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Chapter One
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I turned eighteen today. The number sat in my chest like a secret I had waited years to claim. Mom left for her hospital shift right after breakfast. She gave me a quick hug and told me to enjoy the small party I had planned with my friends. Tom would be around if anything came up, she said. She smiled when she said his name. I smiled back but my mind had already drifted down the hall to where the shower had just started running.

Tom had married Mom four years ago. I was fourteen then and he seemed like any other guy who fixed things around the house. Tall. Quiet. Good with his hands. Over time he became more than that. I started noticing the way his work shirts stretched across his shoulders after a long day at the construction site. The way his voice dropped when he told me to pick up my stuff or help with dinner. I filled out fast after that. My breasts grew heavy and round. My hips widened. Jeans that used to fit loose now hugged my ass and thighs. Boys at school stared but I never cared. Their attention felt thin compared to the heat I felt whenever Tom looked my way a second too long.

I waited until Mom’s car pulled out of the driveway. Then I walked down the hall barefoot. The bathroom door stood open a crack like it always did when she was gone. Steam drifted out and curled against the ceiling. My pulse thumped in my ears. I knew I should turn around. Instead I leaned closer and peeked inside.

Water pounded against his back. Tom faced the wall at first so I saw the full spread of his shoulders and the deep line of muscle down his spine. Soap suds slid over his skin and disappeared between his legs. He shifted his weight and turned. My breath caught. His chest came into view, solid and covered with dark hair that narrowed into a trail heading south. His stomach stayed flat despite the beers he liked on weekends. Then lower. His cock hung thick between his thighs. Even soft it looked heavy. Water ran off the head in steady streams.

I pressed one hand flat against the doorframe to steady myself. The other hand moved on its own. It slipped under my tank top and found my left breast. The nipple had already tightened into a hard peak. I rolled it between my fingers and felt the tug low in my belly. Heat flooded between my legs. I squeezed harder and my knees softened.

Tom reached for the bar of soap. He rubbed it across his chest in slow circles. The lather built and dripped down his stomach. His hand followed the trail and brushed over his cock. He gave it one casual stroke to rinse it. That was all it took. The shaft thickened right in front of me. It lifted and grew until it stood out from his body, long and heavy. Veins stood along the length. The head flared wider. He stroked again, this time like he meant it, running his fist from base to tip. A low sound rumbled in his throat.

My shorts dropped to my ankles without me thinking about it. I stepped out of them and spread my legs. My fingers found my pussy already soaked. I parted my folds and slid two fingers inside. The stretch felt good. I pumped them slow at first while my thumb circled my clit. Every stroke of Tom’s hand matched mine. I watched his cock swell even more. It pointed straight out now, thick enough that my fingers would barely close around it. I imagined wrapping both hands around that length and feeling it throb.

My breathing turned ragged. I pushed a third finger in and twisted my wrist. Wet sounds filled the quiet hall but I could not stop. Tom soaped his balls next. They hung full and tight. He lifted them and let the water rinse everything clean. Then he gripped his cock again and pumped faster. His hips rocked forward once. I matched the rhythm, driving my fingers deeper. My other hand pinched my nipple hard enough to send sparks straight to my clit.

I pictured him catching me right then. Stepping out of the shower dripping wet, grabbing my wrist, and replacing my fingers with his thick cock. He would push me against the wall and tell me to take every inch. The image hit hard. My pussy clenched around my fingers and the first orgasm rolled through me. My thighs shook. Juice ran down my hand and dripped onto the floor. I kept going. I rubbed my clit in tight circles and felt another wave building right behind the first.

Tom kept stroking. His fist moved steady now. His head tilted back under the spray and his mouth opened. I wondered if he was thinking about someone. Maybe me. The thought pushed me over again. This time I came harder. My hips jerked and I had to bite my lip to stay quiet. My legs felt like rubber. Still I did not pull my hand away. I slowed my fingers and drew it out until the last tremor faded.

By then Tom had rinsed off completely. He shut the water off and reached for a towel. I snatched my shorts up and slipped back to my room before the door opened. My heart hammered the whole way. I wiped my hand on my tank top and changed into fresh clothes. A loose T-shirt that still showed the weight of my breasts and a pair of cutoff shorts that rode high on my thighs. Perfect for what I had planned later.

The girls showed up around seven. Sarah, Jenna, and Mia piled into the kitchen carrying pizza boxes and a bag of mixers. We had kept it small on purpose. Mom thought it was just cake and movies. She had no clue I had bought a couple bottles of vodka with the fake ID Sarah’s older sister gave me last month.

Tom stayed in the living room at first. He had changed into a plain black T-shirt and jeans after his shower. The shirt clung to his chest in a way that made my stomach flip every time I glanced over. He nodded at the girls and told them to keep the noise down so the neighbors would not call. Then he grabbed a beer from the fridge and leaned against the counter like he planned to keep an eye on things.

We ate pizza straight from the box. Grease dripped down my fingers and I licked it off slow while I watched Tom from the corner of my eye. Sarah poured the first round of drinks into red plastic cups. She mixed the vodka heavy. I took a sip and felt the burn slide down my throat. It loosened something in my chest.

Jenna raised her cup. “To Ava finally being legal. No more sneaking around.”

We clinked and laughed. Mia added something about senior year being almost over. I let them talk for a minute. Then I lifted my own cup and looked straight across the kitchen at Tom.

“To getting stuffed by what I crave most,” I said.

The words came out steady. The girls burst out laughing. They figured I meant pizza or maybe some boy from school whose name I had never bothered to learn. They tossed back their shots and poured another round. I kept my eyes on Tom the whole time. His beer bottle paused halfway to his mouth. His gaze locked on mine and held. Something dark crossed his face. Not anger. Hunger. The same look I had seen when he thought no one noticed him staring at my chest.

I felt my nipples tighten against my shirt again. Heat pooled between my legs just like it had in the hallway earlier. The night had barely started but I already knew where it would end. Tom would be the one to stuff me. And I planned to give him every reason to finally claim what he had wanted for years.


Chapter Two
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The vodka hit warm in my stomach after the toast. Sarah poured another round right away and I did not stop her. I wanted everyone loose tonight. Especially Tom. I grabbed the bottle myself and topped off the cups before the girls could even ask.

“Drink up,” I said. “It is my birthday. We are not stopping at two.”

