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 MORNING WOOD WAKES ME the day after Gena leaves for her two-month movie shoot in the Bahamas. I groan and roll out of bed. It's torture to marry the woman of your dreams, an actress with an incredible career, and then realize everyone else will see her more than you will.

I haven't yet figured out why Gena St. James chose me, an accountant. Accountant to the stars, sure, but still a nerdy numbers guy. I had a hopeless crush on Gena for almost twenty years, ever since I saw her first movie. She still has the scrap of a swimsuit she wore in the famous pool scene, and at 41, she can hold her own in it. Thinking about this will not help me get rid of my hard-on, though. To distract myself, I think of the three-hour meeting on my schedule for this morning. Finally, I'm able to take a piss.

With 45 minutes left until I have to be at the office, I jump into a cold shower. I should close my practice and become a kept man. We can afford it. I could be in the Bahamas at this very minute, wrapped around my gorgeous wife for a lunchtime quickie in her trailer.

My cell phone rings on the bathroom counter. I shut off the water, grab a towel, and put the phone to my wet ear.

"Miss me yet?" Gena says. Damn, just the sound of her voice wakes up my cock again. It pushes straight out from the towel. This is going to be a miserable two months.

"More than you know," I say. I lean against the counter and let the towel drop. Might as well take care of business now instead of fighting it all day in front of clients.

"Trust me, the time will pass quickly," she says. "And I'm always a phone call away. I'm sure we will have plenty to say to each other while we're apart."

The pressure builds fast as I stroke my cock, thinking of Gena's delicate hand pumping me. I try to answer her, but it comes out as kind of a grunt.

"You're getting off right now, aren't you?" Gena purrs. "My poor, lonely boy. If I were there, I would lean down and lick your cock to make sure you felt loved. I would suck you deep into my throat …"

I moan and almost drop the phone. My hand becomes her hot, wet mouth, eagerly pulling me in.

" … and tickle your sac until you couldn't hold it in any longer. You would come so hard, baby, I wouldn't even have to swallow."

Her words push me over the edge. I shout and come in a violent stream across the bathroom counter and mirror. I somehow manage to keep the phone to my ear.

"See?" she says. "Plenty to talk about."

"Tell me again how I snagged you?" I say, still breathing hard.

Gena laughs. "Why, dear, you understand my kinks."

"I love your kinks. And your legs. And your ass. And your—"

"Sweetheart, that's lovely, but I have to run now. I actually called to tell you that the twins decided to come home from New York for summer vacation after all. Their flight landed half an hour ago."

~ ~ ~

The twins. I'm their newly minted step-father, but I've only seen photographs of them. They're identical, and they're practically clones of their mother. They just finished their freshman year at NYU. And apparently, we have the pleasure of getting to know each other for the next two months.

What in the world are we going to do together for two months?

I make it to the office ten minutes late to my meeting. The next three hours pass like a glacier as I think about Gena in our bed. Swimming nude in our pool. Perched on our granite kitchen counter wearing nothing but her teal silk kimono.

"David, could you present your quarter-end report?" I snap out of my reverie at the mention of my name. I clear my throat and begin the presentation from my seat. My erection is too full to hide standing up.

It will be a long, frustrating summer.

~ ~ ~

The work day stretches until eight o'clock. I stop for a sandwich and a beer on the way home. Gena calls me as I'm draining the bottle.

"Still miss me?" she says.

I groan. "Gena, I'm never going to make it."

"Tanya and Tessa will distract you," she says. "I asked them to make sure you're a good boy while I'm so far away."

"So, they're my keepers? What if I don't want to be kept?"

She laughs. The sound makes me smile. It's one of the reasons her fans are devoted to her. No one laughs quite like Gena St. James.

"Go home and see your step-daughters, David. They've been dying to meet you."

~ ~ ~

I pull the Z4 in the front gate at nine. Gena uses a driver, but she bought me the BMW as a wedding present. The last thing I expect to see at the other end of our winding driveway is cars. Everywhere. I can't even reach the garage. I squeeze my car off to the side of the house and get out.

Music pounds out the double doors at the front of the house. I don't recognize the song, but it's clear I won't be taking a quiet swim and watching the game before bed. My LA haven has been raided.

