
        
            
                
            
        

    
	To the girls that dream of a CEO Daddy stretching them open…

	 


“Falling in love is not rational. It’s madness. A beautiful, wonderful moment of magnificent insanity.”

	—Michael Faudet
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	ADEN

	 

	He was wrong for me. Everything I should have stayed away from, but he was like a delicious drug to my system and once I got a taste, I wanted more.

	We never should have been, but we are and there’s no changing the future for us.
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ADEN

	Coffee—dark drip, no sugar. Almond croissants for breakfast. Mondays files. A meeting at 3 p.m. Sushi for lunch at Ling’s Sushi Bar. Check emails. Dinner at The Hilton.

	I went through the list of tasks I had for the day in my little grey notebook. If anything went wrong today, my butt was walking out of this building unemployed. My boss was very particular about the way his things were done and because I wasn’t doing them right, he made sure to write them down for me, so that next time, “There would be no room for mistakes”, as he’d put it so nicely the other day. In other words, he was a perfectionist arsehole and I…was not so much.

	Speaking of said Tyrannical Devil, the frosted glass doors opened as he sauntered in and brushed past me. Aaron King. Forty-eight. Born in Sweden, and raised in London for most of his life. Old enough to be my daddy. He’s 6 ‘3 according to his latest Forbes appearance which—roll my eyes—was not his first appearance in the Forbes Magazine. Jesus, what an ego trip that must be.

	From across his desk, I could smell his perfume and aftershave. A perfect blend of Vanilla Latte and cool cinnamon.

	He cleared his throat and I glanced up to see him in a white shirt today untucked from his perfectly pressed charcoal grey suit pants. The cuffs of his shirt were undone and the first few rows of buttons near his throat were unbuttoned, exposing the smooth skin of his bulging Adam’s apple. He somehow always managed to pull off that corporate look without even trying.

	For God’s Sake, Aden stop staring at your boss. But the little devil perched on my shoulder couldn’t help herself. I glanced up into his Atlantic slate, blue eyes. His eyes were strange. They’re not exactly blue or grey, but an unusual blend of both. They almost appeared murky. Aaron was staring right at me, irritation pulling at his thick, dark eyebrows as his soft-looking dark blond locks fell into his eyes. His hair was the kind of hair you’d love to run your hands through as he settled in between your thighs. It’s a shade of dark, dirty blond. His angular cheekbones were clean-shaven. 

	“Aaron—“

	He lifted his eyebrows at my boldness.

	“Mr King,” I cleared my throat and corrected myself with a forced smile.

	“Miss Summers.” He placed his large hands on his desk. “Are you forgetting anything?” That smooth Etonian accent of his made my knees weak. His voice was husky, and when he spoke in that posh accent of his, it always made everyone in the room listen carefully to every single word and syllable that fell out of his mouth.

	I fumbled, adjusting my round, wire-rimmed reading glasses as I glanced at his desk and realised that I had forgotten to get an extra cream croissant. Fuck. It was for his morning breakfast meeting with some harlot named Meredith. I always get her the cream croissant, which she only took a bite out of because her calorie count couldn’t be disrupted. She came in once a week and she was the hot Versace model type but it’s not that hard for all the employees to draw their conclusions as to what kind of “meetings” they were having. Not that I gave a damn. Each to their own. Of course, anyone with two perfect eyes would fuck my boss too. One could only imagine what those cruel lips that are always tipped up into a slightly cruel smirk could do. Or those long fingers. Long, slender fingers. I imagined them inside my pussy and mouth at the same time, finger-fucking me into oblivion. Choking me until I came all around him.

	“Aden?”

	Holy fuck.

	Jerking back to reality, the heat immediately travelled to my face when I realised that he was watching me. Scrutinising me. And I could feel the warm dampness between my legs. It was way too early for my panties to be this wet. I usually waited until he left the building at seven every evening, before touching myself in his office chair. Just getting off on the idea of him pounding my pussy drove me insane. What? He had big dick energy. But that doesn’t take away the fact that he was a pain in the arse.

	His lips are pursed into a tight line, giving me a stern stare that says, “Why do you exist, Aden? Purely so that I can make your life more miserable than mine.”

	“Can you get it or should I send someone else who’s a little more capable this morning?”

	“I can get it,” I said a little too quickly before walking out of his office.

	Did I mention that he was a pain in the arse? A hot fucking pain in the arse though.

