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Summary

When Alex comes home to find sexy little preacher’s girl Brandi asleep in his bed he’s not sure what to do. She’s so sweet and innocent that he can barely keep his hands off, even though he knows that she’s big trouble.

But though his first instinct is to head for the couch, the devil on his shoulder is whispering darker suggestions in his ear. The forbidden girl would tempt a saint, and what if Brandi has her own ideas about where he should spend the night?
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Arousing Brandi

BRANDI WAVED AS THE LITTLE CONVOY OF CARS driven by Lindsay, Nick, and Tom pulled out of the driveway and headed off on their long journey out of Briarwood Hollow to start their new lives at a university halfway across the state. Lindsay was the second of the town preacher’s daughters to fly the coop—six months earlier Kelsey had moved into an apartment to be closer to the community college she attended. Well, that was the story, anyway. Everyone knew that what she really wanted was to be closer to Deputy Jack Thompson.

Just like everybody knew that Lindsay and her two boy toys were getting safely out of town before Daddy figured out that the three of them weren’t spending all their time alone together studying calculus. Frankly Brandi couldn’t understand how they had kept it a secret this long—between Lindsay’s playfully seductive behavior around them and their blatantly possessive stance towards her they might as well have been carrying giant neon signs.

She jumped as her cell phone buzzed in her pocket.

“Are they gone, yet?” Her best friend April Prescott always sounded bubbly and excited. It was one of the big reasons why she had been captain of the cheerleading squad for two years in a row in high school, but that boundless enthusiasm could grate after a while.

“Yeah, they just left.”

“Well, get over here then, silly! We only have so much summer left before classes start.”

“I’m on my way.”

“Good! Oh, just FYI Alex is here for the next two weeks. They’re doing some kind of renovations on the dorms on campus and they made everybody leave. So I’m stuck with him.”

A little thrill ran through Brandi. Alex was two years older and she had suffered through a long-abiding crush on him before he graduated. She was sure that her daddy wouldn’t approve of her spending the night at April’s with Alex there—not while their parents were out of town. But as April had pointed out there were only a couple of weeks of summer left before they started college, and what Daddy didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him.

“Noted. Be there soon.”

“Kisses!”

As she drove to April’s Brandi considered her sisters. Practically everybody in town knew what Kelsey and Lindsay were doing except Daddy, which was just as well. He couldn’t have changed anything and just would have caused a fuss that would have alienated him from his two oldest daughters. Brandi had been shocked herself at first when she realized that her sisters were having sex out of wedlock. For months she watched in trepidation, expecting some punishment to be visited on them for their sins and dreading the inevitable conclusion to them giving in to their lustful thoughts. But nothing horrible happened. Rather, she saw her sisters become happier than she had ever seen them and slowly move out of their daddy’s influence into a place that Brandi could barely imagine.

At eighteen Brandi had only kissed two boys in her whole life and she had certainly never had sex, but after watching her two older sisters risk eternal damnation (and far worse, the wrath of their daddy) over it, her interest was thoroughly piqued. Her sinful experiments with their variable-pulse showerhead had left her feeling both guilty and so wobbly she could barely stand up. She figured that she wasn’t the first one to stumble across that little trick, and if her sisters preferred sex to that, then sex must be pretty freakin’ incredible.

There were two problems with finding out for herself. One, she wasn’t dating anyone and there wasn’t anybody she really wanted to have sex with. Two, she still wasn’t entirely convinced that Kelsey and Lindsay had escaped the whole damnation thing yet, and if there was no one she was interested in having sex with there was certainly no one she was interested in marrying to get around that little problem.

But if Alex was staying at April’s she could add a third very big problem to the list.

The first time she had ever soaked her panties was while watching Alex Prescott lift weights in the basement at April’s. Afterwards she had slipped into the bathroom and frantically rubbed her clit while imagining the feel of his tight, muscled body against hers until she exploded in the most intense orgasm of her life. A look from those gold-flecked green eyes would get her wet and steamy, and on the handful of occasions she had worked up the nerve to brush against him electric shocks sizzled through her body at his touch. She coveted Alex; to her he was temptation incarnate.

If he ever figured that out, she didn’t think she would be able to resist him.

She almost called it off. She pulled out her cell phone to call April and started to turn her car around but stopped herself when she realized she was just being silly. There was no telling how many times she had spent the night over at April’s over the years while Alex was there, and it had never been a problem. This time would be no different.

She even made herself believe that right up until the moment she let herself in, started to round the corner of the hallway on her way to April’s room, and ran smack into Alex. Strong hands grabbed her as she stumbled and kept her from falling, and a friendly smile curved the lips that had kissed her uncounted times in her daydreams. Leather-and-cedar-shavings cologne slipped subtle coils around her as she looked up into dancing green eyes and froze with a surprised squeak.

“Hi, Brandi. It’s been a while. You’re looking good.”