Jenna laughed and took hers in one swallow. Mia followed. Sarah gave me a sideways look but she downed hers too. I sipped mine slower. I needed to stay clear enough to make this work. Tom still leaned against the counter. His beer sat half full in his hand. He watched us without saying much. That was his way. Quiet. Intense. The kind of quiet that made my skin feel tight.

I stood up from the table and stretched. The motion pulled my T-shirt tight across my chest. My breasts pressed against the fabric and the outline of my nipples showed plain as day. I had picked this shirt on purpose after the shower. Thin cotton. No bra. It clung to every curve I had spent the last two years growing into. My cutoff shorts rode high on my thighs too. The bottom of my ass peeked out when I moved just right. I bent over the table to grab a slice of pizza I did not even want. The shorts rode up higher. I felt the cool air on my skin and knew Tom had a clear view.

Inside my head the thoughts ran hot. I pictured sliding onto his lap later. Grinding slow against that thick cock I had spied on earlier. Feeling it harden under me while the girls got too drunk to notice. I wanted to press my tits into his chest and whisper exactly what I needed. The idea made me wet again. I could feel it starting between my legs. Good. That was the plan.

Tom cleared his throat. “You girls keep it reasonable. Your mom will have my head if the neighbors complain.”

Sarah waved him off. “We are fine, Mr. Tom. Ava is eighteen now. She can handle it.”

I turned and looked straight at him. “Yeah. I can handle a lot more than people think.”

He met my eyes for a second. Then his gaze dropped. It landed right on my chest. He tried to pull it back up but I saw it. The way his jaw tightened. The way his fingers flexed around the beer bottle. I smiled inside. He was looking. Really looking. Heat rushed through me. My nipples got harder under the shirt. They poked out even more obvious now.

I walked over to the counter near him. Close enough that my hip brushed his arm. “You want another beer? I can grab one from the fridge.”

He shook his head but his eyes flicked down again. “I am good.”

I leaned past him anyway to reach for a fresh one. My breasts pressed against his side for just a moment. Soft and heavy. He did not move away. I felt the muscle in his arm go tight. When I straightened up I stayed right there in his space.

“You eyeing my tits?” I asked low enough that the girls would not hear over their laughing. “They are yours if you want.”

The words came out before I could second guess them. His head snapped up. For a second I thought I had pushed too far. Then something shifted in his face. Not shock. Not anger. That dark hunger again. Deeper this time. His voice came out rough when he finally spoke.

“Ava.”

Just my name. Nothing else. But the way he said it sent a shiver straight down my spine. I held his stare and took a slow sip of my drink. The girls called for me to come dance with them. The music had gotten louder. I turned away from Tom but I made sure to sway my hips extra as I walked back to the table. I could feel his eyes on my ass the whole way.

We danced in the middle of the kitchen. Nothing fancy. Just moving to the beat and laughing when we bumped into each other. I kept glancing back at Tom. He had not moved from the counter. His beer sat forgotten now. Every time I raised my arms my shirt rode up and showed the underside of my breasts. I made sure it happened often. I spun around and let my hips roll. In my mind I was already on him. Straddling his lap. Feeling that cock I had watched in the shower press up between my thighs while I ground down hard.

Sarah poured more shots. I cheered her on. “Keep them coming. Tonight is about letting loose.”

Mia giggled and spilled a little on the table. Jenna wiped it up with a napkin but her eyes were already glassy. Good. They would not notice much soon. I took another shot myself and felt the warmth spread. It made me bolder. I danced closer to the counter on purpose. My back to Tom. I bent at the waist to tie my shoe even though it did not need tying. The shorts pulled tight across my ass. I knew he could see the curve of it. The way the denim hugged between my cheeks. My pussy throbbed at the thought of him staring.

When I straightened I turned and caught him. His eyes were locked low. Right where my body curved out. I stepped closer again. The music covered my voice.

“You can look all you want,” I said. “I have been watching you too. All those mornings you come out of the shower. I know what you are packing.”

His breath hitched. I saw it in the rise of his chest. He set the beer down hard enough that the bottle clinked. “You need to slow down on those drinks, Ava.”

I smiled. “Why? Afraid I will say what I really want?”

The girls called me back over for another song. I went but I made sure to brush against him on the way. My hip grazed the front of his jeans. I felt the hardness there. Thick and solid. The same cock I had seen grow under the water. It sent a rush through me so strong my knees almost buckled.

Back with the girls I kept the drinks flowing. I mixed stronger ones this time. Extra vodka. Less mixer. I handed them out with a grin. “Birthday rules. No one says no.”

They cheered. Tom stayed quiet. But he watched. Every move I made. Every time I arched my back or let my shirt pull tight. I felt powerful. Wet. Ready. My plan was working. The alcohol loosened them up but it was my body doing the real work on him. I danced and let my tits bounce with the rhythm. I bent low and let the shorts ride up again. Each time I glanced over he looked more tense. Jaw set. Hands gripping the counter edge now.

In my head I ran through the next steps. Get them drunk enough to crash on the couch. Then pull Tom into the living room under the excuse of cleaning up. Sit on his lap. Grind slow until he could not hold back anymore. Feel those rough hands finally grab my ass and pull me down onto that cock. The thoughts made me so slick I worried it would show on my thighs.

Sarah stumbled a little after the next shot. “Okay. I think I am done for a minute.”

Jenna agreed and flopped onto the couch. Mia followed. Perfect. I turned the music down just a notch and looked over at Tom.

“Help me clean up some of this mess?” I asked.

He nodded once. His voice came out tight. “Sure.”

I bent over the table again to stack the empty cups. Slower this time. Deliberate. My shirt fell forward and my breasts hung heavy. I knew he could see straight down the neckline. All the way to the full curve and the hard nipples. When I stood back up I stepped close enough that my chest nearly touched his arm.

“You were staring again,” I whispered. “It is okay. I like it. I want you to.”

His hand brushed my hip by accident. Or maybe not. The touch burned through the thin fabric of my shorts. I pressed into it just a fraction. My heart hammered. This was it. The moment where things could tip over the edge. I waited to see if he would pull away.

He did not. His fingers stayed there for a long second. Then he stepped back like he remembered where we were. But his eyes told a different story. Dark. Hungry. Locked on every inch of my body like he was measuring it for what came next.

I smiled and turned to grab more cups. Inside I was already planning the grind. The way I would roll my hips on him. The way I would press my tits into his face until he finally broke and took what we both wanted. The night was young. The girls were fading. And Tom was right on the edge.

I could not wait to push him over.


