

        

            [image: Cover]

        


    

His Revenge


An Age Gap Cuckold Short


 


Sam Aspen


 


Copyright © 2025 Sam Aspen


 


All rights reserved. 


 


This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or locations is purely coincidental. The characters are all productions of the author’s imagination.


 


This work is intended for adults 18 years or over.


All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or over. 


 


● • ∙∙∙ • ●


 


About


 


My best friend convinces me to get his beautiful daughter a job where I work. Alice is more than perfect in every way, and just being around her makes me want to be a better man. However, I hide a shameful secret from her dad: I have a serious crush on her. I keep my hands off of her, I’m simply working with her and she makes my awful job enjoyable again.


 


When my old boss retires, he lets his incompetent and entitled son take his place. When he starts dating Alice, I know I have to protect her from him. I just never expected to claim her as my own, right in front of him, in his office…


 


His Revenge is a spicy, forbidden dad’s best friend age gap cuckold short featuring a possessive older man claiming a beautiful younger woman all for himself. 



 


 


 


Preview


 


She was wearing a yellow, knee-length summer dress and a tan sweater to ward off the chill of the office. She had gentle waves of long, reddish brown hair that flowed down her back. She faced away from me as she prepared her sweet tea, so I was already admiring her stunning figure before I remembered to chastise myself.


“Hi Alice,” I said, breathing a sigh of relief that she was there to talk to. “Hope you’re having a good day.”


Dunking her teabag as she steeped her tea, she half-turned with a bright smile as I approached the counter beside her. 


“Hi Sean,” she greeted me cheerfully. “I’m okay, how are you?”


“I’m good,” I lied as I retrieved a teaspoon from a drawer. “Just trying to power through the day and finish the Go-Think proposal.”


“Good,” she nodded, gazing down at her tea. “I’ll be able to send those graphics over for you in about an hour.”


“Oh, great, that’s perfect timing,” I said, noticing that her mood seemed a bit off. 


My eyes fell to look at her body while I waited for the kettle to finish.


I have to stop looking at her like that, I groaned inwardly, tearing my eyes away. She is your best friend’s daughter…


I had always probably eyed her a bit… inappropriately, but she had really flourished lately. I took a steadying breath as I finished making my instant coffee in silence. Alice sidestepped, disposing of her teabag in the waste bin after squeezing it out. 


“Are you okay?” I finally pried. “You don’t seem to be your normal chipper self.”


“I—Yeah. Well, you see—” she started, but kept cutting herself off. “I have a date tonight, but I…”


She shot a look over her shoulder at the break room door, then leaned closer to me. Taking her cue, I bent closer to listen. 


She smells so good.


“I don’t think I want to go any more,” she whispered and studied my reaction.



 


 


 


His Revenge


 


I was disappointed to learn that my boss, Mr. Bill Wellington, was retiring from the market research firm where I had worked with him for the past twenty years. He was a kind man who had a mind like a steel trap, which made working with him a real pleasure. 


Instead of handing the reins to someone experienced, someone who intimately understood every aspect of the job, he gave full control of the firm to his son. This guy was only recently old enough to buy alcohol by himself but disappointingly, the lure of nepotism must have been too strong.


I shouldn’t have been surprised, but that part really annoyed me. It was like an unexpected slap in the face. I didn’t necessarily covet the position, but the only thing that Jay Wellington ever managed was his comic book collection or maybe his dad’s credit card. 


I could have easily slid into that position and nothing would have changed around here. If he was ambitious or even just cared a little bit about what goes on here at Wellington-Howard Insights, then I wouldn’t have a problem supporting my new boss. But no, Jay Wellington was the most annoying kind of brat. I can’t think of a word that suits him better. 
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