

    
        
          Forbidden Fruits

        

        
        
          C.E. Ireland

        

        
          Published by CelticErotica, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FORBIDDEN FRUITS

    

    
      First edition. May 14, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 C.E. Ireland.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235783904

    

    
    
      Written by C.E. Ireland.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Sign up for C.E. Ireland's Mailing List

Further Reading: Room for Cream

Also By C.E. Ireland

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


Forbidden Fruit

For seven long years, Jack Mercer had spent his nights sleeping in barracks Humvees temporary military housing and even sand-blasted compounds that reeked of gun oil bleach wet canvas and exhausted men.

Finally, as the evening sun bathed the street in a golden glow, he pulled his truck into Steven Barrera’s driveway.  The quiet suburban neighbourhood outside San Diego felt strangely artificial. 

At thirty eight, Jack carried himself differently than the restless college kid who used to sit in the back row of Steven’s criminal psychology lectures almost two decades earlier. 

The Marines had hardened him in ways he still did not entirely understand, carving lean muscle onto his frame and replacing youthful impulsiveness with the kind of constant awareness that never really shut off.

Steven had been one of the few people who kept writing him while he was overseas.

Long rambling emails.

Stories about university politics, old professors losing their minds, sports scores, bad knees, and updates about his daughter growing up.

After his discharge, Jack had started driving state to state visiting people who mattered before deciding what came next in his life, and Steven’s house had become one of the stops he looked forward to most.

Steven answered the front door grinning like no time had passed at all.

“Jackie boy,” he laughed, pulling him into a rough hug that smelled like charcoal smoke and beer. “You ugly bastard, look at you.”

Jack laughed tiredly and dropped his duffel beside the door. “Good to see you too, Prof.”

Steven looked mostly the same, just older around the edges. Heavier through the stomach now, thick dark moustache flecked with grey, reading glasses hanging from the collar of a wrinkled polo shirt while classic rock drifted from deeper inside the house. 

The place smelled lived in and comfortable, furniture polish mixing with stale coffee, grilled onions, and cold recycled air fighting against the summer heat outside.

“You hungry?” Steven asked immediately. “I made enough food to feed a damn army.”

“I could eat.”

“That’s what I like to hear.”

Jack followed him inside while Steven talked almost nonstop, the way professors did whenever they found someone willing to listen, and Jack found himself smiling more than he had in months just hearing normal conversation instead of radio chatter and commands barked over gunfire.

Then he saw her.

At first it was only movement in the living room beyond the hallway. A blonde woman stretching on a yoga mat while sunlight from the back windows slid across long athletic legs and smooth tan skin.

Then she stood. Then she turned.

And Jack stopped walking entirely.

Sophia Barrera.

Not a little girl anymore.

Not even remotely close.

Steven had shown him photos over the years. Birthdays. Graduation pictures. Family vacations.

None of them had prepared him for the woman standing barefoot in the living room.

Her blonde hair was tied high into a ponytail that hung down the centre of her back, thick and glossy under the lights, and she wore tiny blue gym shorts that clung tightly enough to show every flex of her gymnast thighs along with a pink sports bra stretched aggressively across full heavy breasts that bounced slightly when she moved. 

Her waist was narrow, stomach toned and flat, hips wide enough to turn simple movement into something overtly sexual without any apparent effort.

And she immediately caught him staring.

Sophia smiled slowly.

“Well,” she said, eyes sliding openly across him, “Dad wasn’t kidding. You really are the full package.”

Steven barked out a laugh while Jack felt warmth creep briefly into his face despite himself.

“Sophia,” Steven warned halfheartedly.

“What?” She grinned wider. “I’m being welcoming.”

Jesus Christ.

Jack saw her eyes dip lower toward the outline beneath his jeans.

She’s staring at my cock.

He cleared his throat. “Nice to meet you.”

“Oh, we technically met before,” she replied, stepping closer and offering her hand. “You probably just don’t remember because I was twelve.”

Jack shook her hand.

Immediate mistake.

Her fingers lingered slightly too long around his palm and she smelled faintly of coconut lotion and sweat from her workout.

“I think I remember now,” he said carefully.

Steven rolled his eyes. “Can we at least get through dinner before the flirting starts?”

Sophia laughed and walked backward toward the living room without taking her eyes off Jack.

“No promises.”

The evening blurred pleasantly after that.

Steven grilled burgers while old rock music played through kitchen speakers and Jack drank beer on the back patio listening to stories about former classmates, divorces, faculty scandals, and retired professors who had apparently gone completely insane. 

Crickets buzzed loudly in the warm dark outside while charcoal smoke drifted lazily through the humid air.

Sophia floated in and out of the evening constantly.

Changing clothes twice for no reason Jack could identify except deliberate torture.

First tiny shorts and an oversized college hoodie with nothing underneath.

Then a thin tank top that revealed the shape of her nipples every time she leaned over the kitchen counter.