Chapter Three
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The girls had pretty much given up by then. Sarah sprawled across one end of the couch with her head tilted back and eyes half closed. Jenna mumbled something about needing water but did not move. Mia curled up on the other cushion and started snoring softly. The music still played low in the background but nobody danced anymore. The kitchen looked like a small disaster. Empty cups everywhere. Pizza boxes stacked crooked on the counter. I picked up a couple and glanced over at Tom.

“Give me a hand with this?” I asked.

He nodded and grabbed the trash bag from under the sink. We worked side by side for a minute. My hip bumped his again on purpose. This time he did not step away. The air between us felt thick. I could still feel the spot on my hip where his fingers had rested earlier. My skin kept tingling there.

I poured one last round of drinks. Just for us. I handed him a fresh cup even though he had switched to water after his second beer. He took it anyway. I watched him sip and let my eyes drop to the front of his jeans. That bulge had not gone down. If anything it looked fuller now.

“You are not drunk yet,” I said. “Come sit with me on the other couch. The girls are out cold. We can talk.”

He hesitated. His jaw worked like he wanted to say no. Then he followed me into the living room anyway. We sat on the smaller sofa across from the girls. Close enough that our thighs touched. I turned toward him and tucked one leg under me. My shorts rode up high again. The hem barely covered anything.

Tom took another sip and set the cup on the coffee table. “Ava. What are you doing tonight?”

I shrugged and leaned in a little. “Celebrating. Being eighteen. Saying things I have wanted to say for a long time.”

He rubbed a hand over his face. “You have had plenty to drink. Maybe slow down.”

“I feel fine,” I told him. My voice came out steady. “Better than fine. I feel honest.”

The room stayed quiet except for the soft snoring from the couch. I reached over and rested my hand on his knee. He looked down at it but did not move. My fingers traced a slow circle on the denim. Heat poured off him.

“I saw you in the shower this morning,” I said.

His head snapped up. Eyes wide for a second. Then they narrowed. “You what?”

“I peeked. The door was open. I watched you wash yourself. I watched everything.”

He stayed silent. His breathing got deeper. I kept my hand on his knee and slid it higher up his thigh. Not fast. Just enough to test.

“I touched myself while I watched,” I went on. “Right there in the hallway. Three fingers deep. Came twice before you even turned the water off.”

His thigh muscle tightened under my palm. I felt it jump. “Jesus, Ava.”

“I have been doing that for months,” I confessed. The words tumbled out easier now. “Every time you come home from work and peel off your shirt. Every time you sit at the table and your arms flex when you cut your food. I go to my room and fuck myself thinking about you.”

He turned his body toward me. One arm rested along the back of the couch behind my shoulders. Not touching yet. But close. “You should not be telling me this.”

“Why not?” I asked. “It is the truth. And I am tired of pretending.”

I shifted closer. My breast brushed his forearm. The thin shirt did nothing to hide how hard my nipples already were. They ached. I wanted his hands on them more than I wanted my next breath.

Tom stared at my chest. He did not hide it this time. His free hand lifted slow. Hesitated. Then his fingers brushed the side of my left breast through the fabric. Just a light touch. I sucked in a breath and pressed into it.

“Touch me,” I whispered.

He cupped the whole breast. His palm felt rough and warm. Big enough to cover most of it. He squeezed gently and my nipple tightened even more. It poked against the cotton like it wanted to break through.

“God,” he muttered. “They are even softer than I thought.”

I arched my back and pushed harder into his hand. “Harder. I like it when it hurts a little.”

He squeezed again. This time his thumb found the nipple and rolled it in a slow circle. The friction sent sparks straight down between my legs. My pussy clenched and I felt fresh wetness soak into my shorts. I let out a small sound and bit my lip.

Tom’s other hand came up. Both of them now. He palmed both breasts and kneaded them like he had been starving for it. My nipples throbbed under his thumbs. They stood out so stiff they almost hurt. He pinched one lightly and I moaned.

“Like that?” he asked. His voice had gone rough.

“Yes. Exactly like that.”

He kept working them. Pinching. Rolling. Tugging just enough to make me squirm. I spread my legs wider on the couch and wished the shorts would disappear. The girls stayed dead to the world across the room. Nobody would see. Nobody would hear if I got louder.

I leaned in until my mouth brushed his ear. “I have wanted to fuck you senseless for years.”

The words hung there. His hands froze for half a second. Then he pinched both nipples at the same time. Harder. I gasped and my hips rocked forward on their own.

“Say it again,” he ordered.

“I have wanted to fuck you senseless for years,” I repeated. “Since the first time I saw you without a shirt. I used to lie in bed at night and imagine you pinning me down. That thick cock you have stretching me open. Making me take every inch until I could not think straight.”

His breath came out shaky. One hand slid down from my breast to my thigh. He gripped the bare skin right under the hem of my shorts. Fingers digging in. Not gentle anymore.

“You are playing with fire,” he said.

“I want the fire,” I answered. “I want you to burn me up.”

He pulled me closer. Our mouths almost touched. I could smell the beer on him and the soap from his shower. My nipples still ached from his fingers. They felt swollen now. Sensitive. Every shift of my shirt made them tingle.

Tom looked over at the girls. Still out. Then back at me. His hand moved higher under my shorts until his fingertips brushed the edge of my panties. I had worn a tiny thong. Nothing to it. He felt the wet spot and groaned low in his throat.

“You are soaked,” he said.

“Because of you,” I told him. “Because of the way you look at me. The way you touch me now. I have been wet since I watched you stroke that cock in the shower.”

His fingers pressed against my clit through the thin fabric. I jerked and grabbed his wrist to hold him there. He rubbed once. Twice. Slow and firm. My whole body lit up.

“Tell me what else you want,” he said.

“Everything,” I breathed. “I want your mouth on these tits. I want you to suck them until they are red. I want you to fuck them. Slide that big cock between them and cum all over my neck.”

His eyes went dark. The hand on my breast tightened again. My nipple throbbed under his palm. I could feel my pulse beating right there.

The girls stirred a little on the other couch. One of them mumbled something in her sleep. Tom pulled his hands back slow. But he did not look away from me. His chest rose and fell like he had run a mile.

“Not here,” he said quiet. “Not with them right there.”

I nodded. My body screamed for more but I knew he was right. I straightened my shirt. My nipples still poked out obvious. They stayed hard and aching. I wanted him to keep going so bad my thighs shook.

“Later,” I promised. “After they pass out for good. After the house is quiet. I am not done telling you what I need.”

