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About This Story


  This story contains explicit sexual content and is intended for adult readers only. It depicts forbidden sex between a girl and her stepfather after a scary movie cuddle. All characters depicted in sexual situations are 18 years of age or older. All sex is unprotected.


  ––––––––


  Excerpt


  When I finally came down, my chest heaved as if I’d just run the hundred yard dash. I stared unseeing at the ceiling, trying to regain control of my senses. I was dizzy and closed my eyes. When I opened them again, my view filled with his face as he moved over me.


  “Daddy, that was amazing.” My smile was so big it was almost painful, but I couldn’t stop.


  “We’re not done yet, Princess.” He put himself between my widely spread legs. Something hard and smooth nudged against my folds, and I realized what was about to happen. He was going to take me, take my virginity. My breath, which had begun to slow, sped back up.


  “Don’t worry, baby girl. I’ll be careful.” Reaching down between us, he positioned himself right at my wet entrance and nudged, just a little, giving me a taste of what was to come. Just the tip, and I was already being stretched.


  ––––––––


  


In Bed With My Step


  Why do I always do to this to myself?


  I popped a piece of salty popcorn into my mouth and glanced over at Daddy. He watched the screen intently as his lips closed around a chilled bottle of beer. I should have been watching the movie too, but it was impossible not to imagine his mouth doing other things, things I had no right to think about.


  Scary movies were his favorite, not mine. He’d watch a new one almost every night before going to bed. Slashers, monsters, psychos, all of them. Not that he was scary, like at all. He was the nicest guy I knew.


  He wasn’t really my dad actually, but he’d lived with us long enough that I had a hard time thinking of him as anything else. It’d been, what, five, six years now? Long enough for one hell of a crush to develop.


  It was horrible, since I couldn’t do anything about it. I refused to date anyone all through high school, since they weren’t him. He was my stepfather, so it wasn’t like I could ask him out. So here I was, eighteen and still a virgin, knowing I was off to college in the fall, and with no idea what to do with myself. Or us.


  I hated horror movies, but I loved him, which is why night after night, I’d sit through his creepy movies. I loved how they gave me an excuse to cuddle up with him during the scary scenes, which as far as I was concerned, was most of them.


  It was kinda embarrassing, really, how much the movies freaked me out. I wasn’t a little girl anymore. It’s not like I didn’t know it was all make believe. Even still, there was always that part in my brain, where the most basic instincts hid, that I couldn’t control.


  Tonight’s movie was as terrifying as the rest. As usual, some young girl was all alone in the dark, exploring some old house while her friends were exploring other parts of it. Sounds like Scooby Doo, right? Only Scooby Doo never had a crazed slasher hiding the darkness whose idea of a good time was to cut you open and... well, stuff I don’t even want to think about.


  Weird noises and creepy music built up as she approached a curtain. All I could think was, “Don’t pull it, don’t pull it!” Of course she did, and there was nothing there. There never is, but I knew the real scream was just around the corner. She turned and there he was, just as lightning flashed outside.


  That was it. I screamed loud enough that I startled Dad, then scrambled across the couch in a panic to cling to him like plastic wrap, my eyes shut tight. I whimpered, but when I’m terrified, I’m not proud.


  I wrapped my arms around his broad torso as far as I could, and pressed my face against his hard chest, holding on to him for dear life. “Hold me.” Not a request, that was a demand.


  He chuckled, a sound that rumbled in my ear. “Why do you watch these movies when they freak you out so much?” He put his arms around me and held me tight, and that was why I watched, even if I couldn’t tell him. I loved his warmth, the feeling of him next to me. His pajamas were soft and loose enough that I could feel every contour of his hard body, even if there were some spots I didn’t dare touch.


  Could he feel me the same way? I’d taken to wearing only a t-shirt and panties in the evenings, hoping to entice him. I knew I shouldn’t, that I should just forget about it, but I found myself doing it anyway. He noticed. The way his gaze followed me when he thought I wasn’t looking made that obvious, but he was too decent of a guy to ever make a move. At least I imagined that was what held him back. Maybe he just disapproved.


  His hands were always properly placed, around my waist or on my arms, kept well away from the spots I really wanted them, like sliding up to cup my breasts, or down to the curve of my ass. Hell, he could drive his hand right into my panties and I would totally let him. Of course, he never did.