I toss my computer bag in the coat closet in the foyer. Hot girls in bikinis and guys who look like models are posing all over the living room furniture, beer bottles in hand. More people mill around the pool in the backyard. The music is so loud, no one seems to notice me as I walk into the kitchen, where I can actually hear myself think. Two girls in red bikinis are leaning into our oversized commercial refrigerator. I can't help but to notice their identical, round asses covered by nothing but two thin strings. Their hips shift back and forth as they reach to the top shelf of the fridge. It's hypnotic.

"Hi, Dad. What's up?"

I flinch and look up to find my step-daughter Tessa looking back at me from the fridge, smirking. She shakes her ass playfully. I cringe when I feel a small twitch downstairs.

Wonderful. My wife has been gone for less than two days, and already I'm ogling my step-daughter.

I nod at each of them. "Tessa. Tanya."

I grab a glass from the cabinet, pour a shot of tequila, and throw it back. Rinse and repeat. The tequila creeps into my brain and makes me relax. The girls watch me and giggle.

"All better now, Dad?" Tanya says.

I smile. "Hard day at the office. Please call me David."

Tessa saunters around the island and loops her arm through mine. "We totally understand."

I catch the scent of jasmine. She's wearing Gena's perfume. I pull away from her.

"Good night, ladies," I say. "Please lock up after your guests leave." I sound like I'm a 60-year-old grandfather instead of a 32-year-old newlywed.

I take the bottle of tequila and my glass and make my way through the crowded living room to the bedroom. I'm thankful for the extra-thick door. I pull the curtains across the windowed wall that overlooks the pool and take off my office clothes.

The game is so dull, it puts me in a bored stupor, fueled by the tequila. I flip through the hundreds of channels on the 60-inch flat panel. I finally decide to put on one of Gena's movies, a sexy thriller from ten years ago. I pull a pair of her silk panties from the dresser and go back to bed.

The movie opens with a shot of Gena in the shower. The camera looks down on her from the shower head as she washes her face. Her breasts and ass are not in focus, but I can fill in the blanks. I bury my nose in her panties and breathe in Gena's scent: jasmine and the sweet musk of her body. She left this special, unwashed pair for me as a treat. I lay back on the pillow, my head spinning a little from the tequila, and think of her. I'm rock hard. At least, I think I am. My body feels a little numb.

I turn on my side to watch my wife on-screen and half-heartedly stroke my cock. The muffled beat of the dance music from the living room lulls me into a dreamy state. My hand turns into Gena's silky fingers on my dick. I feel the warmth of her body behind me, pushing her hips against my ass. I turn over, and she straddles me. Her long hair covers my face as she traps me under a deep kiss. She tastes so good, like strawberries and wine. I put one hand behind her neck to pull her tight against my mouth as I plunge my tongue into her.

She breaks our kiss and lets her hair trail down my face and chest. I try to raise my head, but the after-effects of the tequila keep me down. Damn, how much did I drink? I feel Gena's tongue on the head of my cock. It jumps a little at the touch. She giggles before going down on me.

Wait. Something's not right. That's not Gena's laugh. I look down as best I can without making my dizziness worse. All I see is a curtain of hair until she pulls it out of her way with one hand. Her other hand is wrapped around the bottom of my shaft as she sucks on the top half of my cock.

I hear another giggle, but it's from the side of the bed this time. "Tess, how many times have I told you to keep a hairband around your wrist? You can't give proper head like that."

Oh, hell. This isn't a dream; it's a nightmare. I sit up and firmly push Tessa off of me. I stumble to the bathroom just in time to puke.

I hear the twins giggling like mad from the other side of the door.

"When you feel better, come back out, Daddy. We want to play," one of them says in a sing-song voice.

All I can do is hold my head.

~ ~ ~

The next morning, I go in search of coffee. All the partygoers are gone, but our housekeeper is muttering to herself in the living room as she picks up bottles from the tables and floor. She turns on me when she realizes I'm standing there.

"David, I can't believe you'd do this the minute your lovely wife leaves town."

"It wasn't me, Carla. Talk to my lovely wife's daughters."

"Oh, the twins." She shakes her head and goes back to her cleaning. "I'm going to need hazard pay."

The coffee brings me halfway back to life. It also brings back what happened last night. I feel indignant at being tricked, but at the same time, a tiny part of me is not sorry it happened. It kills me to admit it. The twins don't have their mother's grace, but damn, they look so much like her. If Gena knew that I let her daughter blow me, I'd be mincemeat. So, why can't I stop replaying the image of Tessa going down on me?

