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  “Kerry!”

  

  I looked up from my book, hearing my step-father call my name. I was sitting out in the small back garden of our town house, reading the letters section of one of his Penthouse magazines that I’d found in a shoebox.


  At first, it had made me feel a bit icky knowing that he had probably jerked it to these before. But then I remembered that I had a huge crush on my step-father, on Jackson. He was hot, and he wasn’t actually my father, so that didn’t make it wrong or icky anymore.


  I had grinned at myself then, marveling at the way I was able to manipulate myself. It didn’t matter that I’d practically grown up with Jackson. He had married my mother when I was young, barely half way through primary school, and the fact of the matter is that I actually can’t remember a time that he wasn’t in my life.


  Of course, I didn’t know who my real father was, but that was a biological distinction that seemed arbitrary to me. Jackson had filled that void, but at a small distance that had allowed us to become friends. Mum had always been the primary parent, the one who took to scolding me, talking to me or sometimes at me, and teaching me the various life lessons she deemed necessary. Or simply being annoying like a mother is when she tries to helicopter parent her only daughter.


  Jackson had always been a step behind, just in the background. He had always comforted me afterwards, completely undermining – and without realizing it – my mother’s efforts at educating me. Not that I minded, though. From a young age, I’d always been drawn to him.


  It was when I got older that I figured out why. He was a gorgeous man, and the smile on him could disarm even the steeliest of women. He turned heads in the shopping center without fail, and there were many times that Mum had come home from date night more than a little jealous. Of course, she didn’t dare show it, but I could see it. You know that fabled mother-daughter connection? Yeah, it exists.


  “Yes, Jackson?” I called into the open kitchen window. I could see his face poking out through the slim gap. “What’s up?”


  “Your mother’s going away again for work this evening.”


  “Okay,” I said, pursing my lips in thought. That wasn’t all that bad. It meant that I could probably get my curfew relaxed a little. Jackson was always nice to me like that.


  “So you’re to stay home for tea tonight.”


  “Sure.”


  “Oh, one more thing,” he said, and he tapped the glass with his finger.


  “What is it?”


  “She thinks you and I need to spend some quality time together.”


  My mouth curled into a grin, and my heart started beating faster. Now what the hell did that mean?


  “Okay?”


  “She thinks you and I don’t spend enough time together.”


  “So what do you want to do?”


  “Well,” he said, and he decided to abandon speaking through the open window. A moment later he popped out the back door, and as always was an arresting sight. Strong body, lean in all the right places, perfectly filled out his well-fitting t-shirt and jeans. His dark hair, though a little tussled, seemed to match the hard angle of his jaw, and the quality of depth his eyes seemed to have.


  “I know you rather like Matthew Brent.”


  I widened my eyes, and cocked my head to the side. Matthew Brent? He was only the most up-and-coming landscape photographer in the nation!


  “You knew I liked him?”


  “Come on,” he said, grinning. “You’re off to university in a bit to study photography. Give me some credit, would you?”


  I paused, grinning at him. I wasn’t really surprised that he had paid attention to detail. That was pretty typical of Jackson. Then it dawned on me, that moment of realization. My heart stopped for what felt like three whole beats.


  “No!” I shouted at him, getting to my feet and dropping the magazine to the floor. I saw his eyes catch the cover of the magazine, and a look of confusion rippled across his features. I squealed at him. “Don’t tell me you got tickets!”


  “I, uh, did,” he said.


  “Oh, thank you so much, Daddy!” I ran up to him and hugged him, hardly realizing that I’d just called him that. I hadn’t called him that in so long.


  He didn’t seem to realize, however. He was trying to look over the top of my head at the magazine that I’d left on the grass in the small garden.


  “It’s okay, Kerry,” he murmured. “What are you reading?”


  “Oh, that? It’s nothing,” I said. I took his hand, feeling electricity in the touch, and pulled him back inside the house. “Tell me more! How did you get the tickets? When are we going?” The questions practically spilled out of my mouth.


  “Uh,” he sounded, before following my lead back into the kitchen. We sat down at the table, and I rested my head on my elbows, looking up at him.


  “Come on! I thought the show had been sold out for weeks!”


  “One of my friends is working security,” he said.


  “Security?” I asked, wrinkling my nose.


  “Oh, you know, it’s pretty token. Anyway, they gave him and his family a free set of tickets. Since they have no interest, he gave them to me. It’s pretty much blind luck that he was working this particular exhibition, though. But I’m glad I remembered.”


  “You’re sweet to remember,” I said. I couldn’t wipe the grin from my face. I was over the moon! “He’ll be there, right?”


  “Of course he will, darling.”