  I liked to check out his bulge. With my head against his chest, I could look right down at it without it being obvious, and I did. Even the loose pants couldn’t fully hide what was under there, and sometimes, when I rubbed my breasts against him, or shifted my thigh so it went over his leg, I saw it grow. Not a lot, but the fabric lifted just a little as he firmed up, thickened. Whenever that happened, I licked my lips and wondered what it’d feel like in my mouth, or my pussy.


  I was always wet when we cuddled. My body knew what I wanted as much as I did, and I wanted him so badly. I’d stopped caring how wrong it was a long time ago, but there was no way he’d ever cross the line. Even now, wrapped around him, clutching his shirt, his hand only settled on my back and held me close. I sighed.


  ––––––––


  The movie ended just before midnight. Dad peeled me gently off him, stood and yawned with a stretch. “Man, I’m knackered. I’m heading to bed. You coming?” He extended his hand.


  I wanted to believe he was asking me to join him, but I knew better. Mom was on another of her business trips. We hardly saw her anymore, it felt like. I suspected that all was not well with their relationship, but they didn’t like sharing that stuff with me. She was away more and more, which left him sleeping alone more often than not. Didn’t mean I had an open invitation, though.


  Besides, he was right. I was tired too. Nodding while I yawned, I let him pull me to my feet before I shuffled up the stairs, making sure to go first. He might not act on it, but I’d still make sure he got to watch my panty-clad ass wiggle in front of him on the way up. Maybe one day, he’d grab it, take me right there on the stairs.


  I sighed. Yeah, right.


  “Night, Princess.” He padded to his bedroom, letting me admire his broad back and tight ass.


  “G’night, Daddy.”


  ––––––––


  Fuck, I felt like a little kid. Sleep wouldn’t come, and I lay there in the dark, exploring the shadows of my room with my eyes. Those movies just weren’t good for me. Everything looked like something scary, and for some reason I could never remember what was where in my room, so my mind went wild inventing new and horrible things for what each unknown dark outline might be.


  Screw this. I’d get something to drink, clear my mind, maybe turn on something safe and boring on TV. Like the home shopping network or the weather channel. No wait, storms were too scary. Throwing my comforter aside, I got up and out of my creepy room, closing the door behind me. Out of sight, out of mind.


  At the top of the stairs, I stopped. The door to Daddy’s room was partially open, and I could hear his quiet snores. The movies never bothered him, of course.


  My feet moved as if on their own, walking me to his room rather than downstairs. Maybe he’d let me cuddle. I could slip in without him waking up, even. He was probably lonely anyway, right? My brain kept rationalizing until I was inside.


  Moonlight spilled in through the windows and across the bed. He was on his back, barechested and a hand resting on his stomach. I didn’t realize he didn’t sleep with his shirt on. My eyes went wide. Did he take off his pants too? Was he naked under there? Okay, that got me wet.


  I walked closer, watching him, admiring him. Even asleep, his square jaw was firm, determined. His full lips were slightly parted, just begging for me to kiss them. His hair was cut pretty short, but what was there stuck out in all directions. I stifled a giggle. It was cute, and didn’t make him any less handsome.


  His other arm lay straight out across the empty side of the bed, as if begging for someone to rest their head on it, and I fully intended to. Crawling carefully onto the bed so I wouldn’t disturb him, I slid in under the covers. When my bare thigh touched his, I jumped, realizing he was naked.


  Oh. My. God. I wanted to lift the covers to peek, or even sneak my hand over there and touch him. I could pretend to be asleep, and it was just an accident. He’d never know. I didn’t get further than that thought, though, because that was when he woke up.


  “Huh? Wha... Megan?” He blinked, as if trying to decide if he was dreaming or not. “What are you doing here?”


  “I uh... I couldn’t sleep.” That sounded lame, even to me. “God, it’s so embarrassing. I know I’m too big for this. I just wanted a cuddle.”


  He blinked again, slowly, as if he had to force his eyes open. “Baby. Princess. You’re eighteen. It was only a movie. Go back to bed.”


  My heart sank. What had I expected? That he’d take me in his arms and have his way with me?


  “Daddy, please? It really freaked me out. I’ve been trying to sleep for an hour now. I can’t even close my eyes.”


  He sighed. “Listen, I get it. But we can’t do this. What if your mom found out you slept here, huh? She’d kill me and ground you for life.”


  “Who’d tell her? I won’t. Would you?” I put on my most innocent little face, looking up at him with big sad eyes. “Pleeease?” I moved closer. “I’ll make it worth your while.” Wait, fuck! Where did that come from? Oh God.


