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Summary

Brandi has tried hard to forget her stolen nights during summer vacation with Alex. In her guilt and shame over the sin of giving him her innocence out of wedlock she pushed him away and has avoided him ever since.

But after six months have passed and she still can’t stop thinking about him, the preacher’s girl decides she has to see if she can get him back. A frat party at his college provides the opportunity she needs to get him alone. And she has the perfect way to convince him to give her a second chance.
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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.

She stayed in the background while he chatted with his sister, not offering a word to the conversation but simply watching him. Fortunately for him April wasn’t interested in sticking around long and had only stopped by to satisfy their parents’ desire to check up on him.

When his roommate Chad came in Brandi remained silent, although April practically drooled over the Australian student. Between his bad boy good looks and accent he was a rock star with the girls.

“You going out tonight, Alex?”

Dropping into his chair at the kitchen table he waved a hand at the pile of books and papers. “I’ve got a chemistry exam on Monday and I haven’t studied nearly enough. Got to try to catch up over the weekend.”

“Too bad,” April said, obviously not meaning it. “How about you, Chad?” Eyes batted fetchingly.

A wicked grin spread over the young man’s face. “Sure. We’re having a mixer at the frat house. Want to come by for a while?”

“Sounds like fun.”

The idea of his sister and Brandi at a frat mixer with Chad made Alex’s stomach hurt. “I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

“Oh, pooh. You wouldn’t know a good time if it came up and bit you on the ass, big brother.”

“Great,” Chad said. “Let’s go.”

Brandi followed them out with one last glance over her shoulder at him, then the door closed and Alex was safe. Screw it, he wasn’t going to worry about them. Just like always, April was going to do what she was going to do and there was no way he could stop her. As for Brandi, she wasn’t his problem, not his responsibility. What he was responsible for was studying for that damned chemistry test.

An hour later he slammed the book shut with a curse. He couldn’t focus, hadn’t gotten a solitary thing done in the last hour of staring at pages that bled together into a nonsensical mess. All he could see was those blue eyes looking up at him with an expression that practically begged him to kiss her.

He let his head sag back against the chair. Maybe he was going about this all wrong. The bottled anger and fighting to forget her obviously wasn’t working, so maybe he ought to give talking to her a try. Let her apologize or whatever it was that she wanted to do, get it out in the open and work it out of both of their systems and move on. The truth was that he really didn’t want to stay mad at her. The first look at her earlier had driven that home. Tomorrow he’d call April and ask them to come by again and see if Brandi was still willing to talk.

In the meantime it was obvious he wasn’t going to get any studying done. After poking around for a few minutes he popped Planet of the Apes into the DVD player and settled in for a long night alone. Two hours later he was just getting into the sequel when his cell phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Alex?” Loud music thumped in the background while a susurrus of voices and laughter made the voice barely audible.

“What’s up, Chad?”

“Mate, you’d better get over here and pick up your sister and her friend.”

Oh, hell. “What’s the matter? Are they drunk?”

“No, they’re shit-hammered. Got into the Jell-O shots and went nuts.”

“Brandi doesn’t drink.”

“April’s friend? Ha. I watched her matching your little sister shot for shot. Sure looked like she was drinking to me.”

“Goddamn it.” He squeezed the bridge of his nose. She was going to kill him. She was going to give him a damned stroke and they’d find him dead on the floor. At the very least the girl was going to give him ulcers. He was just barely twenty-one. He wasn’t old enough for ulcers. Take slow, deep breaths. And remember to kill Chad tomorrow when he sobers up.

“Don’t let them fucking move, Chad, or I’ll kick your ass into next week, hear me? I’ll be there in ten minutes.”

He was there in eight. Chad helped him maneuver the semi-conscious April into the back seat of Alex’s car and then wisely vanished back into the crowded frat house. After a moment’s fumbling Brandi got the passenger door open and thumped down onto the seat.

“Seat belt,” he growled when she closed the door.

She tried, but he had to reach over and help her to get it in. The smell of her perfume hit him like a brick. He tried the slow, deep breaths thing again, but it didn’t help. Somehow she always managed to drive him crazy without even trying.

