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      JAKE

      How did I let myself get roped into babysitting my stepsister?

      Their second honeymoon, our parents are calling it. I’m glad they’re finding time for each other again. Not so much that I’m left watching Darcy as a result.

      It’s been four years since I’ve returned home for anything other than brief visits. It feels strange as I drive my Fat Bob into the gravel driveway knowing I’ll be staying here for a whole month.

      A Harley is not exactly subtle, so they’ll know I’m home.

      Home? After my city apartment, this rambling French-style country cottage with its bramble-covered walls and natural landscaping is like stepping out of time. While I enjoy my fast-paced life, it’s only now I acknowledge this cottage still feels like home.

      “She’s twenty,” I pointed out when I spoke to my father about it over the phone. “She doesn’t need a babysitter anymore.”

      “Margaret worries,” he said. “We’ve never been away this long before, and well, you know how accident prone Darcy is. Nothing’s changed. Margaret’s convinced we’ll come back to find she’s broken something or herself.”

      “Fine, I’ll do it.” What else could I say? Reading between the lines, dad’s probably worried about her too.

      Darcy is the definition of clumsy, although I don’t imagine she’s that much of a danger to herself. Either way, our parents will worry if I don’t do this. It might even ruin their vacation. And that clinches it.

      My dad was in a dark place when my mother left him, saying she was a free spirit or some shit and couldn’t be tied down with responsibilities. She’d been sleeping around, I found out later. At the time, I only knew she would disappear for days before turning up and fighting with dad. It was a relief when she left and didn’t come back.

      A few years later, dad met Margaret, and I realized not all women came with a crazy switch. She had a seven-year-old little girl, and her asshole husband had walked out on her when the kid developed a condition that was racking up medical bills. Some asswipes have no place being allowed to breed. If I ever cross paths with the gutless cretin, I’ll be sure to acquaint him with my fist.

      My father wooed Margaret for two years straight before she trusted him with her heart and accepted his proposal. Even as a teenager, I knew she was the real deal. A kind-hearted woman who now runs a successful specialty cake business. At least until last week when she officially handed it over to my stepsister, Darcy, and joined my father in early retirement.

      If they want a second honeymoon, I’m sure as hell not going to stand in the way. I can inconvenience myself for a month. Sure, I’m going to miss the city lifestyle and my motorcycle workshop. But I can ride over a couple of times a week and do most of my work remotely. I have a great manager in place who can handle the day-to-day.

      I don’t expect to see much of Darcy anyway. At twenty and now running a business—which is fucking hard work, as I would know—any downtime, and she’ll likely be out with friends or a boyfriend, and pissed about me hanging around. How much trouble can a cake designer get into, anyway?

      Also, me and the phrase “responsible adult” don’t exactly mix. I run a motorcycle shop for custom upgrades, with orders booked well into next year. I always had a soft spot for Harleys, but I love all bikes. When I was thirteen, my dad bought me an old Harley 883 Sportster. I stripped down that beauty and restored it until it purred.

      Doesn’t hurt that when you own a shop like that, finding enthusiastic pussy isn’t exactly hard. I’m not a complete dick, but I enjoy what’s on offer. None of them stay around for more than a few months. Any longer, and they start getting plans. I like sex. Who doesn’t? I’m a man in my prime. They know the score—we’re both scratching an itch. Settling down is a long way off. Still, this place reminds me that life doesn't always have to be lived in a rush.

      I turn off the engine, kick down the stand, and pull off my helmet. My boots crunch against the gravel as I approach the front door. As I near, it swings open, and Margaret greets me with a smile. Beyond her, their luggage is lined up in the hall beside the narrow staircase that disappears out of view.

      “Darling, Jake is here,” Margaret calls.

      “It’s great to see you, Son,” my dad says, putting his hand on my shoulder as he joins us. From behind comes the rumble of an engine as their limo arrives to take them to the airport.

      “Darcy, Jake is here. And our taxi just arrived,” Margaret calls.

      “Okay, mom,” a voice calls from above before the thud of rapid footsteps follows. So familiar, the way she almost skips, she was always dashing everywhere as a kid, walking into stuff, tripping over, and covered in bruises or scrapes. Some kids are just born clumsy. Nearly knocked herself out once when she pitched over an invisible bump in the carpet and banged her head against the coffee table. It’s funny how you forget those things. How often has she nearly broken her damn neck running down the stairs…

      “Walk, don’t fucking run down the stairs, brat!”

      Jesus, did I say that out loud? I sound like a fucking parent.

      The footsteps still and then resume at a measured pace.

      Margaret laughs. “You have more success than me.”

      “Mom, seriously.”

      Then she comes into view, her face in the shadows as she pauses on the last step. Her dark hair is swept back into a ponytail, she’s fresh-faced, and wearing an enormous green sweater that falls all the way to her knees. It has to be at least five sizes too big. Maybe it’s her boyfriend’s? Fuck knows it’s shapeless, and if she has a figure, no fucker’s going to see it.

      She jumps down the last steps, because this is Darcy and she can’t step down like a normal person might, and goes over to hug her mother. The green abomination rides up her toned thighs high enough that I’m convinced she’s not wearing anything underneath.

      Fuck! Why does it suddenly feel hot in here?

      She seems different, I realize; I can see her face as she turns to hug my dad. The glasses and braces of her teens are long gone, and she’s had highlights in her hair, not that she needed to mess with it.

      A weird prickling sensation tickles the back of my neck. I swallow. What the hell is happening here?

      “You guys know I can manage on my own, right?” Her voice sure as shit never had that husky purr before. “You didn’t need to call Jake over. I’m sure he’s super busy.”

      “I volunteered,” I say because that prickling sensation tells me she needs someone watching her ass. Does she have a boyfriend? I wish I’d asked dad about it, whether there was someone I needed to look out for. “Here, let me get the luggage. You guys jump in.”

      Margret hugs Darcy again. “Don’t forget to water the plants. It’s going to be dry—”

      “Mom!” Darcy laughs as she chides her mother. “I can manage the plants and myself.”

      “Fine, love.” Margaret gives us both a kiss before my father ushers her into the car like he senses they will never get away if she spends another second thinking this through.

      We both stand on the doorstep and wave them off.

      The whole time, I’m aware of Darcy’s sweet scent. I don’t look at her again, but a weird tension settles between my shoulder blades and I become hyper-aware of her on a million and one levels.

      As the limo disappears down the drive, she turns to look up at me.

      It feels like someone just took a baseball bat to the side of my head. I remember dad saying on one of our calls how their girl was all grown up.

      Jesus fucking Christ. Grown-up? What the fuck has happened since I was last here? I have to focus on not lowering my eyes to where her tits distort her sweater, which better not belong to some asshole boyfriend.

      Yeah? What the fuck do I care? I know I shouldn’t, that it’s none of my damn business what she does or who she does it with. My rational side just checked out, and instincts are clamoring, most of which don’t make a bit of sense. My mind is running a hundred miles an hour, and none of the thoughts are good. Christ, I need a cold shower.

      I need to book an appointment at confession, and I’m not even Catholic.

      I need a fucking drink.

      Something strong.

      What the fuck am I supposed to do for a month with this walking temptation in the same house? Heaven help me if she takes that sweater off and puts on something that fits.

      “Just so we’re clear, you can go now. I’m twenty. I can live on my own without setting the house on fire. The nice firefighter said it could have happened to anyone, and that I shouldn’t blame myself.”

      The fuck?!

      “The firemen were very thorough in checking, and even fitted an extra smoke detector, just in case.”

      I bet they fucking did.