  He blinked. “You’ll what?”


  “No, nevermind. That came out all wrong.”


  His eyes narrowed in suspicion. I was in for it now. “You’re not just here for the cuddles, are you?”


  “I love you?” I was about to be sent back to my room, and I bet there’d be therapy sessions waiting for me in the morning. Why did I say that?


  “Princess, I love you too, but that sort of talk... do you know what would happen if anyone found out?” That was actually better than I’d expected, and when I felt his hand come to rest on my thigh, a hell of a lot better.


  I was dreaming. I had to be. “But... I’d never tell anyone. And you wouldn’t either... right?” My voice was hopeful, terrified that I wasn’t misunderstanding.


  His hand slid along my thigh, toward the curve of my ass. “Right. Because this would be wrong. Stepfathers and daughters don’t do that sort of thing.” He stopped his hand, putting the ball in my court.


  Reaching out carefully, slowly, until my hand touched his chest, I slid it slowly down towards his tight abs, his curly chest hair tickling my palm. I knew it was salt and peppery in color, though you couldn’t tell in the soft moonlight. “Or at least... they don’t talk about it. But... but maybe some do anyway. It’s not like they’re actually related, are they?”


  Moving again, he reached my ass and cupped a cheek, his hand warm even through my panties. “No, Princess, no, they’re not.” He pulled me closer, his other hand coming up and touching my chin, lifting my face to meet his.


  His lips were soft, burning hot. I opened for him and let his experience guide me. His touch sent shivers racing down from between my shoulder blades and right to the small of my back, raising goosebumps everywhere. As his tongue chased mine, I melted into him, suddenly understanding that this was real, that this was going to happen.


  I let my hand travel further down, over his chiseled abs. Something bumped against the back of my hand and I gasped into his mouth when I realized what it was. His cock. I had to feel it, hold it. I wrapped my fingers around it, or as far as they would go, at least. He rewarded me with a soft moan as he ended the kiss.


  Softly, slowly, I slid my hand up and down his length. God, he was huge! He seemed that way to me at least, but then I didn’t have any experience with these things. “Are they all this big?”


  His breath hitched. “You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”


  “Yeah. The boys don’t compare to you, Daddy.” I suddenly worried. I had no idea what I was doing. Maybe he wanted someone more experienced. “Is... is that okay? I mean...”


  “Princess, it’s fine.” His smile melted my insides with its warmth. “I’ll show you everything you need to know. Can’t you feel how much I’m looking forward to it?” He flexed, twitching in my hand, making me giggle.


  “Can I look at it? I’ve never seen one, like for real, I mean.”


  “Are you implying that my little girl has looked at naughty pictures? Or movies, even?” His face was a mask of mock consternation. “I’m shocked. Shocked.” The irony of his dick pulsing in my hand as he said this wasn’t lost on me. He could be such a goof.


  “Can I?” Impatient, I was already pulling down the covers.


  The bedroom had dimmable spots for lights, and Daddy could control them from a switch by the bed. He turned them on, just enough to see by, but dim enough to keep the mood, then tugged the covers completely away, exposing himself.


  I slid down his torso to get a better look, licking my lips as I got closer. It was so big around, my fingers couldn’t touch. The head was deep red and a little drop of clear liquid was just sliding out from the tip. The shaft was soft like velvet, ridged with veins and hard like steel underneath. I tried to imagine this thing fitting in me, and couldn’t quite believe it was possible.


  “You’ll go easy on me, right?”


  “Of course, Princess. I won’t hurt you. I’d never hurt you.”


  I couldn’t resist. Leaning in, I swiped my tongue over the tip, tasting the faint saltiness of his precum. Deciding I liked it, I did it more, exploring his textures with my tongue. He moaned deep in the back of his throat.


  “Oh, that’s nice. Keep doing that. Along the ridge. That’s the most sensitive.” He threaded a hand in my hair, his palm against the back of my head, and guided me carefully. “That’s right, swirl your tongue around it, then down the shaft. Yeah. That’s right, keep going.”


  I was at the root, and still he pushed further, until I swiped across his balls. They hung heavily beneath him, soft and pliable. They were so strange, the soft orbs moving around as I pushed them with my tongue. He liked it, if his moans were any indication.


  “Softly, Princess, they’re really sensitive. Just kiss and lick. Maybe suck a little, but really gently. Good girl.”


  God, I was so turned on. Leaving the balls for now, I licked my way back up. From there, I gave him my naughtiest look. “Should I suck on it?”


