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      I never would have imagined being trapped in an elevator with my father’s best friend would ignite desires that we both were unable to deny. But all that lust between us came tumbling out, and despite our scorching hot attraction, and even steamier tryst, I swore it was a one-time thing.

      

      Never to happen again.

      

      At least that’s what I told myself.

      

      Kurt, however, didn’t feel the same.

      

      He was possessive and deliciously dominant, leaving no doubts in my mind that regardless of our age difference, and him being a long-time family friend and his daughter being my bestie, that I was the woman he wanted.

      

      I found myself in his bed on a regular basis, until I felt utterly consumed and addicted to him. And even when I swore it was the end, there was no walking away from this man . . .

      

      Because Kurt Blackwell was now my baby daddy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Kathryn

      

      

      

      I stood under the hot shower, letting the water rinse the conditioner from my hair. Today’s upcoming interview was huge for me, and I hoped that everything would go in my favor.

      I worked my ass off to get to this point. I was born into the world of criminal lawyer extraordinaire, Roger Thomas, and of course I followed right in my father’s footsteps. Well, I ended up attending law school and making it my only focus to keep up with his success—just not working with him, in the family firm.  That was my choice, not his.

      I rinsed off completely before stepping out to dry myself with a towel. I wrapped my hair in soft cotton and slipped a robe on before I dressed for Kyle and Griffin's big interview later today. I stared into the mirror, wondering how it was that I turned twenty-six six months ago. I thought that I looked tired, which was no surprise with my constant work to get to this point. I kept my grades high all through high school, then in college, and currently I was interning with a smaller law firm just for the experience. It was all for this interview, and I knew that the direction of my future could change for good or bad by the end of the night.

      I had no real social life when I started school, even as a young girl. Dad pushed me to focus, and I did that more than spending time with friends. My oldest and dearest friend was Sophia Blackwell, and she knew to keep my secrets from Dad so I could have a semblance of my own life. Since our fathers were best friends since college, the two of us becoming close was just in the cards for us. I loved her like a sister.  She was supportive and kind and made me laugh when sometimes all I wanted to do was cry.

      Even today, she’d insisted we meet for dinner and a drink to ease my nerves once the interview finished.

      I heard my cell ringing in my bedroom just past the bathroom door and went out to retrieve it. I saw my mom’s name and bit my lip as I answered. “Hi, Mom.”

      “Kathryn! How are you?” She greeted me in her warm voice, making me smile. I loved her to pieces, but she was married to my father, and that meant I needed to keep secrets from her as well. “What are you up to today? Want to come by this weekend for dinner?”

      “Maybe, Mom. I’m meeting Sof for dinner tonight, so maybe she’ll want to come along. I know that it’s hard since we both moved a couple of hours away for school,” I said, thinking about my family residing in New York City while I lived in Boston.

      “We wish that you’d just come back, though Sophia gets to see her father since he works a lot in your area. Kurt is so lucky!” She exclaimed.

      I rolled my eyes. “He’s a contractor, and he’s here sometimes. I haven’t even seen him since Christmas a few years ago.”

      I shivered at the memory since Kurt Blackwell had always been such a temptation to me, and a forbidden one at that. He was just a few years younger than my father but extremely good looking with thick black hair, bright blue eyes, and a lean, muscular body he kept in shape. Sof had his eyes and her mother’s blonde curls, but she acted a lot like Kurt.

      I shifted on my bare feet.  He was wrong for me on so many levels, but that didn’t stop me from thinking about him in ways that never failed to get me hot and bothered.  More so than any other guy I’d dated over the years.  Kurt Blackwell began starring in my sixteen year old fantasies, and he was still my go-to mind porn during nights of self-pleasuring.  Nothing could get me off faster than visions of his dark head buried between my thighs as his tongue did wicked things to me, or those piercing blue eyes staring down at me as he fucked me hard and deep.

      I cleared my throat, banished those arousing thoughts from my mind, and focused on my conversation with my mother. “I’ll talk to Soph about the weekend, and even if she can’t come, I’ll drive out for a couple of nights. How does that sound?” I asked, and she agreed, telling me that she loved me, like she always did, before we ended the call.

      I set the phone down, taking in the steel gray pencil skirt and white blouse that I planned to pair with the matching jacket, all of which was laid out on my bed. My mom bought me a pair of obscenely expensive Louboutin heels for my last birthday that would look perfect with the thigh-high stockings I added to the ensemble.

      I went back into the bathroom and dried my hair before putting it into a chignon at the nape of my neck. My makeup was light with less focus on my eyes and more on my deep red lips that brought out the green in my eyes. I was lucky to look like my mom with the same eyes and dark hair since she was still such a beautiful woman.