      “And I have an app on my phone now that reminds me to check for open windows before I go to bed. Although I believe that was fate bringing Roger into my life.”

      Who the fuck is Roger?!

      “So, are we good? You’re going home again, right?”

      I shake my head slowly. Take her by the arm and walk her into the house before slamming the door.

      I’m breaking out in a cold sweat thinking about her being out of my sight for a hot minute, and it’s not all about the obvious danger she presents to herself and the world at large. “We’re good. I’m staying. I’ll need your schedule and contact details of everyone you’re going to meet.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      DARCY

      Have I laid it on too thick or not thick enough? There’s heat coming off his built body, and his nostrils flare as his eyes hold mine. He’s spitting mad, and I’m not sure why. He doesn’t need to be here. I don’t need to be watched.

      Damn, I’d forgotten what a mountain of a man my stepbrother is. No way can I cope with him here for a month without doing something stupid. The kind of stupid I’ll spend a lifetime regretting. I don’t really know him. I was only seven when we first met and was borderline terrified of him, definitely intimidated. Then I passed through that stage and went straight into an adolescent crush.

      I fell hard and haven’t recovered since. I mean, look at him. It’s a surprise the police don’t get the crowd control barriers out when they hear he’s going to be in town.

      As he takes me by the arm and directs me back into the house, shutting the door firmly on both of us, I realize my plan has backfired.

      No, I need to double down. The last time he came over was a year ago, and my body pitched into a weird heat. I burnt out my favorite vibe and slept poorly for a week. I can’t have my stepbrother in the house, not when I’m obsessed with him in a very non-brotherly way.

      He releases me abruptly and steps back, leaving tingles where he touched. I’m not wearing any shoes; I never do in the house, even though I stubbed my toes about a million times. I don’t know how tall he is, but he’s way over six feet. At five foot three, I feel tiny next to him. And then there’s the wall of muscle, the way his chest stretches out the material of his T-shirt, peeking between the open zip of his leather jacket when he takes a deep breath. From his big booted feet, those slim hips showcased in snug jeans, broad shoulders, the stubble lining his jaw, and the tousled hair, where he’s raked his fingers through it after having his helmet on, he’s a god walking on earth.

      I don’t stand a chance. It’s not only me. It’s every woman. You find out who your real friends are when you have a stepbrother like Jake.

      So no, I don’t want him here. I can’t have him here. There are too many risks. Really, he’s enough to make a nun reevaluate her dedication to her religion. If he entered the local elder care home, he’d have ninety-year-olds throwing panties at his feet.

      “What do you mean you’re staying here?” I shake my head emphatically. “You’re not staying here. Haven’t you listened to anything I’ve just said?” I poke him in the chest for good measure, which is firm; damn. I frown. He closes his fingers around it and my hand. I don’t breathe. My entire being is focused on the way his warm hand encloses mine. He brings my hand, and the finger that’s still poking out—which I’m not sure what to do with—to his lips and kisses it.

      “You need to take better care of yourself, Darcy.”

      Please let go, please let go, please let go before I swoon in the most embarrassing way. I’m a breath away from throwing my arm around him or sinking to my knees. “I do,” I say. What was the question? Did I give the right response?

      He makes a tutting sound and releases my hand.

      I breathe again.

      “I listened to everything you said, which is why I’m going to stay. We both know your mom is going to worry herself to death if you’re left here alone. Hell, I’m going to fucking worry. How do you even get to work? Do they let you loose on the roads?”

      “I have a bicycle. It’s only ten minutes and I enjoy the exercise.”

      “No,” he says, shaking his head.

      I don’t like all these nos coming at me in a barrage. “I’ve been cycling for the last ten years. I’ve only fallen off twice, and neither was my fault. And more importantly, I like cycling.”

      “Well, we’ll get you an indoor one… with lots of padded mats around it,” he mutters under his breath.

      I feel like I’m being steamrolled. Worse, I don’t really want to argue with Jake. I want him to stay here and take care of me. I don’t want him to leave ever again. Only he will. And that’s going to be so much worse. An entire month of being with him, having him in the same home, with his scent lingering in rooms, whether he’s in them or not. Thinking about him when I’m in bed at night, knowing he’s sleeping a few doors away. A whole month for that. “You can’t stay here.”

      “I’m staying here.” He plants his hands on his hips, which opens up his jacket and presents me with the broad expanse of his chest.

      God, he was so firm. Is all of him that hard? I swallow. Nope, don’t do it. Don’t look down. Don’t embarrass yourself. You don’t need to add that to the catalog of inappropriate thoughts. The pep talk doesn’t work. My eyes, subject to laws beyond human understanding, lower until they land on... OH. MY. GOD. What is that?

      “Let’s get a drink and talk about this.” He takes me by the arm again, and walks me toward the kitchen.

      Don’t look again, don’t look again…

      Only I need to double check. Was that real, or a trick of the light?

      DO. NOT. LOOK.

      I look.

      A flush spreads from my cheeks to the roots of my hair. How the hell would that even fit?!

      No idea. I already know I want to try.

      I’m released next to the kitchen island. Resigned, I hop up on a high stool as he opens the refrigerator and takes out a couple of sodas.

      This is such a mess. Maybe we could come to an arrangement? A video call a couple times a day to satisfy him I haven’t set the house on fire again. I could even turn the video off so I wouldn’t have to see him. “How about—”

      He holds up a hand to cut me off and sits opposite me.

      Why is this kitchen table suddenly so small? Why do I feel so intensely aware of him?

      “Who is Roger?”

      “Roger?” My thoughts scatter as I gaze into his eyes.

      “Yes, Roger,” he says. “Who the fuck is Roger and why is he climbing through windows?”

      It takes several long moments before I remember who Roger is, never mind the context. I snort a laugh. Does he think I have a lover crawling in my window at night?

      I clamp my hand over my mouth and try to stifle the rest of my laughter. His brows pinch in confusion, which only makes me laugh harder. “That’s on a need to know basis.”

      “I need to know. That’s the basis. Now, tell me who the fuck he is?” He looks around as if expecting Roger to reveal himself at any moment.

      Nope, I’m not going to tell him. He can work it out on his own. “That’s none of your business.” Maybe him staying is going to be fun after all.

      Roger, perhaps hearing his name, saunters into the kitchen. My bruiser of a ginger tom stalks over and meows loudly before rubbing his fluffy body against me and curling his tail around my leg. I bite my lip and glance up to find Jake looking down at the cat.

      “Roger,” he says slowly. He sighs and rakes a hand through his hair. “I’m staying, Darcy. Our parents would go crazy if they thought I’d left. You get that, right? So, we’re going to have to get along. I’ll need your schedule and your contact list off your phone. I need to know where you’re going, when you’re coming in. If you need to get picked up, I’ve already rejigged things so I could work from home, and that won’t be a problem.” He takes out his cell and begins tapping away. “What’s your usual work hours?”

      “Work hours?” Does he really want my schedule? Why do I like the thought of him watching me and knowing where I am? “Um, usually six to four, depending on what’s booked up.”

      He lifts his head and holds out his hand. “Hand over your cell.”

      He wants my cell. The invasion of my privacy is of little consequence. I care more about what might be on it. Whether that picture of him from last year is in my favorites. Then there are the sexy male models Abby is always sending me, all mixed up with cake recipes and color palettes for my latest culinary project.

      My stomach takes a slow dip. I become aware of him, of his closeness, his delicious scent, and the intimacy that wraps around us as I consider the pros and cons of giving him my phone. As if I’m ever going to deny him. I want him to see everything. To take over me in every way he can.