  “Oh yes. Yes, you should.” I could hear the broad grin in his voice. “Just keep your lips tight and see how much you can take.”


  I wet my lips. Here we go. Even just the head was a stretch. I did my best to keep my teeth off him, but I know I bumped him a couple of times. He didn’t complain, but I would do better. Once my lips were past the ridge, I could push deeper, but even then I didn’t get down even halfway before my stomach lurched when his tip hit the back of my mouth.


  “That’s okay, Princess, just work with that. It’s great.” He guided me up and down, showing me how to bob while my cheeks caved tightly around him.


  I love sucking cock. Why hadn’t I tried seducing him earlier? His musk tickled my nostrils. His soft moans encouraged me while I tried to swallow him. Up and down, in and out.


  I could have gone on forever, but he had other ideas, pulling me up. “More of that, and I’ll shoot off in your mouth, and that’s not where I want to put it.”


  Whimpering my disappointment, I was eager to taste him, to feel his cum pulse onto my tongue.


  Not caring, he made me sit up on my knees before he grabbed the hem of my t-shirt and pulled it up. He did it slowly, as if opening a present. “Lift your arms, Princess.”


  I pulled a breath when the soft fabric passed by my breasts, revealing them. My nipples tightened in the cool air of his bedroom. I wondered what he’d think. My chest wasn’t that big, and I was a little self-conscious about it. What if he didn’t like it?


  “Wow.” He was hidden by the t-shirt since he was pulling it over my head, but that didn’t sound too bad. “You’re beautiful, Princess.”


  My face warmed and I knew I was blushing.


  He finished pulling the shirt off my arms, and immediately took hold of my shoulders. “Come here.” Pushing me down onto the my back, he laid me on the bed next to him and bent down to my breasts.


  “Oh!” I let out a little squeak when he took my nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it. He let it go, then kissed, licked, and nibbled all over my breast. It felt amazing, and when he switched and started on the other, it only got better.


  I’d tried fondling my breasts while I played with myself, pinching and rolling like I read in stories or saw in videos, but it never did much for me. Too much like trying to tickle myself, you know? This was completely different, like he made love to my breasts with his mouth. Every touch sent a tingle rushing straight down to my wet pussy. And to think we were just getting started!


  He took his time, giving my breasts his full attention, then he kissed his way into the valley between my them and started south, towards my stomach, towards my pink panties. Kiss after kiss, nibble by nibble, slowly approaching. His tongue shot into my belly button as he passed it, making me laugh. He knew how ticklish I was right there. Always had been.


  Instead of stopping when he reached my panties, he kissed me through them instead, across my mound, somehow hitting my clit perfectly as he passed over, then down between my thighs, which spread wide for him. Even through the wet fabric, his kisses were amazing, little wet nudges against my super-sensitive skin.


  He pulled up and looked me in the eyes. “I’m going to take off your panties. If you want this to stop, for God’s sake say it now. I’m not sure I’ll be able to later.”


  I just bit my lip and waited, holding his gaze. I wanted it. I wanted him to take them so bad, to take me. It felt like forever, but it was probably just a short moment before he nodded and hooked his fingers in the elastic.


  He tugged, and I lifted my hips to help him. He savored it, exposing me a little at a time. First my blonde curls, then the main event. As the skimpy article slid past my butt, I lifted my legs so he could get them all the way off. I was so wet they clung a bit before releasing, and then I was totally naked.


  He looked at me and smiled. “Gorgeous.” His hands slid to the backs of my thighs and pushed them towards me until my ass lifted off the bed. I was trapped, doubled over and spread open for him.


  With a mischievous grin he lowered his face to my pussy and inhaled as if it was the finest perfume. “You’re soaked. Something tells me Daddy’s little girl is a horny little slut.”


  I couldn’t keep a giggle from escaping. “Only for her big, handsome, huge-cocked Daddy.”


  “Ooh, you can describe me like that any time you want, Princess.” He swiped his broad tongue straight through the middle of my folds, and flicked the tip right over my swollen clit. It was like I could feel the electricity rush straight from my core right up through my chest to discharge as I groaned deep in my throat. Fuck, that was good.


  He did it again, driving surge after surge of tingling pleasure through me, the rough skin of his tongue exploring every fold and crevice between my thighs. Every little stab into my slippery channel, every swirl around my sensitive nub, every swipe between my pussy lips brought me closer to coming. He was so fucking good at it. God, I should’ve snuck into his bed a long time ago.