  “Oh, I can’t wait to talk to him.”


  “Well, I hope he’s not a dickhead,” he said, raising his eyebrows at me. “You know how these people can get.”


  “Who cares?” I cried, slapping the table. “This is a once in a lifetime thing. Even if he’s a bit ornery, I’ll still walk away happy.”


  “Good,” he said. “Then I guess that’s what we’re doing tomorrow. We can go out for a late supper afterward.”


  “Thanks, Jackson,” I said, making sure to say his name this time. “This is the best.”


   


  *


   


  “He seemed a bit up himself, didn’t he?”


  I looked at my step-father, and nodded. “Yeah,” I agreed. “But I mean, he’s this famous photographer, you know? He’s got a real eye for it. A true artist. Many people take photographs that look good, but so few can capture shots of landscapes like he does. I mean, come on, and don’t tell me you didn’t feel things looking at his work?”


  “They were good photos,” Jackson admitted.


  “Don’t you just love how he uses glass to distort or augment the image? I mean, what would otherwise be this idyllic landscape is thrown into chaos and disarray when shot through uneven glass. It’s just such an interesting way to look at the world. It’s like a metaphor for how we live on this earth, you know? We bring chaos.” The words were just falling out of me. “And then, on a different level, you can look at it like he’s making a judgment or at least an observation of us, of humans, you know? Like the distorted glass represents our biased and colored opinions. It suggests that we can’t ever look at the beauty of Mother Nature without bringing our own biases into play, you know? Like, we can never truly appreciate it!”


  Jackson laughed then, and looked at me. “I’m no good with postmodern stuff, darling. I’ve always been a nuts and bolts kind of guy. Blue collar, through and through.”


  I smiled at him. That much was true. Jackson wasn’t simple, and he wasn’t dull. The guy had a fierce intelligence, but it was the practical sort. I shrugged. Maybe it was a generational thing.


  “But yes,” I said. “He doesn’t seem the social type.”


  “No. Bit of a cock, really.”


  I laughed.


  “Did you enjoy yourself, darling?”


  “I did,” I said, hooking my arm into his. It was such a natural movement, something that I didn’t even think about when I did it, that it took even me by surprise. But since I had already done it, I couldn’t pull my arm out. That would make it all too awkward.


  “Good,” he said, his voice wavering a bit. I could tell he was uncomfortable, and I wondered why. It couldn’t possibly be because he had a little thing for me too, could it?


  “So what do you want to eat?” I chirped.


  “Personally, I was in the mood for a thin crust pizza.”


  I nodded. “Ooh, that sounds good. No anchovies, though.”


  “I’m with you there, Kerry. Only your mother likes that.”


  We walked in silence for a bit. I just followed his lead. I was pretty sure he knew a place somewhere and was leading us to it. The walk was comfortable, and eventually after a bit of time, I was able to slip my arm out of his without it seeming unnatural, or without making me feel awkward at least.


  I couldn’t believe I’d done it, too. But it had really been something so instinctual. I hadn’t even given it two second’s thought and then before I knew it, I was holding onto his arm as though he were my boyfriend!


  That word echoed in my mind for a bit. Boyfriend. God, I thought to myself. This was getting a little out of hand. I’d always had feelings for him. But I’d always treated it as nothing more than a young girl’s crush, a little psychological complex that everybody went through.


  We’d never actually been out together one-on-one before, and now that we were, I was beginning to realize that actually what I felt for him wasn’t the usual bit of harmless idol-worship. I actually felt something for him. I found him intensely attractive. I wanted to do… things.


  I coughed, determined not to follow my own train of thought. I couldn’t. It was so wrong. It was something I shouldn’t think about. Something that couldn’t possibly happen.


  Ever.


  Right?


  Walking side by side, our hands brushed again, and electricity just shot straight through me. My whole body jolted. It wasn’t a physical static shock, but it was an emotional one equally, if not more potent.


  We rounded the corner and saw the pizza place, and outside it was a line of about twelve people.


  “Shit,” Jackson said, looking at me. “Feel like waiting?”


  “Why not? Let’s just give the woman who is at the front our phone number and go sit down somewhere.”


  “You sure, Kerry?”


  “Yeah.”


  A smile lit up his face. I knew he liked pizza, and it made me feel happy enough to wait.


  I watched as he gave his mobile number to the woman in charge of seating, and then walked back to me. “There’s a park over there, actually. Smallish, but there are benches that look out toward the river.”


  “Sounds good.”


  We walked again in awkward silence. There was definitely a viscous tension between us. It was like webbing. At the same time it made it difficult to feel close, it made sure that we were never quite far enough apart to be off each other’s radars.


