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Warning


This book is pure lesbian erotica. Hot, steamy sex will fill the following pages. If you are looking for characters with much depth and a full length novel—this isn’t the book for you. Enjoy and make sure to leave a review after reading!

—Honey Chanel


Chapter One


Kris’s stomach tightened the moment she heard the rumble of the car pulling into the driveway. She had imagined this day plenty of times over the past few weeks. Today was the day her stepdaughter, Melicia, would finally move in with them. She didn’t know whether she was nervous or excited, but nothing was ever easy with Melicia.

Her pulse quickened at the thought of seeing her stepdaughter. She wasn’t supposed to feel this way. She was married. Michael was her husband. But lately, he was… distracted. With work, meetings, phone calls, endless trips in and out of the house. It left Kris to navigate her own restless energy.

And Melicia—Melicia had always had a way of making her feel on the edge.

She shouldn’t feel this way. She’d known Melicia for a while now. Kris had married her father seven years ago. It had been a whirlwind romance. He was the older man, smooth-talking and had captivated Kris.

But as of late, it would seem that he was more married to his work than to her.

Kris took a deep breath, smoothing her shirt and reminding herself she was not imagining things. It was a warm afternoon, and she’d donned a tank top and cotton shorts. She tried not think of how Melicia would view her.

Attraction could happen between two people. She could feel it and still act like a proper adult.

And not act on it.

There was nothing wrong with finding someone beautiful, or noticing their curvy body, or the way their hips moved when they walked.

Or the heated gazes they always threw your way.

No, there was nothing wrong with looking.

She’d done plenty of that.

Melicia was a gorgeous young woman, and she was set to move in with Kris and Michael.

She opened the door.

Melicia was practically glowing in the late afternoon sunlight. Her blonde hair caught the light in waves that fell just past her shoulders, framing a face full of energy and promise. Her blue eyes lit up the second they met Kris’s.

“Kris!” Melicia shouted excitedly. Without warning, Melicia leapt forward and wrapped her arms around Kris in a hug that was far too tight and far too long.

Kris froze for a moment, caught in the sensation of Melicia’s curvy body pressed flush against hers. Large firm breasts pressed against hers. She had a small waist while her hips flared outward.

The warmth, the scent, the closeness—it was enough to make her knees weaken slightly. She hugged her back, just as firmly. Her heart pounded as the familiar stirrings of desire rose within her. She ached to send her hands on a journey to cup the ample ass and give it a tight squeeze.

This is wrong. Her hug lingered longer than it probably should have.

“Look at you,” Kris murmured.

“I’ve been waiting for this day forever.” Melicia pulled back slightly, grinning widely. Her gaze swept over Kris, leaving her feeling exposed. Her nipples hardened and pressed against her bra. Kris’s breath caught in her throat at the heated look. “You look amazing.”

Before Kris could respond, Michael appeared, looking every bit the high-powered executive he was, although today he wore a casual polo shirt and jeans, and a distracted half-smile. He shared his daughter's blond hair and blue eyes. For a man of forty-five, he was in great shape.

“Hey, Melicia,” he said, stepping forward and pulling her into a brief hug. “Ready to get your stuff in?”

Kris noticed the way he glanced down at his watch. Work was already calling him back, even on move-in day. He’d said he’d work a little from home today, but it would seem that it was not going as he’d promised.

“Why don’t you start bringing in the little stuff?” Michael suggested. His cell phone rang, and he pulled it out. He already started heading toward his office door. He called out over his shoulder,“I’ll help in a bit.”

“Sure,” Melicia said brightly. Her attention immediately snapped back to Kris, a playful glint in her eye. “I don’t have that much. Just some bags and a few suitcases. I pretty much sold all my furniture, and my ex-girlfriend kept the rest.”

Once Michael disappeared, Kris took a deep breath and followed Melicia to the car.

Melicia had reached out to her father to say that she’d broken up with her live-in girlfriend and would need a place to stay. She worked remotely and wanted to save up some money before looking for a new place to live. Kris hadn’t had a problem with it. Melicia was Michael’s only child, and if she needed help, they certainly could afford to help her out.

“This is not much?” Kris arched an eyebrow at Melicia once she arrived at the car. It was packed to the brim.

“I mean…you should have seen all the stuff I gave away or sold off,” Melicia giggled. She tucked her thick hair behind her ear and grinned. Kris’s heart skipped a beat at how beautiful Melicia was.

Stop focusing on her.

“I guess,” Kris muttered.

Each bag they carried up the driveway and into the house was a moment of quiet, unspoken tension. Kris kept her distance as best she could, but it was impossible.

How could she ignore the feel of Melicia as she brushed past her in the tight hallway, or when her hands briefly touched Kris’s when handing her a suitcase or box?

Kris set the last bag down and stepped back, trying to regain her composure. They had finally emptied out the car, and Melicia’s room was full of bags, suitcases, and boxes. It would take her days to unpack. She hadn’t asked to stay for a specific length of time. Michael had wanted her to stay for as long as she needed.

Melicia got to work, adjusting furniture and arranging books on the built-in shelving along the wall. There was something deliberate in the way she moved. Kris had a hard time tearing her eyes off Melicia’s ass and the way it moved when she bent over to grab a few books from a box on the floor.

“Want any help?” Kris found herself asking. She should leave and let Melicia organize her room herself, but she found herself reluctant to go.

“Sure, if you don’t mind finishing this box of books. I’m going to change out of these clothes into something comfortable.” Melicia motioned to the box near her foot.

“Any specific order?” Kris asked. She walked across the room and eyed the box that was filled with paperback and hardback books.

“Not right now. I’ll rearrange them later. It will help to have them out of the box. Hopefully, none are damaged.” Melicia moved over to her bed and dragged a suitcase over. She bent down and hefted it up onto the bed and opened it.

Kris felt the familiar tug of desire, sharper this time, harder to deny. She tore her eyes away from Melicia the moment she tugged her shirt over her head, then reached for the clasp of her bra.

Her heart thundered in her chest. She reached down, took the books out of the box, and placed them on the shelves.

She knew instantly—this wasn’t innocent curiosity. She wanted Melicia, and if she didn’t know any better, there was definitely interest from Melicia.

Every glance, every subtle brush of her body against Kris’s, every smile held a charge Kris couldn’t ignore.

“Thanks for helping me,” Melicia said. She brushed behind Kris, and this move was surely deliberate. Her breasts slid along Kris’s back, causing Kris’s breath to catch in her throat. Melicia reached for the bag next to Kris. She bent down and opened it.

Kris couldn’t tear her eyes off of Melicia. She’d changed into a spaghetti-strap cami and a pair of cotton shorts folded down at the waist. The small span of her back was revealed, showcasing her small tattoo on the small of her back.

A butterfly.

“When did you get that?” Kris hadn’t realized her hand had moved. Her fingers slid along the cute pink and purple butterfly. She jerked her hand away as if burned. Melicia stood with a wide grin.

“About two months ago. It’s cute, isn’t it?” She turned and lifted her shirt so Kris could see it, but her eyes were drawn to how low Melicia’s shorts had fallen. The top of her ass crack was visible.

The girl wasn’t wearing a bra or panties.

Kris swallowed hard.

“Yeah, it's really cute.” Kris tried to clear the huskiness from her voice. Melicia turned to her with a sly grin. She reached out and brushed some of Kris’s dark hair away from her face.

“You should get one. I’d go with you,” she offered. Her fingers lingered for a brief moment. She leaned into Kris, her breasts brushing her arm. “It doesn’t hurt that bad.”

“I don’t know about that,” Kris forced a chuckle. She was thirty-five years old and hadn’t ever gotten a tattoo before. She didn’t think she should start now.

Melicia giggled and took her hand between her two and batted her eyes.

“I’d even hold your hand.” Her breasts moved against Kris’s arm, and this time Kris was sure it was a deliberate move. She glanced down and noticed how Melicia’s nipples were pebbled. She ached to lift the shirt so she could see them.

She wondered what color her areolae were.

How did they taste?

Would Melicia moan if she nibbled the hard buds with her teeth?