  My muscles tightened, my back arched. I fisted the sheets tightly, pulling them loose as I tried to find something, anything to hold on to. I groaned loudly, the sound filling the bedroom as my toes curled and I came like an avalanche, hurtling headlong down the mountainside. Sure, I’d played with myself plenty, in the darkness of my bedroom while I imagined myself with Daddy, but he worked a magic that didn’t exist in my fingers. Oh. My. Fucking. God.


  He didn’t stop either, but just kept going, as if he wanted my orgasm to never end. Every touch, lick, kiss, and nibble added a little bit more as I came and came. That tongue should’ve been registered as a deadly weapon.


  When I finally came down, my chest heaved as if I’d just run the hundred yard dash. I stared unseeing at the ceiling, trying to regain control of my senses. I was dizzy and closed my eyes. When I opened them again, my view filled with his face as he moved over me.


  “Daddy, that was amazing.” My smile was so big it was almost painful, but I couldn’t stop.


  “We’re not done yet, Princess.” He put himself between my widely spread legs. Something hard and smooth nudged against my folds, and I realized what was about to happen. He was going to take me, take my virginity. My breath, which had begun to slow, sped back up.


  “Don’t worry, baby girl. I’ll be careful.” Reaching down between us, he positioned himself right at my wet entrance and nudged, just a little, giving me a taste of what was to come. Just the tip, and I was already being stretched.


  He went slowly, but he never let up, keeping the pressure steady as more and more of him inched into me, spreading my virgin pussy wide around him. I’d never felt anything like it, and there was so much of him. Deeper and deeper, he found places in me that I’d never thought were there until eventually, finally, his balls were against my ass. I’d done it. I’d taken him. All of him!


  “You okay?” His eyes locked with mine, big, soft and concerned, like a Daddy’s should be, and with his big cock buried to the hilt, like a Daddy’s definitely shouldn’t be. But I thought it was amazing. Amazing, and oh so fucking good.


  “Yeah.” I wrapped my hands around his neck. “Yeah, it’s perfect.” I bit my lip, pulled him closer and whispered right into his ear, putting as much lust and need into it as I could. “Daddy, fuck me. Fuck your naughty little girl, you dirty, dirty old man.”


  He laughed and twitched. “Old, huh? I’ll show you old.” Sliding back, he pulled out until only the head was in. “Better hold on, baby girl.” He crammed his cock all the way in with a single, hard motion.


  My eyes went wide and my breath went out of me in a single loud, drawn-out cry. “Daddy!”


  He pulled back, and repeated. Once, twice, lots. Falling into a steady, deep rhythm, he stroked his huge cock in and out, resting his weight firmly on his hands on either side of me, pumping his narrow hips while I clung to him for dear life.


  My hands slipped down his back until I clutched his tight ass cheeks, loving the way they flexed in my grip as he thrust into me, filling my soaking pussy with rock hard flesh. I didn’t know if there really was a heaven up there, but if there was, this was it. Just this, over and over. I couldn’t imagine anything better.


  He leaned in, his voice deep and husky in my ear. “Play with yourself. Show me what you do when I’m not here to do you right.”


  I moaned at his words and obeyed, oddly self-conscious at doing it in front of him. After what we’d done, it wasn’t like it should have been a big deal, but it seemed so personal, a little embarrassing even. It wasn’t long before the feel of my fingertips circling and rubbing across my clit combined with his monster pounding my pussy made me forget all of that.


  In my limited experience, I was a one orgasm kinda a girl. I played with myself, I came and then relaxed and fell asleep, dreaming of Daddy. Not this time, though. This time I was going double, at least. Of course, usually Daddy wasn’t right here either, sliding himself firmly in out of me while I played. I was going to come again, and it would be awesome.


  My chest tightened and my eyes shut as my muscles rippled and my whole body began to quiver. I screamed, but I didn’t hear anything, so maybe it was just air, but it didn’t matter because I was coming hard around him, all of me clenching tightly around his thick shaft. I swear, I felt every ridge and bump of him as it passed in and out of my taut entrance, every new stab forcing waves of pleasure to race up my spine and down the insides of my thighs.


  He couldn’t take it anymore. It was like he shifted gears, from long, deliberate strokes to a hard, frantic fucking while his cock swelled in me. And here I’d thought he couldn’t get any bigger.


  I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him closer, wanting all of him in me, every thick inch, every hot drop of his cum. Somehow, tonight, all my fantasies were becoming real.


