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      She was a temptation I could no longer deny…

      We were family, but not by blood.

      I married her mother when she was eleven years old, and I cared for her like she was my own.

      I never looked at Aleah with anything more than parental affections.

      Until she started taunting me with seductive looks and teasing me with her dirty words.

      That’s when I noticed what a beautiful woman she had grown into.

      That’s when she became my filthy little tease.
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        SPENCER

      

      

      “It’s been a while since I’ve seen you here.”

      I look up from staring at the amber liquid in my glass and glance at August. He’s one of my son’s friends.

      “It’s not often I find I need a drink.”

      He takes the seat beside me.

      “What can I get you?” Reed, the bartender, asks him.

      “A Bud.”

      Reed taps the bar. “Coming right up.”

      When he takes off, August turns to face me. “What’s going on that you feel you need a drink?”

      I side-eye him. “Did my son teach you the tricks of the trade?”

      Bryan is a psychologist and owns his own practice.

      August chuckles. “Nah. Just a friend helping someone out.” He juts his chin toward the half bottle of whiskey set beside my glass. “Seems like you need a listening ear.”

      I bring my glass to my lips and tip it back, savoring the burn as it goes down my throat. Putting the glass back down, I debate on how much I should tell my son’s friend. August is an English teacher at Silver Falls High and an alright guy. With him dating one of his students, something that’s been kept a secret for obvious reasons, he, more than anyone, would understand my situation. Even so, I’m not ready to admit it to myself, let alone tell someone else.

      That said, I give him only a little.

      “Just some shit that’s going on with Aleah,” I tell him.

      He’s quiet for a moment, so I look over at him. As a detective, I’ve learned how to read people. It’s par for the course when you’re in my line of work. August’s expression is thoughtful, like he knows more than what I’d like for him to. Since Bryan has long since moved out, August doesn’t come by the house very often anymore. He’s been by a few times since I married Aleah’s mother six years ago, but only a couple of times since she ran off with the mailman. He shouldn’t really know of my plight with my step-daughter. But the way he’s looking at me makes me think otherwise.

      Fucking hell.

      Reed, who happens to be another friend of my son, walks up, sliding August’s beer across the bar. He props his hands on the surface, for all intents and purposes, looking like he’s going to stay awhile.

      “What has that sour look on your face?” Reed asks, directing his question at me.

      Before I can tell him to mind his own business, August pipes up.

      “He was just getting ready to tell me the trouble he’s having with Aleah.”

      I shoot August a glare. Doesn’t matter if he suspects anything or not. He needs to learn how to keep his big mouth shut.

      “What kind of trouble? She’s in high school, right? What’d she do? Get caught skipping? Cheating on a test?”

      I fucking wish it was that simple. Unfortunately, my issues with Aleah are way more complicated. Complicated and dangerous. Not only to my sanity, but to my health. It won’t matter that I’m his father. Bryan would kick my ass if he knew the thoughts I’ve been having lately about his step-sister.

      I narrow my eyes on August when his lips twitch. I can practically see the thoughts forming in his head and the temptation to voice them. If he’s smart, he’ll keep them locked up tight.

      I toss back the rest of my drink and the ice hits my top lip. I’m tempted to pour another, but regrettably, I need to stay sober so I can drive home. I push the bottle away from me, letting Reed know I’m done with it. He takes it and sets it under the counter.

      I evade Reed’s questions as much as I can. “Just some teenager shit. Nothing I can’t handle.”

      I ignore August's laughing eyes as I get up from my stool. Pulling out my wallet, I toss enough money on the bar to cover the two drinks I had.

      “Later,” I mutter.

      Before I make it two steps, I’m stopped by August calling my name. I turn back to him. The mirth from a moment ago is replaced by a serious expression. His voice is low enough for me to hear without anyone eavesdropping.

      “You ever want to talk, you know my number.”

      I jerk my chin up in acknowledgement and spin away. August may be my son’s friend, but we have something in common, even if he only suspects that we do. His new girl is his student and is barely eighteen years old. If anyone knows what I’m going through, it would be him. But there’s not a chance in hell I’ll be talking to him or anyone about my Aleah problem.
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        * * *

      

      Twenty minutes later, I unlock the front door to my house, then hang my keys on the hook in the entryway. I’m bone-tired after working a twelve-hour shift, plus my pit stop at Whiskey’s. What I need now is a hot shower and some shut eye.

      Seeing the light on in the living room and figuring Aleah left it on, I head in that direction. It’s late, past midnight, on a school night, so it’s safe to assume she’s in bed. Which, in my current mood, is a good thing.

      I start working on the buttons on my shirt as I go. The sooner I get my clothes off and get to my room, the sooner I can shower and hit the sack.

      Of course, my night goes from bad to worse, because that’s just my fucking life lately. When I walk into the living room to turn off the light, I find it occupied. By a sight that has my blood rushing south at the same time my temper flares.

      Aleah’s lying on the couch on her stomach while she reads a book. Ordinarily that wouldn’t be a problem. But it is now because the only thing she’s wearing is a t-shirt and a pair of panties. What makes it even worse is the shirt has risen up and her panties are the type that only covers half of her ass cheeks.

      Fuck my life.

      What in the hell did I ever do to God to make him punish me like this?

      I stay in the doorway, too afraid to walk in further. I honestly don’t know how much more control I have left with this girl. Even now, my palms twitch to run my hands over the smooth globes of her ass. My mouth waters to bend down and take a bite out of each cheek before dipping my tongue just inside the hem.

      I squeeze my eyes shut, willing the images forming in my head to go away. This is your step-daughter, for fucks sake. I’ve raised her since she was eleven years old, you sick fucking pervert.

      Even self-loathing doesn’t make my need go away.

      I lock my limbs in place so I don’t march forward and do something I’ll regret.

      Clearing my throat, I ask through dry lips. “Are you ever going to do what you're told?”

      Aleah yelps and springs up so her ass now sits on the couch, thankfully hiding the all-too tempting sight from my greedy eyes.

      “Shit.” Her eyes meet mine as her hand moves to her chest. “You scared the crap out of me.”

      My brows draw up. “How many times have I told you to stop wearing shit like that in the house? You’re too old to be walking around in just your shirt and panties.”

      A coy look crosses her face as she slowly drops her hand to her bare thigh. It’s not until then that I recognize the shirt she’s wearing. It’s one of my old police academy shirts. It’s so old and tattered there are holes in it. One of which is conveniently, or rather inconveniently, placed over one of her breasts. It’s close to her nipple. Just a slight tug to the right and I’d be able to see the hard tip. Would it be a dusty pink or a muted brown?

      I shake my head, pissed that my thoughts keep going to places it shouldn’t.

      What in the fuck is wrong with you, Spencer?

      “And stop wearing my fucking shirts,” I growl. “It’s inappropriate.”

      “Then don’t leave them lying around,” she throws back.

      “It’s my goddamn house. I can leave my clothes wherever in the hell I want.”

      “Fine.” She shrugs. “If I have to pick up after you, I’ll continue to wear them.”

      Fuck, this girl is maddening. Her sole purpose in life is to drain all of my sanity.

      “And you know what else?” She continues before I can answer. “I’ll wear what I want.”

      “Girl, you’re trying my patience,” I warn, my voice deep and growly.

      She has no fucking clue how close I am to snapping. And I’m not sure if either of us will survive if that happens.

      I rake my hands through my thick hair, turning slightly away from her to face the door jam. “Why do you have to be so fucking difficult? You weren’t like this growing up.”

      “In case you haven’t noticed, I’m all grown up now. People change the older they get.”

      I barely hold back a sarcastic laugh. She’s definitely grown up. It’s all I’ve noticed for the last six months.

      I need to get the hell out of here before I do irrefutable damage. Like tear my fucking shirt from her body, yank off her panties, and fuck her likes she’s a bitch in heat. Or maybe bend her over my knee and give her the ass whooping she needs.

      Turning my eyes to her, I set out my demand. “Put some more clothes on and stop wearing mine. I mean it, Aleah. You won’t like the consequences should you continue to push me.”

      Spinning away, I get my ass out of that room. My nerves are too raw, and my dick is too goddamn hard to listen to any comebacks she may have.

      Just as my foot hits the bottom step, Aleah’s loud voice reaches my ears.

      “Yes, Daddy. Whatever you say.”

      Gritting my teeth, I keep moving, refusing to acknowledge my body’s reaction to her final words.

      I’m fifty fucking years old. I’ve raised a son who’s in his thirties. I deal with criminals every day, and I’ve experienced almost everything an adult my age can experience. I should have no problem dealing with a hard-headed teenager.

      Aleah isn’t an ordinary teenager though. She’s somehow buried herself under my skin so fucking deep I honestly wonder if I’ll ever get her out or if she’s there to stay forever.

      The last six months have been hell. Partly because my brain has gone haywire and decided to look at Aleah in a whole new light. One that makes her desirable and has me damn near panting after her. And partly because she, herself, has been taunting me with her lightly veiled suggestions and prancing around the house practically naked. Or wearing my fucking shirts.

      I don’t know why this change has occurred, but I don’t fucking like it.
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        ALEAH

      

      

      I watch as Spencer leaves the room, pausing for only a moment when I throw out my last taunt. I’ve seen the way he reacts when I call him daddy, so naturally, I do it often to get under his skin.

      He’s not really my dad. At one point, when I was younger, I did look at him as a father figure. My real father left when I was two years old, and I haven’t seen him since. Spencer has been the only male parent I’ve ever known, and I’m so grateful for all he’s done for me since he and Mom met years ago.

      Do I still look at him as a father? That would be a big no. My feelings for Spencer have morphed into something far more dirty. I don’t know when it started. It’s like I just woke up one day and poof. He was no longer my step-father, but a hot as hell man. One in which I’d very much like to lick all over and have him return the favor.

      A needy ache forms between my legs, and I press them together as I watch his retreating back until he disappears upstairs.

      Spencer claims that I’m driving him crazy, but it’s he who’s driving me mad.

      I know it’s wrong of me to feel like this toward him, and hey, maybe there’s something seriously messed up in my head, but all I can think about when I’m around him now is how it would feel to kiss him. To have his hands on me. To know what it’s like to explore all the dips and valleys of his muscles. To have his fingers and his mouth trace all of my curves.

      I bite my lip and close my eyes. I’ve spent many nights with thoughts of him doing naughty things to me. Tonight will be no different.

      Grabbing the book I dropped on the floor and my water bottle, I turn off the light as I leave the room. I can still smell him in the hallway, and it for sure does nothing to help my current horny state.

      I check the lock on the front door, even though I know Spencer already took care of it, and make my way upstairs. I stop by his bedroom door on the way to mine and press my ear against the wood. No noises come from the other side. I wonder if he’s already in bed, and if so, where his thoughts are.

      With the way I’ve been dressing and acting lately, I know he knows of my interest. Take tonight for instance. He was right when he said my clothes were inappropriate. Someone my age living with a single man, even if he is your step-father, should not wear what I was wearing. I did it on purpose, and it wasn’t the first time, and likely won’t be the last. I wanted to see the look on his face when he caught me in his shirt and a pair of skimpy panties. I wasn’t disappointed.

      For a moment, I thought he was going to do what I’ve been wanting him to do for a while. Lose his iron-clad control and finally put his hands on me. Unfortunately, Spencer withstood temptation, but he was tempted. I saw it plain as day in his eyes.

      I don’t understand why he won’t give in when I know it’s what we both want. He’s a detective, which inherently makes him a good guy. Sleeping with his step-daughter would be very bad in his eyes. It doesn’t help that I’m only seventeen, but that’s about to change in a few days. Once that happens, once I know he can’t legally get in trouble, Spencer won’t know what hit him.

