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      I was happy when my father found love again.

      What I hated was that not only was his new wife the same age as me, but I was pretty sure she was a sea witch created solely to make my life as miserable as possible.

      A wedding should have been a joyous time. Instead, I kicked back the champagne until my inhibitions were shot and let a much older man lead me to a darkened corner to give me the best sex I ever had.

      That one-night stand should have been just that, but it was hard to not think about the silver fox who gave me more orgasms than I thought were humanly possible. 

      It wasn't until a family dinner, when my new stepmother invited her dad over, that I realized the man I let screw my brains out was none other than her father. 

      I should have felt shame for what I’d done—the forbidden encounter that lived rent-free in my head. But the only thought that crossed my mind was…

      Take my daddy, and I’ll take yours.
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      Dry, passionless, and boring sex would be preferable to watching my father marry a woman who was my age.

      “You look like you just smelled something awful,” my best friend Cambry—and my plus-one for this shit show—said, standing beside me at the bar but clearly not feeling half as uncomfortable as I was.

      “I’m currently smelling and looking at something that makes me want to gag.”

      Cambry chuckled. “So dramatic, Mina. It’s not that bad.”

      I glanced at her and gaped. “Not that bad? This is the worst fucking thing!” My voice had risen, and a few people standing close to the bar looked at me with nasty expressions. “Not only is Amber a year younger than me, Cambry. But every time I go to visit my dad, she all but mauls him.” I covered my mouth with a hand, feeling bile rise. “She does that shit on purpose.”

      “Why would she do it on purpose?”

      I shrug and take a long pull from my champagne flute. “She’s petty and jealous. Pretty sure she’s afraid my dad loves me more than her or something. She’s obviously used to being the center of attention.”

      “That’s weird.”

      I nod. “Tell me about it. Evidently, she doesn’t know loving your daughter and loving your wife is really different.”

      “Oh God,” Cambry said and scrunched up her nose.

      “You have no idea how nasty it is seeing her make out with and all but dry hump my dad five feet from where I stand.” I let my gaze travel over to the bride. My new stepmother. A woman who was only twenty-three, whom I’d gone to high school with, and who’d been a mega bitch even then. “I wish the years since she graduated would have been kinder to her disposition, but it’s safe to say she became even more of a bitch in that time.”

      Cambry chuckled and brought her champagne flute to her mouth, taking a slow sip as she scanned the crowd. “Your dad wasted no expense on the wedding, did he?”

      I glanced over at my best friend. I’d known Cambry for the past five years. We were matched as dorm roommates, and we just clicked. I was pretty sure we were separated at birth, given the fact that we liked and disliked just about all the same things.

      She was also the only person I could truly bitch and moan to about Amber. Nobody else would fully understand or tolerate me being so negative.

      They would just assume I was jealous of my father’s new bride.

      That wasn’t it, though. I just thought he deserved better.

      If she were different now, kinder, I wouldn’t even care that Amber was so young. But she wasn’t a good person—at least, not to me—and I remembered she had a nasty attitude in high school too. 

      Yet… I also couldn’t lie and say she didn’t make my father happy. And as I stared at the happy couple now, I couldn’t deny that he genuinely loved her.

      “Listen, your dad is hot as hell⁠—”

      I felt my stomach roil at hearing Cambry say that.

      “—but he’s also loaded. I mean, maybe she’s just a gold-digger.”

      I exhaled and snagged another glass of champagne from a passing server. “Yeah. I thought about that plenty of times. But when I offended Dad by bringing it up, I never mentioned it again.”

      I looked around the lavish reception hall. He really had spared no expense, but my father wasn’t stingy with the money he earned. His love language was gift-giving, and as an executive of a Fortune 500 company, he wasn’t hurting for cash. But he also wasn’t frivolous.

      “Well, it’s not his first wedding, but it’s his first ceremony.” I thought about what I remembered with my mother.

      I knew she and my father had been high-school sweethearts. They’d had a good decade together before my mom went through some kind of midlife crisis and had an affair with one of my father’s business partners.

      He became a divorcee who had to navigate life with that cloud of betrayal hanging over him. And he’d been left with a little girl to raise, because apparently my mother’s new lifestyle didn’t include kids.

      And I hadn't heard from or spoken to her since. 

      I’d seen him casually date while I grew up, but he never found anything substantial or long-term. So even if I loathed Amber and found her grossly immature, she made him happy, and that's all I cared about.

      My focus went to my father, who stood proudly beside his new bride. I looked at the way he stared down at her, the corner of his mouth tipped up. I wanted a man to look at me like that one day—like the sun rose and set with my next breath.

      “She is beautiful though,” Cambry murmured and stared across the reception hall. 

      “Yeah, she’s beautiful, but that doesn’t negate the fact that she’s a sea witch.”

      Cambry laughed so hard champagne sprayed out of her mouth and nose. A few people looked over with irritation and disgust on their faces before moving away.