He stood up and adjusted the front of his jeans. The bulge looked painful now. Thick and strained against the zipper. I licked my lips without thinking.

Tom glanced down at me. “You are trouble, Ava.”

“I am your trouble,” I said.

He did not argue. He just picked up a couple more cups and carried them to the kitchen. I watched him go. My breasts still tingled from his hands. My pussy felt empty and throbbing. The confessions had spilled out and the touching had started. Everything I had dreamed about for years was finally cracking open.

I leaned back on the couch and smiled to myself. The night was not over. Not even close. Tom had tasted what I offered and I could see in his eyes he wanted the whole meal. My nipples stayed tight against my shirt like a reminder. I left them that way on purpose. Let him keep looking. Let him keep wanting.

Because soon I would give him everything. And I planned to make sure he took it all.


Chapter Four

[image: ]


The girls stayed completely out on the couch. Their breathing stayed deep and even. I knew they would not wake for hours. Tom looked at them one last time then nodded toward the stairs. I followed him up without saying anything. My shirt felt too tight now. My nipples rubbed against the fabric with every step and kept them hard. The ache from his earlier pinching had not faded. If anything it had grown sharper.

We stepped into his bedroom and he shut the door behind us. The lock clicked soft. Moonlight came through the half open blinds and fell across the bed. Tom faced me. His hands went to the bottom of my shirt right away. He pulled it up and off. My breasts dropped free and bounced once. The air in the room felt cool on my skin. My nipples tightened even more under his stare.

He did not speak at first. He just reached out and lifted them. His palms felt rough from work. They held the weight easy. He squeezed and my breath came out shaky. Then he leaned down and took the left nipple into his mouth. The suction hit strong. He pulled deep like he needed it. His tongue pressed flat against the peak and circled. I grabbed his shoulders to keep steady. My knees wanted to buckle.

He switched to the right one and sucked the same way. Hard pulls that made my toes curl. His hand stayed on the other breast the whole time. Fingers digging in. Kneading the soft flesh. My pussy throbbed between my legs. I could feel how wet I had gotten. The juice started to run down my thigh.

“Harder,” I told him. My voice came out low.

He bit down on the nipple with his teeth. Not enough to hurt bad but enough to send a jolt straight through me. I moaned and pushed my chest forward. He kept switching back and forth. Sucking one while his fingers rolled and tugged the other. My breasts felt heavier now. Swollen from his mouth. The skin around my nipples turned pink.

Tom pushed me back until I sat on the edge of the bed. He dropped to his knees in front of me. His hands pressed my breasts together and he buried his face between them. His tongue licked up the middle. Then he sucked one nipple again while his thumb flicked the other fast. I held his head there with both hands. My hips rocked on the mattress even though nothing touched me down below. I needed him to keep going.

After a minute he stood up. He peeled his shirt off. His chest looked solid in the moonlight. Dark hair across the middle. He shoved his jeans down next. His cock came out thick and standing straight. The head already leaked a little at the tip. I stared at it. This was the same cock I had watched in the shower. Now it pointed right at my chest.

Tom stepped closer. He straddled my lap on the bed. His knees settled on either side of my hips. The weight felt right. His cock rested heavy between my breasts. He reached down and pushed them together around the shaft. The heat of him sank right into my skin. He started to thrust. Slow at first. The head poked out the top each time and disappeared again.

“God,” he said. “They feel even better than I imagined.”

I looked down and watched it slide. The veins rubbed against the insides of my breasts. Pre-cum smeared across the tops. I used my own hands to press them tighter. He groaned and moved faster. His hips rocked steady. My breasts jiggled with every thrust. The slap of skin filled the room quiet.

He reached down and pinched both nipples while he kept fucking them. The pull made me gasp. I arched my back and held them together harder. His balls tapped the underside of my breasts each time he drove forward. The head flared wider. Shiny and dark.

I lifted my head and licked the tip when it came close enough. Salty taste hit my tongue. Tom groaned again and sped up. His hands covered mine now. Together we kept the pressure perfect around his cock.

“Squeeze those jugs around my cock,” he said. “Milk me dry.”

I squeezed as hard as I could. My fingers dug into the sides while he thrust between them. He went faster. Rougher. The bed creaked under us. My breasts felt slick from his pre-cum. Every slide sent sparks through my nipples. I could feel my own wetness dripping onto the sheets now. My clit ached but I did not touch it. This was about him using me. About him finally taking what he wanted.

Tom’s breathing turned ragged. His thrusts lost rhythm. “I am right there,” he warned.

I kept squeezing. “Do it. Cum all over them.”

He slammed forward one last time. His cock pulsed between my breasts and the first hot spurt shot out. It landed across my neck and the top of my chest. More followed. Thick ropes covered my skin. Some hit my chin. Some dripped down between my breasts. I kept milking him with my tits until the last drop came out. His body shook above me.

He stayed there a second catching his breath. Then he climbed off and looked down at me. My breasts glistened with his cum. It ran slow down the curves. He reached out and rubbed it in with his palms. Spreading it over my nipples. Making them shine.

“You look perfect like that,” he said.

I smiled up at him. My body still hummed. My pussy felt empty but my breasts felt claimed. Marked. I ran my fingers through the mess and brought some to my mouth. Tasted him again. His eyes followed every move.

We were not done. Not even close. The girls slept downstairs. The night stretched out ahead of us. Tom pulled me up and kissed me hard. His hands went back to my breasts right away. Squeezing the cum-slick skin. Pinching the sensitive nipples. I moaned into his mouth and knew he would take more before the sun came up.

This was only the beginning of how he planned to worship me. I could already feel it in the way he touched me. Hungry. Possessive. Like he had waited years for this exact moment. And I had waited just as long to give it to him. My stepdad. My Tom. Finally owning every curve I had.


Chapter Five
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I stayed right there on the edge of the bed with his cum still warm and sticky across my chest. Some of it had started to run down between my breasts and onto my stomach. Tom stood over me catching his breath. His cock had gone a little soft but it still hung thick between his legs. The head glistened from the mess we had just made. I reached out and wrapped my fingers around the base. It jumped in my hand right away.

I looked up at him and smiled. “Let me clean you up properly.”

He did not say anything. He just watched as I leaned forward and took the head into my mouth. The taste hit me strong. Salty from his load mixed with the faint soap from his shower earlier. I sucked gently at first. Just the tip. My tongue swirled around it slow and careful. Then I took more. Half the length slid across my tongue and I hollowed my cheeks to pull on him.