      I’ve always been the type to go after what I want, and I want Spencer Erikson.

      Once I’m in my bedroom, I drop the book on my nightstand and pull off my shirt and panties. I sleep naked. Not only to push Spencer’s buttons should he come into my room and find me that way, but also because it feels good to do so. I’ve been doing it for a couple of years now, and I’ll never wear clothes to bed again, unless I have to.

      The sheets feel amazing against my skin when I slide between them. It helps a little to cool my heated flesh, but there’s only one thing that will make the ache in my body go away.

      Lying back on my pillows, I slip my hand underneath the comforter and sheet and slide it down my stomach. The closer I get to my pussy, the heavier my breathing becomes. Images of Spencer pop into my head, and I let my mind run wild.

      Spencer with his head between my legs, lapping up all the juices that leak from me.

      Him grabbing my hair from behind, forcing my head back to look at him as he fucks me hard.

      Guiding my head as I suck his cock deep inside my mouth.

      I run my fingers between my pussy lips, gathering moisture, and move them up to my clit. A moan rushes past my lips and my back arches off the bed.

      Spencer sitting in his office chair stroking his cock while I sit in front of him on his desk. My legs are spread wide, and I’m shoving a couple of fingers in my hole.

      Him grabbing me the moment I walk in the door after school and fucking me against the wall because he can’t wait.

      One hand continues to work on my clit while I use the other to insert a finger inside my pussy. I’m so wet, it’s sure to leave a mess behind on my sheets. I should ask Spencer to wash them for me to see if he notices it.

      Scenario after scenario filters through my mind, each one making me hotter and hotter. My moans become louder, and I know he has to hear them through the wall. I want him to know what I’m doing in here. To be tempted to join me.

      My hips lift off the bed, and a loud cry slips past my lips. I’d give almost anything for Spencer to be the one fucking me with his fingers right now. They’re bigger than mine, and I wonder how many I could take.

      My fingers work faster against my clit, and it doesn’t take long before my orgasm hits. My stomach quivers, my back bows, and I let out a long moan.

      My eyes drift open, and I release a contented sigh as I slowly come back down to earth. Once I finally get Spencer in my bed, I know it’ll be much better than any orgasm I can give to myself.

      As I settle down further in my bed, my eyes move to the wall behind the headboard, a smirk curving up my lips. There’s no way he couldn’t have heard me. I can just imagine the glare on his face as he shoots daggers at the wall.

      I hope he has a hard time going to sleep tonight, and when he finally does, his dreams are filled with me and what I was doing only a few feet away from him.
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        SPENCER

      

      

      Finishing off my coffee, I dump the empty cup in the trash can on the sidewalk outside the church. It’s my third cup for today, but they haven’t done shit to help wake me up. I didn’t get a lick of sleep last night thanks to Aleah and her late-night activities. The whole incident lasted less than thirty minutes, so I had plenty of time to fall asleep. The problem was, every time I closed my eyes, images of Aleah in her bed with her legs spread wide as she played with herself flashed through my mind.

      It was pure fucking torture.

      I could have easily gone to her room to tell her to knock that shit off, but I was afraid of what I would walk into, and what my reaction would be. And a tiny part of me, a part I refuse to acknowledge, liked what I was hearing. I have no doubt she was getting herself off to thoughts of me. She hasn’t outright said she wants me to fuck her, but she’s let me know with her actions. No words are needed.

      Several times I stopped myself from grabbing my cock and stroking it as I listened to the little sexy sounds coming from the other side of our shared wall, but I refused to give into her game. I knew what she was up to. I’m a thread away from making her move bedrooms.

      I snap myself out of my thoughts of last night and drag my ass up the front steps to the church. This is my fourth visit in the last couple of weeks. Someone keeps breaking into the church. More specifically, a young girl. Father Adair has tried catching her, but she somehow manages to escape him each time.

      The old door creaks when I push it open. A few people sit in the pews, their heads bent as they whisper their prayers to the man upstairs. I find Father Adair at the front of the hall talking quietly with one of his parishioners. It takes him a moment to notice me, and when he does, he excuses himself.

      He holds his hand out to me and we shake. “Spencer, thank you for coming.”

      I’ve known Wesley Adair since he was a toddler. He’s another long-time friend of my son. It surprised us all when he suddenly decided to give his life to the church twelve years ago. I still have a hard time seeing him in his clergy attire, especially with the tattoos that cover his arms underneath his sleeves.

      I get right to the point of me being here.

      “Is it the same girl as last time?”

      “I’m afraid so.” He gestures with his hand to follow him. “And once again, she took food from the pantry.”

      He walks me back to a room I’ve become familiar with lately. It’s the one that holds the food that’s donated to the church to pass along to the less fortunate.

      “She didn’t take much,” Wesley continues. “Only a few cans of vegetables and fruit.”

      I pull out the little notebook I always keep with me and write down what he’s told me. It’s the same thing every time I come here. The girl never takes a lot. Just enough to probably feed herself.

      “It might be time to hire security to watch over the church,” I suggest. “The girl is obviously smart enough to not get caught. We need to be smarter than her.”

      I can tell Wesley doesn’t like my suggestion, but he nods anyway. “I hate to use the church’s funds for something like that, but I agree. It’s obvious the girl needs food. If she would come to the church and explain her situation, we could provide it to her the right way. My concern now is if she’ll start taking other things.”

      I flip my notebook closed and put it back in my jacket pocket.

      “Call the station if she comes back. I’ll ask the chief if he can spare another squad to do a drive by a couple more times a day. Between that and the security you hire, hopefully we’ll be able to catch her.”

      Wesley turns to face me, stuffing his hands into his pockets. “I don’t want to press charges. I just want her to get the help she apparently needs.”

      “Are you sure?”

      He inclines his head. “Yes.”

      He leads me out of the food storage room and back into the hall. My eyes move to the confessional booths as we pass by them. I’m not a church goer and have never used one of the booths before. But the sudden urge to do so now hits me. I should be in one of those booths confessing all of the sinful thoughts I’ve had of my step-daughter lately. There’s not a chance I’ll do it though. Saying the words out loud will make it real, and I’m still in denial.

      After saying goodbye to Wesley outside the church doors, I get in my car and head back to the station. It’s right after lunch time, so the precinct is bustling with activity. I go to the small office I was assigned to a few years ago when a fellow detective retired and add my new notes to Wesley’s case file.

      While I love being a detective, the job comes with more paperwork than I like. I’d much rather be out in the field than sitting here pushing papers.

      A slight tap on my door has me lifting my head. Carla Fallons, another detective, smiles and walks inside.

      “How did it go at St Mathews?” she asks, taking a seat in the chair on the other side of my desk.

      I drop the pen and scrub the back of my head. “The same as the last three times I was there. I just got the results back from the lab. The prints are the same as before, which means they aren’t in the system.”

      “She’ll mess up eventually and we’ll get her.”

      I nod. “Yeah.”

      “A few of us are going out for drinks on Friday after work. You wanna come with?”

      I look at Carla, knowing the real reason she’s asking me to go. She and I have spent a few nights together in her bed. It’s always casual and just a way to scratch an itch. Blonde hair, ice-blue eyes, a lithe body she knows how to use, and looking for nothing but the simple pleasures of sex. Carla is the perfect woman for those times I need to let off some sexual steam. It’s been over six months since the last time we fucked.

      I think about her offer, and surprisingly, my initial thought is to say no. For some reason, having Carla under me isn’t appealing like it normally would be. Instead, thoughts of dark-brown hair, caramel eyes, and a young and toned body comes to mind.

      It’s those thoughts that change my mind.

      “Sure.”

      Carla smiles suggestively and the dimple in her left cheek pops out. “Great. It’s been too long.” She winks as she gets up from her chair. “We’ll make a night of it.”

      I tip my chin up and my eyes follow her as she leaves the room. Sex with Carla has always been damn good. She’s adventurous, dexterous, and knows all the right moves to get my blood pumping.

      I should be looking forward to a night spent between her thighs. But all I can wonder is if I made a mistake taking her up on her offer.

      Guilt tries to worm its way inside me. This Friday is Aleah’s birthday. Bryan and I offered to take her out to dinner like we normally do, but she refused, saying she already had plans with some friends. I didn’t let her refusal bother me. On the outside at least. The inside was a different story.

      All I could think about is if by “friends”, she meant a guy.

      Several weeks ago, while at a party at her friend’s house, one of the guys from school tried to force himself on her. It wasn’t until recently that I found out it was Dillon when he attempted to rape Luna, one of Aleah’s friends. Apparently, one of Dillon’s friends got rough with Luna a while back, and in return, August rewarded him with a black eye and a bruised jaw. To get back at Luna, Aaron, Dillon, and a bitch girl named Brooklyn cornered her in the girls’ locker room. Dillon is out on bail, but he’s facing sexual assault and attempted rape charges. With the evidence found on Luna, and Aaron and Brooklyn cutting a deal by testifying they witnessed the assault, Dillon has no chance of getting off. Unfortunately, with the deal they made, Aaron and Brooklyn will get off with a light sentence.

      You would think with Aleah’s own experience and what happened to Luna, it would scare her off boys, but it hasn’t. It both amazes me of her strength and worries me about her recklessness. It also pisses me off. My anger spikes anytime I think about Aleah with some boy.

      My dick screams mine, but my mind says stay the fuck away.

      Only time will tell which one will win.
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        ALEAH

      

      

      Mr. Monroe, or rather August to me, because he and my brother are close friends, goes over what he expects from us for our final essay, but I’m not really listening. I’m more focused on my friend, Luna, who I could guess isn’t paying attention to what he’s saying either. A smirk curves up my lips when a lustful look crosses her face, and I can just imagine what’s going through her head as she watches our teacher. The girl is head over heels for the man. I can’t say I blame her though. He’s hella hot. Luckily for her, August has it just as bad for his student.

      It’s been a couple of weeks since I walked in on him going to town on Luna as she sat spread out on his desk. It was that incident that started our friendship. August knew I wouldn’t tell anyone what I witnessed. He knew because of what he walked in on one day a couple of months ago. Being a good friend of my step-brother’s, August came to the house one afternoon while I was there alone. He was there to pick something up for Bryan. I had just gotten done putting away some of Spencer’s clothes when I decided to have a little naughty fun on his bed. No one would know, right?

      Wrong. So very wrong.

      There I was. In only my panties and bra with my hand between my legs, my thoughts filled with Spencer and what I’d like him to do to me. A noise at the door had me jerking my hand away and sitting up in bed, my face already red because I knew I had just gotten caught. Instead of Spencer standing there though, it was August. The moment our eyes met, he half turned away.

      He shoved his hands into his pockets and looked down at his feet, one side of his mouth curving into a grin. “Does Spencer know you get yourself off in his bed?”

      I quickly got up and took the blanket with me, wrapping it around my shoulders.

      “No,” I said shakily. “Are you going to tell him? Or Bryan?”

      He lifted his head and swiveled it toward me. He waited a beat before he spoke.

      “No. It’s not my business to tell. But word of advice.” He tilted his head with his lips twitching. “I’d make sure the front door was locked next time. At least then, you might hear someone coming in.”

      He didn’t say anything else. Just got what he came for and left. He’s never brought it up again.

      I’ve gotten myself off in Spencer’s bed several more times since then, but I’ve heeded August’s advice and made sure the doors were locked. Although, I wouldn’t be opposed to Spencer catching me in the act. Maybe that would be enough to push him over the edge.

      The bell rings and the room turns into chaos as everyone gets up and starts shoving their shit in their bags. Just like every day for the past couple of weeks, Luna lingers, letting the rest of the students leave the room. I walk out, giving her and August a few minutes of privacy.