      I added a simple diamond drop necklace I’d received from my father and a pair of small studs before dressing in my sophisticated business outfit. I pulled the stockings over my trim legs, adjusted the lacy band around each thigh, and after sliding into my heels, I checked myself out in the full closet mirror. I looked like a lawyer that would kick ass in court and I smiled at my reflection as I checked my hair one last time.

      God, I had to get this job. I had to prove to my father that I could make it on my own—and not by our family name and his legacy.

      I left my cottage, glancing at the water as I made my way to my green Jeep. My father rented this place for me when I came for school years ago, agreeing to pay my bills until I began to work for him after college. I loved him, but it was important to me to make a name for myself. With that in mind, I used my mom’s maiden name when I applied for the job today to keep everyone from knowing immediately who my father was. I knew that he’d do anything to get me in to whatever firm I wished using his connections, but I needed to move forward based on my skills and own reputation.

      Bless my parents, but they tried to do too much for me. I worked hard to get where I was today, and I wanted to earn every bit of my success.
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        Kathryn

      

      

      

      I drove into Boston, playing a favorite song as I hummed along. I thought back to the beginning, where Dad taught me to work hard to get what I wanted, and to always take school and academics seriously. I knew that he was proud of me, but it often came in the form of asking me for more.

      My grades in middle and high school were as high as they could be. I graduated as the Valedictorian, though I struggled with the speech because it had been scary as hell standing in front of all my classmates. I didn’t have much of a social life at all and had it not been for Soph, I never would have had any fun.

      This interview was the first thing I’ve done on my own, even with a fake name. My mom gave me her maiden name of Lily as my middle name, so it was easy enough to shorten. I’d deal with the rest later, but I had to go into things this way.  My way.

      I saw the impressive glass building that housed the famous law firm, and parked across the street in the paid garage. I checked my face and lipstick quickly and took a few deep breaths. I had forty-five minutes until the interview, and I preferred to be early for most things.  Being conscientious and timely was going to make me a good attorney.

      That, and my insomnia.

      Leaving the car, I made my way across the street, ignoring the whistles that echoed from a nearby construction site. I hated when men cat-called, even though I jogged to stay in shape. Not only was it classless, they had no right to objectify me, and I held my head higher as I reached the sidewalk that led to the building I’d be working in soon.

      Positive thinking, and all that.

      I took another deep breath and made my way to the building's lobby, taking a long look around. The floors were made from expensive swirled marble, and the sunlight was bright against the massive room that offered a small cafe and espresso stand. I smiled and glanced at the bank of four elevators, and my stomach fluttered with butterflies, knowing that I’d be in my interview soon.

      I walked to the elevators, pushing the button as I glanced between cars, waiting for the first one to arrive. My heart began to pound in my chest, and I watched as a door slid open to an empty car. I stepped in with a nervous exhale. When I turned back around, I jumped and pressed my hand to my chest. I didn’t realize that anyone had entered behind me and when I saw who it was, I was shocked.

      “Kurt?” I asked as he looked me over with a curious gaze filled with more than a little heat.

      God, he looked so damn hot, like pure sex in his fitted business suit, and I shuddered as lust and awareness immediately swirled inside me. Swallowing hard, I pressed myself against the back wall to steady myself.

      “Little Kitty,” he murmured huskily, his sexy voice like a physical caress in intimate places as he used the nickname I’d grown up with, but had left behind long ago in lieu of the more sophisticated Kathryn. “It’s been a few years. How have you been?”

      He pushed the button to the same floor that I needed, and I knew that level was entirely for the law office.

      “I’m good.”  I struggled to gather my composure and smiled at him.  “What are you doing here, and why are you going to the law office?”

      “I’m a client there. How about you?”

      Again, he let his eyes slide oh-so-slowly over me. While I’d been annoyed with the sleazy cat calls outside, Kurt’s appreciative gaze made my knees feel a bit weak.

      I bit the inside of my lip to stay calm, but there wasn’t much I could do about the pulsing warmth spiraling straight between my thighs.  It didn’t matter that I was a grown woman now. This man clearly still got to me and made me want to do dirty, forbidden things with him.  It didn’t matter his age, or that he was old enough to be my father, or that he was my best friend’s dad.

      And why was Kurt here at this law office over my dad’s, when they were best friends?

      “I have an interview,” I finally replied. “You know that I’m following in Dad’s footsteps as an attorney.”

      “Yes, and I’m so proud of you, Kitty,” he said in that sex infused voice as I pressed my hands flat against the cool walls of the car.

      Once again, that tone vibrated through my body and right into my core, and I reminded myself what the hell I was here for . . . an interview that could change my entire future.