      I hook up my sweater, reach into my shorts pocket, and pull out the phone. I place it on the countertop, press my finger on the recognition plate, and slide it over to Jake. “What are you going to do?” I should probably have asked this first.

      He puts my cell next to his and alternates his tapping between the two. His hands are broad and his fingers thick. He works on bikes a lot and has very capable-looking hands. My nipples peak as my mind floods with images of those big hands on me. He’s all very proportional from what I could see… Nope, don’t go there again.

      After long minutes of silence, while he does all this, a couple of grunts, a frown, and a raised eyebrow—that I suspect is because of one of Abby’s hot men pics—and a final huff, he slides the cell back to my side of the counter.

      I glance down. I can’t tell that anything’s different. “What have you done?”

      “I put a tracker on it. That way, I’ll always know where you are.”

      I blink a few times and ask myself how I feel about this development. “But I don’t like that,” I say. It’s a lie. I absolutely want him to know where I am all the time.

      What’s wrong with me? Isn’t this stalking? Only he’s my stepbrother and the unwitting subject of my lust. So no, it doesn’t feel stalkerish. It feels hot and compelling. “What about me?” Does my voice sound a little breathy?

      “What about you?” He frowns.

      God, he’s so handsome. I feel a little woozy being this close to him. “I want to know where you are, too. It seems only fair.”

      His eyebrows shoot up. “I don’t set fire to things or nearly kill myself every time I use the stairs. I definitely don’t fall off bikes, nor knock myself out walking into the living room.”

      “Yet,” I say, “because you never know.” I want to track him, like he’s going to track me. I squeeze my legs together to ease the growing ache there; I’m getting damp at the thought of Jake watching me. “If you’re going to see where I am, I want to see where you are. That sounds fair. You can remove it at the end of the month.” Only I don’t want him to remove it—ever.

      A tic thumps on his jaw. He takes the cell from me and taps away again. A few minutes later, he passes it back, turns it to face me, and points at an icon. “Here you go.”

      I press the small green icon, and a map pops up. There are two dots. A pink one, which I’m guessing is me, and a blue one, which is him. “How often does it update?”

      By now, I’m more than a little damp. In fact, I might need to go to my room real soon and sort out this little problem before I can think straight.

      “Realtime.”

      “So I can see where you are all the time.” Yes, I’m aroused by this. I foresee losing hours of time staring at this stalker app.

      “Don’t get any ideas,” he says, shaking his head slowly.

      “What ideas would I be getting?” I try to feign innocence, but my words come out more like a challenge.

      “I don’t know. It’s for your safety, nothing more.”

      “Great! I feel safer already. Now you don’t need to stay.”

      His eyes narrow in a way that makes me a little breathless. “So, what have you got planned today?”

      “Now?” Is he asking me out? “I don’t have any plans for the rest of today.”

      “Good,” he says. “I need to go out and I’ll feel better about it if you’re at home.” Then he indicates my cell. “Don’t turn that app off. Don’t touch any settings on it, whatsoever. You can check where I am. But you’re not removing the app. Understood?”

      “Yes, Jake.” Oh, I like this bossy version of him because it means I’m important to him. Still, I’m devastated that he is going out. Even though I know it’s for the best, because I can go upstairs and sort out my, ah, problem in privacy.

      On second thought, I’m okay with him hearing me.

      “You had your cell on silent. I’ve changed it, so it will always ring when it’s me. I expect you to answer straight away. If you don’t, I’m going to be hunting you down to find out what happened.”

      Damn. The tingling between my thighs is getting more insistent and my nipples peak harder. If he keeps this up, I fear I might spontaneously climax. He’s commanding, bordering on tyrant level, and I should be bothered about this. But, I’m really not. Nope, I’m cooing with excitement. “Fine. You go on out. I’ll stay here.”

      He pins me with an indiscernible look before his gaze lowers. Is he staring at my breasts? Was I fidgeting in my seat? Does he realize I’m considering disobeying him just to see what he will do?

      He’s on to me. But he doesn’t know quite what he’s on to yet. No way I’m staying at home while he goes out. “I’ve got to run through some recipes for tomorrow, anyway.” Hopefully, this will placate him so I can go ahead and misbehave.

      He finishes his soda, rises from the table, and drops his can into the recycling. “I won’t be late.”

      He seems to hesitate. I’m dangerously close to climaxing, so I don’t say a word. Finally, he nods and stalks out. I hear the rev of his motorcycle. It’s a type of Harley. Big. Hot. He looks perfect on it. I peered at him through the bedroom window as he arrived, feeling the familiar flutter in my heart.

      It’s no use. I need some relief. I’m out of the chair, up the stairs, and in my bedroom within a minute. Running. Because I only ever run. Which makes me feel extra naughty because I know if Jake caught me, he would scold me in his stern voice.

      I don’t even bother to undress, just pinch my nipple through my clothes and shove my hand into my shorts.

      I come within seconds. I’m loud. I couldn’t keep this in if my life depended on it, hips rocking, back arched as sweet, blissful waves course through me.

      Damn, I needed that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      JAKE

      I’m supposed to be watching over her, but my chest is tight and heavy, and I can’t fucking breathe. I stalk out of the kitchen, snatch up my helmet and the keys, and bang out the front door.

      I lean back against it and heave deep breaths. It’s early evening, and the air has cooled. Christ, I’m sweating—I’m shaking. It’s like she throws off a scent that fucks up my entire mind. I was way out of line installing the app on her cell so I can see where she is. She should have called me out.

      Only she did call me out, and I bulldozed right over her.

      What the fuck is wrong with me? This isn’t normal. Nothing about this is normal. I should be looking after her, not lusting after her. She stared at my junk, for fuck’s sake. I swear if she’d looked at it much longer, I’d have put her on her knees and given her the opportunity for a personal inspection. No mistaking the way her eyes popped or her small gasp when she snuck another look on the way to the kitchen.

      Peeling myself off the door, I head for my bike. Only, the purr of the engine doesn’t soothe me the way it usually does. Matters have escalated fast. I swipe a hand over my brow and slide my helmet on. What the fuck just happened? How the hell am I going to get through a month? My dick was trying to bust a hole through my zipper under the table. I can’t walk around with permanent wood.

      I’ve got tunnel vision. Not a good time to ride. Don’t want to wrap my Fat Bob around a tree. So I cut the engine and yank off my helmet. Our folks have an old SUV in the garage I use whenever I’m around. Safer if I take that instead.

      No sooner do I grab the key up from the hook inside the garage than I hear a high feminine moan carried on the breeze from the open window of her bedroom.

      I freeze. All the blood I’ve willed out of my dick surges in so fast there’s a danger I might pass out. I slam my palm against the garage doorframe and suck a breath through my teeth just as another moan, louder, longer, and full of erotic pleasure, sets the tiny hairs across the surface of my skin to attention. My balls feel heavy and try to fucking rise.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck! She just climaxed within minutes of me leaving the house.

      Did she just say my name?

      My mind sinks into a catatonic haze. My ears are ringing. I think I made that up. Conjured the word out of thin air to support this crazy narrative I’m spinning.

      I need to get away from here, to put some distance between us before I do something reckless.

      My pep talk doesn’t help much. I want to stalk back into the house and give her something else to make her scream with pleasure.

      Nope. Not going there. Just can’t.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      DARCY

      I lay on my bed panting, my mind sleepy but also cleared of the fog. Today has been a rollercoaster. I expected to reach an agreement with Jake and for him to go. It would have been safer if he had. Only nothing has turned out the way I expected. He does something to me, has a potent presence I can’t help responding to, and no longer want to.