Back at the apartments he slung April over his shoulder and herded Brandi up the stairs. He was going to have to let the girls crash there; no way he was going to drop them at his aunt and uncle’s place in their condition. He was the one who would get yelled at for letting it happen—as if he actually had any control over what trouble his sister got herself into. Alex gave a mental shrug as he carried April into Chad’s room and dumped her onto his bed. With any luck she’d puke on it. That would teach the son of a bitch a lesson.

Brandi was sitting on the couch, staring at nothing.

“Hey. You okay?”

She just looked at him with a lost expression on her face that twisted in his guts. He closed his eyes and counted to ten then sat down on the couch beside her.

“I thought you didn’t drink.”

A tiny gust of bitter laughter escaped her and she collapsed back into the cushions. “It was a special occasion,” she said slowly, trying not to slur.

“Oh?”

She swallowed hard and he could see unshed tears gleaming in her eyes. “My boyfrien’. Broke up with me tonight. Over th’ phone.”

Cold anger washed through him. Who the hell would do that to her? Half of him wanted to drive home to beat the living hell out of the jerk. The other half wanted to take her in his arms and soothe her and tell her it would all be okay.

And he couldn’t do that.

“Any guy who would dump you is an idiot,” he told her. And meant it.

She just sniffled in response.

“Come on, let’s get you to bed. You’ve had a lot to drink and you need to sleep it off.”

He helped her up off the couch and led her to his room. He’d crash on the couch, assuming that he was able to sleep knowing that she was laying twenty feet away in his bed. With his luck she’d probably puke on his bed. And he’d undoubtedly deserve it if she did.

An odd feeling of nostalgia gripped him as he slipped off her sandals and his fingers brushed the satin skin of her feet. When he stood up she was pulling off her shirt, apparently oblivious to any awkwardness about their situation. She flung it aside and unbuttoned her jeans, lifting her legs towards him.

“Help pull ‘em off,” she said.

His tongue flickered over his lips at the site of her flawless skin and the lacy black bra cupping her round tits. She was so damned perfect. For a moment he hesitated then he gripped the hem of her jeans and tugged them over her hips. What the hell. He had seen her naked before, after all. Alex dropped them on the floor by her shirt, the sight of her black panties causing a distinct twinge below his waist, and then bent over to pull the covers up and tuck her in. The scent of her drifted up and stopped his heart. How long would her scent linger if he never washed his sheets again?

Despite the last six months he couldn’t stop himself. His lips brushed her forehead and he patted her shoulder under the blanket. “Good night, Brandi.”

A small hand gripped his wrist, fingers impossibly warm against his skin. “Don’ go.”

“You need to go to sleep. You’re going to feel awful in the morning.”

“Stay with me,” she murmured. “Please, Alex. Jus’ sleep with me. I don’ want to be alone.”

His mind immediately conjured up a million reasons why that would be a bad idea. The memory of her body nestled against his dispelled them all. Damn, damn, damn.

“Brandi, honey, I can’t.”

“Please, Alex.”

She sniffled again, and though she turned her face away he saw the glistening traces of tears on her cheeks in the dim light. Oh, no. He could not handle crying women. Certainly not sweetly drunk crying women who he just happened to have slept with and apparently still had a thing for.

“Shh, don’t cry. I’ll stay, just don’t cry. Scoot over.”

He pulled off his shirt and slid under the covers beside her and tried not to think of what it would be like to run his hands along her silky skin. With his narrow bed it was impossible to lay there and not touch her, and the scent of her perfume and the apple blossom of her shampoo filled his nostrils.

No way he was getting any sleep.

Brandi twisted against him. “Jeans are scratchy,” she complained.

“I should probably sleep on the couch.”

“Noooo,” she whined.

Why did he even bother trying? “Fine.”

Quickly he skinned off his jeans and dropped them beside the bed. His cock strained against his boxers, rock hard and ready for action—action that he wasn’t going to get. He was going to need some serious alone time in the shower in the morning. Probably more than once.

