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Your boyfriend is a douche, Amber, I told myself. Correction; ex-boyfriend.

I’d spent too many nights crying over Reese dumping me without warning, and now it was time to move on. The only trouble with that plan was how awful my blind dates had been going. All they wanted was to buy me a drink and take me to bed, which was not going to happen.

Although, maybe it was what I needed to get my ex out of my head. Reese and I had been together for many years, and it was a bit of a shock for him to dump me the way he did. I thought we were basically headed to the altar, but instead I was treated to him telling me out of the blue that he didn't love me anymore.

I thought maybe there was someone else. Reese had mentioned a few things that made it sound like he thought I was too vanilla. Snorting, I climbed out of my car and headed inside the local grocery store. We’d been high school sweethearts, learning everything together. If he'd wanted kinky, he should have told me sooner. I couldn't help wondering if he'd gotten his rocks off with a dirtier girl since leaving me in the dust weeks ago. Or if he'd been cheating on me even before we broke up. 

With humor, I picked up an English cucumber. All I wanted it for was a salad, but I couldn't help the lurid thoughts instantly setting my face on fire. If I was that desperate, I had a few battery operated friends back home. I had no desire to turn to the produce section at the local Stop and Go to make myself happy.

“That would be such a waste of a fine specimen.”

Startled, I yelped and dropped the cucumber. Cheeks blazing, I lifted my head to find Reese’s father standing on the other side of the produce display. “Mr. Abbott!”

“Miss Brown.”

At forty-two, my ex-boyfriend's father, Ryan Abbott, was still super hot. Even though I was only twenty, I wasn't blind to his attributes. He and Reese worked out together frequently, which I had witnessed more than once. The two of them with their shirts off was enough to send me into overdrive. Sweat dripping down chiseled abs as they strained to out lift each other... mmm, yeah. They shared the same blonde hair and blue eyes, but Ryan had a full beard and kept his hair long, whereas Reese always kept his hair short and his face clean shaven. 

"What are you doing here?" As soon as the words were out of my mouth, I wanted to take them back. What the fuck else is he doing in a grocery store, Amber?

"Grocery shopping."

He totally could have made it sound like it was the most obvious answer in the world, but he said it politely. 

"Of course. Sorry."

Crossing his arms over his chest, Mr. Abbott asked, "Have you heard from my son?"

Blinking rapidly at the sight of his straining muscles, I replied, "Not since he dumped me."

"He's a fool." 

Yeah, well, I was a bigger fool for grieving what we'd had when he'd already moved on. I felt tears stinging the backs of my eyes. When Ryan reached out, I leaned forward without thinking. With a gentle touch, he pressed his thumb beneath my eye and wiped away my tears. 

"I..."

"Have dinner with me, Amber."

Whoa, what? "Sir?"

The small groan in his throat was just barely audible. "My son wasn't smart enough to see what he had right in front of him."

"Maybe—"

"But I see you, Amber. Smart." He touched my shoulder. "Kind." One hand brushed my hair out of my face. "Stunning."

Oh, my God. My boyfriend's father was hitting on me. "Sir, I'd love to, really, but you're my father's age."

"Does that bother you?" he asked, humor in his voice. 

Did it? "No, I suppose it's just token resistance."

His answering smirk was hot as fuck. "Good."

My heartbeat picked up. Ryan Abbott wanted to take me on a date. My boy—ex-boyfriend's—father. A man old enough to be my father. "But a date? Are you sure?"

Ryan's chuckle was low in his throat. "Oh, I'm sure."

"I... guess?" Taking a deep breath, I firmed my tone. What could it hurt? "Yes."

This time when he touched me, it was to tap his thumb on my lower lip. "Are you free tonight?"

"Oh." Tonight? Was I ready for it so soon? "Sure." Apparently, I was. 

"Perfect. Can I pick you up, or would you rather meet somewhere?"

"You know what? Might as well pick me up."

"Perfect," he said again. "Absolutely perfect."

I felt heat rising to my cheeks. "What time?"

"Let's see." Ryan pulled his cell from his pocket, tapping a few buttons before looking back up at me. "Is seven too late?"

I twisted my hands together. "No, it's fine."

"Wear something special, Amber. You're dating a man now."

Despite thinking I was mature, I shivered at his words. "O-okay."

Well, I certainly couldn't focus after that, and I had no reason to buy food for dinner anymore. So I went home, watching the clock and trying not to hyperventilate. 

There was likely a rule somewhere stating you shouldn't date the dad. But I'd always liked Mr. Abbott—Ryan. For the past four years, he'd been polite, respectful; not like some dads who leered like they thought they could imagine you naked if they tried hard enough. He was funny, I knew that much. He was sweet, as far as I knew. Reese’s mother had died when he was younger, so Ryan was a widower. There hadn't been any girlfriends at their house, and Reese once told me he was grateful his father didn't parade them in and out of his life. 

Despite my brain's admonishment, I scrubbed every inch of my skin and shaved everything that wasn't already waxed. Slathering on scented lotion, I studied my face in the mirror. I was eager, it was clear in my eyes. They were my best feature, a nice turquoise color to complement my medium brown hair. The hair I hated. It wasn't special, or any defined shade of brown. It wasn't chestnut or sable or some other dumb description. Just fucking brown. Sure, my tits were perky, but they were tiny. And my ass stuck out farther than I wanted it to, but no amount of exercise ever helped shrink it. 

Sighing, I walked over to my closet to figure out what to wear. Used to be, I didn't worry about my looks as much. I had a boyfriend, someone I thought I'd be with forever. He loved me the way I am. 

Ha! Clearly not, or that fucker wouldn't be out there chasing pussy in every flavor other than vanilla. 