“I’m too old,” Kris said. She tore her gaze away and lifted to meet Melicia’s. There was a twinkle in the younger girl’s eyes.

“You are not old. I’ll even help you pick out one, and I’ll get another one. Maybe we can even get the same one.” Melicia laughed softly, a sound that made Kris’s chest tighten, and threw her arms around her again in a hug. Kris’s arms automatically went around her. Melicia’s fingers somehow slipped upward to the base of Kris’s neck. A shiver rippled through her at the feeling of the woman in her arms.

“We’ll see,” Kris murmured. Her thoughts were far from tattoos at the moment.

“Think about it. You can show my dad how young and cool you still are,” Melicia laughed.

Melicia stepped back, and Kris released her. She immediately missed the feel of those large breasts pressed against her. Kris turned back to the job at hand and started rearranging the books on the shelves to make more room for the others still in the box.

Kris took a moment to steady herself, aware of how hot her own skin felt and how much she wanted—what? To kiss Melicia? To strip her clothes off? To spread her thighs so she could lick her pussy until she screamed?

To give in to the dangerous pull she’d felt from the first moment they met in this house would be wrong.

Her pulse raced; her rational mind screamed, 'She’s off-limits.' She’s your stepdaughter. You’re married.

But her body didn’t care. She was strung tight at the moment. Her pussy was soaked, and she was sure her panties were too. It had been a while since she’d had a good orgasm with someone else. Michael had been so damn busy as of late that the only thing going toward her pussy had been either her own hand, a vibrator, or her thick dildo.

Her body needed relief. Glancing over at Melicia, Kris knew that she had wanted her for a long time, and now she was probably being given a chance to see what could happen.

Kris’s gaze followed Melicia as she moved around the room, arranging personal items, and she realized the truth with a jolt.

Melicia was teasing and testing her.  

And it was working.

Melicia wanted her. Kris could tell. Even a blind man could see it.

Kris swallowed hard. A shiver ran down her spine. She felt a thrill of fear and excitement all at once. Embarking on this with Melicia was forbidden, it was dangerous, and yet she couldn’t deny how intoxicating it was.

For the first time in weeks, Kris allowed herself a private, dangerous thought: Maybe this is what I’ve been waiting for.

“Hey, Kris!” Michael’s voice floated outside the room. Kris blinked, having forgotten he was in the house.

“I got this. It’s going to take a while to get this all put away,” Melicia said. She waved a hand. “Go see what he wants.”

“Well, holler if you need something.” She forced her shoulders back and gave a small smile, but she knew it was a fragile mask. She could feel the tension coiled tight inside her, ready to spring loose.

Melicia caught her hesitation at leaving, and the girl’s grin widened, knowingly. Kris’s stomach flipped, her pulse thrummed, and a hot, guilty awareness settled low in her body. She spun on her heels and headed out of the room.

“Here I come,” she called back to Michael.

Kris knew one thing with absolute certainty as she closed the bedroom door behind her. She tried to settle her racing heart as thoughts raced through her mind.

Melicia was interested in her. And Kris… Kris was more than interested in return.

The fire had been lit, and nothing was going to put it out.


Chapter Two


Kris settled onto the couch, stretching her legs under the soft blanket she’d pulled over herself. The silk of her pajama set clung lightly to her skin, the tank and shorts leaving just enough of her arms and thighs bare. She couldn’t sleep in a lot of clothes, and sometimes she even preferred to be nude.

It had been a long day, and she was ready to unwind. Her hot shower was exactly what she had needed. Thoughts of Melicia continued to plague her. She was going to have to say something to her. Set some boundaries or something.

Michael was still locked away in his office, engrossed in work, the house had shifted into a quiet rhythm that made her pulse beat faster than it should.

The clock read 8:00 p.m. Movie night. One of the few things Michael usually managed to carve out for them. Tonight, of course, he was unreachable, absorbed in work that required his attention. She was a little disappointed, but not surprised. This wasn’t the first time she’d spent movie night alone.

Kris had already texted him a few minutes ago to let him know she was going to start the movie without him, and he’d yet to respond.

“Mind if I join you?” Melicia appeared in the doorway.

Kris forced a calm expression. Her chest tightened at the sight of her stepdaughter in the dim glow of the family room. Melicia was barefoot, and her hair fell naturally over her shoulders. She was still dressed in her cami and folded down shorts that showed off just enough of her toned legs to make Kris’s core clench.

Maybe she should have taken care of business when she was in the shower. It would probably lessen the ache between her legs.

“Of course,” Kris said softly. She patted the space beside her.

Melicia plopped down without hesitation, sliding onto the couch and instantly nudging the blanket closer.

“You know,” she said, a teasing lilt in her voice, “we could share it. Seems wasteful otherwise.”

Kris swallowed hard and adjusted the blanket over both of them, though she made a point to keep a careful distance. Her arm brushed lightly against Melicia’s as she tucked it closer, and the heat that radiated from the contact shot straight to Kris’s core.

“Anything in particular you’d like to watch?” Kris asked. She tried to keep her tone neutral, as if she weren’t fully aware of the way Melicia was deliberately pressing closer to her.

“Not really. I’m cool with whatever you had planned,” Melicia replied with a small, knowing smile. Her gaze lingered just a fraction too long on Kris’s face, then trailed down her arm and across the curve of her breasts. Kris tried control her breathing. Her nipples hardened and pressed against the silky material of her shirt. She bit back a moan at the feeling of the material brushing against her sensitive buds.

Kris’s pulse quickened. She reminded herself that she was married, that Michael’s absence didn’t change anything, and that her restraint was her only defense. Yet every instinct she had—every nerve ending—was already on high alert, and every brush of Melicia’s hand made it harder to focus on the movie queued up on the screen in front of them.

Melicia shifted slightly, scooting closer, and Kris felt the subtle slide of her hip against her own. A shiver ran through her body, but she tried to ignore it. The young girl’s breasts were pressing against her arm. Those heavy mounds were certainly a distraction that she couldn’t afford.

“Melicia,” she said quietly. She turned her head just enough to meet her eyes. “This isn’t right. We shouldn’t⁠—”

“I know,” Melicia said softly. “I just like being close to you. You don’t have to pretend you don’t like it either.”

Kris swallowed hard, her own thoughts betraying her. She did like it. Far more than she should. There was only thin cotton material separating her and Melicia’s tits. She tried to put space between them, adjusting the blanket again, shifting slightly. But Melicia closed the gap between them.

Again.

Then, as if the universe wanted to test them both further, Michael emerged from his office. His hair stood up every which way as if he’d been combing it with his fingers. His shoulders were slightly slumped as he leaned against the doorjamb.

“I’m so sorry,” he said, voice tight and hurried. “Something came up at work—an emergency I have to handle. Don’t worry about me. Go ahead with your movie. I’ll make it up to you both, I promise.”

“It’s fine. Go handle whatever it is,” Kris said. “There’s always more movies to be watched later.”

“I promise. I’m going to make it up to both of you.” He shot Kris a quick, distracted smile before disappearing back into the office, the door clicking softly behind him.

Kris exhaled slowly. The tension in the room thickened. Melicia settled back against the couch, a faint smirk playing on her lips. Her body language was easily readable.

“You know,” Melicia paused. Her eyes held a teasing glint. “I’ve always… thought about you.” Her gaze was steady as it met hers. Kris’s pulse nearly stopped. “A lot.”

Something tight coiled in Kris’s chest, a mixture of fear, guilt, and undeniable excitement. She tried to rationalize why this was wrong. But the words got caught in her throat, replaced by an awareness of Melicia’s hand inching along her bare thigh.

Kris froze. Her body reacted before her mind could fully process what was going on. Her heart slammed against her chest as Melicia’s fingers brushed over the silk of her pajama shorts. She could feel the warmth of her fingers through the material.

“Kris…” Melicia’s voice was soft. She tilted her head to the side. “I know you want me. It’s okay.”

Restraint. That was her only defense. Kris tried to sit up straighter, tugging slightly at the blanket, trying to reclaim a semblance of control. No matter how good it felt to have Melicia’s hand on her, they couldn’t.