Before he could protest Brandi settled back against him, her bottom pressed firmly against his erection while her slim shoulders nestled into his chest.

“Mmm, better,” she murmured as she snuggled in.

With a jerk his cock spasmed and pressed hard into her ass. There was no way she couldn’t feel that, but she gave no indication that she noticed. After a minute he slid an arm around her just under her breasts and let his head sink into the pillow. Slowly he released the breath he had been holding without realizing it. Why did it have to feel so damned perfect with her?

“Nite, Alex,” Brandi said. “Thank you.”

He gave her a little squeeze. “You’re welcome. Go to sleep, hon.”

“All right.”

After a couple of minutes her breathing slowed and he could tell that she was out. He closed his eyes and forced himself to relax, but for a long time he just held her in the dark and savored the sensation of her body against his once more. It was probably the last time it would ever happen, and if so he wanted to enjoy every second of it.

His eyes snapped open. Since he was facing away from the alarm he couldn’t tell what time it was, but he guessed three or four in the morning. Inside his boxers his cock was still painfully erect, probably because Brandi was slowly rubbing her ass against him. Undoubtedly that was what had woken him up.

“Brandi?” he whispered.

There was no answer, and from her breathing it sounded as though she was still asleep. Every movement against him sent ripples of delicious pleasure through his rod, and if she kept it up much longer he was probably going to come in his shorts.

And what if he did? She was sleeping so hard that he could go clean himself up then crawl back in bed with her and she would never notice he had been gone. Maybe it was stupid, but he wanted her so damned bad he could barely stand it and he’d take what he could get.

Alex vividly remembered the creamy smoothness of Brandi’s breasts and decided to start there. Slowly he moved his hand up to cup one firm, round tit beneath her bra. He wished now he had encouraged her to take it off with her shirt, but it was okay—he could work around it. Using his palm he stroked her in long, gentle circles so that the fabric tickled lightly against his skin. When he felt her nipple swelling he switched to using his thumb to tease her, and even through the bra he could tell how it hardened into a firm little pebble. He wet his lips, wanting so badly to pop that little cherry into his mouth and suck on it until she went wild.

Her responsiveness had always amazed him—how a touch could send her right up the wall and have her begging for him, or a few licks on her sensitive nipples would have her sopping wet and throbbing. He missed that, missed the way she came apart in his arms when he brought her to orgasm, that angelic look on her face that turned her into something so beautiful it was unreal.

With a little moan she stretched, her body writhing sinuously against him, ass grinding down onto his hardness. She was so fucking sexy he just couldn’t help touching her. He gave her nipple a quick squeeze between thumb and forefinger, then grazed his hand down the smooth plane of her stomach until his fingers brushed up against the edge of her panties. He shouldn’t—he really shouldn’t. But he was going to anyway.

Fingers probed, slid beneath the elastic to the incredible softness of her mound and the fine, blonde curls he knew so well. Another low moan and he slowed, not wanting to wake her. Between their bodies his manhood trembled in an anguish of longing, and Alex ached to rip off her panties and bury himself in her tight heat. Just a touch, though, that’s all he would get tonight. A touch and maybe a little taste of her sweet, golden honey.

She settled back against him with a little quiver, and after a moment Alex eased his hand lower until his middle finger found the dip leading down into her furrow. As he pushed on he hardly dared breathe, holding as still as possible while his hand crept slowly down her to right—there. He worked his way in a bit deeper and the hard little knot of her clit lay beneath his fingertip. Alex listened to her breathing as he drew a single butterfly-light stroke against her taut flesh, then another. Her breath caught and a barely perceptible shiver ran through her body.

A grin settled on Alex’s lips as he remembered the first time he had touched Brandi’s clit, a moment that would stick with him as long as he lived. Just as quickly the grin vanished. The little witch had tricked him then, in circumstances not so very different from where he found himself now. Suspicion dawned, held him frozen in place.

“Brandi?”

The only answer was the faint, regular whisper of her breathing.

“Brandi, are you awake?”