      When she finally comes out, her face is flush and she’s wearing a dreamy smile.

      I snicker and shake my head. “You guys are ridiculous.”

      We start walking toward the lunch room. “Maybe so, but you can’t tell me you wouldn’t be the same if it were you and Detective Erikson.”

      I shrug because she’s right. I’d be downright giddy if Spencer and I were to ever get together.

      “I bet you and August can’t wait for the school year to be over. All this sneaking around must suck.”

      Luna and I sit at one of the tables in the corner. I pull out a banana, a yogurt cup, and a plastic spoon from my bag while she takes out a granola bar from her purse. She opens the wrapper and takes a bite before she speaks.

      “Only a few more weeks and we won’t have to hide anymore.” She takes a swig of her water bottle and recaps it. “I hate that at any moment someone could find out and August could get fired.”

      “The things we do for love, right?” I wiggle my brows as I scoop some strawberry yogurt in my mouth. “Or better yet, for older men with big dicks who know how to use them.”

      Luna wrinkles her brow, then uses her granola bar to point it at me. “First, there’s no way you can know how big August is unless there’s something you aren’t telling me.”

      She pauses with an eyebrow raised, like she’s actually waiting on me to answer. I shrug. “He was at Bryan’s house a couple of times using the pool while I was there. It wasn’t hard to see what he’s packing when his swim trunks were wet.”

      She chomps another bite of her granola, satisfied with my answer. “And second, how can you know how big Detective Erikson is or how well he uses it?”

      A sneaky smile creeps over my lips. “I may or may not have accidentally peeped in on him when he left his bedroom door cracked open one day. The man is definitely big. I refuse to believe he doesn’t know how to use it.”

      "How are things between you and him anyway?" She doesn't give me a chance to answer before she adds, "And I'm going to stop calling him detective when I'm with you because it just sounds weird."

      I laugh. "I don't know. It sounds hot to me." I pause a moment as I contemplate my next words. "But then again, I do believe Spencer likes it when I call him daddy."

      Luna's face scrunched up and it makes me laugh.

      "And here I thought calling him detective was weird." She shutters. "Daddy? Really?"

      A giggle escapes me. "Yeah. I used to say it when he made me angry because I knew it pissed him off, but I've noticed a look in his eyes lately when I call him that. I swear, Luna, he looks like he wants to throw me against the nearest wall and have his way with me."

      I close my eyes and picture him doing just that. I force them open after only a few seconds. I seriously don't need to be turned on in the middle of the school day.

      "I take it he hasn't touched you yet?" Luna asks.

      I pout like I'm five years old and grumble, "No." I take a bite of my peeled banana. "I'm going to have to up my game."

      Luna bites her lip and gives me a look that I don't like. "Don't hate me for saying this, but maybe he's not interested in you like that."

      I snort at her absurd statement. Not interested in me like that?

      "Did you not just hear me say he sometimes looks like he wants to fuck me against a wall?"

      "Maybe you only see lust because you want to. Maybe it's really anger."

      "It's definitely not anger. It's so hot it would make a nun cream her virginal panties."

      She crumbles up her granola package. "Well, what are you going to do?"

      A mysterious smile slides across my lips. "My birthday is in two days. I have something planned."

      Luna's eyes go wide. "Oh goodness. I can only imagine what you have up your sleeve.”

      “If this doesn’t work, I’m not sure what will. I’ll let you know how it goes after my birthday.”

      Anticipation has swarms of butterflies fluttering in my stomach. After this weekend, I’m sure to have Spencer exactly where I want him. Over me, under me, and everywhere in between.
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        SPENCER

      

      

      Standing at the stove while I stir a pot of spaghetti sauce, I try my best to keep my eyes off Aleah, who’s standing a few feet away from me tossing a salad. For the past several months, she’s driven me crazy with her revealing outfits. Short shorts that show way too much leg. Shirts that dip down far enough her ample cleavage is on display. Prancing around in just a tank top and panties. Wearing my shirts. They go down far enough to reach mid-thigh, but all I can think about is if she’s wearing anything underneath.

      I thought if she stopped wearing shit like that, I would be safe. That my mind wouldn’t wander to places it shouldn’t.

      I was wrong.

      Standing there in a pair of worn jeans with rips in the knees and a soft, lavender, long sleeved shirt, I realize she could be wearing a fucking burlap sack and my stupid head would still imagine what’s hidden beneath it.

      Not only is this situation fucked up, but I’m fucked up for letting my imagination run wild.

      What man in their right mind fantasizes about their step-daughter? One who’s only seventeen. Yeah, sure. She’ll be eighteen tomorrow, but even if age wasn’t a factor, she’s my fucking step-daughter.

      Who the hell knows. Maybe I’m just a horny bastard who hasn’t gotten his dick wet in far too long. Maybe fucking Carla tomorrow will reset my brain, and things will go back to normal. It better, because I’m not sure how much longer I can do this.

      Aleah steps up close to me and gets to her tippy toes to reach for something in the cabinet. Her intoxicating scent and the sliver of skin that peeks out between the bottom of her shirt and her jeans plays with my control. I grit my teeth and avert my eyes away from temptation.

      “You okay?” she asks. Her hand lands on my forearm and my muscles twitch.

      “Yes,” I grit. “Just thinking about work.”

      I don’t look at her, but I can feel her eyes on the side of my head. I try to neutralize my expression, but I doubt I succeed.

      She removes her hand and pulls off a strip of saran wrap to put over the salad. “Is it one of your cases?”

      No.

      “Yes.”

      “Is it about the mayor’s missing son?”

      A couple of weeks ago, Mayor Shine reported that his twelve-year-old son went missing. As tirelessly as the department has been working on finding out where he is and what happened to him, there's been no leads.

      “Is there anything I can help with?” Aleah asks.

      “No.” My answer comes out harsher than I intended. I turn off the stove and put the lid on the pot before I take a couple of steps back and turn to face her. I soften my tone. “Thank you for the offer.”

      She doesn’t say anything for several long seconds. Just runs her beautiful, caramel eyes over every inch of my face. Then she drops her chin and focuses on my chest. I begin to wonder what she’s thinking when her tongue comes out to swipe across her lips. After a moment, she lifts her head again and the heat in her eyes is so fucking hot, I damn near combust.

      “There are other ways I can help you relieve some stress,” she says quietly as she takes a step closer.

      One of my hands grips the counter while I ball the other into a fist and shove it into my pocket. I’m fifty years old, and an almost eighteen-year-old has left me speechless. Speechless and more turned on than I’ve been in my life.

      I should tell her no. I should turn around and leave the kitchen. Ignore the incessant pull I feel for Aleah. I should, but when she lays her hand on my arm, all I can do is stand there and stare at her.

      It would be so easy to grab her. To pull her to me and finally find out if she tastes as good as she smells. To flip her around, shove down both of our pants, and fuck her until neither of us remembers our names. To push her to her knees, rip open my jeans, and sink between her luscious lips.

      Fuck, I bet she’d feel so good wrapped around my cock.

      Blood rushes south, hardening my shaft. I shake myself out of my fantasies and remove her hand from my arm.

      “I don’t know what in the hell has gotten into you lately, Aleah, but this shit is not happening.”

      “What’s gotten into me?” One side of her mouth tips up into a barely there smile. “I’m going after what I want. Haven’t you always told me to never give up on the things that are important to me? To go after them and don’t let anything get in my way?”

      I scowl. “You don’t know what you want.”

      Her smile grows, and it only manages to heighten her appeal. I’ve always liked her smile. It lights up her whole face.

      “I definitely know what I want, and it’s standing right in front of me.”

      I grit my teeth and force out my next words between them. “It’s. Not. Happening.”

      She takes a small step forward, getting way too close. “Why not?”

      “Because I’m your step-father. Because I’m thirty-two years older than you. Because if Bryan found out, he’d lose his shit.”

      Her head dips into a nod. “All fair points. But they aren’t good enough.” Not fucking good enough? “You are my step-father. Step, Spencer. There is no blood relation between us.”

      She takes another step, her hand lifting to rest on the center of my chest, and I wonder if she can feel the rapid beat of my heart. My head falls back on my shoulders, and I close my eyes.

      “And age is just a number,” she continues. “I don’t give a crap how old you are.” I feel her move closer. “As far as Bryan goes, he’s got no room to talk. He slept with his patient. And if he gets angry, he can get over it. You’re a grown man, and I’ll be eighteen tomorrow. We can do whatever we want.”

      Opening my eyes when she’s finished, I stare at the ceiling, trying like hell to keep my sanity and my resolve. Giving in would be easy, and I know the pleasures would be insurmountable. But it’s wrong.

      So fucking wrong.

      The choice is taken from me when the front door opens and closes. I take two steps back and Aleah’s hand slides off my chest. I turn and face the counter to give my body a chance to cool down.

      Before Bryan and Charlotte come into the kitchen, I look over at Aleah and growl, “No more of your games, Aleah. You and I aren’t ever going to happen.”

      As soon as the words leave my mouth, I look down at the sink so I don’t see her expression. To give myself something to do, I squirt some soap in my palms and wash my hands.

      “Hey, you two,” Bryan says when he and Charlotte enter the kitchen.

      Grabbing a hand towel, I pray like hell my dick has gone down enough that he doesn’t notice as I turn around to face them.

      I clap hands with Bryan and Charlotte comes in for a kiss on the cheek.

      “Hey, Spencer,” she says, stepping back.

      Bryan reaches out and drags Aleah to him by the back of the neck, pulling her forward to kiss her forehead. “How’s it going, squirt?”

      Aleah laughs and swats at his chest. “I haven’t been a squirt for years, big bro.”

      “You’ll always be a squirt to me.”

      “You guys hungry?” I ask, turning away from the playful banter between brother and sister. Step-brother and sister, my mind whispers. “You got here just in time. The food’s ready.”
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        * * *

      

      “We have an announcement,” Bryan says once we’re all done eating.

      I look from him to Charlotte, who looks like she can barely contain her excitement.

      She holds up her hand, flashing a diamond ring I somehow managed to not notice until now. “We’re getting married!”

      Aleah squeals and jumps up from her chair. Charlotte gets to her feet just as Aleah makes it to her side of the table and they embrace.

      “Oh my God! I can’t believe this! You guys are getting married!”

      I chuckle at Aleah’s excitement.

      I look over at Bryan with a big grin. “Congratulations. I’m happy for you both.”

      “Thanks, Dad.”

      “When’s the big day?” Aleah asks, lifting Charlotte’s hand so she can see the ring better. “And I better be a bridesmaid.”

      Charlotte giggles. “Of course, you are. We haven’t thought of dates yet.” She looks down at Bryan and smiles. “But we don’t want to wait too long.”

      The look that the two share can’t be described as anything but love. I truly am happy for them both. Bryan deserves a good woman who will cherish him, and he’s definitely found that with Charlotte.

      I bring my eyes to Aleah and my thoughts move to the man she’ll one day marry. She deserves just as much happiness as Bryan. To know some other faceless man will give it to her makes me want to drive my fist through someone’s face.

      The next few minutes the girls talk about wedding plans while Bryan and I watch them. Aleah moves back to her chair after grabbing the cobbler Charlotte brought for dessert. She scoops out pieces for all of us and puts them on plates.

      “When are you getting back from hanging out with your friends tomorrow?” Charlotte asks Aleah. “Bryan and I have something for your birthday, and we wanted to bring it by.”

      “I decided to stay in,” Aleah answers, stabbing a peach with her fork and sliding it between her lips. Her eyes briefly slide to me.

      “You should have told us.” Bryan takes a bite of his own cobbler. “We could still make dinner plans.” He looks at me. “You’re free tomorrow, right?”