~ ~ ~

Despite my hangover, I make it through the day at the office. I grab a slice on the way home, substituting a Coke for a beer. I can't remember the last time the thought of alcohol turned my stomach. Tequila is brutal the next morning.

Thankfully, no cars block the way to my garage, and the house is quiet. Gena calls me as I'm walking to the bedroom.

"Still miss me?"



"More than I can say."

"Are my daughters being good to you?"

I feel my face heat up. "We haven't had a chance to talk much yet."

"My girls can be a little wild," she says. "But I think you have more in common with them than you realize."

The image of Tessa's hair falling over my chest flashes in my mind again. I try to keep the next image from forming, but I can't. My cock twitches as I remember her lips locked on it.

I can tell Gena is tired, so I tell her good night, trying to reassure myself I've done nothing wrong. I was drunk. I thought it was a dream. The twins came into my room. Tessa touched me, climbed on me. When I realized what was happening, I stopped it. End of story.

Now, if I could just erase those images of my wife's daughter from my memory.

Carla worked her magic on the house. The living room is immaculate again. The kitchen is clean, with the countertops glowing with the under-cabinet lighting. The accountant part of my personality relaxes into the order around me.

I'm not sure where the twins are, but it doesn't appear they're home. When it's just Gena and me at home, we don't bother with swimsuits. I'm not taking any chances tonight. I change into my swim trunks and head out to the pool. I go straight to the deep end and dive in. The water cools my headache. I swim laps until my muscles burn, and then I climb onto a raft to drift around the pool.

After five minutes of floating, I hear one splash, and then a second splash. Guess who.

"Hey, Dad," one of the girls says.

I open my eyes to be polite, but I'm greeted with a pair of nude tits too perfect to be fake. Just like Gena's at that age. She started baring her breasts early in her movie career. Tanya grins and splashes me. Tessa pulls herself up on the foot of the raft. Neither one has a stitch of clothing on, just identical sets of curves.

"Feel better tonight?" Tessa says. Her wet hair is slicked back from her face. Water drops stick to her eyelashes and eyebrows, making them sparkle in the pool lights. When she smiles, all I can see is Gena in front of me. The burning begins low in my belly. When Tanya leans over my face, I try to turn away, but I can't. I don't resist when she licks my bottom lip and then devours my mouth. She tastes like coconut. I push my tongue past hers, hungry. Tessa goes to the side of the raft opposite her sister. While Tanya and I shove our tongues deep into each other, Tessa kisses her way down my chest. I reach down to straighten my hardening cock in my shorts. My hand brushes against Tessa's breast. That's when I lose the last bit of my control.

I sit up and slide off the raft next to Tessa. I push her to the side of pool and lean my body against hers. I take her breast in my hand, pinching the nipple as I plunge my tongue into her mouth. Tanya closes in behind me and pulls my swim trunks down. I kick them the rest of the way off. She puts one arm around my waist and the other on my ass. I go still for a minute, relishing the high of being between two beautiful women. I ignore the nagging voice that reminds me these are my wife's daughters. At this moment, I feel closer to Gena than I ever have. I cling to this illusion as I resume kissing Tessa.

I hear Tanya duck underwater behind me. She steadies herself between my legs, and then I feel feathery touches on my sac. She's blowing a stream of bubbles against the sensitive skin. The sensation makes my cock twitch and jump against Tessa's belly. Tanya comes up for air behind me. I'm already on the edge. I moan and pull back from Tessa's lips. Instead, I kiss my way down her neck and shoulder. She shivers a little and smiles, letting her head fall to one side. I continue down to her breast and take the hard nipple into my mouth. She grasps my head in her hands to hold me against her. I bite and suck, gently at first, and then harder. She moans.

Tanya dips underwater again. This time, she goes straight for my cock. With limited air, she skips the overture and pulls me into her mouth as far as she can. Her lips form a water-tight seal around my dick, and she sucks hard. I shout when I feel the sudden jolt. Tanya releases me and surfaces again.

The edge is closer than ever, but I don't want to end this yet. I hold my dick firmly and talk myself down. The ache grows, but I'm no longer on a hair-trigger.

I put the raft on the side of the pool. I first lift Tanya and then Tessa onto it, side by side.

"Lie back." They look at each other and then obey me.

"Tanya, put your hand here." I move her hand to her pussy. "Watch me closely and think about what I'm doing to Tessa."

