong to you now.”

      He unwrapped more of the towel, revealing my bare torso, then glided his hands down my sides as he pushed his face against my neck, inhaling me, as if learning my scent. My back arched, pushing my breasts into his chest, as he slid his tongue up to my jaw, right at my ear.

      “I’m going to fuck you,” he whispered. “I’m going to fuck you until you scream so loud, everyone in this hotel knows who you belong to.”

      “Yes,” I whispered.

      “Yes, what?”

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good girl, baby.” With that, he tore the towel the rest of the way off me, flinging it to the floor. I lay naked under him, and he lowered down until his face was level between my legs. “Look at the gorgeous little pussy. I bet it’s going to be so tight on my cock, isn’t it, baby?”

      I nodded with a whimper. “Can I have you?”

      “Soon, but not yet.” He flicked his tongue against my clit, and I bit down on a yelp of pleasure. “I want to take my time. There’s no rush. The storm isn’t going anywhere anytime soon.”

      Before I could reply, he plunged his tongue deep into my folds. I grasped the blanket on either side of me, tipping back my head, as pleasure rolled through me. On each lick, he lingered on my clit, teasing me until my hips undulated, urging him on. He slid one hand up between my legs, parting my folds, giving him full view, and then pressed his tongue against my entrance.

      He gave a low moan of pleasure, rubbing his face back and forth against my wet pussy. The stubble across his jaw sent a new round of sensations through me. I’d never been so close to coming already, and the pending orgasm threatened to surpass any before it. I could barely see anything.

      He licked deeper, harder, but kept me right on the brink. At first, I thought he was missing the mark, but then I realized it was intentional. He liked how squirmed on the sheets, and he pinned back my thighs so I couldn’t close them, couldn’t keep him from my pussy–not that I wanted to.

      I cried out as he grazed his thumb over my clit. I was so close to coming, and yet he went back to licking at my entrance, circling my clit but never landing long enough to let me finish. Tormented heat filled me, and I bucked my hips against him but he still took his time.

      Then he plunged two fingers into me. I gasped, back arching and fists tightening in the blankets. He worked his fingers in and out, setting out at a fast pace with no warning. My pussy grew wetter and hotter, and I thought I might explode even without him touching my clit.

      I wanted him in me. I needed to feel him stretching me, filling me, claiming me. I had never desired anything more than I wanted him right now.

      “Do you want to come, baby?” he asked in a husky, promising tone.

      “Yes, Daddy. I want to come. Please, can I come?”

      “Not yet, baby.”

      I nearly growled. How long could he keep this up? How long before I died from anticipation?

      Finally, he slid his wet fingers from deep within me and slid them up to my clit. Fiery desire shot through me. A puddle had to have formed on the mattress under me.

      He went hard and fast, rubbing my clit, with one hand pinning back my thigh, keeping me open and exposed. My legs shook as I bounced my hips and hissed.

      Stars burst in my vision as I dropped over the edge. A cry tore through me as I convulsed over and over, and it felt as if the pleasure would never stop. When it ended, I lay limp against the mattress, panting, eyes closed. My bare breasts prickled in the cool air.

      “That was a good start,” he said.

      I opened my eyes as he held up his wet fingers then popped them into his mouth.

      He moaned a little. “You taste amazing. I’m going to require a lot more of that.”

      I hadn’t even found my breath before he grabbed my arm, lifting me from the bed. I leaned against him as he led me to the large bathroom and turned me toward the length of vanity mirrors.

      My naked form reflected back to us. Behind me, he stripped out of his pants, then nudged me to bend over the counter. As I did so, he grabbed his huge, hard cock and pushed the tip against the entrance.

      Slowly, he pushed inside me. I groaned, closing my eyes, and spread my thighs a little as he filled me until he was all the way inside. His hand went to my hair and he pulled my head back so when I opened my eyes again, I saw only my breasts bouncing above the counter and him behind me, thrusting in and out of my wet pussy.

      He held my hair tight as he continued to pound into me, going harder and faster. I thought I should do something, anything, to pleasure him but he was in control and I loved how it felt with him pinning me against the counter, holding my head, claiming me.

      He drove in harder until his breathing hitched, then he closed his eyes and tipped his head back with a groan as he came in me, thrusting again and again until he had finished.

      As soon as he slid out of me, he released my hair and I turned to face him. I found I was eye level with his chest, and I couldn’t resist running my hands down his bare, toned abs. He was gorgeous and somehow, finally, he was mine.

      At least for now. I pushed away the thought.

      “That was incredible,” I said softly.

      “I’m not through with your pussy yet.” He held my waist and helped me up on the counter, so I was sitting facing him. “Lean back and spread those sexy thighs.”

      I placed my palms on the counter behind me and eased back, and he guided my legs apart. His fingers slid over my slick pussy and he began rubbing my clit. I had never tried coming twice in a row, and I doubted I could do it.

      His cum began to dribble out of me and onto the counter. I was equally mortified as turned on. He had no shame, and with him, neither did I, apparently.

      “Lean back farther, baby girl,” he said.

      “Yes, Daddy.” I did so, until the back of my head touched the mirror.

      He rubbed my clit with two fingers, never letting up. Longing began to brew down there again. He kept going, and soon, I was rocking my hips, ready to finish right there on the counter while he watched.

      “Do you want to cum, baby?” he said in a hoarse whisper.

      I whimpered out, “Yes.”

      “Show me,” he said, rubbing faster. “Show me how you come.”

      I clutched the side of the vanity, my thighs shaking as pleasure built in me.

      “Keep those legs apart and come for Daddy,” he said.

      I struggled to keep my legs wide for him as he deftly worked over my clit. I was so close to finishing, and yet I couldn’t. My clit was sensitive, and my hips jerked with each jolt of pleasure. It was somehow torturous and amazing at the same time. I considered calling it quits, but I clamped my jaw and willed myself to finish.

      He did not relent on my clit, no matter how I whimpered and whined. Then I was over the edge. I screamed, the sound reverberating around the bathroom, my legs shaking as I came, my muscles clenching and unclenching. He let go of my clit and rubbed his palms up and down my inner thighs until the spasms stopped.

      I opened my eyes, sitting upright. My head spun with what we had done, how amazing it had been, and how badly I didn’t want this to be the only time.

      He grabbed the back of my head and claimed my mouth in a hot, hard kiss that sucked the air right back out of my lungs. When he finally pulled away, I
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