
Made For Daddy’s Pleasure

AGE GAP EROTIC ROMANCE

HERE’S MORE OF THE FORBIDDEN COMING SOON

––––––––

[image: Taboo For Two: Age Gap Erotica by [Zodian Gray]]



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

    
    

    
      MADE FOR DADDY'S PLEASURE

    

    
      First edition. March 14, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Zodian Gray.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393726067

    

    
    
      Written by Zodian Gray.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Zodian Gray

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Suckle Sirens- 9 Mega Milking Stories

          
        
          
	          Bad Boys Make the Best Lovers

          
        
          
	          Made For Daddy's Pleasure

          
        
          
	          Good Girl Gone Bad

          
        
          
	          Taboo For Two

          
        
          
	          Virgin To Vixen

          
        
          
	          Italian Sugar Daddy

          
        
          
	          Lactating In Lockdown

          
        
          
	          Milking Mia

          
        
          
	          Milking Moms

          
        
          
	          Then Came Brody

          
        
          
	          My Pregnant Lover

          
        
          
	          The Billionaire's Taboo Sex Toy

          
        
          
	          The Mountain Man's Bride

          
        
          
	          Seven Short and Steamy Stories

          
        
          
	          Sex at Work

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Zodian Gray

Made For Daddy's Pleasure

HARLOW | PART-1

HARLOW | PART 2

JONAH | PART 1

JONAH | PART 2

HARLOW | PART 3

Sign up for Zodian Gray's Mailing List

Further Reading: Bad Boys Make the Best Lovers

Also By Zodian Gray

About the Author

About the Publisher

[image: Virgin To Vixen: Reverse Harem Taboo Erotica by [Zodian  Gray]]

HARLOW

PART-1

HARLOW

PART 2

JONAH

PART 1

JONAH

PART 2

HARLOW

PART 3

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

HARLOW

PART-1


[image: ]


“That’s a really nice ass you got there, girlie.”

The slap across my backside made me jump. I turned around to face my elderly customer. He’d asked for more ice tea, he hadn’t asked if he could touch my butt. I bit my bottom lip and forced my legs to move in the direction of the kitchen. When I’d managed that feat, I reached for the biggest cup we had and filled it with ice and tea. I took a deep breath and walked back to the table where Mr. Happy Hands and his three friends were laughing and shoveling food into their mouths. He reached for the glass and made sure his fingers touched mine. I turned to walk away and that’s when he grabbed my left cheek. I felt his hard yellow nails through my cheap shorts.

Anger and humiliation raged up inside me. This was too much. I’d told him I didn’t appreciate his slaps and he’d moved to assaulting me. I had to let him know I wasn’t going to stand for his behavior anymore. I turned and calmly picked up his tea and threw it in his face. I threw it hard enough for the ice to sting his wrinkly old skin. The table and half of the restaurant went quiet. Mr. Happy Hands stared at me, while tea dripped into his slack mouth and his rheumy eyes filled with so much shock that it took a few minutes before his dirty mind registered the pool of ice and tea in his lap. He jumped up and started sputtering and his loose jowls made my stomach turn.

“What the hell did you do that for?!” He grabbed a handful of napkins and dabbed at his crotch. 

I turned and walked back to the kitchen area with the acrylic cup. If it had been glass I think I would’ve crushed it in my hand. My entire body shook from anger.  That old man came in every day and he’d been harassing me. It’d taken two months for me to finally snap and I was proud of myself for lasting that long.

Monica, one of my co-workers rushed into the drinks area where I stood trying to compose myself.

“You threw a drink in Mr. Bradley’s face!” Her blue eyes bulged out.

“He got what he deserved,” I muttered.

“He’s an old man and a very good tipper.”

“I don’t sell my body for tips.”

She stiffened and her eyes narrowed. “So you’re calling the rest of us prostitutes.”

I sighed. “I’m not saying that. I just don’t like people touching me and I’m not going to tolerate it for a few dollars.”

“Then you should tell him that not throw a glass of ice tea in his face.”

We both turned toward the kitchen where Mavis, the boss, stood in the doorway. Her big face was red with anger and even before she stomped over to me, I knew I was fired. She got right in my face.

“George Bradley has been coming to this diner since my father opened it in the sixties. I grew up calling him uncle. You have been here for two months. Now which one of you do you think is more important to me?”

“Has he been sexually harassing women since the sixties?”

“You have about as much time in my place as it takes for me to write you a check. Get your shit and come to my office!” She turned and stomped through the kitchen to the little office she kept at the back of the diner and I marched behind her. 

I didn’t have a bag or anything to grab. I kept my house keys in my pocket and I got money for the bus every day from tips, of which I had a lot. It was only men like Mr. Bradley that I didn’t get along with. I took care of my customers because I was grateful to have a job, and one that didn’t require much of me. I could take orders and pour coffee and iced tea, which didn’t require much thinking, though I had to remind myself to smile every once in a while. The other waitresses probably thought I was stuck up but I wasn’t. Smiling and chit chat just didn’t come easy for me. I folded my check and placed it in my pocket along with the tips I’d collected for the morning and walked out of the diner. I would go home, take a shower to scrub the grease off me from this one, and go inquiring at the next. I hadn’t been there long enough to form any attachments, though I doubted even two years would’ve made much of a difference. I didn’t form attachments easily.

I had a studio apartment on the other side of town. It was a broom closet with a bathroom but I didn’t have to share it with anyone. I bought the local paper and scanned the job section on the bus ride home. By the time the fifteen-minute ride ended, I’d circled ten possibilities and was feeling pretty good. Restaurant work wasn’t hard to find in a big city like New Orleans. My dream was to not have to work for anyone, though if there was one thing I’d learned in my short eighteen years on this earth; it was that dreams never came true, at least not for someone like me.

The walk from the bus stop to my apartment took about three minutes. I took in the quietness of my surroundings as I walked up the dingy steps of my apartment complex.

“You’re home early today.”

I smiled at Mrs. Lamont. She stood on her balcony smoking a cigarette. She said her husband had the nose of a bloodhound and could smell when she’d been smoking in the house. I’d heard them fighting about it many times until she’d decided to smoke outside. She always had sponge curlers in her dark brown hair and seemed to only own nightdresses. Even when we saw each other in the laundry room she wore nightdresses. I guessed it was easier since she had five kids and a husband to wash for.

“I have some stuff to do.” I walked past her without addressing the curiosity in her dark brown eyes. There were two other apartments before the end of the building and thankfully, the owners worked all day and knew how to mind their own business. I slipped around to the side. My apartment was around the right side which was quieter than the units more to the front and had also retained more of its original gray color since it didn’t get a lot of direct sunlight due to a large tree.

I opened the door and entered my little space which was sparse but very colorful. I’d given the place a fresh coat of white paint when I’d moved in. I had a single bed pushed up against the far wall. I had a bright orange comforter and orange pillowcases and cushions because the color made me happy. I’d found sheets with orange flowers and a small orange couch, which I’d pushed against the wall across from the bed. The
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