	If I were the owner of my own corporate company, I’d make men like Aaron get on their knees before me. But that’s a dream right now and all I was, was a personal assistant who worked for the world’s grumpiest arsehole who never laughed or smiled–ever. I mean who drank their coffee black and bitter every single day? There’s such a wide range of options to choose from. I would rather die than be like Aaron. He was the type of person that sucked all the sunshine out of a room and then replaced it with his fun gloomy self. I bet that was why everyone looked the way they did when they showed up at work here every morning.

	It’s a cool Spring day. People were crowding the streets as they hurried to get to work or get their quick breakfasts before heading to work.

	I got to the nearest Starbucks which was just around the next block from King Corp and waited in line. When it was my turn, I decided to order a pumpkin cream cheese muffin instead of the damn croissant, because she doesn’t even eat the damn croissant. Besides, who wouldn’t like muffins? Everyone loved a good muffin. Especially if it had cream cheese in it.

	Muffin in hand, I made my way back towards the towering glass building with a black iron cast frame and King Corp in massive iron lettering at the very top.

	I took the elevator up to the top floor where Aaron’s office was and thankfully when I got there, the doors were still open and his bitch—I mean pretty lady friend—wasn’t here yet.

	Leaving the cupcake down on his desk near the croissants, I stood there, waiting for him to say something—anything. But he was silent as he continued to scribble notes across the surface of a page. I know that he knew I was standing there, but he just wanted to be an arsehole, so I cleared my throat. I bet he loved it when his employees had to grovel for his attention.

	He stilled for a second as if he was going to look up at me, but he didn’t. He just went back to frowning as he wrote down his notes.

	“Mr King?”

	“Did you get it?” His voice was low and had a timbre so rich to it that it sent shivers down my spine.

	“Yes, I—”

	“Thanks, you can go now,” he dismissed me and I bit my tongue in restraint from making a snide remark.

	Instead, I took a deep calm breath and headed to the adjoining office that was now mine.

	I couldn’t understand why my little workspace had to be right inside of his workspace, but he said that was the only way he could function and that he’d have a better chance of keeping an eye on me. I didn’t want his eyes on me. Yeah, right. What about his hands? You don’t want those on you too?

	Slamming my door, I turned around in time to see Aaron glance up at me for a fraction of a second, his eyes narrowed, dark brows furrowed deep and his lips pulled into a thin line.

	Go fuck yourself, Mr. King. I faked a smile and moved to the seat behind my desk.

	My little office, even though questionably too small to even be called an office, was filled with my personal touch. I had a little shelf with books, a little buzzer gadget that Aaron used to summon me like I was his little minion all day long, and then I had my landline that was connected to his as well in case he needed me to make any calls or take calls that he didn’t want to deal with. My wooden mahogany desk had little plants in glass tubs in one neat row. They’re all succulents because I’m not good with plants and seldom remember to water them even though I love to keep plants. It’s safe to say all my terrarium’s lifespans lasted within a week of me building them.

	I just had a few cactuses and Venus Flytraps for now. I wished that Aaron would stick his finger in one. Sighing, I opened my MacBook and logged in.

	I had to sort through Aaron’s list of things that he had to do this week because I couldn’t mess it up like I did last week. He threatened me that “My arse was out of here if I couldn’t do the damned job properly”.

	It wasn’t that hard organising his lists though. He had a pretty boring lifestyle. At four a.m. he went to the gym till five for a solid hour, sometimes an extra half hour, and then it was time for work. I usually met him here at the office at six, waiting with his disgusting green smoothie from GreenLeafe. He typically has sushi for lunch. Nothing too sloppy or unhealthy. His meetings are filled with a bunch of other arrogant arseholes who walk around the boardroom, puffing their chests out like they’re ready to take on the world and form their very own Justice League squad.

	And his week usually ends with two to three dinner charity events. I couldn’t possibly imagine what he did with the rest of his free evenings and I highly doubted it was spent in the arms of a lover. I mean he was silent and has this constant disgruntled demeanour about him every single day. If he wasn’t a billionaire with a tower that reached into the sky, my next bet was him being a serial killer. Who would date that? Certainly not me.

	I’ve been his secretary for a month. My mum got me the job through a friend and I just needed to make ends meet. I was finally managing to pay my rent, so whatever Aaron did was none of my business. I just needed him to pay me at the end of each month until I could upgrade from this circle of hell.