  “Jackson,” I asked, folding my arms. “How did you meet my mother again?”


  He paused. “Actually, we met at job thing. It was a networking convention of sorts.”


  “Ah,” I said. “But mum works in paper. I thought you worked in technology?”


  “Back then I was a printer salesman.”


  I guffawed. “Really? Printers? In the nineties?”


  “Not home printers, but you know, for mass printing. We had half the convention hall, and all the paper merchants were down the other side. Of course we all mingled and stuff, and I met your mother. Actually, she looked a lot like you do now back then.”


  “Really?” I asked, my heart fluttering.


  He grinned. “Yup.”


  We got to a bench overlooking the river and sat down. The buildings glinted and sparkled on the opposite bank.


  “Do you love her?”


  He recoiled a little. “Of course, Kerry.”


  “I mean, romantically.”


  “Kerry,” he said, clasping his hands together.


  “What? It’s just a question.”


  “When you get older,” he said, his voice drifting off. “I mean, when you’ve been married for a long time, some of the passion goes. It’s inevitable. We’re human beings. But replacing that fire is something else, something different, something more comfortable.”


  “Will that happen to me?”


  “It probably will,” he said. “It might not, though. Back in our day, in my generation, things were different with respect to marriage.”


  “You guys didn’t marry for love,” I said.


  “Well, it wasn’t quite like that. But there was more pressure than there is today.”


  “Do you regret marrying Mum?”


  “Of course not,” he said. “She’s a wonderful woman, and she came with a wonderful daughter.”


  “It’s a big commitment, you know, marrying a person with kids.”


  “I know,” he said.


  “I mean, I’m not even your real daughter.”


  “Kerry, I’ve always considered you my-”


  “Don’t,” I said, shaking my head. “Don’t finish that sentence.”


  “Why not, darling? What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing,” I said. I don’t know what had gotten over me. Conflicting emotions were flaring up within me and I was now regretting so, so much the line of questioning I had just taken.


  “I always know when something’s wrong, Kerry. Why don’t you talk to me?”


  “That’s the thing!” I looked him in the eyes. My own were watering. Such heady emotions were flooding my mind. “You do always know when there is something wrong! Why is that, Jackson?”


  He looked confused. “Because I care.”


  “You more than care, Jackson. You love.”


  “Well, yes, of course I love you.”


  “I’m not talking in that way,” I said. It was a gamble. I had just dived head-first into it. “You know me because you pay so much attention. I’ve seen the looks. I’ve seen the glances. I’ve felt the spark when our hands touched. The awkwardness that’s a bubble around us? I can feel that, Jackson. I can see it, too.”


  I looked him dead in the eyes. He shook his head slightly. Words seemed out of his grasp.


  We looked at each other for maybe a minute, soundless, tense. And then he did something that I wasn’t expecting. He leaned forward and he kissed me, claimed his lips with mine! It was just such a natural movement that I wasn’t caught off-guard by it.


  No… I started to kiss him back! And then his hands were around my body, and mine were around his wide, strong back, and our kiss turned to fire, all tongue, teeth, passion, spit, and panting.


  “Oh, Daddy!” I mewled unconsciously. “No, this is so wrong!”


  He was kissing and licking my neck, and his hands had traveled south and were lifting me off the bench, grabbing hard fistfuls of my ass.


  “I want this,” he breathed, working his way down to my cleavage. His hands came up then and took hold of my breasts, and he kneaded them. His urgency was infectious.


  “Me, too,” I gasped. “Oh, God, I’ve wanted this for so long!”


  “Me, too,” he said, taking my lips with his again and snaking his tongue into my mouth. Our tongues danced, and our hands roamed, and our lusts flared.


  It was all just too much. My heart was racing. All my inhibition was just crumbling, evaporating, disappearing.


  I stretched out like a cat lying languidly in the sun, and shivered with excitement as he ran his hand up the inside of my thigh. He pushed it under my skirt and cupped my sex, and the feel of the heat of his hand radiating through me was almost too much to bear.


  “Oh, Da-”


  I stopped.


  “Call me what you want,” he told me, running his finger around the outline of my clit, now hard and pressing through the dainty fabric that was my thong.


  “Daddy,” I whispered. Just saying it was like a huge release. And it was such a huge turn on. “Make me feel good.”


  “That’s all I ever wanted, baby,” he told me, and he kissed me hard again pulling my thong to the side. The moment his skin touched my nether lips was the moment I knew this was right, that what we were doing was right. Even if it was wrong, it was right.


  “Oh!” I gasped as he touched my sensitive clit, as he began to rub circles around it on the hood. “Oh, that feels good, Daddy, don’t stop that.”


