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      Ever since I was a teenager, I’ve had a thing for my best friend’s hot dad, Sutton.  Now that I’m in my twenties and he’s divorced, there is no denying our attraction, despite our almost twenty year age gap.

      

      Except Sutton is hell-bent on being a good guy and keeping things platonic between us.

      

      What he doesn’t count on is my single-minded determination to be a bad girl and seduce him, until he can’t resist me any longer.

      

      When we find ourselves stranded at a resort and sharing a room, nothing will stop me from finally getting what I want.  Sutton is everything I’ve fantasized about, and more, but when he’s forced to make an impossible decision, will he choose me, or walk away from everything we could be together?

      

      Forbidden Attraction is a steamy age gap, best friend’s dad romance with a guaranteed happily ever after!
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        Sutton

      

      

      

      I walked into a waterfront bar and restaurant in Sausalito, expecting to meet my date, Alexandria, who I met through an online dating site. It had been a perfect Bay Area day, weatherwise, and now the weak winter sun bade farewell to daylight in a spectacular show of colors outside the window. Boats bobbed upon the harbor waters, and seagulls pinwheeled in the sky. Holiday lights still adorned the windows as Christmas had already come and gone. As far as date scenes went, this one was picture-perfect.

      When I saw Alexandria sitting at the bar with her back to me, her shapely curves immediately captured my attention. She tipped her head back and shook out her raven-colored mane of hair. The dim lights of the bar glistened on her silken tresses, making my hands itch to massage her scalp and run my fingers through every strand.

      Oh, this looked so promising.  It had been too fucking long since I’d gotten laid—since before my divorce—and laid I would get tonight, if the seductive online chats we’d indulged in over the past few weeks were any indication.

      Dressed in an Italian three-piece suit to impress, I adjusted my tie and prepared to meet Alex, who seemed like a perfect fit for me.

      She said she loved adventure.

      I owned a chain of high-end adventure stores. At forty-three, I was still in great shape and I kayaked, skied, scuba dived, rock climbed, parasailed, and even occasionally raced motorcycles and Formula One cars.

      She told me she loved fine dining.

      I own seven of the world’s finest restaurants, all 5-star Michelin.

      And, she said she loved simple things, like home and family.

      I owned a massive home in the hills of Mill Valley, California, where I raised my daughter. Luckily, I managed to save the ten million dollar home from the clutches of my ex-wife.

      But when Alex spun around to face me, I drew back, immediately repulsed by what I saw. “Fucking hell. What the fuck are you doing here, Gloria?”

      Did I mention that Gloria and I were divorced last year? It had been a bitter, brutal divorce that ended with Gloria getting over half of everything, except for the house. And she didn’t deserve one splinter of wood.

      Gloria held the world record in bitchdom. And no, she didn’t like adventure, she only ate at fine restaurants if she could impress someone, and she hated staying home and taking care of our daughter when Lena was little. Gloria only wanted me for my money, and she got boatloads of it through the ugly divorce—far more than she deserved, in my opinion.

      “I knew it was you. I just knew it!” she hissed, her eyes narrowed at me.

      “So, why did you show up if you knew it was me?” I asked, dumbfounded and irritated. “Why’d you keep corresponding with me on the dating site? And what’s with the ridiculous wig?”

      Ignoring the questions, she sneered, “You just can’t wait to get some pussy, can you?”

      “Since you never put out, hell, yes,” I said, earning me a lip curl from her. “And what business is it of yours? I caught you cheating on me, and now we’re divorced. Let me have my life back, for Christ’s sake, Gloria.”

      Anger ricocheted through my gut. But then, my therapist whispered in my ear, saying, What does all this rage accomplish, Sutton? Nothing. It’s over with your ex. Take a deep breath and move on.

      So, I took a deep breath, pivoted, and walked away—again.

      “Hey! Where are you going? Get back here,” Gloria yelled.

      I lifted my hand and waved her off as I exited the restaurant.

      On the drive back to my office in downtown Mill Valley, I continued to fume. For weeks “Alexandria” led me on. I’d even shared some of my garbage about my ex-wife with…well, with my ex-wife who was posing as Alexandria Cunningham from Washington State. And, of course, she told me what I wanted to hear since she knew me intimately. We’d been married for twenty-five years, right out of high school.