  He dropped to his elbows, forcing his forearms in underneath me, clutching my upper back and neck as his head dropped next to mine. His heavy breaths were loud in my ear, intense, raspy. He let out a whisper between clenched teeth. “Fuck, Princess. I’m gonna come. Are you...”


  Oh shit. I wasn’t on the pill, and he wasn’t wearing anything. How had I not thought of that earlier? But God, everything felt so good. So right. I didn’t care, not if he came in me, not if we took a risk, hell, not even if he knocked me up. He was meant to be there, and I would take everything he could give me. Everything.


  “It’s okay, Daddy. Do it.”


  “That’s not an answer, baby, are you...”


  I didn’t have patience for this. “I don’t care! Come in me, Daddy. Put your cum in me. All of it. Please, Daddy!”


  “Oh shit.” It was too much for him. With one last, deep thrust that put his tip right up against my womb, he twitched and with a loud groan spilled what felt like gallons of hot, slippery cum deep in my eager pussy. The warmth of it spread through me, and it was perfect, messy, the sexiest feeling I’d felt in my life.


  I closed my eyes and clung to him, making sure every last drop got in there. There was nothing in this world that could wipe the blissful smile off my face. “Thank you, Daddy.”


  He collapsed heavily on top of me, breathing hard, his back slick with sweat. I didn’t mind. Fuck, I was pretty sweaty myself. This was good exercise. Delicious, wonderful, amazing, awesome exercise, and I had the best workout partner in the world.


  “Daddy, I love you...”


  “Oh God, Princess, I love you too, you have no idea...” His voice was a hoarse whisper.


  “You didn’t let me finish. Daddy, I love you, but you weigh like a ton.” It probably wasn’t all of his weight on me, but it sure felt like it.


  “Shit, sorry.” He got back up on his hands quickly, smiling sheepishly, but he didn’t seem to want to pull out, even as I felt him shrink. That was okay though, since I didn’t want him to, either. Not ever, even if I realized that wasn’t very realistic.


  Eventually he just kinda slipped out on his own, and I made a disappointed face as he rolled over next to me and collapsed. For a while we just lay there, naked and hot, cooling down on top of the sheets.


  I turned my head toward him. “Still okay with me cuddling here tonight?” I grinned.


  “Megan... you can cuddle with me anytime you like.” His laugh was soft as he rolled towards me and took me in his arms.


  Fucking perfect.


  ––––––––


  We didn’t stop watching scary movies. In fact, I think we watch more of them now, since we both know exactly where we’re heading afterwards. And even better, since that first wonderful night, I haven’t had any more trouble sleeping. Not even once.


  


*** THE END ***


  ––––––––


  Be the first to know when Q.R Braddock has a new release or is running a free promotion! Sign up for Q.R.’s Naughty Newsletter at http://qrbraddock.com/newsletter/.


  ––––––––


  Thank you for reading this story! If you enjoyed it, please consider taking the time to leave a review. They are the fuel that keeps this erotica engine writing!


  ––––––––


  Find my whole catalog at Amazon at http://amazon.com/author/qrbraddock


  ––––––––


  Thank you for reading!


  
    
      Did you love In Bed With My Step? Then you should read Undress Me by Q.R. Braddock!
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      “So, what do you think? Maybe a little tight here? I think they must have grown recently.”


      Shopping’s boring, right? Hah! Not the way I do it. For too long, I’ve had a massive crush on Jason, but I refuse to wait any longer. He’s just too handsome, too strong, too much man and he’s just the right guy for my first time. Also, he’s my stepdaddy, but I’m not letting that stop me. You might call my crush too forbidden, too taboo, but when I lure him into the dressing room at the lingerie store, you can be sure I won’t let him back out until he’s taken me, sweetly and without protection.

    


    
      



      But it now on Amazon!
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      The Best Man's Wife


      Taken by the Club
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About the Author


    Young women are always getting in trouble, and it's up to me to ensure it stays that way. Whether it's with a bunch of guys they hardly know or something more taboo with someone they know all too well, I love setting them up for naughty times where not a thought is given to consequences. Hopefully, you'll enjoy my little tales as well!


    



    Find out more about Q.R.’s books and sign up for Q.R.’s Naughty Newsletter at http://qrbraddock.com/newsletter! Contact Q.R. directly with any comments, questions or concerns at mail@qrbraddock.com, and find Q.R. on Twitter as @qrbraddock and on Facebook as Q.r. Braddock.
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