“Melicia,” she whispered, voice tight. “I’m flattered, but… this—what we’re doing—this can’t happen. I’m married to your father. You’re… you know. You’re my stepdaughter. I…”

Melicia didn’t interrupt. She simply let her hand caress Kris’s inner thigh,  just enough to remind Kris that nothing about this was accidental. Her proximity, her confidence, her teasing—it was deliberate. Every part of her said, I want you. And I know you want me.

“You what?” Melicia arched an eyebrow at her. “Want me? I know. Married to my father? I know. That doesn’t mean I don’t want you. I’m here…you’re here…you…”

“What?” Kris whimpered slightly. She immediately cursed her weakness. Her legs parted slightly, allowing Melicia’s hand to dip between them. Her soft fingers caressed the inner thigh, sending a shiver through Kris’s body.

“Can have whatever you want,” Melicia whispered.

Kris’s restraint wavered slightly. She needed to assert control, but the pull to Melicia was growing stronger. She wanted to turn away. She wanted to remind herself of her husband, who was in the next room. She wanted to do a hundred rational things—but every instinct screamed for her to give in to temptation.

A shudder rippled through her. She reached for the remote and started the movie. It had been one she wanted to see, but at the moment, she couldn’t concentrate at all. She leaned back into the cushions, and Melicia somehow managed to wiggle herself into the crook of Kris’s arm. Her head rested on her shoulder while her breasts were crushed between them. She even managed to entwine their legs together.

It felt so damn good to have her curvy, plush body against hers.

The movie played quietly in the background. It was a blur of sound and light that did nothing to distract from the feeling of Melicia lying practically on top of her.

“You’re so tense,” Melicia murmured. “Do you want me to… help you relax?”

“Melicia,” Kris sighed. She was fighting a losing battle at the moment. She knew exactly what Melicia meant, and a surge of guilty desire rushed through her. She felt the slippery juices pour from her center.

She closed her eyes briefly, trying to force her pulse down, willing herself to remember boundaries.

Hell, what boundaries? Melicia was blowing past all of the walls she was trying to put up.

“Let me.” Her warm breath blew across Kris’s neck.

Melicia’s hand slid slightly further, brushing higher along Kris’s thigh, as if she wanted to see if Kris would react.

A small moan escaped her.

Heart racing, breath uneven, Kris realized that she wasn’t going to stop her if she continued.

Her rational mind shouted warnings—You can’t, you shouldn’t, you must—but…

But her body ignored it.

Melicia smiled, confident, calm, teasing. And for the first time, Kris let herself acknowledge the danger.

She was about to cross a line.

And she wanted to.

She shifted on the couch and parted her legs slightly. Melicia’s confident hand arrived at the top of her shorts and slipped inside. Kris held still while her hand arrived at her pussy. She parted Kris’s labia and slid her finger through the slit.

“You’ve definitely been thinking of me too,” Melicia breathed. She nipped at Kris’s neck gently while her finger moved through her wet slit.

“Hmmm…” Kris had to fight to keep her eyes from closing. She eyed the doorway, too afraid that she wouldn’t hear Michael if he came out of his office again. She widened her legs even more to give Melicia better access to her pussy.

“I bet you taste good,” Melicia murmured. She brought her finger up to Kris’s clit and began teasing it. She applied slight pressure as she rubbed it. Another whimper escaped Kris. Melicia repositioned her hand between Kris’s thighs and pushed one finger inside of her. “Hot and wet. That’s how I like my pussies.”

“Fuck,” Kris breathed. Melicia was a very talented young lady. Her finger began to fuck Kris deep while her thumb still attended to Kris’s aching clit.

“You like that?”

Kris could feel Melicia’s lips curl up into a smirk. Another finger was introduced into her pussy. Kris bit her lip to keep from crying out. It felt so damn good to have someone else fuck her pussy.

Even if it was her stepdaughter.

Kris’s head fell back against the cushion. Her eyes fluttered closed for a brief moment. Melicia’s fingers slipped from her and gathered all of her juices and brought them up to her clit. She began to rub the swollen nub frantically.

Her shoulder strap was tugged down to reveal her one breast. A hot mouth closed around her nipple. Kris’s hips undulated off the couch as she thrust upward.

She entwined her fingers in Melicia’s hair and held her in place. She opened her eyes and glanced down to find Melicia’s eyes closed as she sucked on her tit.

It was a glorious sight.

Something came over her.

No longer was she going to fight this.

If Melicia wanted her, then she’d get what she asked for.

This thing between them had been brewing for a long time. Maybe it was time for her to take what she wanted too.

“I want your fingers in me,” Kris demanded. She had to keep her voice down. As vocal as she loved to be during sex, she couldn’t right now.

Not with Michael in the next room.

Melicia went to move her hand down, but Kris shook her head. She reached down and slid the leg of her shorts aside to reveal her pussy. The material was stretchy and moved easily out of the way.

Melicia released her breast with a popping sound.

“Yes, ma’am.” She grinned widely and did as Kris demanded. She pushed three fingers inside of Kris and began to fuck her hard.

Kris moaned and widened her legs. Her hand slipped down and began rubbing her own clit while Melicia’s fingers pounded her pussy.

“I want to taste you so bad,” Melicia whimpered. She licked Kris’s exposed nipple again before sucking it deep into her mouth.

“You will get your chance,” Kris groaned. Her channel was being stretched out just how she liked it. She could take more—her personal dildos were massive cocks.

She glanced down at Melicia and wanted to see her pussy spread out open around one, or even her ass.

Her pussy flooded with more juices as she thought of pounding a cock into every opening Melicia had.

Her heart was racing, and she could barely catch her breath. The movie went ignored. Her main focus is on Melicia’s fingers fucking her, the sounds coming from her pussy from all of the wetness, and the tugging on her tit.

Everything was just right.

She applied a little more pressure to her clit, and she detonated. Her body shook with tremors as her climax overtook her. Melicia paused her thrusts and left her fingers buried inside of her.

Kris continued to rub her clit through her orgasm. Wetness flew from her, soaking the blanket. She fell back against the cushions, out of breath. Her hand finally paused and rested against her clit.

“Come stay with me in my room tonight,” Melicia asked. Her eyes were wide as she withdrew her hands. She immediately brought them to her mouth and began licking each one of her cream-covered fingers clean. A moan slipped from her. Those blue eyes of hers widened. “Please. I want you in my bed tonight.”

“I can’t.” Kris cupped her chin and brought her close. She kissed her softly at first, but then it deepened. She gripped Melicia’s face hard as she thrust her tongue inside the young girl’s mouth. She tasted herself on Melicia’s tongue. That fueled her desire for her even more.

“You can,” Melicia said, tearing her mouth from Kris’s. She tugged on Kris’s nipple and slid closer to her. “Dad won’t even know you’re gone.”

“Listen,” Kris grew serious. She pulled back from Melicia and gripped her face. “If we are going to do this, it’s going to be my way. I can’t have your father finding out that I’m fucking you.”

“So you are going to fuck me?” There was a glimmer of hope in Melicia’s eyes.

Kris’s lips curled up slightly. Melicia didn’t know what she’d truly asked for, but she’d learn soon enough.

“Just be patient, and I will give you everything you want and more.”


Chapter Three


Kris woke painfully aroused. One would think having two hard orgasms before bed would cool the desire burning through her.

But it hadn’t.

Her body felt restless, oversensitive, as if the night had carved something into her that sleep couldn’t erase. She lay still for a moment, staring at the ceiling. Her heart raced way too fast for the early hour.

Melicia had been everywhere in her dreams. Her voice. Her hands. Her tongue. Kris could sense that her pussy was drenched.

She closed her eyes briefly and swallowed against the ache that lingered between her legs. She hadn’t meant to let last night go that far. Not even the dreams, but the restraint she’d clung to yesterday had unraveled the minute Melicia slid next to her on the couch.

Beside her, Michael rolled over and stood. She hadn’t even heard him come to bed. He went into their private bathroom and shut the door. A few moments later, the sound of the shower started.