	I was perfectly fine living in my happy bubble even if it wasn’t not as glamorous as his. I woke up happy in my tiny studio apartment ready to fill my day with sunshine. But it was not possible to bring that to work when you worked at King Corp. And if anyone thought I had it bad, I’ve seen him make employees cry. Yeah, grown-arse adults, men twice his age. I’ve seen him give zero blinks—or fucks for that matter—as he fired people while staring blank them in the face.

	A shudder travelled through me as I reminded myself not to fuck up either. I didn’t have any backup trust fund to help me pay my rent and I knew I was not going to get another job that paid a personal assistant so generously. I’m pretty lucky Aaron hasn’t kicked my butt out on the curb as yet, considering my rocky start on the job and my weekly mishaps. Trust me, I was born with the invisible caution sign on my forehead. I was a walking casualty.

	Just as I opened up a task planner on my MacBook, my buzzer sounded and I glanced up to see Aaron staring right at me, signalling me over with his index finger. And then I looked over at the other seat and saw Meredith sitting there, gripping the cupcake in her hand and shooting glares at me.

	Fuck. Me.

	Taking a deep breath, I made my way out of my little office and stepped into Aaron’s office, knotting my fingers nervously as my eyes cut across to his. I swear I saw a muscle in his jaw tick as he stared right back.

	“Aden.” His voice was calm—and that was not a good thing, trust me on this. “Why did you get the muffin, when I asked—”

	“I can’t believe you’d give me this monstrosity to eat!” Meredith cut Aaron off with her annoying voice. I mean she was clearly trying hard to pull off some annoying posh London accent only people who weren’t from London tried to do.

	I looked at the cupcake in her hands and then back up at her only to let out a little chuckle. “It’s just a cupcake. I promise you that there is nothing monstrous about that little cupcake.”

	Shut your smart mouth, Aden.

	“Aden.” Aaron’s voice was a warning for me to shut up and just stand there and be a good girl.

	Meredith gave me a haughty look. “I can’t eat cupcakes! They are completely disruptive to my diet, you idiot.”

	This bitch…

	“Well then,” I reached forward and tried to grab the cupcake from her, “I’ll just take this away and bring something else,” I said that last part with my teeth gripped as we both tugged on the poor cupcake.

	Meredith didn’t let go of the cupcake as I tried to remove it from her grip, so when I let go, it was like a slingshot effect, because Meredith’s hand moved back, and the cupcake hit her square in the face.

	R.I.P to that poor cupcake.

	My mouth hung open and I suppressed the urge to laugh. And then I remembered Aaron’s sitting right there. When I turned to look at him, he was glaring at me. Shit-shit-shit.

	I watched from my little office as Meredith cleaned her face off with tissues. Aaron was trying to talk to her calmly, but she kept giving me death glares as if I was supposed to just drop dead. The bitch wishes.

	I bit my thumb’s fingernail and paced around my office until I saw her leaving and then Aaron turned around and a lump nestled itself in my throat as he moved towards my office.

	“I’m so sorry,” was the first thing that came out of my mouth when he swung the door open and then shut it behind him. “I thought she’d like a cupcake better than the croissant.”

	“Don’t,” he said, walking towards me.

	I held my breath as he neared me, his dark eyes glaring right into mine as he towered above me. Aaron glaring down at me was extremely intimidating because he was so freaking tall. He was a giant actually. It must have been those Scandinavian genes.

	I moved backwards until my arse was hitting the desk and Aaron came closer, nostrils flared. Something hard presses against the front of my abdomen. I swallowed hard because it very much felt like his cock. And it was pressed up against me. How did he not notice? Judging from the deep frown in between his eyebrows, I’d say it’s because he’s more focused on dealing with the situation at hand. I squeezed my thighs together, because, no I shouldn’t be feeling all hot and bothered while he was about to berate my arse. I shouldn’t be wondering about why his cock was so hard and how huge it felt.

	“Don’t say anything.”

	I knew I was supposed to be focusing on the situation at hand, but fuck, he smelled so good too that it almost numbed my senses.

	“I didn’t mean—”

	“You’re fired!” He shouted in my face, keeping his expression blank as I flinched.

	All feelings aside, his words hit me like a hard punch to the gut. Or to my throat perhaps, whichever hurts worse.

	“Over a cupcake?” My voice is small, disbelieving.

	He cocked his head slightly and laughed as if he’d lost it entirely. “No Aden. It is not just about the cupcake. You’re vexing and incompetent. You are unable to complete the simple tasks that I request from you and you are always doing something fucking idiotic when my back is turned. I tried to give you a chance. I just can’t do this any more”

	The back of my eyes burned with tears. The urge to cry lingered dangerously on the surface. I would not cry in front of him. I’m stronger than that.