  I rubbed his crotch as he fingered my clit, as we kissed and kissed and kissed. I could feel his hard lump straining against his trousers, rigid like a bar of steel.


  I began to work his zipper, and eventually got it down and I snaked my hand inside, beneath the flap of his briefs to wrap my hands around his curled cock. God, it was thick! It felt like I was holding the handle of a tennis racket.


  “Mmm,” I moaned as he pushed a finger inside me, still fingering my clit with his thumb. His thick digit made me feel so good. God, he found my g-spot right away and was just rubbing it, pushing against it up and down.


  “Oh, Daddy, yesssssssssss.” My voice trailed off, and I managed to pull his cock out from within its fabric bindings, and I gasped. It was really, really big. Leaking pre-cum copiously out of the small slit in his tip, I instantly ducked down onto him, taking his wide tip into my mouth, tasting his salty-sweet juices.


  “Oh, shit, baby,” he groaned. “Wow.”


  I bobbed up and down on his member, taking him as far down my gullet as I could, swallowing the gag reflex and opening my throat. I jerked him, too, to the rhythm of my bobbing, and pretty soon he had lost some of his focus on my clit, and I knew I was making him feel good.


  And I loved that I was making him feel good.


  “Oh, baby,” he said, and his other hand found the back of my head. He pushed down on it, guiding me deeper onto his thick, saliva-slicked rod.


  I took it as deep as I could, and when he bucked a little, his tip went so far down the back of my throat I almost spluttered.


  Then he pulled my head up, kissed me hard on the lips, his lust so obvious, and he pushed me back against the bench before lifting up my feet onto the bench and spreading my knees.


  After a quick look around to make sure nobody was there, he got in between my legs. The smell of my arousal wafted upward, and he buried his face against my thong, inhaling deeply.


  “You smell so good, baby,” he growled.


  “Make me feel good, Daddy,” I begged.


  He pulled my thong aside and ran his tongue up my slit, and I shuddered at the sensitivity. He began to lick at my clit then, and pushed a finger inside me, and then two. He fingered me and lapped at my sodden sex like it was the elixir of life.


  Just hungry. Like a dog.


  “Faster, Daddy,” I said through a humming grin. I leaned back on the bench, let my head flop backward, eyes closed, and bit my lip, and inhaled sharply each time he sent streaks of pleasure shooting through my sex.


  “Yes, Daddy,” I moaned. “Yes, that feels so good.”


  He was focusing on my clit and my g-spot, periodically taking his fingers out of me to suck all my juices and my cream clean off them. I loved that he loved the way I smelled. I loved that he loved the way I tasted. I loved that he loved me.


  I began to climb, saw that point of no return on the horizon. I wrapped my hands around the back of his head and held him hard against my sex.


  “Yes, Daddy, yes!”


  But then he lifted off me, just when I was about to cross that line, and I looked at him, wide-eyed and exasperated, as he closed in for the kiss.


  He pushed his tongue into my mouth, and I both smelled and tasted myself. “Up,” he growled, picking me up off the bench and guiding me to a nearby tree.


  He turned me around and pulled my hips out so that my ass was facing him, and I instinctively put my hands against the tree. He lowered himself a little, and then I felt his throbbing tip at my entrance.


  “Go slow,” I said, reaching behind me to hold one of his hands. “You’re really big.”


  “I won’t hurt you, baby,” he said, and he began to push. I was just flooded with sensation. My eyes clamped shut and I hissed, clenching my teeth, as my pussy swallowed up the wide ridge of his head.


  Fuck, he was big! It felt so good to be stretched this way. Teetering on the edge of pain, it was… it was so awakening! Made me feel so alive!


  I groaned loudly, my voice an undulating wave, as he continued to inch inside me bit by bit, my canal cloying at his unbelievably thick cock.


  He bottomed out, his pubic bone against my ass, and then when he began to pull back, I had to grasp onto the tree because it felt so intense.


  “Ugh,” I grunted as his cock popped out of me. “Put it in again! Put it in again!” I flapped my arms behind me, the feeling of sudden emptiness so pronounced.


  And he did. He slid himself into me, and it was easier this time, and it felt only good this time, no stinging at the edges. And then he began to fuck me.


  It was the best fuck ever.


  Slow at first, he picked up the pace, and he held onto my hips, and his ball sack swung forward to slap my clit and he pounded into me with reckless abandon.


  I clamped my hands onto bits of bark, holding so tightly my knuckles went white, as he fucked me, my thong wrenched to one side and my skirt up and over my back. He snaked a hand over my hips and began to finger my clit, and I was instantly bathed in such potent bliss I thought I could have come right then and there.