      Suddenly, the elevator rocked and then came to a jolting stop between floors. The lights dimmed, and just as quickly panic flooded my body. I hated tight, enclosed spaces, and the thought of being trapped in here for any length of time scared me to death as I looked around.

      “What—no,” I said, before sliding to the ground as the dashboard lights flashed as though there was an electrical issue. “Shit.”

      “Kathryn, everything is going to be fine. I’m here,” Kurt assured me, kneeling in front of me as he cupped my face and made me look at him. “I’ve got you.”

      I caught a hint of his expensive cologne and breathed it in to calm me down, taking in the woodsy scent of outdoors and a hint of mint. “I hate confined spaces,” I said in a quivering voice as he gently stroked my cheeks with his warm thumbs.

      “I know. I remember when you accidentally got locked in that small closet at the house. You never went near it again,” he said, his blue eyes warm and caring. “I’m not going to let anything happen to you. I promise.”

      “Okay,” I whispered as the interview left my brain while I tried not to let my fear overwhelm me.

      He stood and moved to speak into the intercom, pressing a button and telling someone what happened as they told us to hang in there. We were informed it might be a while until outside maintenance arrived to fix the problem, but someone would get us out of here as soon as possible.

      He returned to me, sitting by my side on the floor and wrapping a strong arm around my waist in a comforting gesture.  I kicked my shoes off and instinctively curled up against him.

      “What about the interview?” Kurt asked as I closed my eyes, breathed deeply, and did everything in my power not to freak out.

      “Screw the interview. I need to get out of here.” I felt like the same little girl locked in the closet and I pressed into him, burying my face against the white dress shirt covering his chest. “I feel like I’m about to have a panic attack.”

      “Not allowed.”  His long, warm fingers wrapped around the side of my neck and his thumb tipped my chin back so I had no choice but to look up at him. “Just focus on me and you’ll be fine.”

      Holding on to the lapels of his suit jacket, I stared up into his gorgeous face, and at that moment something shifted between us.  I felt it in my body and saw it in the way his eyes darkened with desire, and how his fingers tightened against my neck. Despite my fears of being confined in the elevator for who knew how long, it was suddenly my deep-seated lust for this man that took over.

      And shockingly, it seemed, he felt the same.

      I don’t know who kissed who—and did it really matter?—but years of pent up attraction on both sides opened up like floodgates.  Suddenly we were locked in a deep, hungry kiss that made my head spin and my blood run hot in my veins.  It was a ravenous melding of lips that spoke of Kurt’s sexual experience and held the promise of pleasure and satisfaction—both of which had been sorely lacking in my life.

      Both of which I desperately wanted with him.

      Welcoming the distraction that made me forget about everything but him, I moved to my knees to get closer, and Kurt slid his hands beneath my skirt, pushing the hem up around my hips to get the garment out of the way. Cupping my ass, he dragged me over his body until I was sitting astride his thighs. He shoved off my jacket and tossed it aside as he kissed me again, making me moan as he nipped my bottom lip in a way I felt all the way to the tips of my tightly furled nipples.  Beneath his slacks, I felt him long and hard and thick against the thin, lace fabric of my thong.

      I shivered, and he broke the kiss, breathing hard as he glanced down between us where I was straddling his lap so wantonly.

      “Jesus, Christ,” he muttered.

      I thought for sure he meant to end things, stating how wrong this was considering all the reasons this was a really bad idea, but instead he moved one hand to the exposed skin above my thigh high stocking, then slid his palm a few inches upward to my aching, needy pussy.

      “Do you always wear sexy underwear like this?” he growled, the sound of his voice dark and deliciously dominant. “Barely fucking there panties designed to make a man go insane with the urge to rip them off you to see what’s beneath?”

      I could only manage a mewled response, then a sharp gasp as he grazed his thumb along the crotch of my thong, already wet from my arousal.

      He licked the side of my neck, all the way up to my ear.  “You’re fucking soaked for me, aren’t you, Kitty?”

      “Yes,” I breathed, unable to deny the truth.  I was shamelessly hot and wet for him.

      He pushed his thumb beneath the damp fabric, swiping that finger expertly over my swollen clit, and I rocked into his hand.  I was out of control, and nothing mattered but the many ways this man could make me come. I wanted him every way possible and damn the consequences.

      “Unbutton your blouse so I can see your breasts,” he ordered.

      Facing away from the doors, I obeyed mindlessly, unfastening my top, then unhooking the front clasp to my bra to give him what he wanted.  He leaned back and stared at my full, firm breasts and the nipples that were so tight they hurt.  He groaned deep in his throat and licked his lips.

      “Jesus, I knew you’d be amazing, but this is beyond anything I’ve ever imagined,” he said, revealing his own impure thoughts about me.  “You are so goddamn sexy.  So fucking perfect.”