	“I have a billion-dollar company to run, Miss Summers,” he says thinly. “Not a fucking daycare where I have to look after my employees.”

	“My stuff,” I whispered, as I glanced around my office.

	“You can get it on Monday,” he said before leaving.

	Grabbing my bag and one of my cactuses, I left my office. I sensed Aaron watching me as I held my cactus and left his office.

	I was screwed. Completely, utterly screwed.

	I knew I was going to break down when I got home, so before I did I grabbed a dozen pumpkin cream cheese cupcakes because I loved them and needed them for comfort eating later on.

	 


ADEN

	“You did what?!” I would think my mother was standing right next to me because of her high-pitched tone on the other end of the line.

	“I’m not going to repeat the whole thing, mum.” I bent down and stuck my head in the small bar fridge.

	Thank God I was single because all my tiny bar fridge could stock up at the moment were a few cans of Coke, leftover pizza wrapped in some foil, and a few bottles of water.

	It was bad enough that I was going to have to ask my boss–well, ex-boss if I was still going to get my paycheck for this month.

	It has technically been one-and-a-half months. I have a feeling that Aaron-arsehole-slash-big-dick-King won’t be pleased about this question.

	Nope. Not after today.

	“He fired you?” My mother repeated on the loudspeaker as if she hadn’t heard me the first time. I groaned and she sensed my annoyance, so she quickly continued. “Aden you need to start growing up. Do you know what I was doing when I was twenty-one? I was–”

	“Getting pregnant with some tosser?” I interrupted her sob story and grabbed a cold can of Coke, before popping it open and taking a long sip of the fizzy drink, letting the sugar slide down the back of my throat. 

	It was true. All I’ve ever known about my dad my whole life was that he was greedy, made money, and left us the second I was born. That he didn’t want me, because I was an accident. To hear that every single day of my childhood and teens was a punch to my self-confidence. I didn’t know anything about my dad. Not his name, last name, or even a picture. I took my ex-stepfather’s last name, Summers, because Mum said he’d be my dad. Funnily enough though, he only managed to survive a two-month marriage to my mum before hitting the road.

	When I first started getting curious about my real father, Mum used to get so mad at me that she’d lie in bed all day and not even cook. Then she’d get up and blame me because I was the problem in her life. I was terrible at dating men because they always ended up being arseholes and fuckboys. I was drawn to men like Aaron King. Unnaturally fucking hot, out of my league, older and complete cunts. Those I suppose were my “Daddy Issues”. But deep down I was mostly afraid of turning into my mum.

	She was constantly messing up our lives and the first nicest thing she has ever done for me is get me that job. Other than that, we don’t get along. Our relationship was weird because she had never been like a mum. Since I was a child, I could tell by the way the other kids’ mums were, that I didn’t have that kind of relationship with her. It has always been a blame game when it comes to me. I’m the reason everything was wrong in her life. I’ve heard it from her own mouth once she had a glass or two of vodka that’s usually enough to loosen her voice box. My life is fucked. So sue me if I was a little grumpy about things.

	“Aden–”

	“Mum, I had a long day. I’m sorry. I just can’t deal with you giving me a lecture on top of everything,” I said.

	She sighed. “Okay, I’m sorry. I know things are shitty right now, but I also wanted to remind you about tonight.”

	“Tonight?” I leaned against my small kitchen island, skimmed through my phone calendar and saw that I did have a reminder set for later on.

	I tapped open the reminder and saw that I had today marked for a date with my mother and someone special that she wanted me to meet.

	“The dinner date,” she said. “You remember don’t you, honey? It took me two months, but I finally booked the reservation for us at Riviera Steakhouse. It’s going to be amazing!”

	Translation: It’s going to be a fucking borrow show.

	And honey? I wondered which rich arsehole she was trying to suck up to. She was definitely going to introduce me to someone from the country club. It was where she spent all her time and money, trying to act affluent and be a part of “high society”.

	“How did you even get a booking there? It’s disturbingly expensive and you know that we can’t afford that,” I said, walking over to the single beige couch in my living room and plopped down on it.

	My studio apartment was small. It was a living room, bedroom, closet, and kitchen packed into one open space. It was simple, but I liked it here. Besides, I could see the city below from my wide glass window view. “You don’t have to worry about that,” she said. “Just be ready in time for dinner.”