She wasn’t the only one. Alex had filled out over the last couple of years, adding layers of solid muscle to his rangy frame, but he still had his dark tan from working outside all the time and the chiseled good looks he had inherited from his father. For the thousandth time she wondered what it would be like to bury her fingers in that thick mop of dark chocolate hair.

“You, too,” she told him when she found her voice. “It’s good to see you.” Then she flushed, because that last part had come out just a little too emphatically.

As she saw the puzzled little furrow building between his eyes she ducked away. “April’s waiting. Gotta go.”

She fled before he could get out another word, but their meeting had set wheels turning in her head. If you have one problem then all you have is a problem. But if you have two problems, sometimes one is the solution to the other.

Alex watched her go with bemusement. He had always considered Brandi the cutest of April’s friends, but she had grown up to be a knockout and he felt a sharp pang of regret that he had never asked her out in high school. Part of that was April, of course. She had sworn to make his life a living hell if he hit on any of her friends, and she had enough dirt on him to make the threat stick. Another part of it had been that he had fought through a stage of near-terminal shyness after going through an awkward chubby phase his first two years of high school. By now it was probably too late; a girl that pretty would have been snapped up long ago.

A pulse of heat swept over him as he admired the way her shorts clung to the curves of her hips as she scurried away. She was a tiny thing, with big blue eyes you could fall right into and dark golden curls and full, coral lips that made her look almost like some beautiful doll—except no one made dolls with an ass like that. A vivid image of her smooth curves naked against white sheets floated through his mind and he sighed. He was going to need a lot of cold showers over the next two weeks.

Hoping to avoid the girls Alex hid out in his room, bouncing around his favorite web sites on his laptop for a couple of hours until eventually he landed on a site and realized he had already been there twice and still had absolutely no idea what was on the page. Brandi was stuck in his head and he couldn’t concentrate on anything else. No matter what he looked at, all he saw was that sweet face and those wide, innocent blue eyes.

He snapped his laptop shut with a snarl. Not even back two days yet and he was obsessing over this girl he had seen one time in what, a year? This was not how he had planned to spend his two weeks at home. He stalked into the living room and threw himself on the couch to flip through channel after channel in a vain attempt to find something he could lose himself in. He settled on cartoons. Cartoons were good—funny and decidedly unsexy.

So naturally just about the time he started to relax April and Brandi decided to hit the kitchen for a snack. They kept it quiet so he only caught fragments of whispers and the occasional burst of girlish giggles, but he found his eyes wandering helplessly towards Brandi. Pink shorts and a white tank top revealed tanned limbs that he couldn’t help imagining wrapped around him while he took her lips in a savage kiss.

He shifted on the couch as his cock came to life, swelling and pulsing in response to the powerful imagery playing out in his head and binding awkwardly in his jeans. Great, just great. His gaze flicked towards the girls at the same moment Brandi glanced furtively towards him, and their eyes met and locked for a long second. Sapphire eyes grew impossibly wide and he saw her pink tongue dart nervously across her lips before he tore away and forced his attention back to the cartoons.

Alex’s pulse raced. What the hell had she done to him? He would have gone back to his room, but the instant he stood up the bulge in his jeans would have been painfully obvious to both girls so he stayed on the couch, jaws clenched, and kept his eyes glued to the TV. By the time they finally went back to April’s room he wasn’t sure if he had any enamel left on the top of his teeth.

With a sigh he flipped the TV off and returned to his room. After a couple more hours of trying vainly to entertain himself he decided that he needed to get away for a while to see if he could get her out of his head. Quickly he changed his jeans for a pair of cargo shorts that were baggy enough so he wouldn’t be putting himself on display every time he saw Brandi and grabbed his keys.

“I’m going to Mitch’s,” he called out as he left, but he doubted they even heard him over the bubblegum synth-pop blasting from April’s computer.

Mitch had been his best friend through high school and lived two streets over. After graduation he had given college a miss and worked at his dad’s garage and auto parts store. Alex didn’t think any less of him for it; Mitch loved working on cars and had never had any ambition to leave Briarwood Hollow. That was just who he was, and Alex was fine with that. It made Mitch comfortably dependable in a world that seemed determined to hit Alex with curveballs at every opportunity.

As he expected Mitch was kicked back in his garage with the door open watching the world go by. Alex edged around the ‘67 Firebird sitting on blocks in the right bay and gripped his hand.

“Hey, man,” Mitch said with a grin wide enough to wrap around his whole head. “Dad said you were back and I wondered when you’d be by. Want a beer?”

“Nah.” He walked over to the workbench, pulled a bottle of Seagrams 7 from the back shelf, and poured a couple of fingers’ worth into a glass that wasn’t too dirty.

Mitch snorted. “When you go for that stuff it’s almost always because some chick is making you stupid.”