      “Actually,” I set my fork down and purposely keep my eyes averted from Aleah. “Since Aleah said she wouldn’t be home, I made plans for myself after work.”

      Bryan grins. “A date, huh? Bout time you put yourself out there again.”

      “Yeah,” I grunt.

      I leave out the part where there will be other people there. In the end, I’ll still end up fucking Carla, so the technicalities don’t matter.

      Feeling eyes on me, I chance a glance in Aleah’s direction. It’s a mistake. As soon as our eyes meet, she drops hers to her plate. There’s no mistaking the pain she’s attempting to mask. A pang hits my chest, and I reach up to rub the spot.

      I have no reason to feel guilty for going out with another woman. And seeing the pain on Aleah’s face shouldn’t make me want to gather her in my arms and make the look go away.

      But I do. And that’s all the more reason I should go out.

      Maybe this will show Aleah that wanting me is wrong.

      And maybe it’ll convince me of the same thing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 6

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        ALEAH

      

      

      Closing the door behind Bryan and Charlotte after they came by to drop off their birthday present, I go to the living room and plop down on the sofa. Bryan tried to talk me into letting him and Charlotte take me out to dinner, but I refused. I’ve been in a crap mood all day. Actually, I’ve been in a crap mood since last night when Spencer announced he was going out tonight. He didn’t specifically say it was with a woman, but Bryan implied it and Spencer didn’t deny it.

      Today is my birthday. It was supposed to be a great day. I had plans. Plans that should have ended my day in pleasurable bliss. Now all I can think about is what Spencer is doing and who he’s doing it with.

      He’s a very good-looking, middle-aged man who has needs. A woman would have to be deaf, dumb, and blind to not want him. There’s no doubt in my mind that he’ll end up in some other woman’s bed tonight.

      It was supposed to be mine, dammit. He was supposed to be my birthday present to myself.

      But I’m here, alone.

      With my heart heavy, I get up from the couch and make my way upstairs. Nothing will help with this depressing feeling, but a soak in a bath sounds really good right now. After filling the tub with warm water, I strip down and let myself soak. Closing my eyes, I lean my head back against the rim. When my thoughts try to form Spencer in my head, I squash them. I’ve thought about him enough today.

      I’m a prune by the time I climb out of the tub. I stayed in a lot longer than I intended. The sun is starting to set behind the trees, giving the sky an orangy-pink glow. With the towel wrapped around me, I stop at my window and gaze out.

      Shawn, our next-door neighbor, is outside mowing his lawn. He’s a single dad with a ten-year old son. When I started noticing the opposite sex, it wasn’t the boys my age that attracted me. It was the older ones. And the older I got, so did the guys I was interested in.

      Looking down at Shawn, with his shirt off and sweat glistening on his back, I let my eyes run over his body. He has to be in his mid-thirties. Tall, with dark-blond hair, and a body that suggests he works out regularly. He’s hot, but not the hot that has my panties melting and an ache forming between my legs.

      My phone chirps from my bed, so I turn and go grab it. I’m surprised when I see the message waiting for me.

      Spencer: On my way home and picking up dinner. Is there anything specific you want?

      My heart jumps in my chest.

      One of two things must have happened. He decided to not go forward with his date. Or he’s already done with her.

      The latter has my stomach churning and fighting off nausea. But I don’t think that’s it. His shift only ended an hour ago. Which wouldn’t really give him time for a date and a fuck afterwards, right?

      My eyes move back to the window and an idea forms in my head. It’s a risky one. But all things in life worth having comes with a risk.

      A slow smile curves up my lips. I toss my phone back on the bed, deciding to not reply. Going to my dresser, I pull out a pair of my shortest cut-off shorts and a white tank top. I pull my damp hair up into a messy bun on top of my head.

      I grab my phone and make my way downstairs. Stopping at the door with my hand on the knob, doubt and nerves give me pause.

      Should I really do this? It could backfire and blow up in my face. I come across to most people as bold and brave, unwilling to let anything stand in my way. But am I bold enough to do this? I mean, my seductive skills toward Spencer haven't gotten me anywhere so far, so the chances of this actually working are slim at best. And Spencer may hate me afterward.

      But doing this could also lead me to the exact thing that I want.

      Pulling in a shaky breath for courage, I pull open the door and step outside. I take two steps off the porch before my courage begins to wane again, but I push my doubts away with determination. This is a crazy idea, but dammit, I’m tired of waiting for Spencer to make a move. I know he wants me. There’s no way he can hide his body's reaction to mine. So if he needs a little nudge, I’ll happily give it to him.

      Rounding the side of the house that sits next to Shawn’s, I stop and wait for him to notice me. When he does, he shuts off the lawn mower, pulling out a rag from his back pocket to wipe his face.

      “Hey, Aleah,” he says, shoving the rag back into his pocket. “How’s it going?” His eyes flicker down to my white tank, and I know he sees the outline of my breasts. It’s the reason I wore it.

      “Just fine. Thank you.” Despite my shaking legs, I walk over to him with what I hope is an innocent smile. “Where’s Owen?”

      “At a friend's for the night.”

      “Oh.” I lick my lips. “I was wondering if you could take a look at the drain in the kitchen?”

      His eyes move to the house. “Where’s Spencer?”

      I lift my hand airily toward the driveway. “He’s not home from work yet.”

      “It can’t wait until he gets home?”

      There’s been a few times I’ve caught Shawn looking at me from his yard. He’s never been disrespectful or acted inappropriately, but I’ve seen his interest. I use that to my advantage now by placing my hand on his arm.

      “I’m afraid it can’t. I wanted to have the kitchen clean before he gets home, and I was right in the middle of doing the dishes when it clogged.” He looks down at my hand before lifting his eyes back to me, indecision filling his expression. I plaster on a sweet smile, and feeling like a hussy, I bat my eyelashes. “Pretty please.”

      “Okay, sure. Yeah.” He clears his throat as he tosses a thumb over his shoulder. “Let me grab a shirt real quick.”

      “Thank you!” I’m already turning away from him to walk back to the front yard when I throw over my shoulder. “And don’t worry about the shirt. This will probably only take a minute.”

      I feel like a bitch and a tease as I lead him into the house, but I push the feelings aside. I’ve pretty much moved beyond desperate, so being a bitch and a tease just sits on top of my pile of pathetic maneuvers.

      Leading him into the house, I go to the room where the pool table is, which is right before the kitchen. I turn and face him. Shawn looks around the room, his brows pulled down in confusion.

      “I thought I was looking at the sink in the kitchen,” he comments.

      “There’s not really a clog. I just wanted to get you alone.”

      His brows go up, but his eyes drop down to my chest before they quickly move back to my face. “Yeah?” he asks gruffly. “And why’s that?”

      I tip my lips up into a sexy smirk. “I think you know why.” I step so close to him the toes of our shoes touch. I run my hand up his bare muscular chest and look up at him through my lashes. He lets out a ragged breath. “I’ve seen the way you look at me, Shawn.”

      He doesn’t touch me, but I can feel the waves of lust coming off of him.

      His voice is rough when he speaks. “You’re a beautiful girl, Aleah. You must know that.”

      “And you’re very handsome,” I tell him.

      “We shouldn’t be doing this.”

      He tries to make his protest with strength in his voice, but from the look in his eyes, I know he doesn’t mean it.

      “Today’s my birthday, Shawn, and I want you to help me celebrate.”

      I know I have him when he wraps his hands around my waist and tugs my lower half closer until our hips touch. I feel slightly nauseous when his erection nudges my stomach.

      This is ten shades of wrong. It shouldn’t be Shawn’s hands on me. It shouldn’t be his brown eyes staring down at me like he wants to lick every inch of my skin. It certainly shouldn’t be Shawn’s body I’m pressed against.

      But if this is what it takes to finally open Spencer’s eyes, I’ll do it. Even if I’m nearly eaten alive by guilt.

      When Shawn drops his head for a kiss, I turn my face to the side. No way am I letting him have my lips. It’s too intimate. “No kissing,” I whisper in his ear. “At least not there.”

      He pulls his head back to look at me. “No?” He pushes me backward until my butt hits the edge of the pool table. “Where else can I kiss you?”

      I look up at him and give him my best seductive smile. “I’m sure you can think of a few places.”

      As his eyes fill with unrestrained lust, my stomach fills with knots.

      I hope like hell Spencer gets here soon.
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        SPENCER

      

      

      Tapping my hands on the steering wheel as I wait for the red light to turn green, I wonder what in the fuck is wrong with me. All day at work, I was looking forward to going out with Carla and the others. Well, I wouldn’t say I was looking forward to it. It was more like anticipating the results of fucking Carla so my dick would stop lusting after Aleah.

      When it came time to actually head out, something stopped me. I just couldn’t do it. Flashes of Aleah’s face from last night hit me like a ton of bricks. I felt her pain, and it hurt like a bitch. I have no plans to touch her, but I also can’t go out with another woman when I know it hurts her that much. Especially on her birthday.

      The light finally turns green, and I press down on the gas pedal. Aleah never answered me earlier about what she wanted to eat, so I picked up her favorite. Chicken parmesan from a small Italian place in town.

      A few minutes later, I pull into the driveway beside Aleah’s car. I grab the food and get out. As I walk up the sidewalk leading to the porch, I notice the neighbor’s lawn mower sitting out. I find it odd because Shawn is usually meticulous about putting away his lawn care equipment when he’s done.

      Shrugging it off as nothing, I open the door and close it behind me. The house is strangely silent. More often than not, either the TV is on, or Aleah has music playing. It’s rare for the house to be this quiet.

      I debate calling out her name, but figured I’d surprise her by plating the food and setting the table. It’s her birthday, after all. She deserves a nice dinner, and I know she’d want to help if given the chance.

      I walk down the hall toward the kitchen when a noise coming from the family room catches my attention. I approach, hoping to catch Aleah by surprise. It’s me who’s surprised, though, when I step over the threshold.

      Not only surprised, but my veins fill with white-hot rage.

      Sitting on the edge of the pool table with her shirt lifted, baring her naked breasts, is Aleah. She’s leaning back on her hands, her tits jutting out and her head tipped back.

      But it’s not her that has me livid. It’s the fucking shirtless man bent over her, sucking one of her nipples into his mouth. His deep moan fills the room, setting my temper ablaze.

      I drop the bag of food, and it makes enough noise that Aleah’s head jerks down, her eyes meeting mine, and the man, who I recognize as my goddamn neighbor, twists his neck to look over his shoulder.

      “Oh shit. Fuck,” he mutters, scrambling to stand.

      I’m strung tight with so much anger my voice comes out a shaky growl. “You’ve got two fucking seconds to get the hell out of my house.”

      His frightened expression doesn’t do shit for my mood. He nods and moves toward the door that I’m still standing in front of.

      I’m a few inches taller than him, so I look down at him as he tries to pass. “You come anywhere near her again, and I’ll break your fucking face. You got me?”

      It takes every bit of control I possess to not plant my fist into his face. I step to the side and let him pass. Once he’s out of the room, I pin my gaze back on Aleah. She’s still sitting on the pool table, but her shirt has been shoved back down.

      I point my finger at her. “Don’t fucking move, or so help me God, Aleah, your ass will be so fucking red you won’t sit for a week.”

      Her head bobs and her eyes widen in fear.

      I walk out of the room and go back to the front door, clicking the lock shut. I keep my hand on the lock and drop my head for a moment, pulling in several deep breaths. Never have I ever felt so much anger than I did seeing Shawn with Aleah. I wanted to wrap my hands around his neck and squeeze until his eyeballs popped out of their sockets. Not because he was touching my step-daughter, but because he was touching a woman I consider as mine.