	“Okay. I’ll see you later then.”

	“Aden,” my mother said.

	“Yeah?”

	She sighed. “Nothing. Just know that things will be okay. Life can be crappy sometimes.”

	I ended the call and threw my phone down next to me on the couch.

	Today could have gone better, but I had a feeling that Aaron has always had it in for me. He never gave me a proper chance from the start and I understood why. He saw me as an entitled brat who accepted help from her mum to get a job. He didn’t think I could do it and I just proved him right today by fucking it up like I do with everything in my life. Who knew a little cupcake could ruin everything in a second? A very delicious cupcake, I had to admit though.

	Getting up from the couch, I stripped off my clothes and headed into the bathroom to have a shower and get ready for dinner tonight.

	I’d rather sit and sulk my butt off at home, but I knew my mum has been waiting to get this dinner reservation for a while now. As much as I hated meeting her idiotic circle of friends, I would feel bad and guilty if I didn’t at least make an effort to show up. That’s the kind of victim I was. I lay across the train tracks to please people who barely cared about me.

	 


ADEN

	I adjusted my dress for the hundredth time as I got out of the Uber and stepped onto the busy sidewalk of Soho. Even though I practically grew up in London, my life was fairly monotonous because I could count the number of times I had been to Soho on one hand. This counted as the third time.

	I pulled at my dress again and huffed out a breath. It wasn’t the dress bothering me. No, the dress was perfect. It was a satin emerald green midi dress that had a draped cowl neck design and ruched waist with a high slit up my left thigh. It fitted my thick figure effortlessly. Again the dress was perfect, it was just me and my goddamned nerves.

	I pulled out my phone and texted my mother as I strolled through the open glass doors of Riviera Steakhouse.

	Aden: I’m here…

	My phone pings seconds later.

	Mom: Great! I’m coming to get you.

	I lingered near the reception area and I already felt out of place as I watched the rich and glamorous couples walk in, dressed to the nines.

	I didn’t have a poor life growing up, but there were days when things were bad. It wasn’t always fancy dinners and comfort. There were days when debt collectors were pounding at our doors, days when there was never enough food. It makes me feel a little uncomfortable standing here now.

	I felt like the fourteen-year-old version of myself. Fuck, I hated the bad memories.

	“Aden!”

	I turned in the direction of my mother’s voice and saw her standing near a glass door, waving me over.

	She was dressed in a silky black dress that hugged her delicate figure. Perfect. She was trying to suck up to someone tonight which meant I had to be on my best behaviour and that entailed a list of things she used to make me do in the past whenever we went out for dinners like this.

	
		Don’t eat too much.

		Don’t stare.

		Don’t talk a lot. 

		Be polite.

		Smile.

		Lie and be pretentious.



	I wished that I had decided not to come. Wallowing in my apartment seemed like a better option than being here.

	I walked over to my mother and when I reached her, she immediately reached out and adjusted the strap on my shoulder.

	“I could have gotten you something newer and on-trend if you had let me,” she said as we walked through the archway leading into the restaurant.

	“It’s fine,” I said.

	I followed her as she led me deeper into the pit. It felt like a pit filled with snakes made out of gold, watching you like you didn’t belong. The uneasiness slowly made its way into my body.

	“There he is,” my mother said, placing a hand on my shoulder. “Now, Aden, please don’t make a scene. I know I have a lot to explain…”

	My mother’s voice disappeared in the background as the table and person we were headed towards came into focus. WHAT THE FUCK?

	My world felt like it was being tipped on its axis. I was certain that the room was spinning and that I was fucking seeing things, but there he was.

	NO.NO.NO.

	But I couldn’t deny it the second his eyes glanced up to meet mine. Those Atlantic slate blue eyes. The strange ones. NO.

	I swallowed but my mouth was dry. I saw the confusion in his eyes too, but they were quickly replaced by a blank look and just like that I couldn’t tell what he was thinking anymore.

	He stood up and first kissed my mother on her cheek and when it was my turn, every fibre of my being stood to attention. My heart pounded against my chest as his scent entered my nostrils. That perfect blend of vanilla latte and cool cinnamon.

	His hand rested on my lower back and it was just one touch, but enough to set my skin on fire. And then his lips were almost touching mine. He placed a small kiss, small but so delicious at the corner of my mouth. I stuck my tongue out against his mouth and swiped across his bottom lip, but then he let go immediately and the spell was broken.