Alex saluted him with the glass. “Thank you, Dr. Phil.” He took a gulp and made a face as the warm, amber liquid seared his throat. “I don’t want to talk about it. I don’t want to think about it. I want to think about anything but that. So show me what you’re doing with this bad boy and help me keep my mind off other things.”

That got Mitch started, and before they knew it four hours had fled by while they caught up. By the time he said good night and started home Alex was firmly back in control of himself and even felt capable of seeing Brandi again without coming in his shorts.

The TV was on when he walked into the living room, loudly looping through the menu sequence of the DVD April had left in the player, and Alex quickly cut it off to kill the noise. Neither of the girls was in sight, but an empty bottle and two glasses sat on the coffee table between two half-eaten bags of microwave popcorn. He picked up the bottle and smothered a curse. They had burned through almost a whole liter of whipped cream flavored vodka while he was gone. He didn’t know where she had gotten it, but April was addicted to the stuff.

“April? Brandi?”

The house was utterly silent now that the TV was off. He walked down the hall to April’s room and cracked her door. Faint snoring sounds greeted him, and he shut the door again with a shake of his head. With any luck they’d sleep it off and not be too horribly hung over when they woke up. That was the last thing he wanted to listen to in the morning.

As he flipped on the light in his room he stopped cold. Brandi was in his bed.

On his bed, he corrected himself, sprawled on her stomach with a pillow clutched possessively to her chest, one leg drawn up and the other stretched straight out. While he was gone she had changed into one of April’s big sleeping t-shirts, and the dark pink material had bunched up over her hips to leave the pale curve of her ass bare. In sleep her face was relaxed and even more sweet and innocent than normal, her silken curls disheveled, full lips slightly pouting.

For a long minute he stood there with his brain stuck in neutral as he tried to come to grips with what he was seeing. A burning in his lungs jerked him back to himself. She was so incredibly sexy draped over his bed that way that he had actually forgotten to breathe.

The spare room she usually slept in was next door to his, and she must have stumbled into his room by mistake under the influence of all that vodka. When she woke up in the morning she was going to be in for one hell of a surprise. He’d just spend the night on the couch where he could watch some TV, because after seeing her half-naked he sure wasn’t going to be getting much sleep. Alex let his eyes wander across her body again and sighed. However much he had wanted her earlier was nothing compared to what he felt now, and he was pretty sure his cock was hard enough to pound nails.

He started to turn off the light but a pang of solicitude made him pause with his hand hovering above the switch. He ought to at least cover her up so she didn’t get cold. Brandi had kicked all the blankets off the foot of the bed, and he doubted she’d be able to find them in her state if she woke up. Even if she did, she’d probably fall off the bed and end up passed out on the floor He’d cover her up, and then hit the couch.

As he bent over to pick up a fleece blanket he heard her stir on the bed behind him. He straightened and saw that she had curled in around his pillow so that her ass was lifted up a little, and her thighs were spread even further apart now. From where he stood Alex could see the pale green strip of her panties peeking between her legs. A slow, deep throb started in his cock and he let the blanket slide from his hand, mesmerized by the sight of her. Unconsciously his fingers moved to his crotch and began to slowly stroke the hard outline of his shaft through his shorts.

Alex caught himself and flushed. What was he doing? What if she woke up and saw him standing there rubbing himself? She’d scream and all hell would break loose.

But then what if she didn’t wake up?

“Brandi?” he said softly. Her chest continued its slow rise and fall. “Brandi!” 

Even with his voice raised she didn’t so much as twitch. She really was out of it. His mind whispered dark suggestions that set his cock twitching.

He could stand two feet away from her and jerk off and she’d never know. He could look down at that sweet, sleeping face and imagine those soft lips wrapped around his cock. He could stroke it while enjoying the sight of that round little ass and thinking of what lay just beneath those panties. And Brandi would never know. No one would. So what would it hurt? Deep down Alex knew it was wrong, but his lust for her was so overwhelming that it didn’t take much to convince himself to go ahead.

He pulled his door shut on the off chance that April might get up and wander down to the bathroom then stood there looking down at Brandi, his heart pounding. Was he really going to do this? Was there any way he was not going to do this, to take advantage of this once-in-a-lifetime chance? In a moment his shorts hit the floor and his fingers massaged his rod through the thin fabric of his briefs, lingering at the wet spot near the top of his cock where he was already leaking pre-cum. Slowly he stripped off his underwear and stood at the edge of the bed with his pulsing manhood gripped in one hand. He wanted to make this last.

As he gently stroked himself he moved to the side of the bed so that he could watch Brandi’s face and wondered what she would think if she opened her eyes and saw him standing over her. He wished she was closer to the edge of the bed; he would have loved to rub the head of his cock over her face while she slept, to smear his sticky pre-cum across those lips and watch her little pink tongue lick it away and then stroke off until he shot spurts of hot cum all over her pretty face.