Every time Steven looked away, her entire expression changed. Playful smiles sharpened into something openly hungry.

Jack tried ignoring it.

Tried.

But Sophia kept touching him whenever she passed by. Fingers brushing his shoulder. Leaning too close while showing him pictures on her phone. Pressing her thigh lightly against his leg under the dinner table while laughing at jokes that were not remotely funny.

By the time Steven handed him a towel and told him to shower after the long drive, Jack already knew he was in serious trouble.

The upstairs guest bathroom filled quickly with steam while hot water pounded against his sore shoulders.

Jack closed his eyes and tried forcing thoughts of Sophia out of his head.

It did not work.

Every image came back clearer instead.

The way she looked at him like she had already imagined him naked.

He stepped out of the shower still hard from thinking about her.

Then came the knock.

“Dad? You still in there?”

Sophia.

Jack froze.

The door opened before he answered and she slipped inside carrying folded towels against her chest, stopping immediately when she saw him standing there with only a towel wrapped around his waist.

“Oh,” she said softly.

Neither moved.

Steam drifted between them while the bathroom fan hummed overhead.

Jack cleared his throat. “Nothing beats a good shower they say.”

“Mhm.”

Her eyes stayed low.

Very low.

Then Jack noticed her breathing quicken slightly.

“You’ve been staring at me all night,” he said quietly.

Sophia leaned against the sink. “Can you blame me?”

The oversized hoodie slipped off one shoulder, exposing smooth skin and the thin strap of a pink bra.

Jack exhaled slowly. “You’re Steven’s daughter.”

“I’m eighteen.” She shrugged lightly. “I do what I want with who I want.”

She stepped closer.

Close enough that he could smell mint toothpaste beneath the coconut lotion.

“You know what I kept thinking during dinner?” she whispered.

Jack swallowed. “What?”

“If you looked that big soft...” Her tongue slid slowly across her lower lip. “...what the hell do you look like hard?”

The towel twitched instantly.

Sophia laughed softly under her breath.

“There it is.”

Before Jack could stop her, she slid her hand beneath the towel and wrapped her fingers around him.

“Fuuuck,” she breathed immediately.

Jack dropped his head briefly against the wall. “Sophia...”

“You’re enormous.” She gasped.

Her hand moved slowly while he hardened fully in her grip, thick enough she could not completely close her fingers around him. Sophia stared downward in open fascination while she stroked him harder.

“My God...”she said. 

“You shouldn’t be doing this,” Jack muttered weakly.

“But you want me to.”

That was the problem.

He did.

Badly.

Sophia dropped to her knees without another word and pulled the towel away completely.

The expression on her face nearly destroyed his remaining self control.

“Oh my God.”

She hesitated for half a second once he was finally exposed in front of her, breath catching softly in her throat while the smell of sweat, skin, and sex hung thick in the warm room. The bedside lamp painted amber light across the hard lines of his stomach and the heavy length resting against him, flushed and already twitching for her attention.

Her fingers wrapped around him first.

Slowly.

Carefully.

Like she wanted to feel every inch before she did anything else.

“Jesus...” she whispered under her breath, staring at the thickness in her hand.

I want to know what he tastes like before I lose control.

She leaned closer, blonde ponytail sliding over her shoulder while her lips parted slightly. Her tongue touched the underside first, tentative at first, just a soft wet drag from base to tip, tasting salt and heat. A little shiver rolled through her shoulders afterward, like the flavour alone made something tighten low in her belly.

Jack groaned immediately.

“Fuck... baby...”

The sound encouraged her.

She smiled faintly against him before pressing a kiss to the swollen tip. Then another. Slow open mouthed kisses, lips glossy as she worked lower, tongue tracing along the thick vein underneath while her hand stroked him lazily in time with each kiss.

Wet.

Messy.

Adoring.

A string of saliva clung briefly when she pulled back.

She looked up at him through her lashes while giving another slow lick over the head, tasting him properly this time, humming softly at the flavour before wrapping her lips around just the tip.

“Mmnh...”

Jack’s head tipped back instantly.

Her mouth was warm and sloppy already, tongue circling him while spit coated every inch she could reach. She took more gradually, inch by inch, cheeks hollowing softly as she tried adjusting to the sheer size stretching her mouth open.

His hand slid into her ponytail.

Not forcing.

Just holding.

Feeling.

“God, look at you...”

That praise alone made her push further.

She forced herself down another inch and immediately gagged around the thickness.

“Ghhk...”

Saliva spilled from the corner of her mouth onto her wrist, but instead of stopping she whimpered softly and tried again, breathing hard through her nose while her lips stretched obscenely around him.

Jack groaned louder this time, fingers tightening in her hair.

“Fuck... fuck, just like that...”

Her eyes watered almost instantly once she pushed deeper. She kissed at the base between attempts, panting little breaths against him while spit dripped down
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