Kris exhaled slowly and pushed herself upright. She slid out of bed, pulling her robe around her silk nightgown. She tied it tight as if the fabric could contain her thoughts and desires. She felt exposed, aware of every sensation in her body, wishing she could find relief early in the morning.

Coffee, she decided. That was what she needed.

Downstairs, the house was quiet. Too damn quiet. She padded into the kitchen, already headed for the coffee maker, then stopped short.

Melicia stood at the counter, hair loose, dressed in a cotton nightgown with thin shoulder straps that stopped midway to her knees. She turned at the sound of Kris’s footsteps, and her smile was immediate. Kris was taken aback by her beauty.

“Morning,” Melicia said softly.

The word landed like a spark.

“Morning,” Kris replied, her voice lower than she intended.

For a heartbeat, neither of them moved. The air between them felt thick, charged with everything that hadn’t been resolved last night. With everything that had been imagined instead.

Kris closed the distance first and kissed her.

It was hard, deep, and passionate. This was forbidden, but in the back of her mind, so damn right. Kris felt it everywhere, the shock of contact, the way her body leaned in before her mind could catch up. Melicia fisted her robe as she leaned into Kris. Her hand slipped down Melicia’s back and went underneath the nightgown.

Melicia was completely naked underneath it. She gripped her ass hard and held her tight while she plundered her mouth with her tongue.

As fast as the kiss began, it was over.

They separated just as quickly. They both were out of breath as they stared at each other.

Upstairs, the shower shut off.

Kris turned away, heart racing, and busied herself with the coffee maker, her hands not quite steady.

“We should—” she started, then stopped, unsure what she’d meant to say.

“I’ll make breakfast,” Melicia said easily, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. She backed away from Kris. Her lips were swollen, her hair mussed, and her nipples apparent through the thin material. It took everything Kris had not go back to her and kiss her again. Melicia moved to the fridge and began pulling things out with casual confidence. Eggs. Bacon. She paused, glanced at the island with all the things she’d had to remove to find what she needed. A sheepish smile overcame her. “I’ll put everything back. Promise.”

Kris nodded, unable to trust her voice.

She walked over to the cabinets where the mugs were stored. Kris’s body brushed against Melicia, who was grabbing a bowl from the other cabinet. Their eyes connected. Kris felt her wetness seep from her pussy. It was driving her crazy. She quickly moved back over to the coffee pot, which was almost done brewing. As Melicia prepared to cook, it seemed she found every opportunity to brush her breasts against Kris or run her hand along her. Every accidental touch was intentional.

Kris could feel herself unraveling with each stolen second.

Michael came down a few minutes later, already dressed, suitcase in hand.

“I’m sorry,” he said immediately, rubbing the back of his neck.

“Where are you going?” Kris asked. She frowned as she stared at the suitcase.

“Is everything okay, Dad?” Melicia asked. She came to stand next to Kris.

“No, it’s not. That emergency I was dealing with? It’s going to cost the company half a billion dollars if I can’t fix it. I have to fly to Shanghai,” he said.

“What?” Kris sputtered. What the hell was going on at the company?

“It’s a lot. I don’t have time to explain. A team of us is flying out now. I’m hoping to be gone for a week tops.” He strode forward and kissed Melicia on the head. “I’m sorry, pumpkin. I know you just got here, and I haven’t been around much.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’m used to it,” Melicia sighed. She patted Michael on his chest. “You be careful. Text me when you land.”

“I will. Promise.” He dropped another kiss on her forehead before coming to stand in front of Kris. He shook his head. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s nothing for you to be sorry about. It’s not like you caused the issue,” she muttered. She still didn’t know what was going on, but apparently, if he and a team all had to fly to China, it must be a true emergency.

“Of course I didn’t. I’m trying to make sure this damn company doesn’t fold.” He pulled her in for a quick hug, a kiss on the lips, before he spun away and grabbed his suitcase. “I’ll call you when I get there.”

“Okay,” she said softly. He was already heading toward the door before she could even respond. She moved to the window and watched him toss the suitcase in the trunk of his luxury car before he got in and backed out of the driveway.

Melicia didn’t wait. She crossed the kitchen in three steps and stopped in front of Kris, her fingers already finding the tie of her robe.

Kris’s breath caught.

Melicia’s hands stilled.

“You said last night,” she murmured. Her eyes searched Kris’s face, “that if this happened, it would be on your terms. What are they?”

The question settled between them, heavy and honest.

Kris swallowed. This was the moment. The point of no return. Daylight stripped away the illusion that this was a dream, that darkness had given them permission.

She tilted Melicia’s chin up and held her gaze.

“We’re discreet. No one is to know what goes on between us,” Kris said quietly. “I fuck you how I want. Whenever I want and when I say stop, you stop. Agree?”

Melicia nodded without hesitation. “Yes.”

That was enough.

Kris closed the distance and kissed her again—this time without restraint. The decision burned through her, clean and deliberate. Her hands slid into Melicia’s hair, anchoring her there, claiming her mouth.

Melicia moaned and leaned into her. Her hands quickly untied Kris’s robe. She pushed it aside and let it fall to the floor. Kris reached for the hem of Melicia’s gown and brought it up over her head, breaking the kiss.

Her heart was racing, and her breathing was labored. Melicia was a pure masterpiece. Her large breasts were heavy, her nipples rosy, her waist narrowed, and her pussy hairless.

Kris backed her up until she bumped into the island. She covered her mouth again. This time deeper. Her tongue explored her mouth while her hands went on their own journey. Melicia’s skin was soft and smooth. Her ass filled up Kris’s hands. She broke the kiss.

“Up on the counter,” she growled. Melicia hopped up until she was sitting on the island. Kris ran her hands along the young girl's soft thighs and spread them apart. “Lean back and open these pretty thighs for me. Show me what is about to be mine.”

Melicia smiled and lay back onto the counter. She opened her legs and held them with her hands, presenting her pretty pink pussy. Kris ran her hand along her labia before spreading them open to reveal Melicia’s enlarged clit and slick opening.

“So damn pretty,” Kris murmured. She leaned down and slid her tongue through her slit. The taste of her stepdaughter exploded on her tongue. A groan erupted from her as she repeated the action.

Melicia was sweet and tangy.

“Kris,” Melicia whimpered.

“Be as loud as you want. I want to hear you,” Kris demanded. She captured the tempting clit with her lips and sucked it into her mouth. Melicia cried out in pleasure. Kris wasted no time pushing a finger inside the tight little channel. She pumped it in and out while she sucked and licked Melicia.

The young girl writhed on the counter under Kris.

Melicia looked so damn beautiful spread out on her counter. She feasted on the delicious pussy. Melicia’s cream slid from her, and she lapped it all up. She moved back to suckle on the clit when her eye caught something that Melicia had failed to put back into the fridge.

She reached out and snagged the large cucumber she had purchased a couple of days ago.

“I think you left this out for a reason,” Kris chuckled. She spat on Melicia’s opening that was already slick from her juices. She took the smooth end of the cucumber and slid it along her pussy.

“God, yes,” Melicia moaned. Her eyes met Kris’s. They were hooded and dark. She bit her lip and gave a nod. “Please.”

It was the only word that Kris needed to hear. She stepped back, snagged the olive oil, and lubricated the thick vegetable before turning back to her lover.

Melicia remained on the counter just as she’d left her. Legs open and a wet pussy waiting.

She rubbed the smooth end of the cucumber against Melicia’s clit to tease her. It earned her another whimper from the girl. Kris notched the cucumber into Melicia’s wet opening and slowly pushed it forward. She rested one hand on Melicia’s breast. She couldn’t resist palming the large mound. Her tits were so big, they were more than her hand could handle.

Melicia’s pussy stretched around the cucumber as she pushed it deeper.

“Look how you’re opening for me,” Kris murmured. She was captivated by the sight of Melicia taking the wide girth. She pulled it back slightly before advancing it more.

A low moan echoed from Melicia. She closed her eyes and rested back on the counter as Kris fed her pussy more.