      Aleah isn’t mine. Or rather, she shouldn’t be, but damn it all to hell, I want her to be. I don’t remember ever wanting a woman the way I want her. Like I’d give my last breath to have only a taste. Or murder any man who dares to touch her. That’s what I wanted to do to Shawn. I wanted him gone. Not just from my house. I wanted to kill the bastard with my bare hands.

      Clenching my teeth, I lift my head and look over my shoulder toward the hallway where Aleah is.

      She’s gone too fucking far this time. She knew exactly what buttons to push because I’ve done a shit job of hiding my feelings toward her.

      I turn and stalk across the living room and down the hallway. Aleah has no clue what she’s asking for, but she’s about to find out.

      Being the deceptively good girl that she is, she’s still sitting on the pool table like I told her to. Her hands twist together in her lap, and she looks at me with wary eyes.

      I walk in the room and slam the door behind me so hard it rattles the pictures on the wall. She flinches at the loud noise. Good. She should be scared. She poked the beast and now he’s ready to play.

      “Spencer, I’m—”

      “Shut. The. Fuck. Up,” I growl.

      I work on the buttons on my dress shirt, then toss it aside. As I prowl toward her, I reach back and rip my white undershirt over my head.

      “You want to play games, Aleah?” I ask. “You really want to know what it’s like to fuck a man my age?” I stop just before I hit her knees and lean my hands on the pool table by her hips, putting my face inches away from hers. “Are you sure you can handle it?”

      I gnash my teeth together when her tongue slides out to run across her lips. “Yes,” she whispers.

      I dip my head lower, pressing a kiss against the column of her neck before sinking my teeth into her skin. She sucks in a sharp breath. My lips travel up to her ear and I whisper, “I don’t think you can.”

      I pull back and stand to my full height. Jerking my chin to her shorts, I growl. “Take them off.”

      Her hands immediately move to the snap on her shorts. Lifting her hips, she wiggles them over her waist and lets them drop to the floor. I’m not sure if I should be pissed she’s not wearing panties when she was just with Shawn or grateful because it’s one less obstacle in my way.

      I take a step back to get a better view. “Lean back on your hands and spread your legs.”

      A cute blush coats her cheeks, but she does what she’s told.

      “You’ve teased me for months now,” I say, keeping my eyes on her face when all I want to do is look at her pretty pussy. “Fucking with my head over and over again. Trying to force my hand when I’ve told you no repeatedly.” My hands move to the fly of my slacks. “It’s time my filthy little tease puts on a show for me.”

      Once my aching cock is free from its confines, I slide my hand from the root to the tip and back again. It’s not until then that I set my eyes on her spread open pussy. It glistens in the light, making my mouth water.

      “Are you wet for me?” I lift my eyes back to her face, to find her zeroed in on my hand stroking my cock. “Or is that for Shawn?”

      “You,” she pants. “Only you.”

      Good answer. I’m not sure what my reaction would be if she gave me a different one.

      “Touch yourself, Aleah. Slide your fingers through your little lips and play with your clit. Get yourself ready for me.”

      Her lips slide together as she takes one hand and places her fingers at her pussy. I groan, my strokes becoming firmer when one finger easily slips between her soft petals, gathers some of her juices, and moves it to her clit. I look at her face, and seeing the lustful bliss in her expression has pre-cum beading on the tip of my cock. I want to smear the drop over her lips and watch her lick it off. But that’s for later.

      I stay where I am, a couple of feet away as she continues to torment me with her fingers. She moans, the sound such a fucking turn on my cock twitches in my hand. My strokes speed up, just as both of our breathing does. Juices leak from her, wetting the felt beneath her ass. I’ll never play pool again and not think of this moment. She’s ruined the game for life for me.

      When it looks like she’s getting close to coming, I demand in a harsh tone, “Stop!”

      Her eyes pop open wide, and her hand stops moving. “Why?” she asks breathlessly.

      I slowly close the small gap between us. I place my palms on both of her bare thighs and lean down so my lips are hovering over hers. “Because you don’t come until I say so. And right now, I want you to do it all over my tongue.”

      Her breath hitches before a little moan escapes her lips.

      Moving my hands to her hips, I lift her and bring her forward enough that her ass hangs over the edge of the pool table. Applying pressure to her thighs, I spread them apart as I drop to my knees in front of her, keeping my eyes locked on hers. I run my palms up her legs until the tips of my fingers meet her fleshy lips.

      “Please, Spencer,” she pants.

      I look down at her exposed flesh before bringing my gaze back to hers. She looks so damn young and innocent as she watches me. Guilt tries to worm its way inside, but I push the unwanted feelings away. I’m tired of fighting this. I’ve been pushed enough. If this is what Aleah wants, if she’s willing to go to the length that she did today, then I’ll damn well give it to her.

      “I would ask what you want, but I already know from the many times you’ve flaunted yourself in front of me.” I lean forward and barely graze my tongue over her pussy. I give her just enough to tease, even though I want to bury my whole face in her sweetness. “Have you dreamed about me fucking you with my tongue, Aleah?”

      “Yes,” she hisses. She moves one of her hands to my head and tries to pull me closer. I hold firm. “Please lick me.”

      “What about my cock, baby?” I blow on her pussy and her hips squirm. “Have you imagined me filling you up? Fucking you so hard, it leaves you bruised?”

      “Oh God,” she moans.

      I look up and find her head tipped back, her mouth open as she lets out little pants of air. I swipe my tongue from her hole up to her clit before I move back again.

      “I bet you wake up at night, sweaty and aching for my cock. That’s when you slide your hand into your cute little panties and play with yourself.” Using my thumbs, I pull her lips apart, exposing the tight bundle of nerves. “How many fingers can you fit in your pussy, Aleah?”

      She doesn’t answer, too absorbed in the taunting pleasure I’m giving her. So, I take my hands away. Her head jerks up and her frantic eyes meet mine.

      “Answer my question.”

      “I don’t wear panties to bed,” she purrs seductively.

      Her response stuns me for a moment before I growl, “Answer my question.”

      Her bottom lip gets caught between her teeth. “Three.”

      Fuck! The thought of her stuffing her pussy with three fingers sends a spasm straight to my cock.

      Leaning forward, right before I latch my lips around her clit, I say, “I wonder how many of my fingers you can take.”

      Her taste explodes on my tongue, and my cock hardens to a painful level. Quite a few times over the last couple of months, I’ve fantasized about what Aleah would taste like. But nothing could have prepared me for the exquisiteness of her. I’ve barely tasted her, and I’m already addicted.

      Her hips jerk and a long breathy moan rushes past her lips. I put my hands on her thighs to hold her still. I suck her clit into my mouth, then release it to fuck her hole with my tongue. Her juices gush out, and I lap up every single fucking drop.

      I place the tip of one finger at her opening and slowly sink inside to the first knuckle. She’s so goddamn warm and soft. Pulling out, I add a second finger. I latch my lips back around her clit and suck as I press my fingers deep inside her.

      Seconds later, I lift my head and pull my fingers out of her when they don’t encounter what I expected them to. My eyes narrow as I glare up at Aleah. When she realizes I’m no longer touching her, her eyes blink open.

      “You told Bryan and me a while back you were still a virgin,” I say, barely containing my anger. “Who did you fuck?”

      “No one. I haven’t been with anyone.”

      My jaw clenches and I grit out, “Aleah, don’t fucking—”

      She cuts me off before I can finish, and her answer shocks the hell out of me. And makes my cock harder than it’s ever been before.

      “A month ago, I woke from one of those dreams you were just talking about.” She licks her lips and pink crawls across her chest and neck. “It was very intense. I got a little carried away playing with my toy.”

      I’ve never been one of those guys who salivates over taking a girl’s virginity. But I walked in this room looking forward to taking Aleah’s. It meant I was the only one to know what she feels like wrapped around my cock. While I may not have physically taken her innocence, it was me she was thinking of when she did it herself.

      I get to my feet, impatient to finally fuck her making my movements jerky. Fisting a hand in her hair to tilt her head back, I slam my lips down on hers. She moans into my mouth, and her fingers dig into the muscles on my back. Feeling her heels pressing into my ass, I wrap my arm around her and tug her as close as I can get her. Her warm and wet center meets my cock, and I rock my hips forward.

      Yanking my mouth from hers, I take a step back. “Take your shirt off,” I demand.

      While she does so, I toe off my shoes and grab a condom from my wallet before I push my slacks and briefs the rest of the way down my legs, kicking them to the side.

      Anticipation fills my veins as Aleah watches me rip open the packet.

      She holds out her hand. “Let me.”

      I shake my head. “No,” I grunt, and she pouts. “This’ll be over before it begins if you touch me.”

      “Oh.”

      After I slide the condom on, I wrap my hands around her waist, pick her up from the pool table, and set her on her feet. She gazes at me with so much heat it’s nearly staggering.

      “Are you sure this is what you want? Once I take you, there’s no going back.”

      Her hands run up my chest. “Yes, Spencer. This is definitely what I want.”

      I gaze down at her, looking for any hesitation, and don’t find any.

      I don’t know what tomorrow will bring. If I’ll regret what I’ve done with Aleah. At the moment, though, I don’t care. Aleah is willing, and fuck if I can say no right now.

      With that thought in mind, I spin her around and bend her slightly at the waist. I set her hands on the edge of the pool table, and say in her ear, “Keep your hands there.”

      Running my hands down her back, I palm her ass, already planning to sink my teeth into it and leave a mark later.

      My thumb slides through her folds, and I slip the tip inside. Grabbing a hold of my cock, I step up and notch the head at her entrance. I watch as I slide only an inch in. She’s so fucking tight, I’m already on the verge of losing it. I squeeze my eyes shut and grind my molars together, praying like fuck I don’t blow too soon.

      Opening my eyes, I look up at Aleah. Her head is turned so I see the side of her face. Her cheeks are flushed, and her eyes are heavy-lidded. Her knuckles are white as she grips the pool table.

      “You okay?” I feel compelled to ask. I’m only in an inch, so I hope she is.

      “Yes,” she answers and swipes her tongue across her bottom lip. “More, Spencer. I want more.”

      Slowly, and watching her face for any signs of pain, I sink inside. I don’t stop until I’m fully seated, and my balls press against her clit. I hiss out a breath and hold still for a moment when my balls draw up. Once I’m sure I’m not going to come, I grab her hips and pull out, then thrust back inside. My movements speed up with each stroke.

      Aleah cries out and pushes her ass toward me, needing me just like I need her. “Oh, God, Spencer.”

      Leaning over her back, I fist her hair and tilt her head to the side. I put my lips to her ear. “Call me, Daddy,” I whisper huskily.

      When I pull back enough for her to look at me, her eyes flare with lust, and the look shoots through to my cock, making it jump inside her.

      My request is fucked up on so many levels. Aleah should shove me away and call me a pervert. It’s what I am. What man in their right mind wants to be called Daddy while he’s fucking a woman? We’re not related by blood, but she’s still my step-daughter, for fuck’s sake.

      Aleah was eleven when her mother and I married. She never called me daddy when she was a child. It wasn’t until the last several months, when she started taunting me, that she started using the term. For some reason, I hated it the first few times she did. It wasn’t until I started recognizing her taunts as her attempt at trying to seduce me that the term started to get to me. Now when she calls me daddy, I want to bend her over my knee and smack her ass at the same time I fuck her with my fingers.

      Aleah’s eyes hold mine as she whispers her plea, “Fuck me, Daddy.”

      My control is obliterated the moment those words leave her lips. I rear my hips back and slam forward. She lets out a startled cry, but she doesn’t try to buck away from me. In fact, she thrusts her hips back even more. I pound into her over and over again as grunts leave my lips.

      Abruptly pulling out of her, I spin her around, palm her ass, and pick her up. Her legs hug my waist just as I drop her back down on my swollen cock.