She didn’t so much as twitch, and he had smelled the alcohol on her breath. Well, then. Go big or go home. His finger went back to work stroking her swollen nub, more daring now than before. With a whimper deep in her throat Brandi shifted her leg back to open herself wider. As his fingertips played across her clit her hips began to rock, sending her hot little ass sliding against his raging erection once more. Alex bit his lip at the sweet torture of it and wondered how long he could last.

When he felt the heat building and knew he was getting close he backed off, hand cupping her mound, one fingertip tracing a long, slow circle around the edges of her pearl. She moaned again, but Alex wasn’t ready for it to be over yet. Unbearable as the tension in his loins was, she felt so good against him that he wanted to go on all night if he could.

He stretched his arm out and moved his hand lower. Fingertips found dampness, slid along lips slick with her juices down to the source of the wetness between her legs, where his middle finger danced along the rim, dipping in just far enough to make his cock swell and strain at the memory of pushing into her. Inside now, pressing into her liquid heat, first to one knuckle, then to the next until her walls squeezed in and clung to him—so damned tight. And she was wet, dripping wet and all ready to take every inch of him in one quick, hard thrust. It would be so easy, if not for the clothes still in the way.

Carefully he withdrew from her and moved his hand back until he could pull it from under the sheets. The rich, musky smell of her sex set every nerve in his body alight, made him feel more alive than he could remember being in months. Closing his eyes he sucked every tangy drop of her dew from his skin and imagined he was back between her legs lapping up her juices from their source while she wiggled and moaned in ecstasy.

Why had he let her get away from him? Was he crazy? He should have driven home and demanded to see her, and to hell with what her father or anyone else said. Maybe it still wasn’t too late.

Fingers resumed their leisurely massage of her clit, coaxing it from her folds to tease it from top to bottom with slippery fingertips. Beside him Brandi gave a series of soft little mewls, stretched again and draped her leg over his, and burrowed her head back into his neck.

“Alex,” she breathed.

Oh, crap.

Her arm curved up around his head and fingers twined through his hair while slender curves undulated along his body to stroke him from his chest to his thighs, so soft and warm it made his bones ache with longing for her. The head of his prick was wet with the pre-cum leaking from him now, and he knew it must have soaked through the paper-thin fabric of his boxers. She felt so amazingly good, and he just prayed that she wouldn’t make him stop now.

Brandi shivered all the way down to her toes as Alex’s magical fingers drew pulses of electric heat sizzling out of her clit. Something about his touch, his hands on her skin, made her lose all control so that she wanted nothing but for him to take her again and again until she was finally sated and poor Alex was usually too wrung out to move. Now he was doing it to her again and it was even better than she remembered. When she had coaxed him to spend the night with her she had half-hoped he might try something, but this surpassed anything she had imagined.

How had he gotten her so wet already? She was soaked, her pussy slowly throbbing and quivering with need. She wanted his fingers inside her, wanted his thick cock stuffed into her until she claimed every bit of him. Nipples and clit ached and burned with a primal need that drove her hips back against his, thrusting her ass down onto that stiff pole which jutted into her.

She craved it, needed it. Wanted to spread her legs until her bones cracked to take him inside of her, wanted him to take her hard and fast until she exploded and burned, then turn her over and fuck her from behind like a wild animal and make her do it all over again. God, what had he done to her?

Fingers stretched her and plunged deep while his palm kept up its gentle pressure on her clit. Breath hissed through her teeth as he stroked just there inside of her and waves of pleasure so intense she could barely stand it buffeted her. He had the feel of her now, his fingers squishing in the juices that gushed from her as they drove her to her limits and beyond, building the pressure in her lower body until her nerves could take no more and she exploded into a million shards of bright, hot bliss.

Usually Brandi muffled her cries when she came, but tonight she let herself go, heedless of Alex’s sister asleep in the next room. She needed to feel this, needed Alex to feel it and know what he had done to her, what he could still do to her. As her voice filled the small room Alex held her tightly against him, his lips pressed to her hair.