Tom let out a low sound. His hand came down to rest on the back of my head. Not pushing me. Just there. I started to bob. Up and down. Each time I went deeper I made sure to get it sloppy. Spit built up quick in my mouth and leaked out the corners. It ran down the shaft and dripped onto my already slick tits. I loved the way it felt. Warm and messy. Like I was marking him right back.

I pulled off for a second and let a long string of spit connect my lips to his cock. It stretched and broke and fell onto my chest. “You taste so good,” I told him. “Even after you came all over me.”

Then I went back down. This time I tried to take him all the way. My throat tightened around the head when it hit the back. I gagged a little but I held it. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes. I came up gasping and strings of spit poured out. They coated everything. His balls. My chin. The tops of my breasts. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand but I did not wipe the spit away. I wanted it everywhere.

Tom groaned and his cock started to harden again in my mouth. It grew thicker. Longer. Filling me up more with every stroke. I worked my hand at the base while my lips stayed tight around the head. I twisted my wrist a little on each upstroke. The way I had practiced in my head a hundred times while thinking about him.

“You are making such a mess,” he said. His voice came out rough. “Look at you. Spit everywhere.”

I moaned around him to let him feel the vibration. That made his hips jerk forward. He started to thrust a little. Gentle at first. Then deeper. I opened my throat and let him slide in further. My nose pressed against his stomach on the next push. I held it until my lungs burned. When I pulled back I coughed and more spit flooded out. It ran down my neck and mixed with the cum already drying on my skin.

I kept going. Faster now. My head bobbed steady. My breasts bounced with the rhythm. The cum on them smeared and shifted every time I moved. I reached up with one hand and played with my nipple. Pinched it the way he had earlier. The sharp tug sent a fresh wave of heat straight to my pussy. I was soaked. Dripping onto the bed now. My thighs felt slick.

Tom watched every second of it. His eyes stayed locked on my mouth. On my tits. On the way my throat bulged when he pushed deep. “Fuck, Ava. You suck cock like you were born for it.”

I pulled off long enough to catch my breath. “I have dreamed about this. About having you in my mouth. About choking on you until I cannot breathe.”

Then I dove back down. I took him as deep as I could and held it. My throat worked around him. Swallowing. Milking. Spit bubbled out and ran down his balls. I used my free hand to cup them. Roll them gently. Feel how full they still were. Tom’s fingers tightened in my hair. Not painful. Just enough to show me he was fighting to stay in control.

I could feel him getting close again. The shaft throbbed against my tongue. The head swelled bigger. I sped up. Sucked harder. Made it as wet and loud as possible. The sounds filled the quiet room. Slurping. Gagging. Wet smacks. I wanted him to remember every second of this.

He pulled out suddenly. His cock left my mouth with a loud pop. It stood straight up now. Shiny with spit. Veins standing out thick along the length. “My turn,” he said.

Before I could answer he pushed me back flat on the bed. He grabbed my shorts and yanked them down my legs along with the tiny thong underneath. They caught on one ankle but he did not bother pulling them off all the way. He spread my thighs wide and knelt between them. The first thing he did was just look. His eyes moved over my pussy like he was memorizing it. I knew I was swollen. Pink. Dripping wet from everything we had done so far.

He leaned in and dragged his tongue from the very bottom all the way up to my clit. One long slow lick that made my whole body jerk. I grabbed the sheets tight with both hands. He did not tease after that. He went straight in like a man who had waited too long. His mouth covered me completely. Tongue pushing inside. Lapping at my walls. Sucking on my lips. The sounds he made were even messier than mine had been. Wet. Hungry. Like he could not get enough.

Two thick fingers slid into me easy. I was so wet they just sank in. He curled them right away and rubbed that spot inside that made my toes curl. His mouth stayed on my clit. Sucking hard. Tongue flicking fast. Then slow. Then fast again. He changed it up every few seconds so I never knew what was coming next.

“Oh god,” I moaned. My hips lifted off the bed on their own. “That feels so good.”

He growled against me. The vibration shot straight through my clit. He pulled his fingers out and replaced them with his tongue. Drove it as deep as it would go. Fucked me with it. In and out. Fast and steady. His nose pressed against my clit and rubbed every time he pushed forward. I grabbed the back of his head and held him there.

“Tongue fuck me deeper,” I begged. My voice came out shaky. “Make me gush.”

He did exactly that. His tongue thrust harder. Deeper. His fingers came back and rubbed my clit in tight circles while he ate me out. The pressure built fast. My thighs started to shake around his ears. I could hear how soaked I was. The wet sounds mixed with my moans and filled the whole room.

He switched again. Mouth back on my clit sucking hard. Fingers plunging in and out. Curling. Rubbing. I felt the orgasm rushing up on me. No way to stop it. My back arched hard and I cried out. Juice flooded his mouth. He kept licking. Kept sucking. Drank every bit of it down like he needed it to survive. My legs trembled so bad I thought they might cramp. He did not stop. He kept going right through it. Lapping slower now. Drawing it out until the last wave passed.

I lay there panting. My chest rose and fell fast. Cum from earlier still covered my tits. My pussy throbbed and leaked onto the sheets. Tom lifted his head. His face shone from my juices. Chin. Cheeks. Even his nose. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand but left most of it there. Then he crawled up my body and kissed me deep. I tasted myself on his tongue. Sweet and strong. Mixed with the faint trace of his earlier load.

His cock pressed against my thigh again. Hard as ever. Ready. I reached down and stroked it slow. “I am still not done with you,” I whispered against his mouth.

He smiled. That dark hungry smile I had seen downstairs. “Good. Because I plan to spend the rest of the night buried in you one way or another.”

We stayed like that for a minute. Kissing. Touching. My hand moving on his cock. His fingers tracing circles around my nipple. The girls were still passed out downstairs. The house stayed quiet except for our breathing. I knew we had hours left before anyone woke up. Hours to keep going. To keep exploring every dirty thing I had fantasized about for years.

I pulled back just enough to look him in the eyes. “I want more. I want you to use my mouth again. Then I want you back between my legs. I want to cum on your tongue until I cannot think straight.”

Tom’s hand slid down and cupped my pussy. Two fingers slipped inside easy. “You are still soaked,” he said. “We are just getting started.”

He kissed me again. Harder this time. Then he moved down my body. His mouth found my tits first. Licked up the mess he had left there earlier. Sucked one nipple clean while his fingers kept working inside me. I moaned and spread my legs wider. Ready for whatever came next. Ready for him to devour me all over again.