      I strip and clean up in the shower, letting the warm water pelt over me and soothe away the remaining tension.

      I’m glad he’s going to stay for reasons more than my obsession. I’ve never been on my own for more than a few days. Mom and Richard deserve a break, but I also don’t like the idea of being alone in this big old, rambling cottage a little way from town.

      I switch off the shower, step out, and dry myself.

      Wait. I can track him. I grab my cell off the dresser and open up the app. The blue dot is moving, heading into town. My happiness fades as I see where he’s stopped. Our town's not big enough to have many places to eat… the diner is also the most popular bar, one I’ve visited a few times. It’s always busy seven days a week. Jake going there, where other women might tempt him, makes me feel a little sick.

      I open up a chat with Abby, my best friend, who knows all about the sorry saga of my lusting after my stepbrother and, worse, fully supports my hopeless quest.

      

      
        
          
            
              
        You around?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Sup? I thought your hot stepbrother was over.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        He is. He went out.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Already?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Yep. Gone to Clancy’s.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        No way. Can he not last five minutes without getting laid?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Don’t even go there. Are you my friend or not?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Darcy, you know I’ve got your back. So how did it go?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        I still feel the same. I still want him.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        I’m coming over. Get yourself ready. We’re going out!

      

      

      

      

      

      

      I toss the towel aside and rummage through my closet, taking out a sexy top, a pair of jeans, and high heels. Perfect. I just put on the finishing touches of my makeup when Abby lets herself in and comes to meet me in the bedroom with a bottle of Prosecco and two glasses.

      “This is not a good idea,” I say, even as I accept the glass. Abby is twenty one, which definitely comes in handy.

      “This is absolutely a good idea,” she says. “Pete’s waiting in the kitchen. We need a responsible adult driving us around if we’re going to sneak you drinks while we spy.”

      Poor Pete, he puts up with a lot. They have an on and off again relationship. And, well, Abby is a wild spirit.

      We’re both tipsy by the time we go downstairs and find Pete in the kitchen petting Roger. He looks between us. “The world is not ready for you two.”

      Remembering I’ve got my cell in my pocket, I take it out and put it on the kitchen counter beside the empty bottle and glasses. “I can’t take my phone, Jake installed a tracker app on it. He’ll know I’m not at home.”

      “He what?!” Abby squeals at this development while Pete rolls his eyes heavenward as if seeking divine help

      “My mom probably made it sound like I couldn’t be trusted alone, and now he feels obliged to track me like a stalker.”

      “I cannot be part of this conversation,” Pete mutters, putting his hands over his ears.

      “An interesting development,” Abby says, ignoring Pete. “But to be fair, you could get lost in your own backyard and fall over your own shadow.”

      “That is not a reason to stalk someone,” Pete says.

      “Good point,” Abby agrees. “This is a sign. Time to go. Where did you say he was again?”

      “We’re not going there,” I say with a mixture of dread and butterflies in my stomach.

      “We’re going there,” she confirms.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

        

      

    

    
      JAKE

      I’m feeling better after I’ve downed half a beer. There are a couple of hot blondes giving me the look. Any other day and I’d take them up on their blatant offer. Now I have a thing for brunettes and only brunettes. Well, just one, and who I’m supposed to be looking out for. Except I’m no shepherd looking after a lamb, I’m the damn wolf.

      My skin feels tight and itchy. I have a weird premonition that something isn’t right. Frowning, I pick up my cell and tap on the app to check.

      She’s still at home, so why do I feel something’s wrong? I hit the call button and put it to my ear. It rings. And rings. I know it’s not on silent because I set it to override for me.

      It goes to voicemail. “The fuck?!”

      I send a message

      
        
          
            
              
        Where the fuck are you?

      

      

      

      

      

      Nothing. Damn brat!

      
        
          
            
              
        You better answer the fucking call, or your ass is going to be sorry.

      

      

      

      

      

      I’ve already hit send before I can think through the appropriateness of threatening to spank my stepsister. Only Darcy’s not my stepsister anymore. Not tonight, and sure as fuck, not earlier when she was blushing and checking out my junk... and not when she came screaming my name, either.

      Fuck!

      Nothing is stopping me from bending her over and spanking her ass until it’s bright red then cramming all ten inches of my dick into her to remind her why she should behave.

      These thoughts are chaotic and bordering on insanity. I’m back to tunnel vision.

      All I know is that I’ve got to go. I’m still trying to call her as I stalk out the door… and collide with a hot brunette. I catch her arms before she lands on her ass.

      “Oh, Jake, fancy seeing you here.”

      What the fuck is she wearing? Jesus Christ. All the blood heads south in such a rush, it’s a wonder I can still think. Nope, I’m not thinking. I’m staring at her tits. Those perky, quivering tits almost spilling out her sexy top. She’s got high heels on and jeans, her dark hair has been styled into bouncy waves that I want to fist as I... “The fuck are you doing here?” I growl. “Where’s your cell?”

      “Oops,” she says, biting on her lower lip.

      “Brat, where the fuck is your cell?” She pulls one out of her pocket. I frown. “That’s not your cell.”

      “Oh, so it isn’t,” she says. “I think this is yours.” She hands it to the girl beside her, who is grinning broadly, and the guy with them holds up both hands when I direct my glare his way. “This is Abby and Pete. They’re my friends. We’re going for a drink.”

      Christ, she’s not going in that place looking like that. I’ll get into a fucking fight. “The fuck you came out for a drink, you’re twenty… I told you to stay at home.”

      She plants a hand on her hip. “I don’t believe you’re my keeper. Nor did you specifically say I must stay at home. You said you would feel better.”

      “You’re in so much trouble, little girl.”

      Abby snort-laughs.

      “Okay, the show is over. I’ll take it from here.”

      Her friend, with all respect to her, turns to Darcy for direction.

      “I’ll be fine,” Darcy says. “It’s not like he’s going to spank me or anything. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

      They leave, Abby smirking like she’s on to a private joke. I couldn’t give a shit so long as she moves her ass on. If they could see the crazy happening inside my mind, they would call the cops. As the door closes on them, I turn back to my brat.

      “When I give you an order, I expect you to obey.” The fuck! Why am I spouting this shit?

      “Do you have any idea how ridiculous that sounds?”

      Yes, I do, but I can’t rein that shit in. This isn’t open to negotiation. Darcy needs to learn that she does exactly as she’s told while I’m here.

      I pick her up and toss her over my shoulder. Her squeal is all kinds of satisfying and I swat her ass and stalk for the SUV.

      “Oh! What are you doing?! Put me down.” Her outrage loses the edge when she starts giggling.

      “Have you been drinking?”

      “Oops.”

      Fucking brat. I left her alone for five minutes while I straightened out my head. Now, look what she’s done. She’s roused the damn beast. No wonder Dad and Margaret were freaking out at the thought of her alone. I’m going to have to reschedule everything. I can’t go into the office, even for a day.

      “You left your fucking cell at home. Baby, you’ve earned yourself a spanking. Don’t make that worse.”

      “Oh,” she coos and wiggles around on my shoulder.

      Fuck. I’m in so much fucking trouble. I’m not crossing lines, I'm pole-vaulting over them. This isn’t me. I’m not a fucking caveman. But the thought of Darcy out here, exposed, around other men, lets loose a darkness inside me. My sweet little sister isn’t a sweet little sister anymore. She’s a fucking siren, calling men to their death.