“Oh, babe,” he murmured against her while she gasped and shook. “My sweet, sweet Brandi. You’re so fucking amazing, so beautiful when you do that.”

The heat that blossomed in her from his words wasn’t the same as an orgasm, but it felt every bit as good. He did want her. It wasn’t too late. And now it was her turn to do something for him.

She rolled in his arms to face him, kissed those warm, full lips the way she had been longing to all day. With a low moan Alex kissed her back, lips ravenous on hers, devouring her in velvet passion that soon had her pussy quivering again. Teeth tugged playfully at her lower lip, the tip of his tongue tickling against the part held in his grasp. Her palms slid across the hard muscles of his chest, down the smooth, tight ripples of his abs. Just as her fingers closed on the iron length of his shaft Alex’s tongue pushed past her lips, and she stroked him lightly while their tongues glided and twined together. For a while she gave herself up to the swirling heat of their embrace, pure feeling with no thought at all as she lost herself in him.

The growing slickness under her fingers reminded her that Alex still needed his own release, but first she wanted to feel him, to taste him in her mouth. It would have to be fast because she knew he wasn’t going to last much longer, but it had become a hunger that she simply had to satisfy.

She broke free, her hands tugging at his boxers. When Alex realized what she was doing he lifted up and she was able to pull them down enough to free his manhood. With a happy grin that he probably couldn’t see in the dark she ducked under the covers and planted a kiss in the middle of his stomach. Little licks and nibbles made him gasp and moan, and she loved that she could drive him wild the way he did to her. As she passed his belly button she grasped his shaft with one hand and steadied herself with the other. Lips fastened to his shaft and she worked her way up to the spongy head.

Alex shivered beneath her as she slid her mouth over him to scoop in the whole of his head at once. The rough upper surface of her tongue swirled around the flared edge and she felt him tense beneath her as the sensation overwhelmed him. While her hand moved along his shaft, his excitement grew until the salty stickiness of pre-cum coated her tongue and his thick meat pulsed in her mouth. For a second she considered sucking him off and letting him shoot his hot cum down her throat—Alex loved that. But she was all wet and quivering again and she wanted him inside of her. Where he belonged.

With a final sloppy kiss she released him from her mouth and eased a leg over Alex’s hips to straddle him. His poor cock prodded her from below, hard enough to hammer nails from the feel of it. Well, she’d take care of that. There was no need to wait—she was all ready for him, wet and slick and trembling deep inside with anticipation. Lowering herself, she captured him in her furrow and swiveled her hips around until she had him where she wanted. Alex groaned as his head slid between her slippery lips and pressed against the juicy entrance to her tunnel.

Brandi smiled to herself at his display of agony. Next time she’d tease him a bit, but right now she needed to get him inside of her before he shot his load all over the bed. Swiftly she sank down onto his shaft, his hard heat piercing into the heart of her in one sudden thrust. Muscles stretched to fit him, but even so she clung to him like a glove. Normally they’d have to go more slowly, but tonight she was soaking wet and the extra lubrication allowed her to ride him fiercely without having to be patient.

As she leaned forward Alex’s hands gripped her waist to help her move. His breathing grew uneven, ragged gasps clawing their way from his chest as ecstasy drove him towards his own orgasm. Hands tightened on her and he seemed to swell even larger inside of her as he thrust into her tight little cunt for all he was worth. Knowing that he was so close, that he was about to come inside of her, pushed her to the brink again as well. The heat simmering in her belly streamed through her clit and nipples, boiling up to fill her whole body. Her head flung back, sweat dampening the back of her neck under her thick curls, and her fingers clenched into fists as she fought to hold it back. Just a little longer.

A hoarse rasp burst from Alex, and his back arched and his hands clamped her body against his while he drenched her tunnel with hot, creamy cum. When he sank back to the bed, finally spent, Brandi let herself go. Her pulse hammered through her, loud as a drum in her ears as her blood rushed and pleasure crashed through her in golden crescendos.