      I pulled up to a red light and drummed my fingers on the steering wheel, still seething. Realizing this train of thinking would get me nowhere like my therapist said, I took another deep breath, blew it out, and shook my shoulders. I glanced to my left, out the driver’s side window, and saw a beauty of a woman staring at me.

      When she made eye contact with me, she blew me a kiss. Then, she looked down at her lap or the floorboards or something and came back into view bearing lipstick. Quickly, she scribbled her phone number on the window of her vehicle.

      The light turned green before I could respond with my middle finger, since I was in a fucking mood as far as women were concerned. After this evening’s attempt at dating for the first time since my divorce, which my buddy Elijah had talked me into, I was officially taking myself off the market.

      Once I’d parked my Aston Martin, I climbed the redwood steps to my office building. Industry Innovations was my baby.

      I’d started the business years ago in my mid-twenties, after several failed attempts at entrepreneurship, and this one exceeded my expectations. The company had several divisions dealing with space exploration, eco-friendly, high-tech home development, and luxury adventure travel. A multi-billion dollar company, with offices in Atlanta, New York, and Los Angeles, as well as here, when it came to business, I felt like a success.

      When it came to love, that one was a big, fat zilch. I thought I knew love—I’d fallen hard for Gloria when we were both in high school. When she got pregnant in the summer after graduating, we got married, even though we’d both been dirt poor. But, our early years were full of exploration and fun. On the weekends, we’d head to Lake County, rent a boat for the day and cruise the lake with our toddler. Or, we’d head off into the hills for a picnic lunch. When we entered college, we juggled raising a kid with our studies.

      When success and money happened, she turned mean and greedy.

      While I took our kid, Lena, to soccer or dance classes, got her hair cut, and paid for swim lessons, Gloria went shopping until my credit cards cried from the abuse. As Lena matured, I stepped back so I didn’t smother her, but was always there when she needed me.

      Gloria was never there, to begin with.

      I always tried to serve as an excellent example of being kind and humble while being filthy rich.

      My wife became a stereotype of a rich, socialite snob, where nothing was ever good enough for her. After Lena moved out of the house, my marriage completely disinigrated.  Looking back, I could see how Lena served as some sort of glue to keep Gloria and me together. We’d been on the rocks for several years, but Gloria wanted to stay plugged into her cash register—me. It had been a relief when I caught her in bed with a buddy of mine. I should have paid him some sort of bonus or given him a ticket to Bali.

      But, he’d have used it on my wife, so, instead, I fired him.

      Shaking my head from my trip down memory lane, I opened the door at the top of the steps. My receptionist sat at her desk in her sleek office, still working.

      “What are you doing here, Caitlin? You should be home,” I said, frowning. It was after six in the evening on a Friday.

      “Oh, hi, Mr. MacMillan.” She flashed me a practiced smile, with her head tilted at just the right angle to showcase her pretty face.

      I helped fund her education at a modeling agency. I’d be losing her one day, but I liked to help people explore their passions and dreams.

      “Just finishing up a report. I thought you were out for the day.” She looked all young and bright-eyed at me—eager and full of hope. At twenty-two, wasn’t that what life was about?

      When you reached my age, forty-three, life was not always that joyful. Especially after Gloria….

      “I was, and now I’m not.” I grimaced and strode past her desk, heading for my office in the back, which looked out over Mt. Tamalpais. Right as I was about to sit down, put my feet on the desk, and loosen my tie, my mobile phone rang.

      I glanced at the caller ID and groaned before answering it. “Hey, Warren, what’s up?”

      Warren, my twenty-five-year-old daughter’s boyfriend, was about to propose. He’d been hinting at it for weeks with comments like, “You like me kind of like a son, don’t you, Sutton?” And, “If I were to take Lena somewhere special for a, you know…something like a honeymoon, where do you think she’d like to go?” But he hadn’t gotten up the nerve to flat out tell me his intentions.

      How my daughter had gotten so seriously involved with someone so awkward and passive, when she was so bubbly and vibrant—and high maintenance, I’ll admit—I didn’t have a clue.

      “I’ve got the winery reserved. Everything’s a go for Lena’s birthday,” he said, almost secretively. “You’ll be there, right?”

      I rolled my eyes. “Where else would I be? She’s my daughter. It’s her birthday.”

      “Okay. Okay. Just checking,” Warren said. “I wasn’t sure, since, uh, it’s also New Year’s Eve weekend.”

      A beat of silence stretched between us.