	Aaron King went back to his seat and I took my place across from him, wondering why the fuck he was at dinner with my mother and me.

	“Alice,” Aaron said, keeping his eyes focused on my mother. The way he said her name, it was like he knew her personally and the thought unsettled me. I didn’t like the fact that they knew each other and I didn’t know why I felt that way. Or maybe I did know. Maybe it’s because I felt some kind of way for Aaron.

	I glanced over at my mother, waiting for an explanation. There was no way she and someone like Aaron should have known each other, especially when she told me that she had gotten the job for me through one of her rich country club friends. She never said she knew him personally. She would have gloated about it.

	“Aaron, I wanted to tell you,” my mother said, staring down at the table. “I just couldn’t.”

	“Tell me what?” I noticed the agitation in his voice and the way he clenched his fist. Spending a month with him, I knew the way he got before he exploded and I really hoped that whatever my mother had to say was not going to push him over the edge. Besides, I really didn’t want to be here right now.

	“That Aden is your daughter,” she said and then she buried her face into her hands.

	“You told me she was a friend’s daughter.” Aaron’s eyes burned into me with rage like I had lied to him even though I was just as fucking confused as him.

	What the actual fuck? Daughter?! Dad?! My stomach twisted with disgust and I wanted to crawl underneath the table, somewhere Aaron couldn’t see me and burn daggers into me.

	What the fuck?!

	This had to be a nightmare. I was literally not thinking about him…about his…cock. Oh, God. I was going to fucking die. No, this couldn’t be happening.

	“Aden.” I felt my mother’s hands on me, but I stood up and walked away from her—from him.

	I just couldn’t be here right now.

	So many thoughts ran through my mind. Aaron was the rich arsehole my mother was always badmouthing my entire life. Now she wanted us to have fucking dinner together? And to top it off, she was lying like crazy. Telling Aaron I’m a friend’s daughter and then telling me that she got the job for me through a friend. What the fuck was wrong with her?!

	I reached into my purse and grabbed my phone and with shaky hands, I swiped the screen open and tried to get an Uber.

	Tears blurred my vision and even though I swiped them away, they just kept falling.

	That’s when I felt a hand on my arm. I turned around to see Aaron standing behind me. His expression was unreadable. I glanced back down at my phone, desperate to get the hell out of there. It was embarrassing enough that I was thinking of him for the past month in ways that I never should have been. I supposed this added to my list of daddy issues.

	“Aden,” he said and closed his fingers around my arm.

	I looked up at him again this time and saw something flicker in his eyes. But it was gone too quickly before I could decipher what was going through his head.

	“Look, I don’t want to do this,” I said, trying as hard as possible to keep my voice steady. But it was so fucking difficult when all I wanted to do was cry.

	“Neither do I.” He stepped closer and I took a deep breath, trying to ignore the fact that his hand felt so warm against my skin. “Let me take you home at least.”

	“Why? This doesn’t change the fact that you treated me like shit earlier,” I said thinly.

	It was only hours ago when he and I were in his office, pressed up against each other and he was being a complete arsehole. It was pretty hard to forget that.

	“I…” he trailed off and then raked a hand through his hair. “I’m sorry, okay? It doesn’t excuse the fact that I was out of line, but we can’t ignore this and walk away. Let me take you home.”

	He actually sounded sincere and I would have paid a million pounds if I could rewind and hear Aaron say he’s sorry again. In all my time spent being employed for him, not once did I ever hear him apologise for anything to anyone. But here he was apologising. As much as I wanted to be a bitch about earlier, I was not a bad person.

	“Okay,” I said. “You can take me home.”

	 


ADEN

	Seeing Aaron standing in my small apartment was something I would have never imagined ever happening in a million years. But here he was. He stood across from me, leaning against the wall, with his dinner jacket lying next to me on the couch. It was kind of embarrassing because only then did I realise how it might have appeared to him.

	Although everything was neat and clean, my space was relatively small. Besides, I’ve never had a man in here before.

	“You must have a lot of questions,” Aaron said, finally breaking the silence. “But so do I.”

	“What questions could you possibly have?” I took off my heels and threw them aside. “I know that you never wanted to be in my life.”

	Aaron laughed and shook his head. “My God, is that what she told you?”

	I stood up and folded my arms across my chest. “Yeah, she said that you thought I was a mistake.”

	“Aden.” He walked towards me and didn’t stop until he was right in front of me, grasping my arms. “I never said that and I never would have if I knew you even existed.”