This was what I had waited for. My stepdad. On his knees. Face buried between my thighs. Tongue and fingers and hunger all focused on me. I closed my eyes and let the feeling wash over me. Wave after wave. Because tonight every fantasy I had carried for years was finally coming true. And I planned to make sure we drained every second of it before the sun came up.


Chapter Six
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Tom kept his fingers moving inside me. Slow curls that made my hips lift off the bed. I could hear how wet I still was from his mouth. The sound mixed with our breathing in the quiet room. He kissed me again. Deep. Like he wanted to taste every moan I made.

“I need you inside me,” I told him. “Right now.”

He pulled his fingers out and climbed between my legs. His cock pressed against my thigh first. Thick and hot. He rubbed the head up and down my slit a couple times to get it slick. Then he pushed forward. The stretch hit me all at once. He went slow but steady until he bottomed out. I felt every inch. Full. Owned. My walls clenched around him and he groaned against my neck.

“Fuck, Ava. You are so tight.”

He started to move. Long strokes at first. Pulling almost all the way out then sliding back in deep. My breasts bounced with each thrust. He watched them. Eyes locked on the way they moved. I reached up and held them for him. Pushed them together so he could see them jiggle more.

He leaned down and took one nipple between his teeth. Bit down just hard enough to make me gasp. Not too much pain. Just enough to send sparks through me. He sucked after the bite. Hard pulls that matched the rhythm of his hips. His other hand gripped my waist. Fingers digging into the soft curve there. Holding me in place while he drove into me.

“Harder,” I said. My voice came out breathy. “I can take it.”

Tom picked up speed. The bed started to creak under us. Skin slapped against skin. He bit the other nipple next. Rolled it between his teeth then soothed it with his tongue. I arched my back and pushed my chest up to him. He kept going back and forth. Bite. Suck. Bite again. My nipples throbbed now. Swollen and red. Every time he thrust deep I felt it all the way up to them.

His hips slammed forward. Faster. Rougher. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him in deeper. He filled me completely each time. The head of his cock hit that spot inside that made my toes curl. I could feel another orgasm building already. My pussy fluttered around him.

“Tell me how it feels,” he said. His voice sounded strained.

“Like you own me,” I answered. “Like you are splitting me open and I love it.”

He growled and drove in harder. One hand slid under my ass and lifted me off the bed a little. The new angle let him go even deeper. I moaned loud. The girls downstairs stayed quiet but part of me wondered if they could hear us. The thought made me wetter.

Tom kept pounding. Sweat started to shine on his chest. His muscles flexed with every thrust. I ran my hands over his shoulders. Down his back. Felt the power there. He leaned down and bit my neck this time. Right where it met my shoulder. I cried out and clenched around his cock.

“Yes. Mark me,” I begged.

He did. Teeth sinking in while he slammed into me. His hips never slowed. The slap of our bodies filled the room. My breasts bounced wild between us. He grabbed one and squeezed hard. Pinched the nipple while he kept biting my neck. The mix of everything pushed me over the edge.

I came hard. My pussy squeezed him tight and juice ran out around his cock. My legs shook. I held onto his back and rode it out. He kept fucking me right through it. Did not slow down once.

When I caught my breath he pulled out and flipped us over. He lay on his back now. His cock stood straight up. Shiny from me. Thick veins running along the shaft.

“Ride me,” he said. “I want to watch those curves bounce.”

I straddled him quick. My knees settled on either side of his hips. I reached down and lined him up. Then I sank down slow. Inch by inch until he filled me again. This time I was on top. In control. But I knew he would take it back soon.

I started to move. Up and down. Rolling my hips in a circle at the bottom of each stroke. My breasts swayed heavy in front of me. Tom reached up and grabbed them. Squeezed them together. Watched them jiggle while I bounced.

“Faster,” he told me.

I bounced harder. My ass slapped against his thighs each time I came down. The sound echoed. My tits bounced wild now. Up and down. Side to side. He pinched both nipples and tugged. The pull made me moan louder.

I planted my hands on his chest and rode him like I had dreamed about for years. Full bounces. Taking every inch on the way down. Grinding my clit against him at the bottom. My thighs burned but I did not stop. I wanted him to see how bad I needed this.

Tom’s hands moved to my hips. He gripped the soft flesh there and started to thrust up to meet me. Hard. Deep. Our bodies slammed together. I leaned forward so my breasts hung right in his face. He caught one nipple in his mouth and sucked while he pounded up into me.

“God yes,” I gasped. “Just like that.”

He switched to the other one. Bit it. Sucked it. Bit again. His hips never stopped. He drove up into me so hard my whole body shook. I could feel another climax building. Faster this time.

“Touch yourself,” he ordered.

I reached down and rubbed my clit. Fast circles while I kept bouncing. The extra pressure sent me flying. I came again. My pussy clamped down on him and I cried out. My legs gave out a little but he held my hips and kept thrusting up through it. Kept me moving on him.

When the waves slowed I kept riding. Slower now. But deep. Grinding down hard. Tom’s face looked tense. His jaw tight. I knew he was close.

“Cum inside me,” I said. “Fill me up.”

He groaned and flipped us again in one quick move. Back to missionary. He hooked my legs over his shoulders this time. Folded me in half. Then he slammed in deep. Hard strokes that made the bed bang against the wall.

I grabbed my tits and held them for him. Squeezed them while he pounded me. He leaned down and bit one again. The angle let him go so deep I felt it in my stomach.

“Slam into my curvy body,” I moaned. “Own every inch.”

He did. His hips snapped forward. Relentless. His balls slapped against me with every thrust. Sweat dripped from his chest onto mine. My breasts bounced between us. He grabbed them rough. Squeezed. Bit. Fucked me like he needed to claim me completely.

I felt him swell inside me. Getting thicker. His rhythm broke. He slammed in one last time and stayed deep. His cock pulsed and I felt the hot spurts flood me. Load after load. So much it started to leak out around him.

He kept moving slow after that. Drawing it out. Making sure every drop stayed inside me. My body shook from the aftershocks. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him down for a kiss.

We stayed locked together like that for a long minute. His weight felt good on me. Heavy. Safe. His cock still twitched inside me. My pussy kept squeezing around him like it did not want to let go.

Tom finally lifted his head. His eyes met mine. Still dark with that hunger. “I could do this all night,” he said.

I smiled and ran my fingers down his back. “Then do it. We have hours left before anyone wakes up.”