“You like that?” Kris said once she stopped. The whole damn thing was almost in Melicia.

“Yes.” Melicia opened her eyes and bit her lip.

“Good.” Kris pulled it out slightly, then began to thrust it back into Melicia. She tugged on the nipple in her hand before releasing it. She slid her hands down along Melicia’s torso until her hand came to rest on her fat clit. She began rubbing it while she began to pound her pussy hard with their makeshift dildo. “You’re taking this like a good girl.”

“Yes,” Melicia hissed.

“This is some good pussy,” Kris noted. She watched how Melicia’s pussy took the thick vegetable. More of her juices slid out and coated it, allowing it to slide in and out of her. “Who’s pussy is this?”

“Yours!” Melicia cried out. Her hips rocked forward to take the pounding that Kris was giving her. She rubbed Melicia’s clit harder and faster. Melicia's body tensed, and Kris immediately stopped. She withdrew the cucumber from her pussy, leaving Melicia to cry out.

“No!” she whined.

“Not yet. You cum when I’m ready for you to cum,” Kris said. She bent her head down and needed another taste of the delicious pussy. She trailed her tongue through the tasty slit. She arrived at her clit and tugged it in her mouth. “Are you ready to cum?”

“Yes, please.”

“Come here.” Kris helped Melicia down from the island and turned her so that her back was to her. She rested the fake dildo on the counter and wrapped her arms around Melicia. She gripped her neck and held her head so that she could nip on her shoulder. “Are you going to cum when you want?”

She bit her harder and tightened her grip on Melicia’s neck.

“No,” Melicia gasped. She rubbed her naked ass against Kris. She’d forgotten she still had her gown on. She quickly shed it and brought the naked girl back to her. Now she was satisfied to be able to rub her naked tits against Melicia’s back.

“When are you going to cum?” Kris demanded. She then pushed Melicia forward to where she rested her onto the island, leaving her ass exposed. Kris rubbed herself against the round globes of her ass. Her pussy was dripping wet. It trailed down her legs, but she ignored it for now. She began to slowly pump against Melicia’s ass.

“When you say so,” Melicia moaned. She wiggled her ass back  against Kris.

“That’s what I want to hear. Now spread this ass open.”

Melicia reached backward and gripped her ass cheeks and opened just as Kris demanded. Kris bent down to eye level and took in Melicia’s rosy rim. She gripped the meat of her ass and brought her tongue along the ribbed rim. Moans filled the air as Kris took her time licking Melicia from her rim to her pussy.

She had fantasized about this ass for the longest, and now she got to have it. She stood suddenly and reached for the cucumber and olive oil.

“Keep it open,” Kris ordered. She ensured the olive oil coated the cucumber well and even poured some onto Melicia’s rim. She rubbed it in with her finger, then pushed it into the tight hole. A gasp escaped Melicia. “You’re so damn tight.”

Kris worked two fingers into her ass to stretch it open. She wanted to see Melicia take this, which is a makeshift dildo here.

“Mmm…” Melicia moaned.

“Relax, baby,” Kris coaxed her. She felt the moment Melicia’s muscles softened. She withdrew her fingers and pressed the smooth tip into her hole. She had to work it for a moment before Melicia’s rim opened and accepted the invasion.

“Ahhhhh…” Melecia cried out.

“Feels good?” Kris asked as she slowly advanced the cucumber further inside.

“Yes!” Melicia screamed.

Once Kris had sunk the vegetable as far as she could go, where she could still control it. She ran a hand along Melicia’s back and then gripped her hair tightly.

“You should see how well you take this. Your ass was meant to be fucked,” Kris murmured. She began thrusting it into Melicia while keeping a firm grip on her hair. “Reach down and rub your clit.”

Melicia’s hand flew in between her legs, and she began rubbing herself frantically. Moans and cries flowed from her as she took the ass fucking like a good girl. Her body began to rock backward to meet Kris’s thrusts.

Melicia’s body shook as she begged and pleaded. She was fighting the urge to cum. Kris could tell by the way her hand would pause, and she’d breathe deeply.

“Kris!” Her voice trembled, and Kris decided it was finally time to allow her young lover to have what she wanted.

Kris yanked hard on her hair and began pounding her ass even harder.

“Go ahead, my love. Cum.”

Seconds later, a scream erupted from Melicia. Her legs shook while  liquid flew from her pussy and onto the floor as she reached her orgasm. Kris held the cucumber steady and planted it deep inside of her Melicia as she rode the waves of her orgasm. She finally quieted, and it was only then that Kris withdrew the makeshift dildo from her. She set it on the counter and helped Melicia turn around. The young girl was spent. Streaks of tears lined her face, her skin was red and rosy red, and her eyes were glazed over.

Beautiful.

Kris leaned down and kissed her. She gripped the girl's delectable ass and held her to her while her tongue plundered her mouth.

This was dangerous.

Reckless.

But now that she’s crossed the line, she doesn’t even want to go back.


Chapter Four


Kris woke in Melicia’s bed with the familiar weight of her naked body curled against her. Sunlight filtered through the curtains, catching on their bare skin and rumpled sheets.

Two days.

That was all it had taken for the line to disappear completely.

Kris had stopped pretending she slept in her own room. She didn’t bother sneaking back before dawn or arranging the covers to hide her absence.

Who was going to see it?

Melicia’s bed had become hers. There was nothing better than waking up next to someone who showed how much they desired you. An hour ago, she awoke to Melicia suckling her tit.

She couldn’t even remember the last time Michael had even looked at her naked, much less touched her.

Kris stared down at her sleeping lover. Already, she was growing aroused at the sight of her. Melicia stretched, and those beautiful blue eyes fluttered open.

“Good morning,” Melicia murmured.

Kris didn’t reply. She only covered Melicia’s lips with hers in a sizzling kiss that stole her breath away. She rolled halfway onto Melicia as the kiss deepened.

Not once had her lover turned her away.

Kris couldn’t get enough of the taste of her pussy, the feeling of her breasts, and the feeling of her ass in her hands.

She had lost count of all the times Melicia had allowed her to fuck her. Sometimes they were together twice a day. Sometimes more.

Melicia made it clear she enjoyed every part of it.

Not just the closeness, but the way Kris took control. The way she decided when, how, and where. Melicia leaned into it without hesitation, eyes bright, smile knowing, as if she’d always expected this version of Kris to emerge.

Kris had suppressed the dominant side of her for a long time. Michael wasn’t too rambunctious in the bedroom. She loved the man, but God, how she wished he would just let loose and experiment once.

If only he knew the things she’d done to his daughter, the man would probably have a heart attack.

Melicia allowed Kris to do whatever she wanted to her. The girl was willing to try anything.

Kris finally tore her mouth from Melicia’s. She rubbed her red, swollen bottom lip. Melicia had the look of someone who had been thoroughly fucked and kissed.

“Morning,” Kris said softly. Melicia’s small hand rested on the small of her back. She began drawing little circles on her skin.

As much as she wanted to have her again, she knew she had to allow Melicia out of the bed so she could log into work.

“Now how am I supposed to concentrate on work when you kiss me like that?” Melicia giggled.

“You'd better leave now, before I spread you out underneath me,” Kris warned. She rolled away from Melicia to let Melicia get up.

“You say that like it’s a bad thing.” Melicia leaned over and kissed her again before bounding out of bed.

Kris watched her walk naked across the room and enter her private bathroom. She ran a hand through her hair and knew she had a long list of things she needed to accomplish. She blew out a deep breath and pushed up. She left Melicia’s room and went into the master bedroom. The bed looked the same as it had two days ago after she’d made it.

She ignored it and went into the bathroom, emptied out her bladder, then got into the shower. After she was done, she quickly got dressed and left home to run her errands.

Michael called every evening; his voice was always strained. Kris played her role perfectly. She listened. She reassured. She laughed in the right places. Melicia would be nearby, silent but present, watching without saying a word.

When the call ended, the house seemed to exhale.

Later that evening, Kris was just finishing up paying all of the bills. Even though her husband was out of the country, she still had to ensure the bills were paid.