I watch to make sure she starts touching herself before I turn to Tessa. Without another word, I push Tessa's leg up against her chest, opening her shaved pussy. I catch her sweet, musky scent, just like Gena's, and feel another jolt. I bury my face in her folds, licking off the chlorinated water to get to her juices. She whimpers and leans her leg against my head as I lap her up. I find her erect bud and circle it with my tongue, relishing how hard it is. Tessa moans and twists on the raft. I tighten my grip on her leg and fuck her deeply with my tongue. Alternating between her clit and that sugary hole makes Tessa shout and pull both her legs tight around my head. I ride with her as she comes.

Tanya echoes her sister's cries, and I realize she watched closely, as I ordered. Knowing this makes me double over for a minute to try to control the orgasm that wants to explode from me. Tanya slides back into the pool and takes my hand. We wade to the steps in the shallow end. I close my eyes and try to push the image of divorce papers from my mind. If Gena finds out what I've done, what I'm about to do, I'm a dead man. My young marriage will plow right through the honeymoon stage to divorce court.

I hear Tessa behind us. I look back to see that she's dragging the raft. She lays it down on the steps like a makeshift bed.

"You need to lie there," she says to me. Tanya is standing next to the raft. She nods.

I hesitate, feeling like I'm ruining my life right here in the pool. When I look at these girls, though, I can't stop. I can't walk away. They are so beautiful, so much like their mother. My cock is burning with need. It's too late to turn back.

I settle myself on the raft with my back against the side of the pool. My dick stands straight up out of the water like a mast. Tanya straddles me, and then leans over to kiss me. The pressure of her body against my cock is almost too much. Foreplay is over. I grab her ass and lift her up. She impales herself on my cock. I moan loudly and throw my head back against the raft. From the side, Tessa leans over and kisses me aggressively, plunging her tongue into my mouth. Tanya begins her ride with several slow thrusts. Her sister moves to my neck, biting and sucking. I feel like I'm floating as Tanya fucks me faster. She throws her full weight against me, slamming me to the hilt each time.

My cock explodes into her with a fiery shot of cum. I buck against her with each spurt until I'm empty.

I just fucked my step-daughter. Both my step-daughters. And it felt fucking incredible.

I'm a dead man.

~ ~ ~

"Still miss me?"

I blush when I hear her voice, as if she's already confronted me about being with her daughters. A confession paces along the back of my tongue.

Gena sounds tired. She tells me about yesterday's shooting schedule. They kept her on the set until one in the morning. A new wave of guilt comes over when I realize she was working her ass off while I was taking advantage of our living situation.

"Gena, I …" I trail off, not knowing how to tell her what happened.

"The girls tell me they finally had a night alone with you."

I freeze. She already knows.

"David, you said you love my kinks, right?"

"Yes, I do. Very much."

"I should have told you before anything happened, but last night was … one of my kinks."

"I don't understand," I say.

"I asked the girls to come home for the summer," she says in a low voice. "I had to make sure you were taken care of, and I wanted to keep it in the family."

"In the family?" I know I sound like an idiot. This feels surreal, though, and I don't trust my ears.

"Yes, dear. In the family. I hope you had as much fun as the girls did last night."

I look up at the ceiling and ask the universe what I did right to marry into a family of gorgeous, kinky women.

It's a great life here in Hollywood, especially for a nerdy accountant to the stars.

 






 Excerpt from Father & Son Double Team

I KNOW WITHOUT LOOKING that Brent is watching me again from his bedroom window. He keeps the shades turned down just enough to make it look like they're closed, but his eyes are wide open. Like father, like son. The first week Mom brought home Brent's dad, Derek, I caught him peeping at me while I was changing clothes in my bedroom. While they were married, he controlled himself. Brent is eighteen, though. Control is years away for him.

Putting on a show for my step-brother almost seems too easy, especially when Derek is out. Even though Mom moved out after the divorce, I come to the house often to swim. I've done all the usual tricks by the pool: the sensual suntan lotion rub, the fake bikini drop, and the slow water drip on overheated skin. Today, I want to be original. I want him to jerk it so hard, he walks with a limp for the rest of the day.

I'm such a bitch. Blondes may have more fun, but blonde bitches have the most fun of all.

My bikini top is already hanging off the back of my lounge chair. I look around as if I'm nervous about being seen, and then I wriggle out of my bikini bottom. I dive into the pool for foreplay.