      I swat her ass again to calm her down, and damn if it doesn’t feel good. Nice juicy ass plump underneath my big hand. I groan, drop her to her feet, open the door, and all-but-toss her in. “Seat belt.” She gives me a sultry pout. This woman’s going to kill me. I snap the seat belt around her, close the door, and round the hood to my side.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I don’t remember anything about the drive home or exiting the car. I come out of the fog as the gravel crunches under my boots. With my fist clamped around her wrist, because I didn’t trust her unless my hand is on her, I stalk for the front door.

      I’m shaking. Or she’s shaking. Maybe we’re both shaking. I can’t fucking tell. Everything’s coming through a tunnel. I just need to get her inside the house and close the door where she’s going to be safe. Daylight has faded, and with the door closed, the hallway is filled with shadows.

      She glances up, and her big pretty eyes seem to suck me into the vortex. I back her up against the door and plant my hands against the wood.

      “I’m sorry,” she says.

      “No, you’re not.”

      She shrugs. I can see her grinning, little brat.

      “Why did you go out without your cell? Did you know where I was?”

      She nods.

      “You didn’t like me going out, did you?” It never crossed my mind as I stormed out the home, brain fogged, that what I felt for her, this crazy compulsion, was also happening to her.

      “No,” she says quietly, her lips quivering and her eyes shining. “I didn’t.”

      My gut clenches. I feel like the lowest form of scum for upsetting and leaving her when she needed me. That’s never going to happen again. “I’m so sorry, baby.” My palm settles against her cheek, a touch that feels just as taboo as my spanking her ass. She leans into it. She’s so fucking soft. I shouldn’t be doing this. I shouldn’t have my hands on her. My breathing’s unsteady. I’m not in command of myself anymore. “I won’t do it again.”

      “Okay.”

      Her voice is quiet. She’s so fucking tiny and precious next to me.

      My hand lowers, and my fingers trace the column of her throat before playing with the thin silky straps of her top. “You put this on to get my attention?”

      She nods.

      Fuck! The air seems to crackle. “It worked.” I can feel her trembling under my fingers as I lower them to the upper swell of her tit. “You’ve been a bad little girl, haven’t you?”

      She nods again.

      “I think you might need to be punished.”

      Her breathing turns choppy, and when she doesn’t nod or answer, I lift my eyes from where my fingers are playing to find an ocean of vulnerability, confusion, and blinding lust.

      I swallow.

      “Daddy’s little girl needs to be punished,” she whispers.

      My chest heaves. What the fuck just came out of her mouth? My dick is thudding against my zipper all on board, punishing my little girl.

      “Please punish me,” she says. “I need you to. I want you to. I deserve it. I left my cell on the kitchen side on purpose. I knew you’d be mad. It was stupid. I’d do it again. I just need—” her wild ramble comes to a stop.

      My heart feels like it’s going to beat out of my chest as I palm the front of her throat. “Tell me what you need.”

      “I need Daddy to take care of me. Because I can’t help myself. I do things. Reckless things. I don’t think them through.”

      “Well, that’s not going to happen anymore, now, is it?” My lips are on hers. The kiss is hot. My tongue plunders her mouth. She sucks on it before tangling hers with mine. Her fingers are in my hair, pulling me in as she makes sweet little mewling sounds.

      Fuck! My arm is under her ass, and I’ve slammed her up against the door. Tonight, I’m anything she needs me to be. “Tonight, Daddy’s going to punish his little girl. And if you’re brave for me, and take it, then afterward, Daddy’s going to give you his dick to make it all better.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      DARCY

      Wildness skitters under my skin like another entity has crawled inside and hijacked me. Caution doesn’t enter the equation, and regrets can wait until tomorrow. So many people dream about things that never come to be. Forbidden dreams we explore in the privacy of our minds.

      Some might say that they should stay there and never be allowed into the light where cold hard reality could wither them. Tomorrow, and the pain that will be mine when this is over, doesn’t factor in my decision making. For now, in this intimate moment, there are only the two of us.

      My arms wrap around his neck as he hoists me higher up the door. He trails kisses over my cheek and down my throat. I can hear my breathing, loud and ragged, the pounding of blood through my ears, and the sweet surge of arousal that pulls low in my belly. I’m wet for him, my stepbrother, in ways I’ve never experienced with anybody before. I didn’t know a man could turn me on with nothing more than a kiss.

      “You taste good, little girl. Sweet.” He sucks against my throat, dragging a groan from deep inside my belly. “I just want to gobble you all up.” His fingers slide under the hem of my top to touch my skin. Just having his hand there, where it shouldn’t be, has me humping against him, searching for any friction against my swollen clit. I’m so wet I can feel it saturating my panties. If only I could have a little more, I’ll come…

      He tightens his hold, pinning me still, and nips my throat. “Bad girl,” he says. “You don’t get to come yet.”

      I groan. I was so damn close and can’t stand to be denied.

      “Punishment first,” he growls into my ear, “then Daddy’s going to make you come.”

      This is already taboo enough. I don’t know what came over me calling him Daddy. I don’t want a daddy. Richard is all the father figure I need. But it feels naughty. Extra naughty. And it makes my pussy clench and all the nerves flutter and ache. He’s going to fuck me. He has already said so. If I’m a good girl and take my punishment, he’s going to make me feel better—he’s going to make me come.

      “Your skin is hot, baby. It’s like you’ve got a fever.”

      My thoughts are chaotic and I’m disconnected from reality in a secret world that belongs only to Jake and me. “I’m hot,” I say. “Everywhere. I can’t stand it. Please help me.”

      “Hush, I’ve got you. I’m going to take good care of you. Exactly how you need.”

      I trust him. It’s so strange how I convinced myself I knew him, yet I don’t think I did. Stay in the moment. I cling as he carries me up the stairs, burying my nose against his throat and breathing in his rich, spicy scent. It weaves a spell upon me, taking me deeper into the dark, welcoming, sensual abyss. At the top of the stairs, he pauses.

      “Your bedroom or mine?” He huffs out a breath. “Damn, that sounds weird.”

      “Yours,” I say. I don’t want Jake having second thoughts or questioning his actions or what we’re about to do. I want nothing on his mind but us. “Please. I want it to be yours.”

      He strides for his room, and I relax as the door shuts on us. He coaxes me to let go and lowers me to my feet. It’s dark here, the weak light spilling through the window is casting shadows onto the room accented in muted browns and royal blue. I like the darkness. It pulls me deeper into the fantasy sphere. His hand cups my cheek before he brushes my hair back and tucks it behind my ear. Then he puts his fingers under my chin and tips it until I meet his eyes.

      “Is this what you want?”

      His fingers tremble against me. He’s asking me a deeper question. Asking me if I have the will to stop this before it goes too far. I don’t. I have no will where Jake’s concerned. “Jake, I want this. I want all of it. Only, I’ve never done this before.”

      His lips tug up. “Well, I’ve never fucked a stepsister before, either.”

      He misunderstands me. “Not that.” I swallow. Maybe I should let this play out. Does he need to know he’s my first? Will he even realize if I don’t tell him? Only it feels disingenuous to hide the truth from him. He might expect me to be experienced. I’m definitely not. “I’ve never gone far before.” God, this is awkward. “I never wanted to.” I never understood why I didn’t care to. Now I do, only it’s hard to put that into words, how I feel we’re inevitable, how it feels like the world has been off-kilter, and is finally shifting back into place.

      His brows pinch together as his hand lowers to my throat. It tightens.

      My heart is pounding, but Jake’s fingers against my throat are an anchor holding me in place, one that calms me.

      He swallows. “Have you fucked before, Darcy?”