Another blob of clear pre-cum oozed from Alex’s prick and a shiver ran through him as his shaft grew slick beneath his palm. At this rate he wasn’t going to last very long. Thinking of glaciers and icebergs and penguins he edged around the bed until he stood behind Brandi once more.

He had thought her ass looked great earlier in her tiny shorts, but now with nothing but a filmy pair of mint green panties covering them it was enough to make his heart race. It was so firm and round beneath the curve of her waist; he wanted to grab it and pull her back against his raging cock, to slide up and into her while feeling her flesh give way against his hips as he thrust hard inside of her. His eyes slid down to the gauzy material between her legs, but the angle wasn’t quite right. If her leg had just been a little more off to the side…

His hand froze on his cock. She was really out of it. Could he move her—only a little—without rousing her? Just the thought of touching her set his heart pounding again. Seemingly of its own volition his hand stretched out and his fingers curled around her slender ankle. With painful slowness he pulled on her leg, easing it across the sheet a fraction of an inch at a time until she was positioned the way that he wanted her. His hand shook from reaction as he released her ankle and gazed between her tanned thighs. If she hadn’t been wearing panties he would have been looking straight up her pussy.

The heat of her skin seemed to linger on his hand. He told himself not to be stupid, that he was already pushing the limits, but he knew that he was going to touch her again. He couldn’t help himself, and this time he wasn’t going to be content with an ankle. The curves of her ass were like a siren’s call, luring him on towards almost certain disaster, but Alex didn’t care. All he knew was that he had to feel her skin beneath his fingers. There was no way to reach her from the edge of the bed, though. He was going to have to get closer to her.

Carefully he eased himself onto the edge of the bed behind her, wincing as the old bed springs creaked beneath his weight, and shifted over a little at a time until he knelt only inches from her. His heart hammered in his chest, so strongly it felt as though it might burst, as his hand settled lightly on the back of one tanned thigh. When she didn’t react, he slid slowly up the silken skin to reach the swell of her ass. He paused there, eyes closed, almost overcome by what he was doing. There would be no explanation for this if she woke up.

Fingertips grazed the softest skin imaginable, tracing along the round swell of her ass up to her hip until they reached the edge of her panties, then following the arc of the fabric down to where it plunged into the valley between her thighs. Alex watched her carefully, but she remained perfectly still and the placid rhythm of her breathing never changed. When he was satisfied that he hadn’t disturbed her, he balanced himself carefully on his knees and resumed stroking his cock while he fondled Brandi’s perfect ass with his free hand.

The idea of shooting his load all over that ass and watching the thick gobs run down her smooth, creamy skin was even better than his earlier thought of coming on her face. He was half-tempted to do it and clean her up afterwards. If she hadn’t been wearing those panties he would have done exactly that, but he was pretty sure that cum stains would be fairly obvious on them and lead to questions he wouldn’t want to answer.

His hand moved up and down his slippery shaft while the fingers of his other hand skimmed down her panties along the crack of her ass. Again and again he found himself returning to the narrow channel between her legs, drawn to her slit like a magnet but afraid that to touch her in that extremely sensitive spot would be enough to finally yank her from her sleep. He toyed at the fringes, going just so far but no further, teased along the insides of her thighs, and even slipped his fingers beneath her panties to explore the cleft between her cheeks. When after all of that she still didn’t stir, he decided to go for it.

Holding his breath, he inched his fingers down her panties, farther than he had dared so far, and then farther still. When his fingertips seemed to sink into a dip, he knew that he had found her pussy. Ever so gently he ran his fingers across the opening, rubbing softly around the edges in slow circles. Suddenly he stopped and pulled his hand back, running his thumb over his fingertips and finding a thin coating of slippery fluid covering them. Brandi was wet!

Alex drew his fingers to his face, smelling the musky aroma of her arousal and then touching his tongue to his fingertips. She tasted like heaven, and he would have given anything to bury his face between her thighs and lick and suck her until she gushed cream all over him. One taste was just not going to be enough, not of that sweet little pussy. He wanted more, but how? To get what he wanted he needed to bury his fingers in her hot little snatch. He’d have to pull her panties aside to get his fingers inside her, but that would mean somehow squeezing both hands into the tight V between her thighs.

The panties would have to go. If he could get them off of her he could leave them in the bathroom or something. Or he could hide them and save them to jack off into again later while he remembered this night. Either way, they needed to come off.

His cock twitched as he released it, his erection painfully hard and his swollen balls anxious for relief. It was so tempting just to finish and be done, but Alex had risked so much already that he was anxious to get the most out of the experience. With infinite care he hooked his fingers through the waistband of Brandi’s panties and began to work them off of her. There were moments where he bit his lip, certain that his jostling must wake her, but she just lay there limp as a dishrag while he tugged and pulled. At last he had her underwear down past her hips and from there it was easy to slide them off of her legs. He tossed them into his closet where they would be invisible in the shadows and he could find them later.