He kissed me again. Slower this time. But I felt him start to harden inside me already. Ready for more. My body ached in the best way. Every curve he had just used still tingled. My nipples throbbed from his teeth. My pussy felt full and claimed.

This was what I had wanted for years. Tom taking me like he owned me. Pounding me until I could not think. Biting and grabbing every soft inch of my body. I knew we were nowhere near done. The night stretched out ahead of us and I planned to spend every second of it under him. On top of him. Wrapped around him.

He started to move again. Slow deep strokes that made me moan into his mouth. I arched my back and met every thrust. My curves pressed against him. Soft against hard. I wanted him to feel all of me. Every bounce. Every jiggle. Every bit of the body I had grown into just for him.

We had crossed every line tonight. And I knew we would keep crossing them. Over and over. Until the hunger finally felt fed. Even if it never really would.


Chapter Seven
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I woke up slowly the next morning. Sunlight slipped through the blinds and warmed the sheets. My body felt heavy in the best way. Every muscle ached from the night before. My breasts still tingled where Tom had bitten them. My thighs felt sticky and sore. I stretched a little and felt him behind me. His arm lay heavy across my waist. His breathing stayed deep and even. We had fallen asleep tangled together after the last round sometime around three. He had taken me one more time from behind. Slow and deep until we both collapsed.

I did not want to move yet. The girls were probably still passed out downstairs. Or maybe they had left already. I did not care either way. All I cared about was the man pressed against my back. His cock rested soft against my ass but it twitched when I shifted my hips. Even in his sleep he wanted me.

Tom stirred a minute later. His hand slid up from my waist and cupped my breast. He squeezed once. Gentle at first. Then firmer. His thumb brushed over my nipple and it tightened right away. I pushed back against him and felt him start to harden.

“Morning,” he murmured against my neck. His voice sounded rough from sleep.

“Morning,” I answered. I reached behind me and wrapped my fingers around his cock. It grew thick in my hand. I stroked him slow. Base to tip. Feeling him wake up completely.

He rolled me onto my back without saying anything else. His mouth found my nipple right away. He sucked it deep into his mouth and held it there. Not rushing. Just steady pulls that made my back arch off the bed. His other hand moved between my legs. Two fingers parted my folds and slid inside easy. I was still wet from last night. A little sore but ready.

He fingered me slow while he switched to the other breast. Sucking. Licking. Biting just enough to remind me who I belonged to now. My hips rocked against his hand. Quiet moans slipped out of me. I did not have to worry about being loud anymore. The house felt empty except for us.

Tom moved down my body after a while. He spread my legs wide and settled between them. His tongue replaced his fingers. Long slow licks from bottom to top. He took his time. Tasted every inch like he wanted to memorize it. When he reached my clit he circled it gentle then sucked it between his lips. I grabbed the pillow above my head and held on.

He ate me like that for a long time. No rush. Just steady hunger. His fingers joined in after a minute. Two of them curling inside me while his tongue worked my clit. I came soft and slow. My thighs trembled around his head. Juice coated his chin but he kept licking through it. Drawing it out until I felt boneless.

When he finally crawled back up he kissed me deep. I tasted myself on him again. He lined his cock up and pushed inside in one smooth stroke. We both groaned at the same time. He filled me completely. Stretched me just right. He started moving right away. Long deep strokes that rocked the bed gentle.

I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him closer. My breasts pressed against his chest. He reached down and grabbed one anyway. Squeezed it while he thrust. Pinched the nipple until I gasped. His mouth found my neck next. He kissed the spot he had bitten last night. Then he bit it again. Fresh mark on top of the old one.

We stayed like that a long time. Missionary but slow. Almost lazy. Our bodies moved together like they already knew the rhythm. His hips rolled deep. Mine lifted to meet him. Every thrust sent sparks through me. My pussy clenched around him on purpose. Milked him the way he liked.

“You feel so good,” I whispered.

He lifted his head and looked down at me. His eyes stayed dark even in the morning light. “This is mine now,” he said. “All of you.”

I nodded and pulled him down for another kiss. He sped up a little after that. Still not frantic like last night. Just deeper. Harder. His hand stayed on my breast the whole time. Kneading. Pinching. Reminding me.

I came again before he did. Softer this time but longer. My whole body shook under him. He kept moving through it. Then his rhythm broke. He drove in deep and stayed there. I felt him pulse inside me. Hot spurts filled me up. He groaned against my neck and held still until he finished.

We lay there after. His weight on top of me felt perfect. His cock still inside me. Twitching every few seconds. I ran my fingers through his hair and down his back. Neither of us spoke for a while. The house stayed quiet. No sign of the girls yet.

Finally he rolled off me and pulled me against his side. My head rested on his chest. I traced circles on his stomach while he played with my hair.

“We have to talk about this,” he said after a minute.

I nodded. I had known it was coming. “I know.”

He stayed quiet another few seconds. His hand kept moving through my hair. “Your mom comes home tonight. She cannot find out. Ever.”

“I am not stupid,” I told him. “I want this too much to ruin it.”

He turned his head and looked at me. “This is not just one night for me, Ava. I have wanted you for a long time. Longer than I should have.”

I smiled against his chest. “Same here. Since I was sixteen at least. I used to watch you and touch myself thinking about exactly what we did last night.”

His hand slid down and cupped my breast again. Like he could not stop touching me. “We have to be careful. No risks when she is home. No looks. No touches where she can see.”

“I can do that,” I said. “But when she is gone or at work or asleep. Then you are mine.”

He chuckled low. “Greedy girl.”

“Your greedy girl,” I corrected.

We lay there making plans. Small ones at first. He would text me when Mom left for her shift. I would leave my bedroom door cracked at night. We would steal time in the shower when she worked doubles. Quick ones in the garage after she went to bed. I told him I wanted him to wake me up like this every chance he got. He said he planned to.

“I need this every day,” I said. “Not just when it is easy.”

He rolled me onto my back again and looked down at me. His hand rested on my stomach. “We will make it work. Every single day we can. I am not giving this up now.”

I reached up and touched his face. “Promise me.”

He leaned down and kissed me slow. “I promise.”

We stayed in bed another hour after that. He took me one more time. Slow and deep while the sun got higher. My legs wrapped around him. My breasts in his hands. We did not rush. We just enjoyed it. Enjoyed knowing this was ours now. Secret. Real. Hungry.