Gradually the waves receded and she sank limply against Alex’s chest, his manhood slipping from her to rest against her ass as it slowly went limp. His arms went around her and she snuggled into his embrace, warm and safe and right where she was supposed to be.

“Thank you, Alex. Was wonderful,” she murmured against his chest, giving him one last little kiss, and fell asleep before he could answer.

The next morning Alex was already up and had coffee made when April crawled out of Chad’s room. Without a word he pulled out a chair at the kitchen table for her and handed her a steaming mug of black coffee. She took a long sip and sighed.

“Thanks. I’ll take back half the things I’ve said about you for that.”

“Gotta watch out for those Jell-O shots. And frat boys.”

“Yeah, whatev.”

He shrugged. “Your funeral, Sis.”

She took another sip. “So. You and Brandi, huh?”

Alex froze. “What are you talking about?”

“You want to explain why she was screaming your name at three o’clock in the morning?”

A long time ago April had warned him to stay away from her friends. She knew every little secret he had and wouldn’t be above spreading them around if she was pissed at him, and if she thought he had taken advantage of her best friend while she was drunk..

“She asked me to stay,” he blurted. “She said she didn’t want to be alone, her boyfriend dumped her. So I spent the night with her.”

“What the fuck?”

“Seriously, April, I didn’t plan it. Things just sort of… happened.”

She shook her head and laughed. “You poor, naive idiot.”

“What?”

“Brandi doesn’t have a boyfriend,” she explained, speaking slowly as though to a very small child. “She’s never had a boyfriend.”

“Huh?”

“I’m telling you that you got played, you big idiot. I guess she cried on those broad shoulders of yours, too?” She gave a mocking laugh.

“What are you two yelling about?”

Alex looked over to see Brandi standing in the door of his room, looking deliciously sleep-tousled and wearing one of his shirts.

“April tells me that you don’t have a boyfriend.”

A tiny smile curled the edge of her lips and she walked over and leaned against him. “Do you have a problem with that? Because it leaves the door wide open to someone who might want the job.”

His arms folded around her and the warmth of her slim body against his was pure heaven. “What am I going to do when you go home?”

“It won’t be for long. Daddy was hoping that I’d go to the college in Stephenville for a couple of years, but I’ve still got time to send in an application to go here instead. He won’t put up too much of a fuss since Lindsay is here already.”

It was too good to be true. “Seriously?”

“Yeah. Just promise me one thing?”

“What? Anything.”

“If I ever lose it and try to run away from you again, don’t let me. You come after me and drag me back kicking and screaming if you have to, but don’t let me go.”

“No,” he said, nuzzling hair that still smelled of apple blossoms. “I’m never letting you go again.”

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at Shelbie’s story, Punishing Shelbie. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.
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Sneak Peek: Punishing Shelbie

DEREK VANCE STRETCHED HIS FEET OUT on the coffee table and let himself sink a little deeper into the couch. It was so nice to be able to work from home on Fridays instead of making the commute to Stantonville, especially with the way traffic piled up on the interstate on Friday afternoons. After a quiet day alone at home he had actually gotten more work done than if he had gone to the office, and he still felt nice and relaxed heading into the weekend. The arrival of high-speed internet in town had come just in time to convince him not to move closer to the office, and while Stantonville wasn’t exactly the big city he definitely preferred the peace and quiet of Briarwood Hollow.

The front door banged open and he glanced up from his laptop as his daughter Lisa bounced through.

“Hi, Daddy,” she sang out.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he said. “How was your day?”

“Good. Glad it’s Friday, though.”

Another girl walked in behind her, the fine, blonde hair curling past her shoulders gleaming pale gold in the afternoon sunlight. His cock twitched and he tried to will himself into a state of icy detachment, wondering if not moving to Stantonville had been a mistake after all.

“Hi, Mr. Vance.”

“Is it okay if Shelbie spends the night?” Lisa asked.

“Hi, Shelbie. Sure, she can stay over.”

He desperately wanted to say no, but he didn’t have a good excuse and he could hardly tell Lisa the truth—that Shelbie Trimble got him so hard that he was afraid he was going to rupture something. Shelbie knew it, though, and the little prick-tease added a little extra sway to her hips as she followed Lisa into the kitchen with a quick glance over her shoulder to make sure that he was paying attention.