      My pussy performs a slow clench. I shake my head. “No.”

      His nostrils flare. “Has anybody touched you?” His other hand blazes a trail between my breasts and over my belly before he cups my hot core. My hips jerk, and he squeezes my throat a little tighter.

      “Be a good girl for me and answer the question.”

      I shake my head again.

      “Jesus fucking Christ.” His mouth covers mine in a hot kiss, swallowing up my moans. When I try to rub against his hand, he takes it away. Then he drags his mouth from mine and pins me with a look. “You were saving it for me, weren’t you, Darcy? Saving this pussy for me. You always knew it was mine, didn’t you?”

      “Yes,” I breathe.
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        * * *

      

      JAKE

      I’m already about to lose my shit when she drops her little bomb. She’s a virgin. Hasn’t been touched. If I thought the caveman who met her outside the bar was out of control, he’s got nothing on the new me. “Good, that is mine, all mine. Now, let’s get this punishment out the way.”

      I brush my thumb along the column of her throat, feeling her tremble. My cock’s hard enough to drive nails. I feel woozy. Like I’m sinking into an animalistic state. “I want you naked.” Fuck knows what I’m going to do if she says no. I need her to agree. “And I mean everything, right down to the panties you’re saturating.”

      She nods quickly.

      I can feel her hot core against my fingers through her jeans when I give into the need to touch her there again. She wants to come. She nearly came when I had her pinned against the front door. “You’ve been naughty more than once, haven’t you, Darcy. Did you think I’d already left when you snuck up to your bedroom earlier and got yourself off?”

      Her eyes widen. She shakes her head and starts to stammer some bullshit.

      “You’ve already earned a punishment for leaving your cell and going out. Don’t make it worse by lying to me now. Tell me the truth. Did you touch yourself after I’d gone? Did you get yourself off while thinking about me?” I scrape my fingertips against her jean covered pussy.

      She nods. “God, please!”

      “Please what, little girl?”

      “Please make me come.”

      “Again?”

      “Yes, again.”

      “Hmm.” I take my hands away and step back. “Strip. All of it off right now. You should be naked already. Panties come off last. You bring them to me.”

      I don’t recognize this person, nor the words that come out of my mouth. A beast has taken over and hijacked my brain. The same monster who coached me to toss her over my shoulder and take my woman somewhere safe. Fuck, I damn near came in my pants hearing her moaning as she got herself off in her bedroom. That’s the last time she comes on her own terms. That shit is mine now, just like Darcy. “You don’t come again, Darcy. Without my permission. Understood?”

      She groans. My girl likes being told when she can and can’t come. I spank her ass to give her a little motivation and a taste of what’s coming. “Get these clothes off, now, young lady, and bring my pussy to me.”

      She tears out of her clothes, and I fucking love her enthusiasm. As I watch her, I shuck out of my jacket and drape it over a chair. Then I kick off my boots, remove my socks, and unravel my belt, all the while watching Darcy, pretty face flushed. My sweet and bratty virgin is stripping down for me.

      I pull my T-shirt over my head and toss it aside as she wiggles out of her jeans. Fuck, I’m going to come watching her tits jiggle as she works her jeans over her hips and down her legs. I open the top button on my pants to ease the pressure and squeeze my dick through my jeans. It doesn’t fucking help when ten inches of iron-hard cock is being strangled behind a wall of denim.

      Nothing is polished about her strip tease, yet she holds me spellbound as she pauses at her bra, looking at me for approval. I nod. “Take it off, baby. Right now.”

      The clasp gives, and it drops to the floor. Perfect, perky tits that make my mouth water. “And the panties.”

      Her chest heaves before she hooks her thumbs in the waist and draws them down. Fuck, she’s absolutely drenched. I can see a glisten at the top of her thighs and the dark patch on her cute pink panties.

      My throat turns dust dry, and my balls draw up. My jaw locks. Nope, not coming like this. The only place my cum is going is deep inside her pussy that belongs to me and only me. Her face is fire-truck red as she balls her panties in her hand.

      I crook my finger, and she nibbles on her lower lips as she approaches and holds them out to me.

      “Damn, these panties are wet.” Her eyes snap to meet mine as I lift them to my nose and sniff. Her fuck-me scent rushes through my lungs and lights a fire that reaches all the way to my core. I’m hungry, ravenous, and want to throw her down on the bed and spread her thighs so I can taste her from the source. Want to fucking consume her before I split her wide around my dick.

      A growl bubbles up from my throat, an honest to god growl, like I’m a jacked-up beast in the presence of prey. The panties are discarded so I can cup her tits. She gasps as I squeeze her nipples between my fingers and thumbs before rolling them roughly.

      “Oh, Jake. I’m going to come!”

      Jesus, she’s so responsive. Look at her, all flushed. “Remember what I said. You don’t get to come, not until Daddy says so.”

      She whimpers, and a spasm ripples through her body like I’ve cranked up a couple of electrodes, trembling as I continue to play with her tits. “I’m just going to prime you,” I say. “Get you ready and needy, because I’m warning you now, once the punishment is done, you’re going to be stuffed full of dick. Nothing’s going to stop that. No amount of begging or pleading. You’re already mine.”

      Her answer is to push her tits into my hands as if seeking more of the torment. “Does that feel good, baby?” I give them a savage twist, and she rises onto her toes.

      “Oh please, oh, I’m going to—”

      I release her, spin her around, and spank her ass hard.

      “Oh god.” She moans again.

      Yep, the brat is well primed. I take a wrist and pull her forward. “Over you go.”

      I sit on the bed. As she drapes herself over my lap, I take a moment to stare up at the ceiling to calm myself the fuck down before I can look. Damn, that is a fine ass, her lush body all vulnerable as she waits for her punishment. “Good girl.” I place my hand in the center of her shoulder blades and slowly caress down to her perfect, plump ass. I squeeze. She fidgets and pushes into my touch. “This ass was meant for spanking.” When I give it an experimental tap, it jiggles in the most enticing way. Fuck, I’m never going to get through this without embarrassing myself, but fuck it, I’m up for the challenge.

      “Tell me you need this, Darcy.”

      “I need this, please, Jake. I need this so bad.”

      My hand lifts, and I spank her ass with a clap. She squeaks and peeks back over her shoulder. “I’m not Jake right now, am I?” Heat flares in her eyes before she turns and lowers her head.

      “No, Daddy.”

      “And you’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you?”

      “I have.”

      “Daddy’s going to spank you now, isn’t he?”

      “Please. Yes, please!”

      Spank! Spank! Spank!

      Her scent rises. I want to dip my fingers between the thighs and check how wet she is. Her whole body is quaking.

      Spank! Spank!

      “Ouch!” Her hand reaches back, trying to cover her ass.

      “Take your hands away, little girl.”

      “Oh, I can’t. I need you to hold me.”

      Fuck! “You need Daddy to hold your hands out the way while he spanks you?”

      “Yes.”

      There is a desperate edge in her voice, one that is echoed inside me.

      I stroke my fingers through her hair, drawing it over her shoulder so I can tip her chin and see her face. “Put your hands back for me.”

      A little sob escapes her lips as she thrusts her hands back, and I gather her wrists in one hand at the small of her back.

      Spank!

      “Ow!”

      Spank! Spank!

      “Ow. Shit!”

      Spank! Spank! Spank!

      “Fuck, that hurts!”

      My grin is all teeth. I’m not spanking her hard. I think someone has a touch of drama lurking. “Do you need me to stop? You can always have a timeout in your room to think about what you’ve done instead?”