  “Oh, Daddy, that feels good,” I told him. “Yeah, don’t stop that.”


  He continued to pound into me, to pummel my tunnel with his thick length of gristle. He slapped my ass so loud I swear it echoed, and I was bucking back wildly against him, meeting each one of his thunderous thrusts with my own.


  “Oh my God,” I moaned, holding onto the trunk of the tree, bracing myself against it. He was fingering my clit so fast, fucking me so deep and so hard, I was in heaven. It felt so, so good.


  “Oh, Daddy,” I hissed. “Oh, Daddy, fuck me harder. Faster. Don’t stop! Don’t stop!”


  I could feel that coil inside me winding, feel my insides all tightening up in preparation for ecstasy. I groaned and moaned and grunted and panted as he took me hard from behind, as he drove his girthy rod deep inside me hot, yearning canal.


  “Fuck, baby, you feel so good,” he said with a sigh, and he redoubled his efforts, pistoned in and out of me like I was the last pussy he was ever going to get to fuck.


  “Oh, Daddy, don’t stop!” I begged it of him. “Make me come!”


  I was climbing, climbing, so close, so, so, so, so close…


  “Oooooohhh!” I cried out into the night caring not who heard me. “Fuuuuuuuuuck!”


  I climaxed with crashing force. I was in orbit, soaring. My body was tight, frozen in a snapshot of pure pleasure.


  It felt so good. My Daddy made me feel so, so, so, so good!


  “Yes!” I shrieked as a second orgasm took me by surprise, shaking my body so intensely it nearly hurt. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”


  I bucked myself back against his driving manhood, pushed myself through the most overwhelming orgasm I’d ever had.


  Every nerve ending in my tunnel was on fire. My bliss radiated outwards, tributaries weaving through my body. I’d never come so hard, so fast, consecutively, in my life!


  “Oh, baby,” I heard him groan behind me. I felt him rise to his twos, felt his thrusts grow shallower. He was fucking me with just the tip.


  “Come inside me, Daddy!” I wailed it. I didn’t care anymore. I needed his hot fucking jizz inside me. “Don’t you dare pull out!”


  He didn’t. He bottomed out with one last thrust before groaning loudly, digging his nails into the flesh around my hips, and twitching like mad inside my tunnel. I could almost imagine that I could feel huge wads of his hot, sticky seed being ejaculated into me, absolutely filling my pussy with his cum.


  “Oh, shit!” he hissed hoarsely, his thrusts slowing. I stood up straight, and he wrapped his arms around me, his cock still inside me, and held me tight, face over my shoulder next to mine, kissing me behind my ear.


  I pushed my head back into him, loved the way his lips felt on my skin, loved the way he made goose bumps and shivers break out all over my body.


  “That was so good, Daddy,” I said through a grin. “You are so good.”


  “So are you,” he told me.


  He held me like that for minutes, but eventually we remembered that we were in a public park. Looking around, I saw nobody in sight, but who knows who could have stopped and watched a bit of the show before we finished.


  But, strangely, I really didn’t care. I wasn’t bothered that anybody might have seen us. Making love with my step-father… it was a need that couldn’t be ignored.


  “Daddy,” I said, straitening my skirt and fixing the position of my thong. “Was that wrong?”


  I watched as he struggled to get his huge cock back inside his trousers. He managed eventually, and zipped up. “Yeah,” he said, nodding. “I guess so.”


  “But it felt so right.”


  “It did,” he said. He put an arm around me and hugged me tight, kissing the top of my head. I looked up at him and kissed him on the lips, and again our tongues met, and again I felt that fire in my belly.


  “I don’t want this to never happen again.”


  “Me neither,” he said.


  “Can we keep doing this?”


  “What about your mother?”


  “What if we just hide it from her?”


  He looked at me, eyes narrowing. “Think we can do that?”


  I nodded. “Yeah.”


  We walked out of the park hand in hand to find we’d missed our spot at the restaurant. “Damn,” Jackson said, looking at his mobile phone. “Three missed calls.”


  “Why don’t we just get takeaway?”


  He snapped his fingers. “Good thinking.”


  Pizza never tasted as good as it did the night I had it after having sex with my step-father.


  # # #


  

  Thank you for your support. There are so many examples of great and creative writing in the erotica genre, and all its sub-genres, and it is all often overlooked -- we are rarely afforded the privilege of shelf space. It is your patronage that allows me, and other erotica authors, to continue doing what we love.


  For that, I am eternally grateful.


  Thank you - Saffron.
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  Saffron Daughter is my pen name, and I'm in my early thirties. I'm a successful professional, engaged to be married to the love of my life, and I've traveled to over thirty countries. I also likes to write risqué and spicy erotica, especially of the taboo kind.