      His head dipped down to take one of my nipples into his mouth, and he sucked hard before stroking my pussy again. The combination of his fingers pushing deep inside me, and the scrape of his teeth and the swirl of his tongue over my rigid nipples, drove me quickly to the edge. Whimpering and arching my back, I came against the fingers that were inside of me, fucking me in earnest.

      “Oh, God,” I moaned as my entire body convulsed in the sweetest, hottest pleasure I’d ever known.  I’d been with guys before, but Kurt was all man and knew just how to touch a woman to make her unravel to pieces . . . and make her want more.

      I couldn’t believe that I was here with Kurt, the man I’d fantasized about since I was a teenager, and once the euphoria of my orgasm started to recede, I reached down to unbutton and unzip his pants, working them, and his tight black boxer briefs, over his hips until his cock sprang free between us.  I took him in my hand, my slender fingers barely able to wrap around his immense girth as I stroked up the length of his shaft and glided my thumb over the fat head, already leaking with fluid.

      He swore beneath his breath and caught my wrist before I could do it again.  “I don’t have a condom,” he said, his voice hoarse.

      I lifted my gaze to his face, seeing the tightening of his jaw and the chaos in his dark blue eyes. We’d come this far and despite how risky the situation, how crazy and insane, I wasn’t about to let this opportunity slip through my fingers.  I’d dreamed of Kurt fucking me, and now I was about to experience the real thing.

      “I’m on the pill.  I’m clean and I need to feel you inside me.  Please,” I whispered urgently.

      “I’m clean, too.  I get tested regularly, and I want you so damn bad.  I’ve wanted you for forever,” he revealed, releasing his hold on my hand and using his fingers to pull the crotch of my panties to the side, exposing my pussy.

      Lifting up on my knees, I rubbed the tip of his dick through my slick folds, then pressed the head against my entrance as he watched with hungry eyes.

      He let go of my thong and grabbed my hips, pushing me down onto his cock a teasing inch, just enough to let me feel the delicious burn of being stretched.  “You want this big cock filling you up, Little Kitty?” he asked huskily.

      His dirty talk only inflamed me more, and made me forget everything but this moment with him.  I tried to wiggle my way down his length, but the strong hands gripping my hips kept him in total control.

      “Say it,” he demanded, making me aware that up to this point in my life, I had been with nothing more than horny, inept boys who hadn’t mastered the art of true seduction.  This man was assertive and commanding and I loved it.

      “Yes . . .”  My voice begged and I was already blushing with what I was about to say.  “Yes, I want your big cock filling me all the way up.”

      He smirked a bit arrogantly as he pulled my body down while driving up into me with one hard, shockingly painful thrust.  I lost my ability to breath as he filled and stretched me, and he gave me a handful of seconds to acclimate to his large size while he seemingly tried to adjust, too.

      “You are so goddamn tight,” he said through clenched teeth.

      “That’s because you’re so goddamn big,” I retorted, feeling my inner muscles gradually relax around him.

      He huffed out a laugh before making more of those filthy demands of his.  “Fuck me, Kitty.  Show me how much you want this.  How much you want me.”

      With my hands braced on his shoulders, I moved up and down his length, slowly at first, then gradually faster . . . harder . . . deeper.  His big hands slid down to my ass, gripping it tight and grinding our bodies together in a way that created a maddening friction against my sensitive clit.

      My back arched, and his mouth latched on to one of my breasts, then the other.  I twisted my fingers in his hair as we found our rhythm, fucking like animals as someone came over the speaker to tell us it would be a little while longer, and I was just grateful there wasn’t a camera in the elevator to record my debauchery.

      We came together, the force of my release shaking through me like an earthquake, while Kurt shuddered against me.  His mouth claimed mine to smother my screams and to minimize his harsh grunts and groans as he released inside me.

      Panting as though we’d both run a marathon, I slumped against him, taking a few minutes to gain my bearings again and when I did, the reality of the situation was like a douse of cold water over my head.

      Oh, my God.  Did I really just fuck both my father’s best friend and my best friend’s father?  There were over twenty years between us, but with the way Kurt made me feel, I conveniently forgot about all those things.

      I lifted my head to stare at him, knowing that this one time wasn’t even close to sating my desire for him.  Knowing, too, that this forbidden tryst would have to be enough because there was too much at stake.  For both of us.

      Silently, we untangled our bodies and stood up to fix our clothing since we’d be rescued soon.  I thanked my logic for wearing thigh high stockings as I adjusted my thong, reclasped my bra, and buttoned my shirt.  I slipped my jacket back on and smoothed a hand down my skirt.

      As I stepped back into my shoes, I tried not to think how much of a hot mess I looked right before the most important interview of my life.
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