I start with some slow laps up and down the pool to remind Brent how athletic I am. Who doesn't love to fuck a toned woman? Then, I float on my back to show him my perfect Brazilian wax and twin peaks. My long, blond hair shimmers around my head like a fan in the water. When I grow bored with this part of the show, I climb out of the pool and lie down on the lounge chair again. It's time for the main event.

Father & Son Double Team is available now. Visit http://ragdollbones.com for all buying options.





 Excerpt from Go Down, Daddy

I SIT IN THE BACK of the plane from Denver to Dallas, thankful for the noise-canceling headphones Charles sent me for my nineteenth birthday in April. In my sound-proofed head, I pretend the girl next to me isn't leaning her thigh against mine in her sleep. I close my eyes and picture Charles next to me instead. His leg presses into mine, transferring his heat to my body. He takes my hand and lifts it to his lips. The feathery touch of his lips and breath on my skin makes me burn for him. I can't wait to touch his cock, which is clearly outlined in his boxers. It twitches when I reach toward him.

Someone taps me on the arm.

"Um, what are you doing?" the girl next to me says.

I look down and find that I have a tight grip on her bare thigh. I blush and let go.

"Sorry, I was dreaming," I mumble.

She nods off again as if nothing happened. I spend the rest of the flight trying to keep my eyes open so I won't grope her again. Fuck, I need to see Charles.

My freshman year at college was almost perfect. When my dorm roommate Jill is nervous about a test, she cleans obsessively. I never have to do anything in our room. It's always ready to entertain. Jill is as gorgeous as she is smart, so double-dates are a given. The dates always end in our room. Sometime during the night, we usually switch guys so that we both get a two-for-one deal. Our friends call us swingers-in-training. We tell them we deserve our extracurricular fun because we each maintain a 4.0 GPA.

Still, I've missed Charles. I imagine him alone in our house and worry that he feels abandoned. We agreed I couldn't turn down a full scholarship in Denver. I didn't think it would be so hard to leave him, though.

After we land, the line to exit the plane moves slower than a funeral procession. The girl I groped keeps bumping into my ass as we trudge forward. Knowing Charles will be waiting for me at the baggage claim makes me more and more impatient. When I finally make it to the door of the plane, I jog down the ramp into the building. The revolving door into the baggage area slows me down, but through the glass, I see Charles standing next to one of the baggage carousels. His sandy-colored hair has grown a few inches since I saw him last summer. I like it. It makes him look more casual. Of course, his faded jeans and scuffed black cowboy boots just add to his charm.

I dash out of the revolving door. My backpack slides to the floor at Charles' feet, and I hug him as hard as I can. So much for containing myself.

"Hey, girl," he says. "You finally came home to dear old Dad."

Go Down, Daddy is available now. Visit http://ragdollbones.com for all buying options.





 Excerpt from Kiss Her Ass

THE HANDWRITTEN SIGN next to the classroom door says, "Ass-Kissing 101." The guys on my team signed me up for "How to Advance Your Career by Recognizing Other People's Achievements." When I busted them, they promised to come, too. All I can say is they'd better buy the first round at Double Peaks for making me sit through this class. Pamela the Perky works Wednesday nights, and I never miss a week with her. Her name says it all: Those full, high breasts and perfect ass keep me going through my week of spreadsheets and conference calls at Dull, Inc.

I push open the door to find the room empty. Damn, they set me up. I'm ten minutes late, and they're not even here. Assholes. I turn to leave, but I before I can take a step, I run smack into a woman. I apologize and step backward.

"Where do you think you're going, Mr. Miller?" she says. She crosses her arms across her more-than-generous breasts, which are straining against a tight suit jacket. My pulse speeds up in my ears and groin. My eyes follow the pinstripes down to her equally tight skirt. It's surprising the seams are holding. Fishnet stockings cover her legs, right down to her red heels. I haven't met many corporate trainers who wear fishnets and stilettos to class.

"How do you know my name?" I say.

She smiles as if we have a secret joke. "I'm Ms. Divine. I think you should sit down, there, on the front row."

Ah, a stripper. It looks like I'm the one who should be buying drinks for the guys. I don't try to hide my growing erection as I sit on the desk. It's clear this is a one-on-one class tonight, and I plan to give it my full, undivided attention.

Kiss Her Ass is available now. Visit http://ragdollbones.com for all buying options.
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