      I slapped Cambry’s back a couple of times as she grabbed a handful of napkins to clean up the geyser that came out of her.

      “Mina, she can’t be that bad,” she wheezed out.

      I stared at Amber. “She has absolutely zero class when it comes to me being over there and visiting my father. I don’t want to see her grinding her ass against his crotch or thrusting her chest out and asking him if he can see her nipples through her shirt.”

      Cambry stared at me wide-eyed. “Girl, no she didn’t.”

      “Oh yes, she did.” The champagne started working its way through me, doing its magic as my tense muscles began to relax. “And I know it makes him slightly uncomfortable, because he gives me these embarrassed, unsure glances. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve had to excuse myself because I thought I was literally going to throw up.”

      I finished my second glass of champagne, set it on the counter, and looked around the room eagerly for another server. I definitely needed one more ASAP. My face felt flushed, and I touched my cheek, feeling the warmth coming through.

      “I will say Amber’s cousin is a hot piece of ass,” my best friend mumbled.

      My gaze moved to Jackson. I’d never officially met him. He was older than me and had already graduated high school by the time I started.

      “He’s a manwhore,” I said easily. “Even after he graduated, his reputation for sticking his dick in anything that moved was legendary.”

      “Hmmm,” Cambry hummed, and there was a little curl of her lips. “That’s good. Means he won’t expect anything more from me.” She tossed back her champagne, turned to face me, and cocked a perfectly shaped blonde eyebrow.

      “Get it, girl.” I leaned back against the bar and watched her smile grow.

      She pulled down the bodice of her dress a little, her cleavage popping up, and touched up her lip gloss. I chuckled as she sauntered over to Jackson, her hips swinging so much I was surprised she didn’t knock anyone over on her way.

      Watching Cambry flirt was like watching Medusa turn a man to stone. They never stood a chance. Her beauty, sex-appeal, and the way she could reel them in—dangling exactly what they wanted in front of them—made the men putty in her hands.

      I could have watched her work her magic all night, but nature called. I turned and wove my way through the crowd, smiling at the people I recognized. Now that I was on the move, the champagne hit differently.

      I pushed through the double doors of the reception hall and made my way to the bathroom. Thankfully, it was empty, and after doing my business and washing my hands, I stared at my reflection.

      My blonde hair was up in a stylish chignon—the hairstyle Amber had chosen for all her bridesmaids. I’d been surprised she even asked me to be in her wedding party. She liked me as much as I did her. And I had a sinking suspicion my father had pressed it.

      I smoothed a finger over one of my rosy cheeks. I at least had to give Amber credit. She hadn’t shoved the bridal party into hideous dresses.

      The light-blue chiffon material molded to my curvaceous body. I smoothed my hands along the buttery-soft material. I had to admit I looked good in it, with my large breasts framed by the bodice, my cleavage peeking out just a little to hint at my femininity.

      I looked incredible in this dress—but it was safe to say that thought was the alcohol talking. Although it had taken me years to love myself and my body, I was never openly vain about my appearance now that I did. 

      “Maybe no more champagne,” I murmured to myself and left the bathroom. I was so focused on fixing the bodice of my dress that I didn’t see the person right in front of me until my body slammed into a hard, very male chest.

      A surprised sound ripped from my throat as I stumbled back before falling to my ass. The man grunted from the impact and reached out, presumably to catch me, but it was too late. I was already sprawled on the ground, my dress having made its way up my thighs, my black Louboutin heels the only classy thing about me at that moment.

      “Ah, darling, I’m sorry. That’ll teach me to be on my phone instead of paying attention to my surroundings.”

      My body instantly reacted to the sound of that husky voice coming from right above me.

      The normal thing to do would be to fix my dress and pull my ass off the floor before I looked up. But nope—right now, I was more interested in getting a glimpse of the man who had a voice that could make my nipples bead up like I was outside and bare-chested on a cold morning.

      He was standing before me and still had his hand outstretched, but I sat there on the floor, looking my fill like I'd never seen a gorgeous man in all my life.

      He was tall, and not because I was at his feet. He had to be over six feet, and the suit he wore did nothing to hide his muscular physique.

      His gray hair was cut short and brushed stylishly across his forehead. He had to be as old as my dad, but good God, the man made my body tingle in the most obnoxious way. I should have been embarrassed that I was openly gawking at this stranger, taking in the pure masculinity of his face and body. I was even digging the silver scruff covering his cheeks and jaw, like he either didn’t have time to shave or just didn’t give a shit about it.

      “You gonna take what I’m offering, sweetheart?”

      I sucked in a breath at those words. My mind went straight into the gutter. Sir, I’ll take whatever you offer. Thankfully, I was coherent enough and didn’t spew the word vomit. I took his hand and let him pull me up. My heels caught on the edge of my dress, and I stumbled forward, my palms slapping his chest, his hands gripping my waist.

      “Easy there.” His voice was deep and low, his focus on me, his eyes half-lidded.

      Damn, for a man his age, he was rock-solid. I could
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