  In my spare time, I do all the cliché things; walk on the beach at sunset, take my two rescued mongrels for long treks, and spend time with my fiancé any chance I get. But when I find a moment of peace, in between the job, the lover, and the dogs, I'm tapping away on my keyboard, penning my every dirty thought.


  Thank you for supporting an indie author. Anything you can do, be it write a truthful review or tell a friend, I would appreciate.
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  Hush Hush (A Taboo Erotica Collection)


  * * *


  Saffron Daughter and taboo erotica favorites Natalie Deschain, Tori Westwood, and Pandora Box come together again to bring you this sizzling collection of 9 steamy taboo erotica tales! Also included in this forbidden bundle is bestselling author Cheri Verset, and her very taboo and spicy tale: Cougar of the House 2!


  This 50,000+ word novel-length bundle contains tales of taboo love and lust between people who shouldn't love each other... that way. Naughty, forbidden, illicit... you'll find it all in here!


  The stories included in Hush Hush are: Her Taboo Present, Good Girls Swallow, At My Daddy's Command, Sibling Desires, My Sleeping Gymnast Sister, My Ass Belongs to Brother, Kristen's Taboo Reunion with her Son, My Son is a Hunk! and Cougar of the House 2.
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  Hush Hush 2 (A Taboo Erotica Collection)


  * * *


  New York Times and USA Today bestselling author Terry Towers, along with taboo erotica favorites Natalie Deschain, Jade K. Scott, Sasha Blake, Lexi Wood, and Saffron Daughter return with a bang in Hush Hush 2, a scorching collection of 9 steamy taboo erotica tales! Also introducing Candi Cade with her super-sexy forbidden novella My Brother's Keeper...


  This 50,000+ word novel-length bundle contains tales of taboo love and lust between people who shouldn't love each other... that way. Naughty, forbidden, illicit... you'll find it all in here!


  The stories included in Hush Hush 2 are: Fun at Home with Daddy, Nobody's Baby, Touch Me Daddy, At the Office with Uncle Larry, My Brother's Big Cock, My Brother's Keeper, Sibling Rivalry, Motherly Pleasures (Unexpected Pleasures), and Making Ends Meet..
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  Shush! (11 Taboo Erotica Stories)


  * * *


  Saffron Daughter, Pandora Box, Natalie Deschain, and Cassandra Zara bring you 11 raunchy, steamy, totally taboo tales, coming in at over 60,000 words in this single, forbidden bundle.


  Included in this collection are 11 illicit stories of forbidden lust and taboo yearnings for the people that we shouldn't love... that way, as well as Cassandra Zara's sizzling novelette: Revenge is a Dish Best Served Warm, Wet, and Pink!


  The stories included in Shush! are: Kara's Camping Fun With Daddy, When Daddy Shared Me, Final Exam, My Brother Tied Up, Jenny's First Time, Forbidden Lust For My Brother, Sara's Taboo Tryst with Daddy, Traffic Jam, Stealing Daddy, Taboo Teens, and Revenge is a Dish Best Served Warm, Wet, and Pink.
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  Shush! 2 (11 Taboo Erotica Stories)


  * * *


  Shush! is back with 11 MORE scorching taboo erotica stories from your favorite authors!


  Featuring USA Today / NY Times bestselling author Terry Towers, along with erotica favorites Delilah Fawkes, Jade K Scott, Sasha Blake, Savannah Reardon, Lexi Wood, and Saffron Daughter, this 67,000+ word bundle may just be too hot (and definitely too forbidden!) to handle.


  Included in this taboo bundle are tales of illicit love and lust for the people closest to us, the people that we shouldn't want... that way.


  The stories included in Shush! 2 are: Knocked Up: Michelle, Taboo Seduction, Cousin's Creampie in the Barn, Naughty Uncle, Teaching Her Nephew, Just This Once Daddy, Trusting Her Brother, Momma's Boy, Frankie Steps Up, Daddy in my Back Door, and Moan for Brother.


  * * *
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  Shush! 3 (11 Taboo Erotica Stories)


  Shush! is back for the third and last time, and with 11 more naughty taboo erotica sizzlers.


  Returning to the Shush! series are taboo favorites Natalie Deschain and Pandora Box, along with Tori Westwood, and Riley Rourke with her steamy novella My Little Hands, Daddy's Big Cock! This 63,000+ word bundle might just be so hot that it melts your e-reader...


  Included in this taboo bundle are tales of taboo love and lust for the people closest to us, the people that we shouldn't love... that way.

  
  

  * * *

  
  

  Sneak Peak...