      “Anything else?” I asked, trying to keep my annoyance in check. After my disastrous evening with my ex, my patience felt stretched to the limit.

      “No. No, sir. Nothing else.” Another pause. “Well…I’ll see you next weekend.”

      “Great. Looking forward to it,” I said.

      “Oh, wait,” Warren said before I disconnected the call.

      “What?” I snapped.

      “I need to thank Harlow for all her help, you know, getting everything set up for the weekend,” he said, sounding a bit timid after my exasperated response. “What do you think I should, uh, get her?”

      Hearing the name Harlow stopped my heart and made dick perk up, as it always did—fucking pervert. Harlow was my daughter’s best friend. And she was also the woman I’d fantasized about once it became apparent my wife and I would never make it…Which was, oh, about the time Harlow and Lena graduated from high school and I’d gotten a glimpse of her nubile body in a teeny-tiny string bikini as she’d frolicked in our pool that summer.  Jesus, the two little triangles that formed the top had barely contained her firm, full tits, and the bottoms had left little to the imagination, as well.  And I had a fucking filthy imagination when it came to Harlow.

      My attraction to her was so wrong, and I told myself as long as I kept my lustful thoughts to myself, and I didn’t touch the forbidden fruit, then I wasn’t hurting anyone. But the truth was, since separating from Gloria it had been those dirty scenarios of being with Harlow that had kept my spank bank stocked full.

      And now I was half hard from just thinking about her.

      “Shit,” I muttered, and shifted uncomfortably in my chair.

      “Yeah, that’s what I say,” Warren said, and sighed over the phone line. “Can’t think of any ideas, either?”

      “What?” I hadn’t heard a word he said.

      “Ideas?” he repeated. “Do you have any ideas what I should get Harlow as a thank you gift for all her help?”

      “Get her flowers,” I said, eager to bring this conversation to a halt, along with the erotic images in my head.

      “Flowers? Do you think she likes flowers?”

      “Fuck, Warren, I don’t know.” I dragged a hand along my tight jaw. “Look, I’ve got to go. Another call is coming through. See you at the party,” I said, hanging up before he got the chance to say another word.

      Jesus, I was going to burn in hell for lusting after Harlow. Right after my daughter decided to never speak to me again if she ever found out the truth. Groaning, I dropped my head back against the leather seat and squeezed my eyes shut.

      “Hey, man, you look whipped. What happened on your date?”

      I blinked my eyes open, looking up to see Elijah, my long-time buddy, and CEO standing in the doorway to my office.

      “Uh,” I said, unable to form a sentence.

      “The date?” he repeated, as if I hadn’t heard him the first time. “The woman you told me you were looking forward to meeting after weeks of meaningful correspondence? That date?”

      “Uh,” I stupidly said again. No way was I going to share that my date had been my vindictive ex.  That was just too damn humiliating to admit.

      Elijah laughed. “That good, huh?”

      “No, actually, it sucked, and not in a good way.” I shoved my fingers through my thick hair and exhaled a deep breath. “I think I’m done with dating.”

      “You won’t feel that way once you’ve met The One,” Elijah said, entering my office and plunking down in one of my custom-designed chairs.

      Harlow’s beautiful face swam before my eyes, floating in my private sea of thoughts like a topless mermaid, her perfect breasts undulating in slow motion around her ribcage beneath the rippling water. . .

      “Shit,” I said again, pissed at having the fantasy with Elijah a few feet away.

      “No, no, I mean it. You meet the one, and all your previous suffering won’t mean a thing. Poof! It will all go up in smoke.” Elijah splayed his fingers.

      “Gotcha,” I said, swallowing back the image of sucking on Harlow’s tight nipples. “But, I’m done. That date was a total bust. It brought back the memory of my marriage to Gloria.”

      Elijah cringed. “Aw, buddy, don’t say that. You’ll find the one. I know it.”

      “Do you need anything? Because I need to be getting home,” I said, rising to my feet.

      “Nah.” Elijah shook his head. “I only wanted to check on you when I saw your car parked outside. I’d hoped for better news with your date.”

      “Sorry to disappoint,” I said, rounding the desk.

      When Elijah stood, I clapped him on the back. “Good to see you, man,” I said.

      His eyebrows lifted, his expression confused. “What? I saw you earlier.”

      “Oh, right. Sorry. I’m distracted.” I shook my head. “That date left skid marks.”