      She feels so fucking good, too fucking tight, I’m seconds away from exploding. Aleah is small and doesn’t weigh much, so it’s easy to lift her up and down on my shaft. The glide of her pussy has me seeing stars and my balls get tight.

      When her head falls back, exposing her neck, I latch my lips around a piece of her delicate skin and suck, purposely leaving my mark on her.

      “Ah, fuck,” I groan when her walls clamp down on me. Her blissful cries of pleasure fill my ears. My fingers dig into her ass, and I frantically lift her up and down.

      Just as my orgasm hits, Aleah lifts her head, and our eyes meet. We both move at the same time and lock our lips together. I groan into her mouth as cum shoots from me, filling the condom. She still spasms around me, prolonging my release.

      Seconds, minutes, or maybe hours later, it’s hard to tell, our kiss slows, and we break apart. Aleah's eyes are glazed as she looks at me.

      A little smile forms and she whispers softly, “Happy birthday to me.”
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      I stretch my arms over my head and a slow smile slides across my face when I feel a twinge of pain all over my body. Last night was the best night of my life, and I really hope I have many more of them.

      It’s no wonder my body aches. After the first time Spencer took me in the family room, he carried me upstairs and did it again in the shower. We ate the dinner he brought home at the dining room table, then he proceeded to fuck me on it. I’ve had Spencer in me three wonderful times, and I swear I’ve never felt anything so good.

      It was well after midnight when I went to my room, and he went to his. I wanted to join him in his bed, but I didn’t want to push him. I did enough of that yesterday, and while the results were just what I wanted—him finally giving in to the attraction between us—I knew I needed to proceed with caution.

      Tossing back my covers, I get up from my bed and slip on one of Spencer’s shirts that I stole from him a while back. I stop by the bathroom to take care of business and brush my teeth before I go downstairs. It’s a little after nine in the morning, so I know Spencer will be up. I’m already looking forward to what the day will bring. Since it’s Saturday and he typically doesn’t work on the weekends, the day should be free for both of us. I personally hope we spend part of the day in one of our beds.

      His back is turned toward me as he sits at the table, so he doesn’t notice me walking in. Keeping my steps light, I walk over to him and wrap my arms around his shoulders from behind, planting a kiss on the side of his neck.

      He stiffens and grabs my hands before they can reach the bottom of his shirt. Frowning, I step back when he pushes his chair away from the table and stands. The look on his face when he turns around has my stomach plummeting to my toes.

      “Aleah,” he sighs my name as he eyes the shirt I’m wearing. “We need to talk.”

      I know what’s coming next without him saying it. It’s written all over his face. He regrets what we did yesterday.

      “Sit,” he says, pointing to the chair opposite of the one he was just using.

      I wrap my arms around my stomach and glare at him. “No thanks. Just spit it out, Spencer.”

      “Look.” He shoves his hands into his pockets and looks down at his feet for a moment before lifting his head. “Yesterday was a mistake that should have never happened.”

      My laugh is anything but humorous. “Thanks for that. It’s nice to know that the best night of my life was the worst for you.”

      A pained frown pulls down his brows. “You have to know this would never work between us.”

      “No, I don’t know that, and neither do you.” My eyes sting with impending tears. “That’s just what you think because you’re scared. What I know is if you want something bad enough, you fight for it, no matter how hard that fight might be.” I sniff and blink back the stupid tears wanting to fall. “Apparently, as much as you are that for me, I’m not that for you.”

      “Goddamn it, Aleah,” he growls, lifting a hand to rake his fingers through his hair. Hair that I grabbed onto last night as he ate me out on the pool table. “You are worth fighting for, and don’t you dare think otherwise. You’re an incredible young woman and any man would be damn lucky to have you. I’m just not that man.”

      “Because you choose not to be.”

      His lips tighten. “Yes,” he grits out. “I’m too fucking old for you and you’re my step-daughter.”

      My hair flies in my face when I shake my head. I brush it back with a jerky hand. “Don’t give me those fake excuses, Spencer. They aren’t going to work. I don’t give a fuck about your age. I’ve never been attracted to boys my age. Older men interest me more. And being your step-daughter is just a label given to me because you married my mother well after I was born. You’re divorced now, and I’m eighteen. That label doesn’t bear weight anymore, so you can forget using it as one of your reasons why we can’t be together.”

      The muscle in his jaw jumps and so does the pulse in his neck as he continues to glare at me. I glare right back.

      After several tense seconds, some of the anger melts from his expression. “It still wouldn’t be right, Aleah.”

      Pain lances my heart and tries to steal my breath. I force out a lungful of air, then inhale shakily. Dropping my arms to my side, I stare at him. “Fine.” It’s wrong, but I let my immature side show and take a chance when I throw out my ultimatum. “I’m sure I can find someone else to be my daddy. I might even go next door to see Shawn and ask him to finish where he left off yesterday.”

      I turn away from him before I catch his expression. He doesn’t know it, but I have no plans to go see Shawn or offer myself to anyone else. Spencer is the only man I want. And I know he wants me too. He just has to see he wants me more than his stupid fears.

      One minute I’m walking through the doorway of the kitchen, and the next I'm pinned against the wall with a hard body pressing into my back. My hair is shoved over my shoulder and warm breath fans over my neck.

      “You get anywhere near Shawn,” he growls in my ear, “and no amount of surgeries will fix what I do to him. That goes for any man who comes near you.”

      My breath whooshes out between my lips. With my front pressed against the wall, my face is forced to the side. Out the corner of my eye, I see Spencer’s incensed stare boring into me.

      “Do you fucking understand me, Aleah?”

      I scowl at him as best as I can with my face pressed to the wall. “So, you don’t want me, but no one else can have me? Is that what you’re saying?”

      I’m spun around and my back hits the wall. Strong fingers wrap around my neck. They aren’t tight, but they’re firm enough that I feel them.

      “No,” he grits between tight lips. “You’re getting exactly what you were aiming for with your taunts. I’ll give you me, but I expect the same in return. Every single fucking inch of you. To keep Shawn breathing without a tube shoved down his throat, it would be wise to stay the fuck away from him.”

      All I can do is nod because, quite frankly, I’m struck speechless. Is he really giving in and going to let us be together?

      My answer comes a moment later when he lets my neck go and grabs my ass. My legs go around his waist when he hoists me up. I bury my face in his neck to hide my giddy smile as he carries me upstairs.

      “From now on, unless you’re going to school or out somewhere else or if we’re expecting company, I want you in my shirts just like this,” he says as he enters his room and kicks the door closed. “And make sure you keep forgetting the panties.”

      I laugh. “But I thought you wanted me to stop wearing your clothes because it was inappropriate.”

      “Fuck what I said.”

      He sets me to my feet and his hands run up my back, taking his shirt with him. I’m left standing in front of him completely naked when he tosses the shirt aside. His head drops, and I moan when his lips circle one of my nipples and he sucks hard.

      “Spencer,” I pant his name and fist his hair.

      He lets my nipple go. “Daddy.”

      I’m already wet, but more juices leak from me, coating my thighs, with his demand. I rub them together, trying to alleviate the painful ache gripping me.

      “Daddy,” I say quietly.

      His eyes flare.

      Setting his hands on my shoulders, he applies pressure. “Daddy needs you down on your knees, baby. It’s time I show you just how I like my cock sucked.”

      I drop to my knees, ready and willing to take him in my mouth. Sucking him has been one of my recurring dreams, so my mouth waters now that I get to finally fulfill one of my fantasies.

      I look up at him as he rips his shirt over his head. His head falls forward and his eyes meet mine.

      “Take out my cock, Aleah.”

      Reaching forward, I undo his jeans, making sure I’m careful with the zipper. His cock springs free, and there’s already a drop of pre-cum on the tip. Before he can give me instructions, I lean forward and stick out my tongue, running the tip over his head and licking away the drop. It tastes salty, but so damn good.

      A hiss of air rushes past Spencer’s lips and one of his hands palms the back of my head, his fingers curling in the strands.

      I look up at him again to find his lustful stare.

      “Open,” he demands hoarsely.

      I do so, and he guides his cock to my mouth. The head is spongy but firm as it slips past my lips. Slowly, he pushes his way further into my mouth and doesn’t stop until he meets the back of my throat. He groans, and the sound spurs me on to take more of him.

      I pull my mouth back, only to slide him back in again, this time taking more. I still have a couple of inches to go, but I’m determined to take all of him into my mouth.

      This time, when I slide his cock back in, I open my throat. It’s difficult, but I manage to get him all the way down, and I feel damn proud of myself.

      “Jesus fucking Christ,” Spencer groans huskily, his hands tightening in my hair. “How in the fuck did you get so good at this?”

      I slide him out of my mouth and lift my head. I smile provocatively. “I’ve had quite a few dreams about doing this to you. Not to mention the porn I’ve watched.”

      “Fucking hell,” he growls. “You’ve watched fucking porn?”

      I slide my hand up and down his wet cock and my smile widens. “Yeah. And I always imagine it’s you and me.”

      Suddenly, I’m off my knees and up on my feet facing the bed.

      “Hands on the bed,” he grunts behind me.

      I immediately bend over, impatient to have him fill me.

      When the tip rubs against my opening, he stops before pushing inside and he mutters out a curse. “Shit. Stay exactly like you are. I have to go grab a condom.”

      Before he walks away, I grab his hand that’s on my hip. I look at him over my shoulder. “Wait. I’m on birth control.”

      The muscle in his arm tenses. “Why are you on birth control?”

      I turn my head forward again and mutter, “Bad periods.”

      “Why don’t I know about this?”

      “Probably because you’re a man and no girl wants to talk to a man about her periods.” I shove my hips backward. “Now can you please fuck me already?”

      The words no sooner leave my lips before I’m deliciously full of Spencer. I let out a cry of pleasure and fist the comforter in my hands.

      I don’t know if sex for everyone is like this, but I can’t imagine it being so because why in the hell people aren’t doing it constantly is beyond me.

      Spencer’s fingers dig into my hips as he fucks me hard and deep, just the way I want it. My moans and his grunts fill the room.

      Way too soon, my stomach tightens and sparks of pleasure fly through me. As my orgasm takes control of my body, Spencer’s movements become frantic. He pulls back and thrusts forward so hard my arms are almost knocked out from under me. He holds still, grinding his pelvis into my ass and releases a grunted groan.

      His chest meets my back, his forehead between my shoulder blades, as he leans over me. Hot breath tickles my skin, and I feel aftershock jerks of his cock inside me.

      “God damn, Aleah, you’re going to put me in an early grave if we keep fucking like that.”

      I can’t help but giggle. “Yeah, but wouldn't it be an awesome way to go?”

      He chuckles, laying a tender kiss on the back of my neck, before he rises up. “It sure as fuck would.”

      He slides out of me, and the remnants of his seed begins seeping down my thighs. I turn around and he grabs my chin, tipping it up for a kiss. “Stay here.”

      I watch his fine ass walk out of the room. He comes back a moment later with a wet rag. My eyes follow him as he gets to his knees in front of me and gently wedges my legs apart. The warm rag feels heavenly against my pussy as I hold onto his shoulders while he cleans me. I can’t stop the moan that slips past my lips when he rubs it against my clit.

      He looks up, a sinfully sexy smirk pulling his lips up on one side. “Behave. I need time to recover. If you don’t remember, I’m an old man.”

      I give him my own sensual smile. “I’m pretty sure you’ll recover fairly fast.” And just because I like to tease him, I tack on at the end, “Daddy.”
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        SPENCER

      

      

      Later that night, I scoop up a piece of red velvet cake on my fork and hold it up to Aleah’s mouth. Her eyes sparkle as she opens, wrapping her lips around the tines. My cock twitches when her tongue comes out to lick away the leftover icing on her bottom lip.