Melicia strolled into the kitchen where Kris was working.

“Why don’t we go out?” she asked.

“Out?” Kris arched an eyebrow. That didn’t sound like a good idea. Maybe grab a bite to eat, but she wasn’t sure what Melicia meant. What was between them needed to be protected.

“Dinner,” Melicia said easily. “Music. I know the perfect place where no one will recognize you.”

Kris considered it longer than she probably should have. The risk sat heavy in her chest—but beneath it was something else. A hunger to be seen. To be wanted openly, even if only for a few hours.

“Fine,” she said finally. “But we have to be careful.”

“I know. What’s the harm in dinner and listening to music?”Melicia grinned.

It didn’t take them long to get ready. It was late summer, and it was still quite warm outside.

Kris chose a simple maxi dress and paired it with a cardigan sweater. She always tended to get cold, so she wanted to wear layers. Melicia went with a short summer dress that highlighted her tan and curves.

When she stepped into the room, Kris felt the familiar pull tighten low in her body.

“Like it?” Melicia spun around in a circle to show off the dress. When she twirled around, Kris would have sworn she’d seen her ass.

But she had to admit, her stepdaughter looked damn sexy in it.

“I like it.” Kris moved to stand in front of her and kissed her deeply, showing her how much she liked it. Her hands roamed Melicia’s body, and she didn’t feel a bra or panties. She broke the kiss and cupped one of Melicia’s tits through the dress. “Really?”

“I never know when you want to fuck me. I need to be prepared.” She grinned and brushed past Kris.

They drove across town, the city lights blurring past the windshield, music low and pulsing between them. Neither spoke much, but their hands were entwined the entire time.

Kris parked the car, and they exited. She stared at the establishment and began coming up with every excuse she could think of if she was seen with Melicia.

But then again, Melicia was right. If they were just grabbing dinner and listening to music, there was nothing out of the ordinary about that.

Melicia saddled up next to Kris and took her hand.

“Come on. I’m hungry!” Melicia tugged on her and led the way.

The bar was warm, alive, and filled with laughter. Everyone was enjoying themselves. They were immediately seated. Melicia made sure to sit close to Kris in their booth. Their waiter came and took their orders.

“You are going to have fun,” Melicia shouted over the music. Her wide smile allowed Kris to relax. She took in the crowd and realized that it was a low chance she would run into any of her husband’s friends or colleagues.

The band that was playing was good. There were plenty of people out on the dance floor swaying along to the music.

For the first time in days, Kris felt her shoulders loosen.

They ate, shared drinks, and leaned close to talk over the music. Kris’s hand found Melicia’s thigh under the table, resting there casually, possessively. Melicia didn’t stop her. She grinned and moved it up higher.

The band began another song, and Melicia turned to her.

“Come. We have to dance!” Melicia said. Her eyes were wide, and there was a wide grin on her lips.

“I don’t know…”

“Please? And no one knows who you are. If you didn’t realize it, this is a queer bar. It’s safe for us to be here.” Melicia pouted slightly, and it tugged at Kris’s heartstrings.

“Okay,” Kris sighed. It had been a while since she had been out on any dance floor. Melicia took her by the hand and led her out to the center of the floor.

When they danced, it was intimate and a little obscene. Close enough to feel each other’s breath. Hands sliding everywhere, touching wherever they want. Kris was turned on by the way Melicia brushed herself against her, ran her fingers through her hair, and straddled her thigh as they gyrated against one another.

Kris couldn’t take her hands or her eyes off Melicia. She was absolutely beautiful. No one paid them any mind. Kris’s hand slipped underneath Melicia’s dress and held onto her bare ass while they moved together. She squeezed it, molding her hands around it to keep Melicia closer to her.

Melicia’s hands came up to entwine behind her neck, which brought her breasts flushed against Kris’s.

Kris realized, dimly, that she hadn’t felt this free in years.

Kris lowered her head and captured Melicia’s lips with hers. It was a kiss without fear of being caught. She became lost in the moment. She had a beautiful woman in her hands who wanted her.

She lifted her head and glanced around them. Other couples were lost in their own worlds as well, teetering on the edge of decency with the way they moved on the dance floor.

Kris turned her focus back to Melicia and kissed her again. Melicia moaned and rubbed her breasts against Kris’s. She gripped Melicia’s ass harder as the kiss turned carnal.

This was what she’d been missing this entire time.

The realization hit her hard enough to make her dizzy.

She didn’t know how long they had stayed out on the dance floor until they finally made their way back to their booth.

“Having fun?” Melicia asked. She was in the cradle of Kris’s arm while her leg rested on top of Kris’s.

“I am,” Kris admitted honestly. She ran a hand along Melicia’s bare leg.

“Good.” Melicia brought her head down and kissed her again. The kiss turned heavy, stealing Kris’s breath. She slid her hand along Melicia’s leg again and knew they had to leave before she did something that was sure to get them kicked out.

They left before midnight, hands intertwined as they walked to the car. The moon was high, and a gentle breeze blew. The bar was still in full swing, the music blaring from speakers hung outside. A few random people arrived and walked to the bar. Laughter echoed through the air as the door to the bar opened. Kris walked Melicia over to the passenger door. She paused in front of her. Melicia leaned back against her luxury vehicle.

“I’m happy you came with me. You needed a night out on the town,” Melicia said. She reached up and tucked her thick hair behind her ear.

“I did. Thank you,” Kris said softly. She moved to stand in front of Melicia and bent her head slightly. She took her lips in a passionate kiss. She tilted her head and deepened it. Melicia welcomed her tongue as hers came forth to duel with hers.

Kris's hand slid up Melicia’s chest and palmed her large mound. She slowly massaged it before reaching and sliding her shoulder strap off to the side. It dropped down, and the dress drooped slightly, revealing Melicia’s plump mound. Kris covered it with her hand as she molded it. She caressed it and pinched the beaded nipple.

A moan slipped from Melicia. She reached up and hooked an arm around Kris’s shoulder. Their lips were still molded to one another. Kris couldn’t get enough of this young girl.

Melicia’s other hand tugged on the front of Kris’s dress to bring it up high. Her hand slipped beneath it and found Kris’s bare pussy.

“Where are your panties?” Melicia tore her lips from Kris’s and grinned. She slipped a finger between Kris’s slick labia and began to strum her clit.

“Well, it was just as you said. I never know when I’ll want to fuck you, so I need to be ready at all times,” Kris said with a smirk. Her smile slowly faded. She nipped Melicia’s bottom lip with her teeth. She couldn't care less that they were in a public parking lot.

Melicia’s hand was buried between her legs.

“I’m glad to think that we think alike.” Melicia gasped as Kris tugged on her nipple hard. Kris pinched it again, only this time harder. Melicia’s finger gathered more of her honey that slipped from her core and dragged it up to Kris’s clit.

“I want you to make me cum,” Kris demanded. She leaned her head down and nuzzled Melicia’s neck. She spread her legs wide and reached down to help hold her dress up and out of the way. The cool air of the night slid along her thighs. She ran her tongue along Melicia’s neck and up to her jawline before taking her lips in a bold kiss. She slid the other strap of Melicia’s dress down her shoulder to leave both of her breasts free. She broke the kiss and took hold of both of Melicia’s nipples and pinched them hard. A whimper escaped her as she continued to flick Kris’s clit.

Kris slipped her hand underneath Melicia’s dress and pushed her legs apart so she could reach her pussy. It was drenched and ready for her. She slid her fingers through the cream and began flicking Melicia’s clit.

Their soft moans filled the air as they gyrated against each other’s hands. Kris tugged on one of Melicia’s nipples, eliciting a groan from her.

“Right there. Keep going,” Kris ordered. Her breaths were coming in gasps. She ignored the sound of people shouting and talking off in the distance.

They stared into each other’s eyes as they brought each other to ecstasy.

“Can I cum when you do?” Melicia whimpered.

“Yes. I want you to cream all over my hand.” She yanked her forward and slammed her mouth on hers. Their mouths fused together as they brought each other to completion.