      Elijah returned the back clap. “Don’t you worry. The One will come riding up on her gray horse when you least expect it. Maybe you’ll meet her at your daughter’s event next weekend? Have you thought of that?”

      Oh, boy, had I ever. The image of Harlow, riding bareback and naked, her brilliant, wavy auburn hair sailing behind her, shot through my mind.

      “I doubt it, but thanks,” I said, ushering Elijah from my office. I sure didn’t want him to see my rigid cock trying to force its way out of my expensive trousers.

      Fuck. This birthday party’s got disaster written all over it, especially since I can’t seem to get Harlow out of my head.
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        Harlow

      

      

      

      My mom’s a bitch. Not just any old bitch but an ax swinging banshee with a quiver of arrows on her back, all aimed at my father. She and Dad divorced last year, but Mom’s still determined to stay connected through vindictive fighting. I swear you’d think she’d put energy into dating the way Dad did, but no. She’d rather grind that ax and focus on all the ways Dad wronged her since the divorce.

      However, she’d been the one to do the wronging before they split.

      Mom and I just sat down to coffee and scones at Re-Pete Coffee, a lovely little coffee shop on Throckmorton, when Dad strode in.

      His latest girlfriend—Jerelyn Carda—hung on his arms like ivy on a brick wall. I went to high school with Jerelyn, who’d been a part of the mean girl clique, so I braced myself for another unpleasant encounter.

      Dad picked them young and pretty just to annoy Mom, I was sure. He was a handsome man and filthy rich to boot, but it was so embarrassing when he waltzed in with someone my age, especially if I knew her.

      “Harlow,” Jerelyn gushed like we were ever tight.

      I couldn’t stand her in high school and couldn’t stand her today. Especially the way she clung to my father while dressed in some hoochie-mama outfit better left on the rack in the back of the store.

      “Andrei!” Mom hissed, her banshee cloak starting to swirl around her neck.

      “Suzette,” Dad said, grinning with that glint in his eye.

      I think he loved torturing Mom since she was the one who cheated on him first—or maybe she merely got caught first, who knows? I honestly couldn’t recall the last time Mom and Dad were genuinely nice to one another.

      “And my lovely daughter, Harlow,” Dad said, leaning forward to kiss my cheek.

      “Hey, Dad.” God, how I wished I could melt into the leather-covered booth. Either that or leave, but Dad and Jerelyn blocked my exit.

      “Hey, Mrs. Winters,” Jerelyn said to Mom, adding a finger wave.

      Mom ignored her. “Must you insist on parading our divorce through town with those…those…girls?” She waved her hand like she was conjuring a demon meant to slay my father.

      “Now, Suzette, this is as much my town as it is yours,” Dad began.

      “Would you two just stop?” I said. “You’ve been divorced for over a year. Just deal with it and move on like adults.”

      Mom continued to shoot bullets at Dad with her eyes.

      And everyone in Re-Pete’s stared at us, transfixed by this latest episode of The Winters’s Divorce.

      “Move, Dad, move.” I shoved my father’s side, and he shifted slightly, yammering something to Mom about how “you were the one who betrayed me.” Enveloped in a cloud of shame, I slunk from the coffee shop, avoiding all the glares and stares of glee from the other customers. I swear, if this is the way marriage was, I wanted nothing to do with it.

      Outside on the sidewalk, the day’s fog had begun to lift, revealing patches of blue sky and glints of sunlight. It promised to be another beautiful day in Marin County, California, even though it was the end of December.

      So why did I feel like shit? It wasn’t just the scene at Re-Pete’s. It probably had something to do with the date I had last night.

      Johnny Johnson, the guy I’d met online, sounded like a catch online. But when I met him, he held the same appeal as all the guys I’d dated recently—I just didn’t find them interesting.

      Johnny wanted to become a pro surfer. It could be fun, but it sounded like he had no room in his van for a girlfriend—not with all the surfing gear he carried. I mean, he talked about surfing non-stop until my ears started to bleed.

      Dylan, the guy from a few nights ago, longed to become an accountant.

      Boring.

      And, Mason, the guy I dated last week, seemed nice enough until I met his eleven cats.

      Eleven cats? Who had that many cats? Mason Brown, that’s who. With a home that stank like a litter box-fish food combo surprise, I’d left immediately.

      I’m sure he cried into his cats’ fur that night.