	“What?” My eyes went blurry again and I felt the lump in my throat grow. “What do you mean?”

	“It’s plain and simple, Aden. I didn’t know you existed, not until tonight,” he said.

	Aaron stepped closer and his hands moved up to my throat. “She lied to you and I’m sorry for that.”

	The genuine tone in his voice and some fucked up part of me felt so vulnerable at that point that the only thing I could think of doing was leaning into him and pressing my lips against his in a soft kiss.

	Aaron didn’t pull away immediately and I was glad for it. He pulled me closer, sliding his big hands around the back of my neck and easing my mouth open with his hot tongue. Fuck. This was wrong. So. Fucking. Wrong. But I couldn’t pull away. He tasted like tart red wine and smelled heavenly like he always did.

	“Aden,” he moaned into my mouth.

	The fiery passion I’d gotten a taste of earlier in his office was back and it was fueled by the anger and sadness in me.

	“Daddy,” I whispered and in that moment, Aaron grabbed my hair in his fist and groaned.

	“Don’t. Fuck, Aden. This…this is wrong,” he said. “We shouldn’t.”

	“But you felt it earlier,” I breathed hotly against his mouth.

	We moved backwards, pieces of clothing slipping off our bodies until he was standing against the kitchen island.

	I unbuttoned Aaron’s shirt and loosened his tie, but I didn’t take it off completely. There was something so fucking sexy with his shirt open and his tie hanging loosely around his neck.

	“Stop.” Aaron pushed me away slightly. “We can’t do this. Just stop Aden.”

	“Why not?” I pressed my palm against his thigh and moved my fingers until I could feel his hard cock through the front of his pants.

	The tears burned the back of my eyes when he didn’t reply. He just stood there and looked down at my hand on his cock. So I got down on my knees before him and I stared up at him as I unzipped his pants.

	“Aden.”

	I took his rock-hard cock out of his pants and palmed it gently. Just a few strokes and he growled loudly before grabbing my hair again. He was affected by me just as much as I was affected by him.

	He didn’t stop me as I took his cock into my mouth. He tilted his head back and tightened his grip on my hair, moving his cock into my mouth by himself. It started slow until he began thrusting faster, harder. This was what we needed.

	“Fuck,” he grunted and I gagged as he moved deeper, forcing his cock down my throat until my airway was completely cut off. “You’re such a good girl, Aden.”

	I moved my tongue around his length and hollowed my cheeks, before sucking a little harder.

	He tasted so good.

	Aaron pulled his cock out of my mouth and pushed it back in a little, letting my spit pool around him.

	“Do you like it when I suck your cock like that?” I asked, taking him into my hands.

	I spread my knees a little and glanced up at him, showing him just how much I wanted to be on my knees for him—just for him. “Especially when it’s so wrong, Daddy.”

	“Don’t talk about that,” Aaron said with a warning in his tone.

	“It’s the truth. You can’t ignore the fact that you want to be inside of your daughter and you have wanted that for an entire month,” I told him.

	He grabbed my head and shoved his cock into my mouth. Once, twice. Again and again, digging his nails into my scalp until he finally went over the edge.

	Aaron came in my mouth, letting his warm come coat my tongue and I swallowed every drop before sucking him off one last time.

	“FUUUCK!” He staggered a little, still gripping my head as he trembled from the orgasm.

	“I’ve been waiting to do that for weeks,” I confessed.

	Aaron finally opened his eyes and when he did, I saw the heat in them. I saw the need, the lust swimming in those deep blue depths.

	He reached down and grabbed my jaw a little roughly. His chest rose a little faster. “You’ve been fantasising about being with me?”

	I nodded and he moved his thumb across my bottom lip.

	“I’ve been waiting for weeks to spank that ass of yours and show you how to be an obedient little slut,” he said.

	“Well, why don’t you show me now, Daddy?” I fell back onto my ass and spread my legs for him. “I want to be your obedient little slut, but I’ve been a little bratty. Teach me how to be a good girl just for you.”

	 


AARON

	She was so fucking beautiful. Aden was naked on the bed before me, her thick thighs spread apart, revealing her glistening pink pussy, dripping with her pussy juices and ready to be sucked. She was so pretty. I wanted to go down on her and devour her cunt until she was coming into my mouth, but I also wanted to take this slow. I’ve been celibate for fifteen years and sure I’ve had a few dates along the way, but I’ve never been more tempted than I have by sweet Aden.