When we finally got up I pulled on one of his T-shirts. It hung down to my thighs and my nipples showed through the thin fabric. He looked at me and shook his head.

“You are going to kill me walking around like that when your mom gets home.”

I smiled and stepped close. “Then you will just have to be careful not to stare too long.”

He grabbed my ass with both hands and pulled me against him. “I will stare all I want when she is not here.”

We kissed one last time before we went downstairs. The girls were gone. They had left a note on the counter saying they called an Uber early and thanks for the party. Perfect. No witnesses.

Tom made coffee while I cleaned up the last of the cups. We moved around each other easy. Like nothing had changed and everything had. Every time he passed me his hand brushed my hip or my lower back. Small touches that meant everything now.

Before Mom got home we stood in the kitchen and made the final pact. Nothing written down. Just words between us.

“No matter what,” I said. “We keep this going. We feed it every chance we get.”

He nodded and pulled me into his chest. “We will keep feeding this hunger daily if we can.”

I smiled against his shirt. My body still hummed from the morning. My pussy felt full of him. My breasts still carried his marks under the shirt. This was only the beginning. Mom would never know. The girls would never guess. But every single day we could steal, Tom would own me again. And I would give him every curve I had.

Life would go on like normal on the outside. Inside these walls we belonged to each other. Completely. Secretly. Insatiably.

And I could not wait for the next time the door locked behind us.




Epilogue
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Six months had passed since that birthday night. Life looked the same from the outside. Mom still worked her long hospital shifts. Tom still left for the construction site before dawn and came home dusty and tired. I finished high school and started community college classes three days a week. Nobody suspected a thing. We made sure of it. But inside our house every stolen minute belonged to us.

I stood in the kitchen one Tuesday morning after Mom had left for a double shift. Tom had called in sick. The note on the counter said he needed rest. We both knew the real reason. I wore nothing but one of his old work shirts. The hem hit me mid thigh. My breasts pressed against the fabric and my nipples showed clear through it. I had stopped wearing panties around the house months ago. Easier that way.

He came up behind me while I poured coffee. His hands slid under the shirt right away. One cupped my breast. The other moved between my legs. I leaned back against his chest and sighed.

“You are already wet,” he said against my ear.

“I woke up thinking about you,” I told him. “Dreamed you had me bent over the table again.”

He turned me around and lifted me onto the counter in one move. The shirt rode up to my waist. He dropped to his knees and buried his face between my thighs. His tongue went straight in. No teasing. He licked deep and steady like he had done a hundred times since that first night. I grabbed the edge of the counter and spread my legs wider.

We had learned each other’s bodies so well. He knew exactly how to suck my clit to make my toes curl. I knew how to moan his name to make him growl against me. My hips rocked against his mouth. Juice ran down his chin and dripped onto the floor. He did not stop until I came hard. My thighs shook around his head and I had to bite my lip to stay quiet even though we were alone.

When he stood up his cock already strained against his boxers. I pulled them down and took him in my mouth for a minute. Just enough to get him slick. Then I turned around and bent over the counter. He pushed inside me from behind in one smooth thrust. We both groaned at the same time.

He fucked me steady. Deep strokes that made my breasts sway under the shirt. He reached around and grabbed them. Squeezed them hard while he drove into me. His thumbs rolled my nipples until they ached in the best way.

“These still drive me crazy,” he said. “Every single day.”

I pushed back against him. “They are yours. All of me is.”

He sped up. The sound of our bodies filled the quiet kitchen. Skin on skin. Wet and steady. I reached down and rubbed my clit while he pounded me. Another orgasm built fast. When it hit I clenched around him and he followed right after. He stayed buried deep and filled me again. We had stopped using protection two months ago. I wanted his baby. He wanted it too. We just had not told Mom yet.

After we caught our breath he pulled out slow. I turned and kissed him. Soft this time. His hands stayed on my hips.

“We need to be more careful soon,” he said. “Your mom starts asking questions about why I take so many sick days.”

I smiled against his mouth. “We will figure it out. We always do.”

He nodded and rested his forehead against mine. “I meant what I said that first morning. This is every day we can manage. No matter what.”

I pulled the shirt back down and fixed us both fresh coffee. We sat at the table like normal people. Except his hand rested on my thigh under the table. My fingers traced circles on his arm. Small touches we allowed ourselves when the house stayed empty.

Later that afternoon I lay on the couch with my head in his lap. His fingers played with my hair while we watched some movie neither of us cared about. My shirt had ridden up again. He kept glancing down at my breasts like he could not help it.

“I still get hard every time I see you like this,” he admitted.

I reached up and felt him through his shorts. “Good. Because I still get wet every time I feel you looking.”

We did not fuck again right then. We had learned to stretch the hunger out sometimes. Save it for when Mom worked nights or when I skipped a class and met him in the garage. Quick ones in the truck after dark. Slow ones in my bed when she slept down the hall. The risk made it sharper. The secrecy kept it alive.

Three weeks later the test came back positive. I showed him in the bathroom while Mom cooked dinner downstairs. He stared at the two pink lines for a long time. Then he pulled me into his arms and kissed me so deep I forgot where we were.

“We will make this work,” he said against my hair. “All of it.”

I nodded and pressed my face into his chest. My breasts felt fuller already. My body changed a little every day. He noticed every change. Worshipped every new curve. Told me I had never looked more beautiful.

Mom still had no clue. We planned to tell her eventually. After the baby came. After we figured out how to explain it without blowing everything apart. For now the three of us lived in the same house like always. On the surface everything stayed normal.

Inside those walls Tom owned me completely. Every morning he woke me with his mouth or his cock. Every night he marked me again before we slept. My breasts stayed sensitive and loved. My pussy stayed full and claimed. The hunger never faded. It only grew.

We kept feeding it daily whenever we could. Sometimes twice a day. Sometimes in the middle of the night when Mom worked late. I carried his child now. I wore his marks under my clothes. And every single time he looked at me across the dinner table I felt that same dark heat in his eyes.

Life would get complicated soon. But I did not care. I had chased what I wanted and caught it. My stepdad. My man. The one who knew every inch of my body and still could not get enough.

Some dreams are worth the risk. Even the ones that start with a cracked bathroom door and end with a baby on the way. I would do it all over again in a heartbeat.

Because this hunger belonged to us now. And we planned to keep feeding it for the rest of our lives.


I hope you enjoyed reading this book as much as I enjoyed writing it.  Please consider leaving me a review. It’s the best way for indie authors to compete against the big publishing houses.
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