      “No!”

      Spank!

      “Well, it’s a punishment and meant to hurt some. Now be a good girl. You know exactly what you did.”

      I spank one side, then the other, before pausing to pet the flushed flesh.

      Spank!

      “You’ve been a very bad little girl. Running upstairs the moment I’d left the house to make yourself come, didn’t you?”

      Spank!

      “Yes,” she gasps.

      “And then you went out with your friend and left your cell at home knowing”—spank!—“that it would drive me”—spank!—“fucking crazy.” Spank!

      “I did, I really did.”

      “And while we’re on the subject. Running down the stairs stops right now.”

      Spank! Spank!

      “Oh! God!”

      Her ass has a nice flush, but the little brat is close. Her legs squeeze together, and her breathing is choppy. My next spank lands against her pussy with a filthy, wet slap.

      “Ohhhh!”

      “Don’t fucking come.” I spank her there again. “Open your legs this instant.”

      Her legs spring apart. She’s panting. I’m panting, too. My dick’s so hard it’s shifted toward pain. “Stay very still. I need to check how filthy my girl is.”

      My fingers shake as they skim her hot ass to dip between her thighs.

      It’s my turn to groan as I make contact with her slick skin. I skim along her thighs, one side then the other, avoiding the source.

      She pushes her ass up.

      Swallowing, I know I can’t hold back. I’ve got to touch her. “That’s my good girl; take a nice deep breath and let it out slowly.”

      I slide my fingers right over her slick pussy to her clit. She jerks. Her legs start to close and then snap open again. “That’s it. You can hold it for Daddy, can’t you?” I tut as I discover how drenched and swollen she is here. “Look at this, you’re making quite a mess. You feel hot and wet. Is that for me? Is my filthy girl getting off on being spanked?”

      “I like anything you do,” she breathes.

      And I feel that to my soul because I like anything she does, too. Just her being here, spread across my lap, with her ass pink and pretty where I’ve spanked it, her pussy all hot and slick under my fingertips. “I’m going to test how tight you are. Stay very still for me.” This is a fucking test. I circle the entrance of a pussy before easing two fingers in.

      She whines and mumbles nonsense.

      “Good girl. Keep still.” She’s tight. Really fucking tight. I have no idea how I’m going to get my dick inside her without ruining her sweet pussy. And yes, that thought has my dick beating at my zipper, ready to go off. I scissor my fingers inside her. She flutters and clenches over me. “Good girl, just lie there and let Daddy do what he needs to.”

      My pumping fingers make filthy, wet sounds. “It’s going to be a struggle for you to take my cock in here.”

      “Please, I don’t care! I want you, Daddy.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

        

      

    

    
      DARCY

      I know it’s going to be a struggle. I can remember what I saw straining Jake’s pants. It terrifies me, yet I want it anyway. The feeling of him touching me, the way the little nerves tingle. I want more. I want him inside me, right now.

      One moment I’m over his lap. Next, I’m sprawled out on the bed with my legs spread wide and his mouth on my pussy. My fingers fist his hair. He’s kissing me there like he kissed my mouth, tongue lashing the sensitive flesh as his lips move over me, sucking, nipping, and finally closing his lips over my swollen clit and sucking.

      My climax is ripped from me. My neck arches, and I moan out my release, hips rocking against his mouth. He pins me still and stuffs his tongue deep into my pussy.

      “God!” I try to wrench him off.

      He plucks my fingers away, pins them against my stomach, and goes back to eating me out.

      I’m sensitive. I can’t take more. And yet also, I don’t ever want him to stop.

      My body shakes, shivers, and is racked by the pleasure that rises up again. There is no build-up to the next climax. It side-swipes me and tosses me down into the world of sensual bliss.

      He rises up over me as I lie gasping. A rich scent saturates the air, his, mine, pure lust. I’m floating in a cloud, trying to find myself again.

      The look on his face, the savage lines of concentration and determination as he shoves down his jeans and kicks out of them, sets my pussy spasming through another mini climax. Then I look down, all the way down to where he fists his cock, huge, thick, and ruddy-looking with a fat, bulbous head. He squeezes it roughly as his fist jacks up and down. A trail of clear stickiness pools and leaks from the head all the way to my belly.

      Desperation calls to me, and I beg, chanting nonsense, wrapping my legs around his waist, trying to get him to put it where I need.

      “When Daddy’s ready,” he growls. Pinching my jaw between his fingers and thumb, he slants his mouth over mine. Our tongues tangle. I wrap my arms and legs around him, trying to pull him in as I open to the kiss, tasting myself on him.

      Then his head lifts, and he stares down at me, both of us breathing hard.

      “Time for Daddy to take his cherry.”
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        * * *

      

      JAKE

      She tastes like cherry, and I want to take a bite. My cock is ready to go off. I need inside my girl right now. She quivers beneath me as I line up with her pussy entrance and sink just the head in.

      “Fuck, you’re tight, baby. I wish I had the patience to stretch your tight pussy before I fuck you full of cock. But I can’t wait. I need you too much.” I’m sick and I know it. There is a fever inside me, and it’s all her fault. She shouldn’t be so damn perfect, so responsive, and then I might find some restraint. Darcy is a virgin. I’m about to pop her cherry. If I’m honest with myself, I like the thought of splitting her with my dick, of her tight muscles quivering to accept the fat cock head being forced open for me and only me.

      What the fuck is wrong with me? I’m not an animal. I can do this; I can take my time.

      Then I sink another inch inside her. Fuck!

      She whimpers. I kiss her to distract her before sucking against her throat, marking her as mine. “Good girl. Try to relax for me.”

      “Why are you stopping?!”

      She does some kind of magic trick on me. Slams her pussy up, forcing another inch in.

      “Bad girl.” I take her by the throat and pin her against the bed, leaning up so I can stare down to where her pretty little pussy is straining to swallow half my dick. “Trying to force Daddy to take you hard when you know your sweet pussy can’t take me without it hurting.”

      She thrashes under me. Her pussy spasms over the half I have inside her, and hot pussy juice floods all around my cock.

      My control snaps. My hips slam forward of their own volition.

      “Yes!”

      I pin her to the bed. Impaling her on my full length as she throws everything at me like her pussy is bent on sucking my cum from my balls. I grit my teeth against the need to come and let her spasms peter out.

      “You done now?”

      “Umnnn, no! More!”

      She’s panting. No, not panting. Is that a purr?

      Fuck! My girl is purring like a sexy kitten, all restless under me, squeezing those tight inner muscles over the length of my shaft. Darcy is purring, blissed out on dick.

      I pull out a little way. She whines. My nostrils flare as I see the blood glistening on my dick.

      Mine. All fucking mine. Forever. No one else is getting this magic pussy. Not even sniffing the air where she walked. I just fucked ten inches into her, and she took that shit and pushed back for more.

      My smirk is pure masculine satisfaction.

      I rock back to my heels. Shuddering because leaving her hot pussy even for a moment is a form of torture.

      She comes at me with her claws. I grab her wrists and give her a shake. “Steady baby. I’m going to give you my dick.”

      “Mine!” She gets one hand around my shaft and pumps erratically before stuffing her sticky fingers in her mouth. Her eyes roll back in her head, and she moans.

      “Hush,” I say, trying to calm her wild ass down. “It’s all yours. Every bit of me. But if I come inside you, I might get you pregnant. Might breed you.”

      Her nostrils flare, and her eyes clash with mine.

      “Do you want that, Darcy? Want Daddy to do his little girl rough?” I collar her throat with one hand and lower my other hand to her flat stomach. “To plant his seed here?”