They reached their climax at the same time. Their bodies stiffened, their screams swallowed up by their mouths being joined.

An electric current raced through Kris’s body.

She’d never done anything so reckless and abandoned before, and it felt damn good. They came down from their euphoric journey with soft kisses. Melicia fell back against the car. Kris pulled her fingers from her pussy held them up for Melicia to clean them. She didn’t hesitate to lick her own cream from Kris’s fingers. She removed her hand between Kris’s legs and cleaned those off, too.

She pressed a soft kiss to Melicia’s lips.

“Don’t cover up. Get in the car.” Melicia nodded and moved aside to let Kris open the door. She wanted to see those pretty titties while she drove them home. She slid inside the car with Kris, closing the door behind her. Kris walked around the vehicle and slid inside. She glanced over at Melicia, who had removed her dress completely.

“Is this better?”

“It’s perfect.” She started the car and pulled out of the parking lot. Once they were on the road, she drove with one hand on the steering wheel and the other hand buried in Melicia’s pussy.

Melicia tilted her chair back to where she was almost lying down. She propped her legs open for Kris, exposing her entire pussy.

“Good girl,” Kris cooed. She came to a stoplight and pushed two fingers deep into Melicia. She pounded them into her channel and loved the sound she heard coming from her lover’s wet pussy. The minute she got home, she was going to bury her face between those thighs and not come up until morning.

It didn’t take them long to arrive home. Kris’s hand was coated in Melicia’s juices and cream. She’d already allowed her younger lover to have another orgasm in the car, and she was close to having another one.

“I want your pussy on my tongue,” Melicia moaned. Kris drove the car past the house and parked in the back in front of the garage. She pulled her fingers out of Melicia, who immediately sat forward and took her hand. She slipped Kris’s fingers into her mouth to clean the cream off them.

“You are such a dirty girl,” Kris breathed.

“I’m your dirty girl,” Melicia replied haughtily.

“You’re damn right you are. Come on, so I can fuck you properly.” What they stared at the bar and in the car had Kris strung tight. They were far from over.


Chapter Five


They weren’t supposed to be in Melicia’s room. She had taken a break from work. She had been working at the desk in her room and had come out of her bedroom just as Kris was coming down the hall.

One smile.

A kiss.

Now they were in Melicia’s bed.

Kris ran her hand down the curve of Melicia’s back. Her hands came to rest on Melicia’s small waist as she pushed the thick cock that was strapped to her further inside of Melicia’s pretty pink pussy.

A moan spilled from Melicia. It was music to Kris’s ears. She thrust her hips again and got the same sound again.

“You need more?” Kris asked. Her hands gripped Melicia tightly. Sweat coated Melicia’s skin.

“Yes, please,” Melicia gasped. She threw herself back to take more of the cock.

“Such a greedy girl.” Kris grinned. She reached over and scooped up the small tube of lubricant and squirted some onto Melicia’s rim. It was puckered and demanding that Kris fill it. She dropped the lube down on the bed and reached for the other large dildo that waited for her.

They had brought toys into the bedroom, which Kris loved. She had plenty of them, and apparently so did Melicia. She paused her thrusting and ran the tip of the dildo along Melicia’s dark hole. It opened slightly, then closed as if summoning her.

She pressed the tip of the thick cock to Melicia’s rim. It resisted at first as it always did, but it soon opened, swallowing the cock as if it were meant to take it.

“Look at that,” Kris murmured.

“It feels so good,” Melicia whimpered. She pushed up onto her hands and rocked backwards. “Please. Fuck me hard.”

“I plan to,” Kris chuckled. Her lover was greedy when it came to filling her holes. She loved it when Kris used multiple dildos on her.

She fucked her pussy and her ass.

Melicia cried out.

“You better not cum yet,” Kris warned.

“I’m not,” Melicia gasped. Her hands grasped the blanket tightly. “I want to really bad.”

“You know the rules,” Kris said. Her eyes took in how wide Melicia’s ass was open. She drilled the dildo hard into her dark hole, eliciting cries of ecstasy.

Kris loved seeing Melicia this way. It seemed as if it were forever ago when she first resisted the idea of fucking her stepdaughter.

Now, they fucked multiple times a day.

Her orgasms were always hard and addictive.

The phone rang.

The sound sliced through the moment like a blade.

Kris froze.

Melicia did too. They both stared at the phone as if it would magically disappear.  The phone vibrated again on the nightstand. Kris pulled out of Melicia, but let the dildo buried in her ass. She reached for the phone, already knowing who it was before she saw the name.

Michael.

Her pulse spiked.

“Hey.” She answered, keeping her voice steady. She rolled out of the bed and watched Melicia move onto her side. Her young lover watched her, remaining quiet.

“Just landed,” Michael said, his voice crackling faintly. “I’ll be home within the hour.”

“Why didn’t you tell me yesterday you were coming home today?” Kris asked. He wasn’t due home for another day.

Melicia’s eyes widened at the announcement.

“I figured I’d surprise you and Melicia. Why don’t I take you two out for an early dinner? What time is she done with work?” he asked.

“Usually about four,” she replied. Her heart pounded in her chest. She tried to remain calm. “Have you got on the road yet?”

“Nah, I’m waiting on my luggage. I parked the car in one of the lots. By the time I get home, I’ll shower, then we can head out,” he said.

“That sounds like a plan,” she said.  “Drive safe.”

“I missed you,” Michael added.

Kris hesitated only a fraction of a second. “I know.”

She ended the call and stared at the phone, her heartbeat loud in her ears.

An hour.

“He’s here?” Melicia asked quietly.

“We have an hour,” Kris tossed her phone onto the nightstand. She reached up and removed the strap from around her, then knelt on the bed.

“What does that mean?” Melicia said. Kris crawled back to her and planted her hands on either side of her head.

“It means we have ten minutes to make each other cum, then fifty minutes until he gets home,” Kris said softly. She lowered her head and pressed a chaste kiss to Melicia’s lips.

“Sounds like a plan.”

Kris turned herself around so that her face was level with Melicia’s pussy. She lowered her own onto Melicia’s waiting tongue. She spread Melicia open and began sucking and flicking her clit with her tongue.

She gripped Melicia’s thighs while she buried her full face into her lover's delicious pussy. Melicia wasted no time in latching onto her clit and suckling it hard.

Kris groaned. They should have stopped and taken the full hour to prepare for Michael’s arrival, but she needed one more taste of Melicia’s pussy.

One more orgasm.

She didn’t know how everything was going to work out when he arrived, but she didn’t want to give up Melicia.

Their orgasms came hard and fast.

Kris lapped all of the cream that came out of Melicia. She pressed one last kiss to her clit before lifting her head. Melicia continued to slowly lick her clean.

“That feels so good, and I hate to tell you we have to stop,” Kris said softly.

“I just need another five minutes,” Melicia whispered. Her face was pressed against Kris. She chuckled and lifted off of Melicia, who playfully tried to hold onto her.

“Five more minutes?” Kris echoed. Melicia pouted those lips that were swollen and wet from Kris’s pussy juices. She turned around and straddled Melicia’s face again. “Fine. Five more minutes and I expect my pussy to be licked clean.”

“It will be.” Melicia sent her tongue through Kris’s folds. She held onto her thighs and slowly began to clean Kris’s pussy.

“Oh,” Kris moaned. She was already feeling arousal climb inside of her. She reached down and combed Melicia’s hair away from her face. She held her gaze as she suckled Kris’s clit. “That’s a good girl. Suck my clit.”

Slow, steady tugs on her swollen clit elicited a deep tremor through her body. She continued to gently play with Melicia’s hair as she began to rock onto her lover’s tongue.

“Yes…” Kris hissed.

They had to stop. Michael would be here soon.

But she couldn’t drag herself off of Melicia’s tongue. She ground down as Melicia sucked and tugged on her clit. She bit her lip and moaned again.

What was this girl doing to her? Kris couldn’t remember ever having this much sex in her life before. She’d been with her share of men and women, but nothing had ever been like this with her former lovers.

Melicia’s grip on her thighs tightened.