She was completely exposed to him now, all of her most private places spread wide before him, deep pink and glistening with her dew. Alex licked his lips and tried to calm his pounding heart as he eased himself closer to her. One fingertip poised at the narrow opening of her pussy for a few seconds as his resolve wavered, then pressed firmly inside. Brandi flinched at this and for the first time made a sound—something of a cross between a whimper and a moan. Alex froze with his finger half inside of her, but she relaxed again and after a minute he continued.

Even sopping wet she was tight, the velvety walls of her pussy clinging to his finger as he penetrated her. His cock strained and quivered while Alex fantasized about burying it balls-deep inside of her then fucking her hard and fast until he shot his load into that amazing little cunt. When he had pushed as far into her as he could, he slowly withdrew his finger and popped it into his mouth with a moan of his own.

“Oh, Brandi, you taste so fucking good,” he whispered to her, confident now that she’d sleep through almost anything.

In a moment his finger was back inside her pussy, working slowly in and out. After a little while she got even wetter and he worked in a second finger, smiling a little as her inner walls squeezed down on this new intruder. When he was firmly inside he began to fuck her with them, the two digits sloshing in her snug hole with a wet squelching sound.

That sound and the growing smell of her sex in the air had an effect on Alex’s cock like a dose of Viagra. He was so hard it hurt, throbbing taut with each pulse that beat through his veins, and a steady drool of pre-cum leaked from the tip to ooze down the head and onto his shaft. From the steadily building pressure in his balls Alex felt as though he was going to shoot gallons when he finally came.

And he really, really wanted to shoot them inside of this beautiful girl rather than all over his sheets. He was just about to the point where he didn’t even care if she woke up, as long as he got to fuck her. Whatever happened would be worth it.

Her pussy clung to his fingers as though unwilling to let him go, and there was a wet, sucking noise as he pulled free of her. This time, rather than licking her nectar from his fingers he smeared it along the bottom of her ass crack.

He rolled off the bed, walked around behind her, and gripping both of her ankles this time eased her legs wider apart so that they almost formed a right angle. Painstakingly balancing his weight so he didn’t rock the bed too much, he walked up the bed on his knees until he was positioned between her thighs and was looking straight down onto her ass. She was so very beautiful, and his whole body trembled with desire for her. With a final deep breath he leaned forward with his hands on the bed on either side of her and eased himself up over her. When he felt the head of his cock nudge into the cleft of her ass he let his hips drop slowly forward.

The juices from her pussy that he had spread there earlier mixed with the pre-cum coating his cock to form a perfect lubricant, and Alex gave a hiss of pleasure as his shaft sank deep into the crevice between her cheeks. It was so hot and such a tight fit that he imagined it must feel almost as good as plunging into her sweet little cunt—but only almost. When he reached bottom he rested there for a few seconds, waiting to see if Brandi would stir again. At last he satisfied himself that she was still sound asleep and he began to rock his hips, drawing the length of his pole down until the head was almost at the opening of her pussy and then sliding it back up the length of her ass.

It felt incredible on his cock, and the more excited he got the wetter it got as the pre-cum leaking from him turned into a small flood. A tingling intensity built within his balls, and he knew he was getting very close. Alex lifted his hips and drew his manhood all the way back, angling himself further down and sliding forward again until the head of his rod slipped away from Brandi’s ass and pressed against the narrow entrance to her steaming pussy.

They were both really wet now, but his cock was so big compared to the hole he was trying to fit it into that he had to go slowly. Angling his hips down he leaned against her, forcing his head inside her and feeling her stretch to take him. With a deep breath he pulled out a little then thrust into her once more, this time getting a couple of inches of his shaft into her before halting. Brandi gasped and gave a little cry, but other than that gave no indication that she was aware of him. In that fashion he worked his way into her little by little until his hips came to rest snugly against her ass.

By then she had stretched enough to allow him to move more easily and he began rocking his hips to fuck the constricted little tunnel of her pussy the same way he had fucked the crack of her ass earlier. After only a couple of strokes he decided that he had been wrong before; there was absolutely no comparison to having his dick immersed in her. He lost himself in the moment, until there was nothing left but the sensation of gliding within her and the seething intensity burning between his legs. When the shock of his orgasm exploded through his body, he shoved hard against Brandi’s ass until he had every bit of his cock that he could possibly squeeze in shoved inside of her and sent jet after jet of bubbling cum rocketing into her pussy. When he finally pulled away from her his thighs were shaking and his loins actually ached from the intensity of the muscle spasms that had sent his sperm shooting into her.

He dragged himself backwards off the bed and staggered to his feet. Brandi slept on, oblivious to their mixed cum seeping from her cunt and running down onto the bed as the muscles within her pulsed and contracted. The ivory skin of her ass glowed pink from Alex ramming his hips into her, and he saw a tinge of blood as he looked down at his slowly jerking and shrinking manhood.

Brandi had been a virgin.