	Aden’s been my secretary for a solid month and from the day I hired her, I couldn’t stop thinking about how my thick cock would feel inside that tight cunt of hers or her curvy, round ass. She flaunted herself in those short tight pencil skirts and white blouses that made my imagination go wild. I’ve fantasised about her on my desk, on the floor, in my chair.

	I should have been turned off by the fact that I just found out that she was my daughter, but that fact just made me want her even more. Call me sick and twisted, but I didn’t care about anything else other than stuffing Aden until she couldn’t take any more of me. I wanted her to ride my cock until her pussy lips were swollen and until her body was shaking from orgasm after orgasm.

	I loved her curves too. She was perfect with big pale breasts that I doubted would fit in my hands. Her pale pink nipples stood up as if begging for attention. I even loved the pale stretch marks along her thighs and the fact that Aden was not afraid to show them to me, was so fucking hot. She was my pretty girl.

	“Aaron,” she whispered, her full rosy lips pouting. “I want you.”

	“Good things take time, baby girl,” I said and got down on my knees before her, ready to worship her lovely cunt.

	I didn’t go in with my mouth first. I wanted to tease her a little, so I used my fingers and moved them up along her inner thigh, causing her to giggle and it was the best sound ever.

	I glanced up at her and smiled. “What is it?”

	Her cheeks were rosy now as if she was embarrassed. “I’m extremely ticklish.”

	“Oh?” I dragged my fingernails on her skin in between her thighs and she giggled again before reaching out, grabbing my shoulder and sinking her nails into my skin.

	“Stop!” Her cheeks were even redder now. I loved seeing her blush.

	If I spanked that ass of hers hard enough I wondered if her cheeks would get that red too.

	I reached up and yanked on my tie that was knotted around her slender neck and she bit down on her bottom lip.

	“I need you.”

	“What do you need me to do, baby girl?”

	“I want you to eat my pussy, Daddy,” she said in a low voice and I didn’t need to be told twice.

	I moved my fingers down the front of her cunt, gently caressing the glistening flesh before spitting directly on her.

	“Oh my god,” she breathed and gripped my shoulder harder.

	I ran my tongue along her clit and flicked it back and forth, before sucking it into my mouth. Fuck she tasted so fucking delicious. Like heaven and everything else good.

	I grabbed her left tit with my hand and played with her pretty nipple, rolling it back and forth between my thumb and index finger, before pulling it back. Aden moaned loudly and it made my cock hard again, but I focused all of my attention on her.

	I devoured her pussy, licking and sucking every inch of her, while yanking on the tie with my right hand.

	Aden grabbed my hair with both of her hands and pulled hard, making the pain run down my scalp, but even then I was consumed with the need to make her come so hard, she’d scream my name until her throat was raw.

	“Your tongue feels so good on me,” she said breathlessly. “I’m going to come.”

	Lifting my head from her pussy, I got up. She looked a little confused at first, but I grabbed her by her waist and without warning, I shoved my cock right into her pulsing cunt.

	“Is this your first time?” I lowered myself against her slick body and Aden opened her mouth to say something, but she just nodded instead.

	“Good,” I said. “Because this cunt belongs to me.”

	I thrust into her knowing that she was almost at the edge and I would join her any second. Aden turned me on in a way like no other woman had made me feel in years.

	She was right around me, so I moved slowly at first, stretching her so that she fit around me nicely. In and out, I held Aden to me and fucked her into the night and she clung to me as I began thrusting harder until we were both breathing hard and the sweat dripped in between our bodies.

	We were one and moved deeper, pushing my cock as far as it would go, desperate to get every inch of her as close to me as possible.

	“Aaron!” Aden came hard around me, trembling uncontrollably as I came seconds later, grunting while I filled her pussy with my come.

	“Fuck!” I grabbed her face and kissed her hard.

	I kissed away her moans until she’d finally come crashing back to earth.

	I stayed inside of her and we lay like that on her bed, wrapped in each other’s arms as our breathing returned to normal.

	“Aaron,” she whispered in the darkness.

	I heard the worry in her tone.

	I didn’t want to answer, but I did anyway.

	“Yeah?”

	“What are we going to do?”

	I sighed and held her. The weight of what we had just done was slowly settling in. “I don’t know,” I said and honestly I didn’t know.

	I just knew that this felt right.

	“But don’t think about it too much,” I told her and then we drifted back into silence.
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