Kris fell forward and rested her hands on the bed as another orgasm claimed her.

This one started at the tips of her toes and spread throughout her body. Her muscles tightened. She closed her eyes and let out a powerful cry as the sensations overtook her. Melicia shook her head while humming, sending the vibrations through her sensitive bud.

“What am I going to do with you?” Kris gasped. She opened her eyes and stared down at Melicia.

“Find a way to keep fucking me,” Melicia said.

Kris gave a nod. She agreed. She had to find a way.

When she was finally able to move, she got out of bed and swallowed hard. Her legs were weak, and she felt as if all of the energy had been drained from her. She eyed her lover, who had rolled over onto her side. The evidence of Kris’s release coated her face. She had the look of someone who had been fucked hard and good.

“We have to clean up the house before he gets here,” she murmured.

“I know.”

Not that the house was a mess. It was just that they may have left evidence of their coupling around the house. She didn’t want to risk one of their toys being left lying somewhere. They had fucked all throughout the house.

They cleaned up fast, like they’d practiced for this moment without ever admitting it. Melicia slipped back into her room. Kris returned to hers. Doors closed. Hallway lights adjusted. The house was back to normal.

Michael arrived forty-five minutes later, travel-worn and distracted. He kissed Kris hello, dropped his bag, and launched into a story about delays, meetings, and exhaustion.

Kris nodded and listened.

“Wow. So they were okay with letting a nuclear reactor go off?” she asked, amazed. She saw why he and a team had to fly out to China. The company he worked for would have lost everything.

From the corner of her eye, she saw Melicia pass through the room and casually wave to her father.

“Hey, pumpkin. You and Kris had a good time while I was gone?” She came over to him and went into his open arms.

“I did,” she said. Her eyes landed on Kris. She felt the heat of her gaze clear across the room.

“That’s good. I’m so glad you two get along so well.” He dropped a kiss on her forehead. “Well, I need to shower. I feel as if I have been in the same clothes for close to thirty-six hours. I’m going to head upstairs to shower. When I’m done, we’ll go out to dinner.”

“We’ll be ready,” Melicia said. He smiled and hurried from the room.

Melicia waited until the sound of the bedroom door closed upstairs before she turned to Kris. They just stared at each other.

They’d almost been caught.

The danger should have scared Kris, but it didn’t.

Michael’s presence wasn’t going to stop anything.

Kris pushed off the couch and walked over to Melicia. She tipped her chin up. She dropped a soft kiss on her lips.

“Make sure you were something…cute…” Kris said.

“I will. I have a cute jean skirt that I think you will like,” Melicia teased. She sat closer to Kris and pressed her breasts against hers. Kris reached down and gripped her ass.

“I’m sure I will.”


Epilogue


On the surface, nothing had changed.

Michael had slipped back into his routine as if he’d never left. It was always early mornings, late nights, and phone calls that followed him from room to room.  His presence settled into the house like background noise and was easily ignored.

Kris adapted seamlessly.

She always did.

Melicia played her role just as well. The grown adult daughter who lived at home so she could work and save her money.

They enjoyed meals together as a family on some nights, while on other nights it was just the two girls with Michael working late from his office.

With Michael being home, it meant nothing.

They hadn’t slowed down.

They’d simply learned how to hide better.

Late nights became strategic. Closed doors meant nothing anymore. Orgasms had to be quiet. Toys had to remain hidden.

They had just finished eating dinner. It was one night when Michael was home from work. Kris stood and began clearing the table.

Melicia leaned back in her chair and stretched casually. Her gaze met Kris’s. There was a twinkle in her eyes.

“We’re going to get ice cream,” she said to Michael. “You want anything?”

“Have fun. I’ve got a call.” Michael waved a hand without looking up from his phone. Melicia’s smile widened, and she stood and helped Kris finish clearing the table. They loaded the dishwasher, then headed out. Michael was still sitting at the dining table, engrossed in his phone.

“We won’t be long.” Kris grabbed her purse, already reaching for her keys. The front door closed behind them with a soft click.

In the car, the silence was immediate and heavy with meaning. This was an outing meant just for them. Michael wouldn’t have joined them anyway. Melicia just wanted to be nice and extend the offer to her father.

“Ice cream?” Melicia smiled first.

“Ice cream.” Kris returned it. She started the car and drove out of the driveway to the local ice cream shop.

They drove with the windows down, the night air warm and fragrant, the city lights thinning as they left the neighborhood behind. The ice cream shop was busy, loud, full of laughter and careless happiness.

They ordered their ice cream and then sat over on one of the picnic tables. They shared their bites of each other’s ice cream while their knees brushed. This felt like an ordinary evening for her to be out with her lover.

“This is so good,” Melicia said. She took another bite of her ice cream and moaned. She eyed Kris’s. “But next time I may have to get what you got.”

“I tried to tell you.” Kris shrugged her shoulders. She motioned to the car. “Let’s go to the park.”

“Let’s.” Melicia’s eyes light up. It was one of their favorite hangout spots. They quickly finished their ice cream and returned to the car while holding hands. She loved spending time alone with Melicia. Nights like this were their ‘date night’.

She drove down a winding road until the lights disappeared completely, and the world narrowed to darkness and quietness. She parked near the overlook, the rolling hills stretching out beneath them like a secret meant to be kept.

“It’s always so pretty here,” Melicia whispered. The city beneath them was beautiful. The lights twinkled like stars. They were secluded in a small area of a nature park where they could be alone. Melicia turned to her with a small smile. “I know why you brought me here.”

“If you do, then why are you still dressed?” Kris arched an eyebrow.

Melicia grinned and reached down and tugged her t-shirt over her head, revealing her bare breasts. She unbuttoned her jean shorts and wiggled out of them. She crawled through the front seats to get into the back seat.

Kris slapped her ass as she passed by. She would exit the car and get in the back seat through the door. She was too old to climb through like Melicia did. Once she was in the back seat, Melicia flew into her arms.

“I’ve missed you,” she murmured. She peppered hot kisses along Kris’s cheeks and neck.

“We were just together this morning,” Kris murmured. The minute Michael had left for the office, they had fucked hard before Melicia had to log in for work.

“That’s still too long,” Melicia pouted. She pointed to Kris’s clothing. “Why am I the only one naked?”

Kris grinned and removed her shirt and shorts, too. She then closed the gap between her and Melicia and captured her lips with hers. Their coupling right now would be hard and fast again until later, once Michael was asleep.

Her workaholic husband didn’t know that she snuck out of their bed and went to his daughters' every night.

Right now, she couldn’t wait for later.

She needed this juicy pussy.

Their kisses turned frantic. Kris lifted Melicia’s leg up and settled down on top of her, where their slick pussies molded against one another.

Their moans filled the air as she rocked back and forth. Their swollen clits brushed each other with each movement.

When they returned home, everything would appear normal. Just a stepmother who took her stepdaughter out for ice cream after dinner.

Two women who got along.

Extremely well.

“Harder,” Melicia cried out. Her hips moved faster as she held onto Kris’s waist.

Kris glanced down at her lover and knew this was everything she wanted.

Sex when she wanted.

How she wanted.

Where she wanted.

With whom she wanted—her stepdaughter.

***

Make sure you snag the next book in the series! Anything She Demands can be found HERE!
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The line was there for a reason. She erased it anyway.

Liz Carter just had a baby with her husband, who’s always one tee time—or business call—away. Liz has learned how to manage her new routine and needs. Once she commanded boardrooms, now she’s at home in charge of an infant.

Until her husband’s daughter comes home for the summer to help.

Jessie Dodson is beautiful and young. She adores her new sibling, and she pays close attention when Liz feeds the baby.

Liz can’t help fantasizing about her in ways that she shouldn’t, but she doesn’t care. She has needs that aren’t being met, and Jessie is around more than her husband.

And when Jessie asks for a taste, Liz doesn’t say no.

She demands that Jessie feed, too.

Liz doesn’t pretend it’s wrong.

The line between right and wrong–she erases it.

***

Grab your copy of Anything She Demands HERE!
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