      Flustered, I strode the two blocks to my place of employment, Effortless Extravagance, determined to put this day behind me. I pushed open the European designer front door, complete with tempered glass and an elegant metal bamboo branch separating the glass panels. Before entering, I glanced wistfully up the hill toward Sutton MacMillan’s office.

      Sutton was my best friend’s father. He was easy to talk to, a good listener, exciting, and gave a shit about the planet. And, he was hot as holy fuck… one of those men who improved with age, like a fine Bordeaux wine. Plus, he was now single, thanks to his own divorce from Lena’s mother, which had gone down as messy as my parents’ divorce. But my parents still played out with the ongoing theatrics.

      Sutton just seemed thankful it was all over.

      I sighed. What I wouldn’t give to date Sutton. But then I’d probably lose my best friend, Lena, as well as my job since she owned Effortless Extravagance.

      Stepping past the threshold, I looked up to see Lena at the counter with Osric Blanchette, an incredible up-and-coming French designer. A stack of clothing lay draped over the counter between them. Lena sifted through each garment reverently as if perusing sacred, recently discovered attire found in a cave in France.

      Osric, a gorgeous high-cheekboned, cocoa-skinned, sometimes-I-like-to-play-with-women, sometimes-I-like-to-rock-with-men, twenty-two-year-old guy, designed with flair and whimsy. He was Europe’s hottest designer, and he’d signed an exclusive with us for one year.

      Lena glanced over at me as I shuffled to the back to deposit my purse. “You okay?” she mouthed.

      I held up my hands and shrugged, then continued on my way.

      In the break room, I set to making a cup of espresso since I’d left my unfinished coffee sitting on the table at Re-Pete’s. Once finished, I sat at the round, two-person table sitting in the corner and sipped the bitter java drink.

      Lena sashayed in a few minutes later. “What’s up? What happened with your mom?”

      “Guess,” I said, propping my elbows on the table and resting my chin in my palms.

      Lena wince. “Your dad came in with another girl.”

      “You got it…and guess who it was this time?” I looked up at her ruefully.

      “Who? Tell me…” Lena floated into the chair opposite me, the picture of elegance and grace.

      “Jerelyn Carda.” My head felt heavy in my hands like it could fall onto the table of its own accord.

      “Oh, God, not her. And then the fight began, am I right?”

      I nodded. “Right there in Re-Pete’s Coffee which had a packed audience,” I said.

      “Oh, I’m so sorry, girl. I’m glad my dad’s being mature about the divorce. My mom really screwed him over and he’s such a good guy,” Lena said.

      “Is he dating anyone?” I said casually, hoping the answer was no.

      “I’m not sure. Dad mentioned meeting someone online who sounded promising, but I haven’t talked to him for a few days, so…” She shrugged. “We’ll find out at my birthday party next weekend. I’m so excited…Warren said he has something huge planned as a surprise. What do you think it is? A trip to Tahiti?”

      More like the trip of a lifetime—Warren planned on proposing. I’d helped him pick out the venue, the food, and the flowers. After work, I had plans to help him find a ring. Schooling my features, I said, “Not a clue.” I wanted to circle back around to the topic of her father. “So…” I said, taking another sip of my espresso. “Sutton’s bringing his new date to your party?”

      “I said, we’ll see. Don’t know, but I told him to bring a Plus-One. Why? Do you know anyone who would make a good match for Dad?” Lena eyed her fingernails. She’d been getting every nail painted the same color except on her ring finger. She insisted her ring fingernail be painted a glittery gold as a hint to Warren to propose.

      Why she didn’t guess the surprise might be a proposal was a mystery to me. She’d been dropping hints to Warren for months.

      “Do I know anyone who might be a good match for Sutton? Let me think.” I tapped my fingers on the table, hoping she couldn’t sense the heat between my legs. Whenever I thought of Sutton, my whole body started to throb. “Nope, can’t think of a one.”

      “Pity,” Lena said, rising from her seat. “Well,” she said with a swish of her hand. “When you’re done here, come help me pick inventory from Osric’s collection. He left us a catalog and a few samples.”

      “I’ll be out in a few,” I said. “Just trying to recover from the latest fight.”

      “You poor dear.” She kissed the top of my head before sashaying from the room. “Maybe you’ll meet someone at my party. Warren’s invited everyone we both know.”

      “That would be nice,” I said to her as she sailed away.

      But the truth was, I didn’t want to meet anyone else. I wanted Sutton.
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