      Yesterday, in my crazed mind after seeing Shawn with Aleah, I forgot that Bryan and Charlotte were due to come over to drop off the present they got Aleah for her birthday. My only thought was to wipe Shawn from her memory. To finally take her and give us both what we’ve been wanting.

      Thankfully, Aleah informed me in the shower that my son and his fiancé had already come by. Lord fucking knows what would have happened had either of them walked in on me fucking Aleah. I can guarantee it wouldn’t have been pretty.

      “I got a letter from one of the colleges I applied to,” Aleah says, pulling me from my thoughts.

      “That so?” I ask before shoveling a bite of cake in my mouth. “You’ve already gotten a couple, right?” She nods. “Which one is this one from?”

      “University of Florida.”

      The fork pauses from picking up another piece of cake. “No shit! That’s great news!” I lean forward and kiss her. “I’m proud of you, baby.”

      She smiles, her face lighting up. “Thanks. I didn’t think I’d get in. That’s why I applied to the others. So it was a nice surprise.”

      Scooting the plate away from me, I reach out, snatch Aleah from her chair, and set her down on my lap so she’s straddling me. Her back presses against the table. I loosely lock my fingers around her waist.

      “They would be lucky to have you,” I tell her.

      She bites her lip, looking uncertain. “This means I won’t be far from home,” she says hesitantly. “Which means I can still live here.” She pauses for a moment. “That is, if you don’t mind.”

      Cupping both sides of her face, I pull her head down and press a tender kiss against her lips. Lifting my head, my thumbs smooth over her cheeks. “Of course, I don’t mind. Even if things never moved in this direction, I would never make you leave. This is your home, Aleah. Always.”

      Relief relaxes her features. “Are you sure?”

      “Yes.”

      “Thank you.”

      “But,” I add and her smile wilts some, “there are things we need to talk about.”

      Breath whooshes past her lips with her sigh. “I know.”

      “There’s no way we’re going to be able to keep this from Bryan for long. My son is damn smart. He’ll know something’s going on. And honestly,” I slide my hands to her butt, pulling her forward until her pussy fits snug against my cock, “I don’t want to hide what we have.”

      She shakes her head. “I don’t either.”

      I feel the need to warn her, even though I’m sure she already knows. “Bryan’s not going to like it. In fact, he’s probably going to threaten to kick my ass. You, Miss Channing,” I squeeze her ass cheeks, “have a tendency to make men want to protect you.”

      She laughs and wiggles her butt around on my lap. “I’m pretty sure you can take Bryan on.”

      I grunt. “Don’t be so sure. I’m an old man and my son is in his prime.”

      “You aren’t that old. Besides,” her hands run up my arms to my biceps and squeezes the muscles, “you’re damn good at keeping your body fit.”

      My humor flees, and I turn serious. “This isn’t going to be easy. We’ll deal with Bryan’s reaction, but it’s not just him we need to worry about. Not many people are going to act too kindly with a man my age being with a young woman your age.”

      “I honestly don’t care what people think, Spencer. Let them say whatever they want. We aren’t doing anything illegal.”

      “You need to be prepared for people to say shit behind our backs. Can you handle being the talk of the town?”

      She drops her head and says against my lips, “I can handle anything, so long as I’m with you.”

      “Good answer,” I murmur, “because I’m not letting you go. You’re mine now, Aleah.”

      She pulls her head back, her eyes turning guarded. “For how long?”

      “For as long as I draw breath.”

      Her smile starts out slow until it consumes her whole face. “I can live with that.”
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        * * *

      

      With my phone pressed to my ear, I leave the living room and go to the kitchen so I don’t disturb Aleah while she’s watching her movie.

      “Detective Erikson,” I grunt.

      “Spencer, it’s Wesley,” a familiar voice comes across the line.

      “What can I do for you, Wesley?” I walk to the fridge and pull out a beer, then pop the top. “Did the girl come back?”

      “Yes.” His breath crackles across the line. “She took more than food this time. There’s some clothes missing from the pantry, and the first aid kit was raided.”

      “Hmm….” I prop a hip against the counter and bring my beer to my lips. “I take it she slipped past the security you hired?”

      “They didn’t even know she was there. I don’t know how she keeps getting in without anyone noticing.”

      “Living on the streets, you learn how to not be seen because it can mean life and death, or freedom and jail.” I take another swig of my beer. “I’ll send a squad out and have them do another round of fingerprints, although I don’t expect the results to be any different than the times before. I’ll stop by first thing in the morning as well and take your statement.”

      “I’m getting really concerned, Spencer. Taking food is one thing, but medical supplies means she or someone she’s with is hurt. And the clothes that she took weren’t for her.”

      “How do you know that?”

      “Because they were clothes for a young boy.”

      “Shit,” I mutter.

      “Yeah. Sounds like she, or someone she knows, is in trouble.”

      “Agreed. I’ll talk to the captain and see what he suggests. You’ve been the only one who’s gotten a glimpse of this girl. How sure are you that she's homeless?”

      There’s a creak on his side of the line like a door opening or maybe him adjusting in his chair.

      “I don’t know for sure, but from what I’ve seen of her clothes, they’re pretty ragged and dirty. Between them and her stealing food, my guess would be homeless, or her home situation is not good.”

      “Would you recognize her if you saw her?”

      “Maybe. The last time before this morning, I only got a side view of her face.” His voice turns quiet, and I don’t miss the concern in his tone. “She’s young, Spencer. I’m guessing she’s in her mid-teens.”

      As much as Wesley turning to priesthood shocked most people who knew him, a small part of me wasn’t surprised. When Wesley was younger, he was boisterous and very free-spirited. He looked for adventure around every corner and nothing stopped him from having a good time. He didn’t really do things that would get him in trouble with the law, and he wasn’t a bad kid. He just didn’t let limits get in his way. He pushed them, but stopped right before they broke. Much to his parents' displeasure, he got his first tattoo when he was sixteen. He didn’t stop until both arms were covered and most of his chest. Obviously, this was before he became a priest.

      As reckless as Wesley was, he cared about people, especially his sisters and their mother. He hated to see someone in pain and would give the shirt off his back if someone needed it.

      One day, when he was in his early teens, he didn’t come home from school. His mother, the illness that eventually took her life already wrecking her body, freaked out, thinking something happened to him. It took five hours to find him, and when we did, his mother didn’t know whether to lock him in his room as punishment or reward him. Apparently, the day before, he came across a homeless man on his way home from school. He felt sorry for the guy, so he went back the next day with his allowance and bought the man some food. Thinking there may be more people out there like the man, he went looking for them. He came across a section of town where he found several more homeless people. He treated them all to meals, and he paid for it with his own money that he earned.

      His father was gone on a business trip, which probably saved Wesley from a beating. His mother didn’t punish him, but she and I sat him down and gave him a stern talking to. When Sherry Adair saw how much it bothered her son about the homeless people, she started taking him once a week to the soup kitchen to volunteer.

      Giving my head a little shake, I bring myself back to the present.

      “We’ll do what we can, but if she really doesn’t want to be found, it’ll be difficult. There’s only a few spots in Silver Falls where the homeless hang out. After I stop by the church tomorrow, you and I can hit them to see if you spot her.”

      “Thanks, Spencer. I really appreciate this.”

      I finish off my beer and toss the bottle in the recycling bin. “Just doing my job.”

      “We both know that’s not true. You could have easily pushed this case off on someone else. I’m grateful it’s you working on it.”

      “I’m always willing to help one of my son’s friends. Speaking of which, have you talked to Bryan lately?”

      His tone is lighter when he answers. “As a matter of fact, I have. He came by yesterday and told me the good news. He wants me to officiate the ceremony. I told him I would be honored."

      I chuckle. “Yeah, I can’t believe my boy is getting married.”

      “I’m not surprised. Bryan’s always been the type of guy to settle down. He just had to find the right woman to do it with.”

      We talk for a few more moments before we hang up. Grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge since I noticed Aleah was done with hers, I carry it with me back to the living room. The movie is paused when I walk in, and Aleah is curled up on one end of the couch with her phone to her ear. She smiles when she sees me.

      It’s been two days since her birthday and since I gave in and gave us both what we wanted. We haven’t left the house at all, and I’ll admit, it’s been nice playing house with her. Tomorrow is Monday and back to reality. I’m not looking forward to it. If it were up to me, we’d spend another week holed up in the house with the outside world forgotten.

      “I gotta go, Luna. I’ll see you tomorrow at school.” She laughs at something Luna says, her eyes sparkling as she continues to look at me. “We’ll talk more then. I promise.”

      She sets her phone on the coffee table, then lets out a cute squeal when I scoop her up into my arms. Going back to the position we were in before my phone call, I lay on my side on the couch with Aleah in front of me facing the TV. My arms drag her body against mine.

      “Everything okay?” I ask, my face buried in her thick hair.

      “Yeah. Luna was just being nosy.”

      I chuckle and press a kiss on the back of her neck. “What did you tell her?”

      I sense, rather than see, her smile. “Only the good parts,” she says. I dig my fingers in her ribs and she giggles. “I’m kidding. Well, sort of. I just told her we’re together.”

      With most people, I would worry they would blab their mouth about Aleah and me. It’s not that I don’t want the whole world to know—on the contrary, I want to shout it from the rooftops—I just don’t want Bryan to find out from a rumor. I want to sit him down and explain.

      Something tells me, though, that we don’t have to worry about Luna telling anyone, except maybe August, and again, I don’t see him saying anything either. Their situation isn’t much different than ours.

      Tightening my arms around her, I murmur against her neck, “Grab the remote and press play, baby.”

      Instead of reaching for the remote, she wiggles her body around until she’s facing me. I tense my arm because I know her ass has to damn near be hanging off the couch.

      “I was thinking,” she says, her voice turning seductive and her hand creeps around my waist and slips inside my jeans to palm my ass, “it was time for Daddy to tuck me into bed.”

      One minute my cock is half-hard—because let’s face it, it’s that way anytime I’ve been around Aleah for the last couple of months—and the next, after hearing her husky words, I’m hard enough to hammer nails.

      Doing an ab curl, I’m up off the couch with a laughing Aleah in my arms, stalking out of the living room, seconds later.
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      A week later, I’m still no closer to telling Bryan about me and Aleah. If I’m honest with myself, I’m a fucking chicken shit. To be as old as I am and seen what I have as a police officer and a detective, you’d think I’d have balls big enough to do it, but fuck it all, I’m dreading the way Bryan will look at me after he knows. My son and I have always had a close relationship, especially after his mother left. I’ve always told him, no matter how much he may be afraid or how much trouble he may be in, to come to me. We don’t keep shit from each other. Secrets have a way of revealing themselves, and they’re much worse than had you admitted the truth from the beginning.

      I’m an asshole and a shit father for not following my own advice.

      I’m just not ready for the stress of telling Bryan yet. I’m not ready for the disgust he’ll no doubt feel toward me. I’m not ready for the comfortable bubble Aleah and I have been living in to burst.

      But, no matter how much I’m not ready, I have to be. At least, I have to be by tomorrow night. That’s when Bryan and Charlotte are coming over. Aleah and I talked last night, and we decided to tell Bryan then. Actually, it’ll be only me who tells him. I don’t want Aleah there because there’s no telling what his reaction will be, and I don’t want her to witness it. Despite Aleah’s attempts at seduction, it was my decision to give in. I want Bryan’s anger directed only at me. Aleah protested, of course, but I told her I wasn’t giving in on the matter.