Cold chills swept over Alex as the magnitude of what he had done swept over him. Even as it hit home, though, he knew that he wouldn’t have changed it. She was so beautiful, so incredibly innocent and sexy at the same time that he simply couldn’t have done anything else. He would just have to live with it.

Swiftly he grabbed his shorts and underwear, flipped out the light, and went to spend a very sleepless night on the couch.

Clattering noises from the kitchen dragged him from a stream of unpleasant dreams around noon. He turned bleary eyes to find April making coffee and sat up slowly. Had it all been a dream? A hint of stickiness as his cock shifted inside his shorts suggested that it had been all too real. He stumbled into the kitchen and dropped onto a stool across the breakfast bar from April.

“How are you feeling?”

She made a face. “I’ll be fine once I’ve had coffee.”

“Yeah. You know, you really ought to go easy on the vodka. You were both totally plastered last night.”

“Both?” An eyebrow rose quizzically.

“You and Brandi.”

April snorted a laugh. “Brandi doesn’t drink. She won’t touch the stuff.”

There was a roaring in Alex’s ears and the room spun dizzyingly around him. “What?”

“Nope. Not even a sip. Says she refuses to be tempted.”

As April turned away to dig in the back of the refrigerator, slim fingers twined through his hair and gently fondled his curls.

“Hi.” Warm breath tickled his ear.

“Hi,” he managed to choke out.

“I imagine I’m going to be spending the night a lot the next couple of weeks,” Brandi whispered, her lips brushing his neck and bringing his manhood instantly back to life, “but I doubt I’ll be able to forget which room I’m staying in every night. Still, I’m very forgetful and I’m a very hard sleeper, so I could use someone to come and make sure I’m all tucked in so I get a good night’s sleep. You think you could handle that?”

Alex gulped air and fought not to stammer. “Yeah. I can do that for you.”

“Good.”

“You knew,” he stammered, stunned by the realization. “You knew all along.”

“Well of course I did,” she told him with an exasperated sigh. “Honestly, Alex, as many times as I’ve spent the night here do you really think I’m such an airhead that I’d mistake your bedroom for the spare one?”

“Well…”

“And do you seriously believe that anyone could have slept through that?”

“But why?”

Slim shoulders rose in a shrug. “I figured if you were the one doing everything then I wasn’t responsible.” She frowned a little as she chewed on the corner of her lip. “Except that it doesn’t really work that way, I suppose. Still, I’m not going to complain either way.” Planting a quick kiss on his lips she parked herself on an empty stool. “Where’s the coffee?”

With a string of grumbles April emerged from the refrigerator. “It’s brewing.” She peered suspiciously at her friend. “You sure look chipper this morning.”

“Really?” Blue eyes drifted to Alex. “Because I feel like I’ve been ridden hard and put away wet.”

The End

Thank you for reading Arousing Brandi. If you enjoyed it would you please leave a review? Reviews help out a lot to convince other readers that a book is worth reading, so I’d really appreciate it. Also, if you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.

Keep reading for a sneak peek of Brandi’s sequel, Awakening Brandi…
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Sneak Peek: Awakening Brandi

“GET A MOVE ON BRANDI!”

“I’m coming!”

She slid her overnight bag over her shoulder and did a quick once-over of her purse to make sure she had everything. Cell phone, keys, wallet, sunglasses, gum, lip balm—all the important stuff was there to get her through the weekend, at least. An impatient series of honks from outside yanked her through the front door and out to where April waited in her cherry red Jeep with the motor already running.

“I said I was coming,” Brandi grumbled as she climbed into the passenger seat and tossed her overnight back into the back.

“Yeah, but you’re a slowpoke. You need some pep in your step, girl.”

There were times that the cheerleader’s bubbly, near-manic personality made Brandi want to slug her, but she supposed that probably wasn’t the best way to start off a four hour road trip. With a long-suffering sigh she leaned back in her seat, closed her eyes, and summoned an image of Alex, April’s older brother. Dancing green eyes with thick, sooty black lashes looked back at her with a heat that made her quiver. Oh yes, that was better. She could survive four hours trapped in the car with April with that to look forward to.

“All right,” she said as she strapped on her seat belt. “Let’s do it.”

Six months ago she had secretly spent several mind-blowing nights with Alex when he had come home for a visit at the end of the summer. While she had thought she was prepared for the intensity of sex, the raw intimacy of the connection they made had shaken her to her very core so that when Alex left to go back to college she took it badly. And then the guilt had set in—her daddy’s sermons damning her to hellfire for the pleasure she had shared with Alex, his words condemning her for all eternity for daring to enjoy their bodies outside of the bounds of wedlock. She had cried for weeks—half from missing Alex, half from terror at what she had done with him.