  Check out this sneak peek of When Daddy Shared Me, a scorching taboo menage short:


  When Daddy Shared Me


  * * *


  Allie has always had a thing for the man of her house, Michael. She fantasizes about him constantly, even though she knows it's wrong. One weekend she's left alone at home with Michael. He invites three friends over for a game of cards, and Allie realizes that she's losing her chance at getting her fantasy.


  She flirts with Michael's friends, making him jealous. When he confronts her, she admits to him her forbidden desire. To her delight, he also has a taboo yearning. But when he suggests that his friends get involved as well, she realizes she's in for a long night...


  * * *


  When I got inside the apartment, I announced my presence. Usually safe to do that, I thought to myself. “Michael, I’m home.”


  “It’s late!” I heard him say. I could hear music playing, and the smell of pizza made my stomach growl. “Get some pizza in the kitchen if you’re hungry.”


  Well, I wasn’t about to pass that up. He didn’t seem to care that I was late, too, which was great. I did as I was told, and brought out a couple of beers for Michael and his friend. But when I reached the living room, I saw that there were another two men there I didn’t recognize.


  “I only brought two cans,” I said, putting them on the table. They had a pretty pro setup going… chips with different colors, and a pile of cash in the middle of the table.


  “You never told us Allie was so gorgeous,” one of the men said, and I rolled my eyes.


  “Come on, Jack.”


  “Sorry, Mike, but she is. Nice to meet you Allie. I’m Jack, and this here is Ollie. We’re all old friends.”


  “Right,” I said, making a show of my distaste, but really not minding the attention. Not at all.


  “Hey, boys,” I decided to say. “Nice to meet you all.”


  “Alright, Allie,” Michael said. I swooned. Was he being… protective of me? Was he getting jealous? Perhaps it was the hour. Perhaps it was that I had had a few drinks. I wasn’t sure, but I put my paper plate down, pizza untouched, and stood in between Jack and Ollie. “Mind if I play?” I put each hand on a shoulder, and grinned at my step-father.


  “Allie!” Michael shouted, getting up and dragging me into the kitchen by my arm. He slammed the door behind us, and whirled on me. “What the hell is wrong with you?”


  “Nothing!” I shouted back. “Your friends are creeps.”


  “They’ve been drinking, and so have you, by the looks of it.”


  “Shut up, Michael,” I said, looking away.


  “Allie, what’s going on? What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing is wrong.” I crossed my arms. Really, I didn’t know what I was doing. All of a sudden I was just so caught up with emotion, with conflict and turmoil.


  “It doesn’t look or sound like it to me. Come on,” he said, pulling out a chair. “Sit down and talk to me.”


  “What about your friends?”


  “The boys can take care of themselves.”


  “Fine,” I said, but I didn’t sit down. “But you’re not going to like it.”


  “What?”


  “I want you.”


  Michael simply coughed. That checked him good.


  “I want you,” I repeated, nodding. “And you’d be a liar if you said you didn’t want me, too.”


  “Woah, hold on here, Allie!” Michael blurted, putting his hands to his chest. “What are you talking about?”


  “Come on, don’t play dumb with me. I know it, you know it. The question is: Will you do something about it?”


  “No! Of course not. You’re my step-daughter.”


  “Fine, then maybe Ollie will. Or maybe Jack will. He seems ready to go.”


  “Nobody out there is laying a hand on you!” Michael was breathing heavily now. I kind of liked it that he was getting so protective of me. I walked toward him and sat on his lap. “Wait—”


  “Shut up, Michael.”


  “Get off me, Allie.”


  “But… Daddy…” I pressed my forehead against his, looking into his eyes. I wanted him, and Mum was gone. I knew that much. Everything else was just a gambit; reckless.


  “Daddy, please,” I begged. “I know you like me, too. Don’t you, Daddy?”


  “Allie—”


  “Don’t you, Daddy?”


  He sighed, but didn’t say anything. My heart skipped a beat. I lowered my head to his neck, kissed him a few times. I could smell his cologne, by now faint, and could smell him beneath it.


  “Daddy,” I whispered, taking his ear lobe into my mouth. I bit it hard, and he yelped, pulling his head back.


  “Allie, what is with you?”


  “You. You are with me. Every night, every day, you’re always in my mind. I’ve wanted you for some time now, Daddy. I’ve never had a boyfriend before, because I need a man like you. Come on, you can do this. I know you want to do this.”


  “Oh, God,” he mumbled, and I knew that I had pulled the first support. The rest of his inhibition would come crumbling down soon enough.


  Frantically, I began working at his buckle. He made a half-hearted attempt to stop me, but never really tried to. Unbuckled, unzipped, I saw the lump in his briefs, and it only reaffirmed my conviction. I pushed my hand through the flap and pulled his cock out, gasping as I did so.