At 6:55, I heard a knock on my door. Of course, I'd been standing just inside my foyer, trying not to pass out from lack of oxygen. This was the craziest thing I'd ever done, but it wasn't the meal that had me worked up. 

It was knowing how hard I would try to get Mr. Abbott to fuck me by the end of the night. 
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My breath caught at the sight of him. His white dress shirt was unbuttoned at the top, a sprinkle of coarse blond hair peeking through. His suit jacket was black over dark jeans. I couldn't help it; I bit my lip to hold in my drool. His thighs were thicker than both my arms put together, his beard neatly combed and his hair pulled back. 

"Amber, you look fantastic." 

Blinking up at him, I realized I'd missed the bouquet he held out because I'd been staring at his body. "Thank you."

Sometimes, I could be tough on myself, but even I had to admit I looked good. I'd bought a white bodycon dress for my anniversary with Reese, which we'd never gotten to celebrate. Too bad for him, he'd never get to see me in it. It was obviously working on Mr. Abbott if the way he couldn't stop staring at me was any indication. 

Accepting the flowers, I stepped back to let him in. "Let me find something to put these in. I don't have a vase."

Ryan had followed me across the apartment to my little kitchen. "All the years you and Reese dated, and he never gave you flowers?"

"Um, he did for my eighteenth birthday, but I used one of my mom's vases since I was still living at home." Rummaging under the sink, I tried to find anything worth holding the gorgeous lilies.

"Jesus."

Though it was said under his breath, I straightened and glanced back at him. "What?"

He took a step back. "Let's just say your ass in that dress is making it difficult for me to be a gentleman."

"Oh." Pleased, I felt myself flush. "I've got, um, I have a pitcher. I'll use that and we can go."

By the time we settled in his Corvette, tension had built between us until it crackled. I wanted him, and he wanted me. At this point, dinner was a formality. 

Crossing my legs tightly, I asked, "Where, um, where are we going?"

"La Voile."

I nearly choked on my tongue. "Don't they require reservations? And, fuck, aren't they like, two hundred dollars a plate?"

"First," he said, shifting gears and changing lanes, "watch your mouth."

Good God, his tone of voice was about to kill me. 

"Second." Checking his mirror, he moved over again. "No, that price is a rumor."

"I—"

"Third," he interrupted, "I told you, I'm a man. While I love my son, he has a lot of growing up to do."

There wasn't anything I could think of to say. I'd been happy with Reese and never thought of him as immature. Then again, if he had the gall to cheat on me, then he was a pathetic weasel. 

Mr. Abbott stopped at the valet stand, hopping out and coming around to open my door. I took his offered hand and couldn't stop my grin from spreading as he tucked my hand into the crook of his arm. 

"You don't have to worry about whether you're a gentleman, Mr. Abbott. You've got it down pat."

"Amber, can you do me a favor?"

"Sure." I tilted my head to look up into his face. He had at least six inches on me in my heels. 

"My name is Ryan. Please don't call me Mr. Abbott."

"Oh, I'm sorry. It's a habit."

"I know it is." He paused, speaking briefly to the woman at the host stand before turning back to me. "But I'd much prefer hearing my first name in your mouth."

There went that shiver again. Instinct told me things in the bedroom would set off an inferno, and that Ryan would set me personally on fire. 

They seated us immediately, and I wondered how often he dined here. Ryan owned and operated a lawn care business, which Reese helped him run. I suppose the Abbotts were well known around town, considering how well the business did. Still, I hadn't expected such deference from the staff. 

"Do you come here often?" 

Glancing up from his menu, Ryan smirked crookedly. "Yes."

"Oh." With dates, most likely. It was a reminder that no matter how much fun we had, that was all it would be. Fun.

"Amber."

Fuck, the way the man said my name was sinful. I looked up. "Yes, sir?"

There went that soft groan again. "I own a percentage of this restaurant."

Dropping my menu, I stared with my mouth open. 

"Unless you want me to fill that mouth, I suggest you close it."

"Fu—uhdge." Snapping my mouth closed, I continued to stare. I just bet his cock is as big as the rest of him. Could I even take something that big? 

"There's more to me than you know, Miss Brown."

What an understatement. 

"Yes, it seems so." I had to lick my lips and release his gaze. The words on the menu swam in front of me. 

"Any questions about the menu?"

"No, except there aren't any prices." I'd always been taught that if you had to ask the price, you couldn't afford it. 

"Why would you worry about that?"

He sounded amused. Snorting, I replied, "I don't want to accidentally order the most expensive thing on here."

"Afraid you can't repay me?"

This time, I met his eyes directly. "I don't owe you a penny for taking me to dinner."

"I wasn't going to ask for reimbursement."

"Sure you were." Damn, my mouth had gone dry. "Just not in cash."

The tiny crow’s feet at the corners of his eyes crinkled. "To be perfectly clear, anything that happens after dinner isn't a condition of me paying for this date. It's merely mutual satisfaction."

"You sound awfully confident something will happen after dinner."

Leaning forward, Ryan dropped his voice. "If you're not interested in going back to your place together, then we'll just have dinner and call it a night. If you don't picture me making you writhe on your bed, on your couch, on the kitchen counter..." He picked up my hand and ran his thumb over the underside of my wrist, where my pulse beat in triple time. "If you don't want to learn something new; don't want me to dominate you—violate you—make you scream my name until you go hoarse... then dinner it is."

Heart thundering in my ears, I desperately tried to work up enough saliva to swallow past a dry throat. What the fuck was I supposed to say to that? 

Letting me go, he sat back. "What are you having? I suggest the salmon."

His pupils were dilated, a light sheen on his forehead. Clearly, he was affected by his own words. 

"Why are you looking at the menu? Don't you have it memorized?"

"It gives me something to do so I don't climb across this table and devour you in front of the entire restaurant."
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