By the time she had gotten herself straightened out Alex had gone cold on her, ignoring her texts and limiting their phone conversations to a few terse words that were barely on the right side of polite. April said that he was just extra busy with a round of tougher classes, but Brandi knew it was more than that. He was getting her back for the distance she had put between them after he left, and it was no more than she deserved. She had let go, pushed him away, and now the tables were turned. After a while she gave up and just left him alone, since that was what he seemed to want. He hadn’t made her any promises, after all, and he was surrounded by older, more experienced girls who didn’t have her hang-ups. For all she knew he was having nightly threesomes with hot coeds while she lay awake at night staring at the ceiling and trying to remember what his touch felt like.

That didn’t exactly help with her insomnia.

So when April said she was going to spend a long weekend with her aunt and uncle who lived in the same city as Alex, Brandi begged to come along. A change of scenery from the confines of Briarwood Hollow would definitely be good for her, and if she ran into Alex while she was there she could apologize. It probably wouldn’t fix things between them, but at least it would alleviate her guilt a little. And maybe, just maybe if she played her cards right she might still have a shot at him.

She lasted two hours into the trip before she broke down.

“So, how’s Alex doing?”

April shrugged. “Okay, I guess. I’ve hardly talked to him this semester.”

“He’s that busy, huh?”

“So he says. Mom and Dad think he’s got a girlfriend and that’s why he didn’t come home for Thanksgiving or his birthday.”

“Oh.”

“But knowing Alex, he’s probably just cutting loose and screwing anything that moves. You know how hard it is to get away with anything at home where everyone knows everyone else and everybody is constantly on the lookout for good gossip material. Being here has to be like getting released from prison for him. He can party as much as he wants and fuck anyone he wants and not have to worry about word getting back to our parents.” She cast a sidelong glance at Brandi. “Or your daddy.”

Brandi knew exactly how hard it was to get away with anything. Her shoulders slumped. Her friend was right, and a guy as hot as Alex would have no trouble getting into all the panties he wanted. He certainly hadn’t had any trouble getting into hers, and she seriously doubted that she was the only girl who had her eye on him.

The rest of the ride was uneventful, a fuzzy blur of pop music CDs and conversations about favorite television series, current events at school, and of course boys. Not that Brandi particularly cared about anyone except Alex at the moment, but the topic was always April’s favorite. Her comments about some of the guys at their school had Brandi blushing, even though she was pretty sure that after her time with Alex she actually had more sexual experience than her best friend did.

They had a late lunch with April’s aunt and uncle, and then spent the rest of the afternoon at the mall where they shopped their way through all the trendy clothing stores until both of them were ready to drop. Over slices of greasy pizza in the mall food court that evening they planned the rest of their weekend.

I suppose we ought to go drop in on Alex,” April sighed.

“Your parents did kind of strongly suggest it.”

“Yeah.” She sighed again. “I get out of town for one lousy weekend and they want me to spend it hanging around my brother. Blech.”

Brandi wished she could be as blasé about it. The desire to see Alex had been growing within her since they left home that morning and threatened to consume her.

“Do it and get it over with?”

“I guess. You think he’s going to be at home on Friday night?”

“It’s still early. If he’s going out he probably hasn’t left yet.”

“Fine. Let’s go. If we get out of there soon enough maybe we can find a party or something on campus.”

As long as she got to see Alex, even if it was only for a few minutes, Brandi didn’t care what else they did the rest of the trip. She just wished she knew what to say to him when the moment finally came. But even though April got lost and it took them an extra twenty minutes before they finally found his apartment complex, she still had absolutely nothing in mind as they climbed up the stairs to his apartment.

April’s first knock on the door set Brandi’s heart pounding in a confusing mix of fear and anticipation. She was dying to see him, but at the same time every instinct told her to run back to the Jeep and hide. By the third round of knocking she slowly let herself relax. He wasn’t home after all.

The door jerked open and Alex peered down at his little sister. “April? What are you doing here?” A moment later his eyes caught Brandi standing off to the side and his face shut down, impassive as a statue’s. Only his eyes remained alive, a dark heat playing in their depths as his gaze lingered on her.

Brandi shivered at the look, little tingles of excitement playing down her spine. Whatever Alex felt about her, it sure as hell wasn’t indifference. He might be angry, but at least that meant he felt something. Anger she might be able to work with, if she could just figure out a good way to apologize.

He couldn’t believe she was there. He had done everything he could to avoid her, had skipped going home so he wouldn’t be tempted to try to see her, and now there she was standing on his doorstep, bright golden curls swaying in the evening breeze, looking so damned lovely it made his heart ache like it was going to tear itself to pieces. He didn’t say a word, didn’t trust himself to speak while she looked up at him with those wide blue eyes that a guy could fall into and drown in.

Why in the hell had she had to tag along with April?

He frowned and bumped the door open with one foot. “Come in.”

As he closed the door behind them he couldn’t resist giving her a once-over. The sight of her firm little ass in the tight jeans she had on was enough to set him boiling with images from his nights with her. He knew her, had every inch of her memorized, and his body remembered the feel of her soft heat against him every time he closed his eyes.