      She nods. A thin sheen of sweat glistens on her skin. She’s hot to the touch, and her chest rattles with that sweet purr.

      I lower my lips to her throat and nip before pressing them to the shell of her ear. “Tell Daddy to breed his filthy little girl.”

      “Please, Daddy, I want you to. Please breed your filthy little girl.”

      I heave her onto her hands and knees, and I slam home. Her cry is guttural and pleasure, and her pussy is already fluttering around my dick. She was made for me, to take my cock, to take my seed. I take her hips and fuck her how I need. A deep pounding that slaps our flesh together and shoots pleasure down the length of my cock to my balls. Hot, clenching pussy, taking every inch of me and seeking more.

      “I’m coming. Daddy, I’m coming!”

      I can’t hold back. My balls tighten and reach. As her pussy fists over my length, I slam deep and hold, grunting out my pleasure as I shoot load after load of cum right where it needs to go at the entrance to her womb.

      Mine!

      My mind is blank. I’m blind and deaf to the world beyond the woman I claimed.

      I shudder, oversensitive, yet still fucking hard. She broke my damn dick.

      I brush the hair back from her cheek and cup her chin, twisting her face toward me so we can share a hot kiss. As I drag my lips from hers, my cock flexes inside her, wanting more, wanting to fuck again. Yet the savage need pales beside the tightness in my chest. She’s inside me, even as I’m inside her.

      Her fuck-me scent perfumes the air. No one else is going to touch her for the rest of her goddamn life. Maybe I’m getting way ahead of myself, yet no other path is acceptable to me. Twenty-four hours ago, she was an inconvenience to my life; now she’s the center of my world.

      I kiss her again, trying to imprint myself upon her, to pour all the emotions I’m feeling into her. I feel like I’ve had blinders on, and didn’t see what was right under my nose. There were so many paths we might have taken, and never known this. Our parents might not have gone away. Or somebody else could have stayed with her. Or some fucker stepped in before I recognized the treasure waiting for me at home.

      Maybe things happen for a reason.

      I lift my lips from hers, feeling my need rise as I accept all this and what it means. “This is my first time, Darcy.” Not the fucking. I can’t fix my past. “I have never been inside someone I loved.” Her face softens and tears pool in her eyes.

      Love. I don’t know what the word means, only that I’ve never fucked somebody who held my heart. It’s a revelation, an epiphany.

      “But we… how?”

      I know she’s asking bigger questions. Ones that I don’t have the fucking answers for. I only see a list of problems we will have to wade through. Not that I believe people care as much as we might fear. Her friend, Abby, was on board, from what I could tell, and might even have been encouraging it.

      Our parents are going to be surprised, scratch that, shocked. But they will come around when they see that this isn’t a quick fuck, that this is the forever kind of love, one I see reflected in Darcy’s eyes.

      I’ll protect her from any hate and won’t let anything or anyone break us apart. If I want to keep her and make her mine, there’s only one route this needs to go.

      My cock flexes again—definitely up for the challenge.

      My filthy girl is not leaving this bed and my room until she’s good and bred.

      “More,” she says. “Please, Daddy. I love you. I need more cock. It’s the only thing that makes me feel safe.”

      Her wish is my command.
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      DARCY

      Our parents aren’t as shocked as I expected them to be. There was some surprise, nervous laughter, then happy tears when Jake announced we were getting married and expecting our first child.

      The crew at my bakery only offered good-humored teasing and congratulations.

      Don’t get me wrong, there has been the odd snide comment and catty remarks on social media from a couple of Jake’s ex-girlfriends. When he caught me upset after reading what they wrote, he got this tic in his jaw, and his eyes hardened in a way that scared me. “Don’t worry about it, baby. Daddy will take care of it.”

      He did, and everyone has been wonderful since.

      So, today is our wedding day. I’m nervous, wanting it to be perfect, but also excited because, short of the chapel roof collapsing, I know I will be. I’m three months pregnant, and although you can barely tell, I find my hand straying to my stomach often as I consider the new life, the tiny person I will soon meet, growing in there. My smile is dreamy as I take the bouquet from Abby.

      “You look beautiful,” my mother says, dabbing her eyes. “I’m going to need to redo my makeup again!”

      Abby hands my mother another tissue with a smile. “Both of us. My bestie’s tying the knot!”

      There have been a few changes since our parents returned from their second honeymoon. They’d been planning to downsize after I left home. Their plans accelerated in light of our situation. We needed something bigger, given we have a baby on the way. It just made perfect sense. So Jake sold his city apartment and bought the house from them for us. Our parents moved into a smaller cottage a few miles away last week. Mom can’t wait for the baby to arrive and wants to be close.

      Jake’s business has done so well that he opened a new bike shop in town. He has a great manager looking after the first shop, and he can still commute there when needed.

      As for me, my cake-making business is doing great, a legacy from my mom. And when the baby comes, we’ll work out the next stage of our lives together.

      “The car’s here.” Richard pops his head around the door, looking dapper in his suit. A smile softens his face as he comes over and gives me a hug. “You ready, Darcy?”

      “I am.” More than ready. It’s been a whirlwind since Jake entered my life.

      The drive only takes five minutes. I decline the chauffeur’s offer to be fashionably late.

      The wedding is a small gathering with my close family and friends. Yet I only have eyes for the man waiting for me at the altar.

      My Jake. My life partner. The man who rocks my world. And sometimes, my Daddy, who spoils his little girl and keeps her safe…

      “You may now kiss the bride.”

      I catch Jake’s wicked smirk before his lips lower to mine in a chaste kiss that soon deepens to the cheers of the crowd. He pulls back, smiling as he takes my hand, lifts it to his lips, and kisses the ring he just put there.

      When his eyes lift to meet mine, and I feel the heat singe me to my core. A familiar feeling that transcends time and place. My love for him, my secret crush, and the man I married, will never change.

      He leans in and whispers for my ears only as the music begins to play. “Park those naughty thoughts, filthy girl. Daddy’s going to fuck you hard and dirty, just as soon as the formalities are out the way.”
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        In His Debt

      

      Rebecca’s innocent fantasies concerning Damien Lawson, her father’s business partner and extremely hot friend, border on obsession. Until one day the two men come to blows and part ways, and she doesn’t see Damien again.

      Now at eighteen, she must deal with the loss of her father and the debt he left behind.

      When she fears all is lost, Damien steps in and offers to help. After so long, can she trust her father’s best friend with her life, her body, and her heart?

      Only it turns out her innocent fantasies don’t come close to the reality of the dirty-talking, dominant man.

      

      Damien can’t reconcile that the sexy blonde is his former business partner’s sweet daughter. Her father left her high dry, with debts to the kind of men who could destroy an innocent like Rebecca. Not that Damien’s going to let that happen. With one look, he’s obsessed. She needs a caring protector, and Damien’s just the man for the job.
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        Tempting the Orc

      

      

      
        
        He’s my brother’s best friend.

        He’s also an orc.

        I’m a shifter and should be with one of my kind.

        What I want is green, fierce, and savage with everyone but me.

        He’s determined to resist.

        I’m determined that he won’t.

        Tempting the Orc is a sweet monster romance short story set in the Coveted Prey Universe with an omega wolf shifter determined to claim her gruff orc mate.

      

      

    

  

OEBPS/Images/image00067.jpeg
‘GIMP

A covn:'ran PREY SHORT STORY
L. V L ANE






OEBPS/Images/image00066.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00065.jpeg
o° e





OEBPS/Images/image00064.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/cover00068.jpeg