  “You’re so big, Daddy,” I breathed. “Would you mind if I?”

  
  

  * * *


  

  Taboo Erotica Stories

  by Saffron Daughter


  All titles below are the original titles. However, since Amazon doesn't allow explicit titles, you'll find some stories have tamer titles.


   


  Belonging to Daddy


  Belonging to Sister


  Catching Up with Brother


  Caught by Daddy


  Cousin's Creampie In The Barn


  Daddy in my Back Door


  Daddy's Taboo Mask


  Forbidden Lust For My Brother


  Forbidden Seduction of Daddy


  Fun at Home with Daddy


  Girl Punished By Daddy


  Kara's Illicit Camping Fun With Daddy


  Knocked Up: Michelle


  Motherly Pleasures


  My Brother Tied Up


  Punished by Daddy


  Sara's Taboo Tryst With Daddy


  Sibling Desires


  Sibling Love in Public


  Seducing Uncle Kevin (A Close Man)


  Stealing Daddy


  Teaching Her Nephew


  The Day Daddy Fucked Me (Days with Daddy #1)


  The Day Daddy Bred Me (Days with Daddy #2)


  The Day Daddy Promised Me (Days with Daddy #3)


  The Day Daddy Milked Me (Days with Daddy #4)


  Trusting Her Brother


  Watching Daddy


   


  Bundles & Collaborations


   


  Days with Daddy - The Complete Series (4-Pack Bundle)


  Contains The Day Daddy Fucked Me, The Day Daddy Bred Me, The Day Daddy Promised Me, and The Day Daddy Milked Me.


   


  Hush Hush (A Taboo Erotica Collection)


  Featuring Natalie Deschain, Cheri Verset, Tori Westwood, Pandroa Box, and Saffron Daughter. Contains Her Taboo Present, Good Girls Swallow, At My Daddy's Command, Sibling Desires, My Sleeping Gymnast Sister, My Ass Belongs to Brother, Kristen's Taboo Reunion with her Son, My Son is a Hunk! and Cougar of the House 2.


   


  Hush Hush 2 (A Taboo Erotica Collection)


  Featuring Terry Towers, Natalie Deschain, Jade K. Scott, Sasha Blake, Lexi Wood, Candi Cade, and Saffron Daughter. Contains Fun at Home with Daddy, Nobody's Baby, Touch Me Daddy, At the Office with Uncle Larry, My Brother's Big Cock, My Brother's Keeper, Sibling Rivalry, Motherly Pleasures (Unexpected Pleasures), and Making Ends Meet.


   


  Shush! (11 Taboo Erotica Stories)


  Featuring Cassandra Zara, Natalie Deschain, Pandora Box, and Saffron Daughter. Contains Kara's Camping Fun With Daddy, When Daddy Shared Me, Final Exam, My Brother Tied Up, Jenny's First Time, Forbidden Lust For My Brother, Sara's Taboo Tryst with Daddy, Traffic Jam, Stealing Daddy, Taboo Teens, and Revenge is a Dish Best Served Warm, Wet, and Pink.


   


  Shush! 2 (11 Taboo Erotica Stories)


  Featuring Terry Towers, Delilah Fawkes, Jade K Scott, Savannah Reardon, Lexi Wood, and Saffron Daughter. Contains Knocked Up: Michelle, Taboo Seduction, Cousin's Creampie in the Barn, Naughty Uncle, Teaching Her Nephew, Just This Once Daddy, Trusting Her Brother, Momma's Boy, Frankie Steps Up, Daddy in my Back Door, and Moan for Brother.


   


  Shush! 3 (11 Taboo Erotica Stories)


  Featuring Pandora Box, Natalie Deschain, Tori Westwood, Riley Rourke, and Saffron Daughter. Contains Girl Punished by Daddy, Forbidden Fruits: Candice, Daddy's Taboo Mask, Take My Ass, Daddy, Catching Up With Brother, 18 and Knocked Up, Big Brother Blowjob Practice, Belonging to Daddy, Yard Work, Watching Daddy, and My Little Hands, Daddy's Big Cock.


   


  * * *


  

  Quality Time with Daddy

  A Forbidden Taboo Erotica


  By


  Saffron Daughter


   


  Copyright 2014 by Saffron Daughter


  Kindle Edition


  * * *


  All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author or publisher except for the use of brief quotations in critical articles or reviews.


  * * *


  This is a work of fiction. Names, places, businesses, characters and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead, actual events or locales is purely coincidental. All characters depicted in this work are adults.


  * * *


  Kindle Edition, License Notes


  This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
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