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      It was stupid to hold on to my virginity for so long. My boyfriend’s cock is rock hard, pistoning in and out at a furious pace. His shaft glistened with honey, and my mouth was nearly watering as I stared at it. My heart raced just as quick as his thrusts, and my clit throbbed with desire.

      I pressed my fingertips to it and stifled a moan.

      It’s wrong to be so aroused. I knew that. I was still a virgin. Because my boyfriend’s cock?

      It wasn’t pounding into me.

      I’d just walked in on him, fucking my best friend.

      I wasn’t sure if it was my anger at him cheating on me, or how pissed off I was that it was turning me on. Regardless, I turned around and left the guest house without making a sound. I’m a tiny woman, so that part wasn’t hard, at least. With my petite frame and my bare feet, I was practically a cat burglar.

      But I was an angry cat burglar, all keyed up and pissed off.

      I wished he’d been fucking me.

      How fucked up was that?

      How fucked up is it to catch your boyfriend cheating, and be turned on, wishing you’d let him pop your cherry when he first tried two months prior?

      It was only the third date, and I had just turned eighteen, and I wasn’t even sure whether I wanted to go to college. I was stupid, and decided to hold on to my v-card ‘til I got to school, but now it’s June, and he couldn’t wait another two months.

      That he was fucking my bestie wasn’t surprising. We’d met through her, and she’d sworn up and down there was nothing between them. I was naïve to believe her. I never believed him about it, though. At least I wasn’t a total fucking dummy.

      You might contest that last part, though, because of what I did next.

      I was so fucking mad, I couldn’t help it. Stomping to the driveway in bare feet, the asphalt hot on my naked flesh, I caught sight of his new Beemer. All glossy black, freshly polished, not even a speck of dust on it. Looked like he’d just given it a once-over before doing the same to my best friend.

      My keys were in my hands before I could stop myself, and all those skills I developed in art class were put to use.

      I had finished the second ‘E’ in ‘cheater!’ when someone cleared their throat behind me.

      It wasn’t Brett, I knew that.

      It was too primal for that.

      Slowly, I forced myself to turn my head, my long, dark hair spilling over my bare shoulder. I had come over to Brett’s place for a swim, so I was only in a bikini and a cover-up, my tanned skin glowing in the noontime sun.

      I’d never met Brett’s dad, but I knew this was him. There was a similarity in the jaw, in the hair, but this man’s eyes were hungry. He wasn’t wearing a shirt, and his muscles were gleaming with sweat and water. In his hands were a bucket and a sponge.

      It wasn’t Brett who just cleaned the car. It was his dad.

      And unless his dad was super whipped…

      “Shit.”

      There was some familial resemblance between them. They had the same natural born good looks. Intense eyes. Only Brett’s dad was far more… put together, I’d say. He looked hard, not just from working out, but like he’d been through some shit.

      Which Brett definitely hadn’t, growing up a rich boy.

      His powerful arms crossed over his chest as he stared me down.

      “Just what the hell do you think you’re doing, little lady?” he asked in that gravel of a voice. “I didn’t know I was polishing up my car just for an impromptu art installation.”

      On the surface he seemed calm, composed, but I could tell just beneath, there was a rage building.

      Despite my anger, it shook me up.

      There were so many potent emotions, a tempest inside of me.

      Furious anger, betrayal, hurt, arousal, surprise.

      I don’t know why I latched onto what I did, but I spat out, “This isn’t Brett’s car, is it?” as if it was all his fault for putting me in this situation.

      Which, if you think of it, he kinda did.

      He was the one who cheated, and he was the one who lied to me about having a new car.

      I could see the thick, bulging muscles of Brett’s dad’s biceps and forearms swell as he took a deep breath, trying to steady himself.

      “What the fuck does Brett own that I don’t give him anyhow? But no, this isn’t Brett’s car,” he said firmly, his chiseled jaw squared off. “Do you have any idea how much it costs to do work on this thing? Because if you’re anything like my spoiled brat of a son, you don’t have any idea of how much anything costs, do you?”

      He stepped closer, sizing up the damage.

      Reading the partial word, he paused, then peered back at me.

      “Wait, you’re Brett’s girlfriend?” he asked.

      “I was,” I said with a scowl. At eighteen years old, I knew I was cute. I was tiny—pocket-sized, Brett said—with a nipped waist and a perky chest. My eyes were big, my nose upturned, my lips full. I started having to fend men off way too young, and it gave me a bit of a chip on my shoulder, but Brett’s dad was restrained.

      He hadn’t even checked me out.

      Yet.

      I thrust a hip out, a manicured hand going on it.

      “And I imagine a fresh wrap is gonna run you back closer to five figures than four.”

      Why’d I say that?

      Damn it, Tiffy, you could have played it coy.

      I just hated that he assumed I was some spoiled brat.

      I’ve been working for five years at my mom’s salon.

      That was half the reason I got interested in Brett in the first place. I was sick of having to work every spare moment I had.

      He promised to spoil me, and I wanted to believe him. Then it became he’ll spoil me once we make it official.

      Read: once I put out.

      Brett’s dad rose from his bent over position inspecting the car, a curious look on his face, as his eyes slid over me, appreciating me all over again. Maybe he was rethinking his first impression.

      “Well look, whatever Brett did, I’m sure he deserved it. But you didn’t do shit to Brett… you did it to me,” he said, sounding damn imposing and, frankly… a bit terrifying. That anger was held in check as he loomed over me from his towering height. “And I don’t let people fuck me over and just walk off.”

      He had an intense look in his steely eyes, but I refused to be cowed.

      “Yea, I fucking bet. And since I don’t let people fuck me over and just walk off, I haven’t had my revenge on your son yet. Since everything here is owned by you,” I gestured around the massive house, the guest house, the pool, the manicured lawn, “I guess I won’t trash the place. That leaves both of us in quite a fucking pickle, huh?”

      Brett’s father looked like a man who wasn’t used to people talking to him like I was. Who wasn’t used to anyone getting away with anything against him.

      And yet, as I spoke to him brazenly, my tiny peck of a size, he looked me up and down as if I were somehow more worthy of respect than my diminutive figure would imply.

      He seemed… impressed, even.

      “Yeah, I guess it does.” His voice was firm, his gaze unflinching. “What’s your name anyhow? And how’d he meet someone like you? Brett doesn’t tell me anything.”

      “Tiffy. It’s actually Theophania because my mom is pretentious, but no one calls me that. And we met through my best friend.” A smile that was all venom twisted my lips. “I’m sure you’ll meet her real soon.”

      My eyes flicked to the guest house, then back to Brett’s father.

      “If you get my meaning.”

      Brett’s dad followed my gaze, then looked back at me. For a moment, I felt I could detect some sympathy radiating off his rugged, stony physique.

      It was short-lived. That was good.

      I didn’t want sympathy.

      “I think I do,” he said with a tone of certainty to contradict his words. “Sounds like you deserve some
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