      Aleah called today after school and asked if I wanted her to grab dinner for the two of us. She’s due back any minute with takeout. I’m currently sitting at the kitchen table, working up some notes on Wesley’s case on my laptop. Unfortunately, when he and I went to the spots where homeless people tend to gather, we had no luck with him identifying the girl who keeps stealing stuff from the church. The case is at a standstill. I can tell the situation is bothering Wesley, but unless the girl messes up and gets caught, there’s nothing we can do at the moment.

      “Dad! You home?” Bryan’s voice comes from the front of the house, surprising me.

      I turn just as he appears in the doorway. “What brings you by?” I ask.

      “Charlotte dropped me off on her way to Taylor’s. Taylor has something for Charlotte, so she’s picking me up afterward. I need to grab your jumper cables.”

      I frown at my son. “Why did she drop you off? What happened to your car?”

      “I must have left my lights on overnight because my battery is dead. I can’t find my jumper cables, so I’m going to borrow yours, if you don’t mind.”

      I gesture toward the back door. “Of course, I don’t mind.”

      “Thanks.”

      He leaves the door leading to the mud room cracked open. I go back to my notes, typing in a few more lines before hitting save on the document and closing the file. Shutting my laptop, I get up from the table just as Aleah comes barreling into the kitchen. Before I can open my mouth to warn her that Bryan is here, she jumps and launches herself into my arms. My hands automatically catch her by her butt and her legs wrap around my waist.

      “Aleah, wait—”

      My words are cut off by her mouth, and just like always, my brain short circuits anytime she’s near. In the back of my head, I know I need to stop this before Bryan walks in, but fuck if her mouth doesn’t taste good and serve as a distraction. A disastrous distraction in this case.

      Her tongue swipes across mine, and a deep moan drifts from my mouth into hers. She grinds her hips down, and my dick turns to stone.

      Motherfucking hell, I need to put a stop to this.

      The thought barely forms in my head before a loud bang fills the room. Aleah and I jerk our mouths away at the same time and look over at the mud room door, only to find a glaring and pissed off Bryan staring at us from the open doorway.

      “What in the ever-lovin’ fuck is going on?” he growls, his eyes flicking back and forth between Aleah and me.

      “Oh God,” Aleah breathes the words out in a strangled voice at the same time she drops her legs from my waist. I push her slightly behind me.

      “Bryan,” I start hesitantly and his eyes latch onto mine. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him look so angry before. “This isn’t the way I wanted you to find out, but Aleah and I are together now.”

      “Like fuck you are. You’re her goddamn father.” He snarls the last word. “This is un-fucking-believable.” One hand roughly rakes through his hair, leaving it sticking up in some spots.

      “I’m her step-father, Bryan. There is no blood relation between us. You know this.”

      He glares at me. “It doesn’t fucking matter. You helped raise her like she was your biological daughter.” His look turns disgusted. “How long has this been going on?”

      “Since the night of Aleah’s birthday.”

      “Which birthday?” he sneers.

      His question has my own temper rising.

      “Her eighteenth birthday,” I grate out, barely holding onto my patience. “You really think I’d touch an under-age girl?”

      “I don’t know, Dad. I never thought you’d touch a girl I considered my sister and you her father either.”

      “Please, Bryan,” Aleah pleads, stepping around me. “Try to understand. It wasn’t until recently our feelings for each other changed. And it wasn’t Spencer’s fault. I pursued him.”

      “Don’t, Aleah.” I put my arm around her waist and pull her to my side. “This was my doing. Not yours.”

      “Damn straight it is,” Bryan growls. His eyes lose some of their heat when he switches his gaze to Aleah. “Despite your legal age saying you’re an adult now, Aleah, you’re too young to know what you want when it comes to a sexual relationship.”

      I feel Aleah stiffen beside me. She’s always been even-tempered, except when it comes to things she feels strongly about. That’s when she lets her attitude show.

      I squeeze her waist, silently telling her to let me handle this.

      “I get that this upsets you, and I understand why.” I keep my voice as calm as I can. “You have every right to be bothered by this development. I fought my feelings for Aleah because I felt the same way you did, and in some ways, I still do. But I couldn’t fight it anymore.” My voice deepens with emotion. “I love her, Bryan.”

      Feeling eyes on the side of my face, I keep my focus on my son. This isn’t the way I wanted to tell Aleah, but it’s the only way I can hopefully make Bryan understand.

      “Of course, you love her.” His tone is still belligerent, but I can see some of the fire fading. “You’re her father. You’re supposed to love her. Just as I love her as my sister.”

      “No.” Letting Aleah go, I walk over to Bryan. We’re the same height, so we stand eye to eye. His body is strung so tight I can see the tremors in his arms. “I love her like a man loves a woman.” I let out a slow breath, mentally willing him to understand. “I wasn’t looking for this, and I swear it wasn’t until recently that my feelings for her changed. You know me, so you know deep down I’d never do anything inappropriate with an under-age girl. I put bastards like that away in prison.”

      “Fuck.” He steps away and grabs the back of his neck, his head falling forward. “I can’t—” He shakes his head and looks back up. “This just feels wrong.”

      “I get it. You need time, and we’ll give that to you. But you need to understand, so long as Aleah wants me, she’ll have me. I’m sorry, son, but there’s no changing that. Either you can come to grips with it, or you can’t.”

      His lips tighten and little lines form beside his eyes as he stares at me. I hate that what Aleah and I have has put a strain on my relationship with Bryan, but what I said was the truth. I love my son, but I love Aleah too. I would never be able to choose between the two, so I hope Bryan can learn to live with this change.

      After a moment of tense silence, he finally jerks up his chin.

      “This goes against everything inside me, but if this is what you two truly want, then there’s nothing I can do to stop you. I still don’t like it, and it’ll take me time to accept it, but it looks like I’ve got no choice.”

      “Thank you,” I say gruffly.

      Aleah walks straight into Bryan’s arms, and he embraces her tightly. He says something in her ear that has her nodding her head against his chest. Stuffing my hands into my pockets, I stand back and watch them. As weird as it may seem, given the circumstances, I still look at them as step-brother and step-sister.

      Bryan lets Aleah go and she moves back to my side, placing her hand on my stomach. Bryan watches as I put my arm around her waist, giving his head a little shake. A moment passes before his phone chirps from his pocket, and he pulls it out to look at the screen.

      “Charlotte will be here in a minute,” he comments. “I’m going to head her off before she comes in. I want to explain this to her myself.”

      I nod.

      We follow him to the front door just as Charlotte pulls into the driveway. Bryan turns back to us, holding the open door. His eyes move back and forth between Aleah and me before they settle on Aleah.

      “Just so you know, I’m never calling you Mom.”

      Aleah lets out a strangled laugh and Bryan and I chuckle.

      “I’d probably kick your ass if you ever did,” she says with laughter still in her eyes.

      “I’ll let you know if dinner is still on for tomorrow. Charlotte and I may need a few days.”

      “Understandable.”

      I hold my hand out to him. He looks at it a moment before grabbing it for a shake. I yank him forward and pat his back. In his ear, I whisper, “Thank you.”

      A grunt is his only reply.

      I can’t imagine how hard this is on him, and I don’t expect him to be kosher with it just yet, but I’m glad he’s willing to try.

      Aleah and I wave at Charlotte still sitting in the car as Bryan gets inside on the passenger side. Once they drive away, I close the door. Aleah’s facing me when I turn around, her head tilted to the side curiously.

      “You love me?” she asks softly.

      I pull her into my arms. Looking down, in a quiet voice matching hers, I ask, “Did you doubt it?”

      “Yes. No.” She shakes her head, looking unsure. “I don’t know. I mean, I know you love me, but I never dreamed you’d love me like you told Bryan.”

      I tuck a lock of hair behind her ear and leave my hand cupping her cheek. “It may have started out as innocent, but it grew into something more when I didn’t see you as my step-daughter anymore.”

      “I feel the same way.” Grabbing the back of my hand, she brings my palm to her mouth and places a soft kiss there. “I’ll always be grateful to you for being there for me growing up. You were a father to me when I needed one. But now, I don’t need or want you in that way anymore. My wants are much more,” she grins saucily at me as she takes my hand and presses it between her legs, “filthy.”

      A deep growl leaves my throat as I press the heel of my palm against her warm pussy. “My filthy little tease. Oh, the things I’m going to do to you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        SPENCER

      

      

      Looking out toward the backyard, I laugh as our son chases after my wife with the water hose. She giggles, darting this way and that, pretending like she’s trying to get away from him. She was watering the lilies she planted at the beginning of summer when Tyler offered to water them for her. She should have known better, and I could have warned her, but this way is so much more fun.

      Tyler turned six years old last week. From the moment he slipped into the world screaming his lungs out, he’s been a rambunctious child. Looking down at the tuft of black, fuzzy hair of my sleeping four-month-old daughter, I hope we dodged that bullet with Layla.

      A squeal comes from Tyler when Aleah manages to finagle the hose from him. It’s his turn to run from the cold blast of water.

      I look over my shoulder when the sliding glass door opens behind me to see Bryan, Charlotte, and their seven-year-old son, Parker, coming outside. Parker beelines it straight for the backyard. With only a year separating them, Tyler and Parker are as thick as thieves.

      I once asked Bryan if it was strange having a half-brother so young. He said it was more strange that his child was only one year older than his half-brother.

      “Gimme, gimme,” Charlotte says, coming straight for the sweet bundle lying on my chest, her arms already stretched out and her fingers wiggling.

      Kissing the top of my daughter’s head, I gently lift her up to Charlotte.

      I get up from my chair and walk over to the cooler, grabbing two bottles of beer by their neck and tossing one to Bryan. He catches it and twists off the top.

      “Looks like baby fever is getting to Charlotte,” I comment when she begins cooing to Layla. “Should I be expecting another grandchild soon?”

      “I’d say in about seven months.”

      My head jerks around to look at a grinning Bryan.

      “Holy shit, son!” Grabbing him by the back of the neck, I yank him forward into a back-slapping hug. “Congratulations!”

      “Thanks, Dad.” His smile is full of pride, as it should be.

      I walk over to Charlotte, who’s looking at both of us with her own proud smile.

      “You’re already a great mother.” I lean down and kiss her cheek. “My new grandchild will be blessed to have you two as parents.”

      “Thank you, Spencer.” She looks down at Layla and lifts a hand to smooth a finger over her chubby cheek. “Maybe this one will be as close to Layla as Parker and Tyler are.”

      “I have no doubt they will.”

      “What did I miss?” Aleah says, coming up the three steps to the patio. Her shirt is soaked, but she doesn’t have a care in the world. “Everyone looks mighty happy up here.”

      She comes to me, and I wrap an arm around her, kissing the top of her head.

      “Looks like you’re going to be a grandma again,” I answer, unable to keep the laughter from my voice.

      Aleah’s payback is a sharp pinch to my side. I laugh and let her go to rub the sore spot.

      “You are so not funny,” she says, giving me the stink eye, which only makes me laugh harder. I love this woman to distraction. She knows just what to do to keep me young.

      With a happy smile on her face, she moves to Bryan first and gives him a hug. She goes to Charlotte next, giving her a sideways hug since she’s holding Layla.

      “I can’t believe we’re going to have another set of babies close in age!”

      Charlotte laughs. “How about we make this the last set? Not sure how I’m going to be able to handle the morning sickness a second time, let alone a third.”

      “Hey, we agreed on a baseball team, remember?”

      Charlotte shoots Bryan a look that suggests he’s lost his mind. “No way am I doing this seven more times. You can carry the next one.”

      We all laugh.

      My eyes move back to Aleah as she takes Layla from Charlotte. As she looks down at our daughter, memories of a pregnant Aleah flash in my head.

      A baseball team created by my filthy little tease and me?

      Yeah, I wouldn’t mind that at all.
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