When she had shut him out he hadn’t been able to believe it at first. For weeks she wouldn’t talk to him at all, and he thought maybe her father the preacher had found out and forbidden her. But guarded questions to April ruled that out, and all he could figure was that she had gotten what she wanted from him—a few romps with a college guy—and that was where she wanted to end it.

When he finally gave up and admitted that he had misjudged her and whatever they had was over, he spent a month burning through cheap booze and every bad girl he could get his hands on, determined to erase the memory of her face and body from his mind. After he blew his first calculus exam of the semester he backed off and realized it wasn’t helping and threw himself into his schoolwork instead.

Which didn’t stop him from thinking about Brandi a thousand times a day; it just gave him something to divert his attention away from her when he did.

Lost in his thoughts he didn’t realize that she had stopped and turned towards him until he practically ran into her. He stood there looking down on her, only a couple of inches away, mesmerized by those soft, full lips that he had drunk so deeply from. Sapphire eyes met his, pleading, and he clenched his jaw and his fists with the effort it took to hold himself back from wrapping her in his arms and crushing her lips with his.

“Hi,” she said.

He stared at her. She showed up unannounced at his place and that was the best she could do? Undeterred she moved a little closer and ran her fingertips down his arm. His knees went weak at her touch; if he didn’t get a grip on himself this girl would break him. Again.

“We need to talk,” she said.

He swallowed. “I don’t think so. We had lots of time to talk before, and you wouldn’t give me the time of day—wouldn’t even pass me a message through April to let me know you were all right.”

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

A step backwards gave him some distance from the wild scent of her perfume and the siren call of those sweet, innocent eyes. “So am I,” he said, and stepped around her to follow April into the kitchen. Once in a lifetime was enough to be burned by a girl like Brandi. He wasn’t going to let her do it to him again.

Continue reading Awakening Brandi…






You Might Also Like

[image: ] [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]

Hot and Bothered

We were supposed to be working on physics, but it was the chemistry between us that was taking up all of our attention.

Ashley had planned to go away on Spring Break with her roommates to find some of the romance and adventure that has been missing from her life. When a bout of flu sidelines her and puts her too far behind in her classes, though, she finds herself stuck at home on her own once again—until she convinces her brother’s sexy best friend Jason to tutor her.

But Jason still thinks of her as a kid sister and seems determined not to notice that she’s all grown up now. Can Ashley find the formula to get herself out of the friend zone and into Jason’s arms?

Let’s Pretend

“This is going to sound crazy, but would you mind being my boyfriend?”

Violet’s love life is so dead it should be on life support. She hasn’t had a date in months and Mark, the guy she’s after at work, doesn't know she exists. When her sexy best friend Connor moves back to town, though, she sees it as a golden opportunity. If Connor will play the part of her boyfriend in public it might be just the thing to get Mark’s attention.

But soon Violet realizes she’s caught in a role she didn’t expect - Connor doesn’t seem to want to stick to the script, his kisses are disturbingly real, and there’s nothing at all make believe about the chemistry sizzling between them whenever they touch. How will she choose between the man she has wanted so much and the friend who is quickly becoming more than she ever dreamed?

Roommates with Benefits

Who would have ever imagined that my brother’s hunky best friend would be lusting after me?

When I was a kid, I thought Ryan hung the moon. Most of the time he treated me like a pesky kid sister when I tried to tag along with them, or when I snuck down to his house to watch him working in his garage. At least it seemed as though he used to like me a little, anyway.

Now I needed a favor. My roommate had bailed, and I was desperate to find a place to stay for the rest of the summer so I didn’t have to move back home and listen to my dad and stepmother fighting like rabid wolverines for the next two months. Ryan was my last hope. I thought it would be the perfect chance to catch up and rebuild the relationship we’d had before he graduated from high school and more or less vanished from my life.

But although Ryan let me move into his apartment, now he’s avoiding me whenever possible and seems determined to give me the cold shoulder. I don’t get it. What had I done to make Ryan dislike me so much?

But what if the reason he’s keeping me at arm’s length isn’t because he doesn’t like me? What if it’s because he likes me too much?

What He Wants

I'm not going to stop until I get what I want.

When I was sixteen years old I fell in love with my best friend, Luke. The day I turned seventeen, I made the mistake of telling him. It didn’t quite work out the way I’d hoped. For the rest of the school year we barely spoke to one another, and as soon as I graduated I fled to the other side of the country to put as much distance as I could between us and the memory of what had happened.

Now it’s the summer after I graduated from college, and Luke is at my family reunion looking like sex on a stick. Suddenly I’m right back where I was four years ago, except this time I’m not going to make a fool of myself over him. Once was more than enough.

But Luke has other plans, and he’s making his interest in me crystal clear. He isn’t going to leave me alone.

Until we both get what we want.
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I was lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my sexy stories. Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at my blog. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially to everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO

Kelli
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