Derek didn’t know why she was doing this to him, but it was slowly driving him crazy. It seemed as though every time she came over she upped her game a bit, cranking up the heat until she had to know that he was boiling. The really bad part was that he was pretty sure she had singled him out; if she was behaving like this with other guys in Briarwood Hollow he would have heard about it by now—and so would her daddy. His eyes wandered up the slim curves of her legs from her heels to where her thighs vanished under her candy-striped miniskirt. He doubted that her daddy knew she was out dressed like that, either, and he would undoubtedly have some choice words to say about it if he found out. Had she worn that skirt just to come over here?

Images flickered through his mind—Shelbie bent over the couch with that little skirt pushed up onto her back, that long, silky hair running through his fingers, her creamy curves bared for him. He clenched his teeth as his control began to slip and his cock throbbed. This was ridiculous; she was only eighteen for God’s sake. He was twenty years older, she was his daughter’s best friend, and her daddy was the preacher at the biggest church in the Hollow. He couldn’t have her, and at his age he ought to have enough self-control to ignore her teasing. But every night when he walked into his bedroom he imagined that golden hair spread out on his white pillowcase, and he knew that by the time the evening was over she’d have him tossing and turning all night trying to get her out of his head.

Shelbie smiled to herself as she followed Lisa upstairs. She had worn her shortest skirt today—one that Daddy didn’t know she had—hoping that Mr. Vance would be in the kitchen when they got there, and all day she had imagined catching the look in his eyes as he watched her climb the stairs and got an eyeful of her new thong panties. It was a little disappointing that he had been in the living room instead, but the day wasn’t over and she had caught him checking her out already. It was just a matter of time.

She knew she shouldn’t be teasing him this way, but she couldn’t seem to stop. The effect she had on him was obvious, and for some reason it went straight to her head. Getting the boys at school worked up was nothing; pretty much anybody could do that just walking into the room. But Mr. Vance was older and mature and so incredibly sexy, and being able to do that to him gave her a huge head rush. It made her feel powerful and beautiful and maybe just a little bit cocky.

At the same time he definitely wasn’t one of the boys, and the glint in those dark eyes when he looked at her sent shivers running along her spine. She could feel the hunger—the lust—there when he watched her, and it was nothing like the glances she got from the boys in school. It was the difference between the look of a lazy housecat and that of a tiger stalking its prey, and there was no denying that she felt a delicious chill of fear deep in her belly whenever she caught his eyes on her.

She always wondered what it was that he saw when he looked at her that way, what it was that he wanted of her. Health class had taught her what she knew about sex, but somehow she didn’t think that Mr. Vance’s desires were so simple. It might explain the fumbled backseat gropings her friends giggled about, but she couldn’t connect those stories with the fire in those dark chocolate eyes.

Still, Shelbie knew she was only flirting with danger, like getting on a roller coaster—scary enough for an adrenaline rush but no one really expected anything bad to happen while riding on them. Just like nothing was going to happen with Mr. Vance. He was Lisa’s dad, after all, and she had been spending weekends at their house practically forever. So while she probably should stop messing with him, she wasn’t really worried. Besides, he was so gorgeous that she couldn’t help herself. Derek Vance was one very scrumptious package guaranteed to make a girl think wicked, sinful thoughts that all the prayer in the world couldn’t get out of her head.

Lisa said his office in Stantonville had a gym, and from the way Mr. Vance filled out his fitted shirts he took full advantage of it. If there was an ounce of fat on his six-foot two frame Shelbie couldn’t imagine where he hid it. His hair was the same curly, chestnut brown as Lisa’s and no matter how often he brushed it he always had the most adorable stray locks sticking out, while here and there a fleck of silver gleamed apart from the rest as a reminder that he had age and experience to go with the powerful body and sharp, aristocratic features. 

It was his eyes that had first hooked her, though. They were like deep wells you could fall into, either warm like a mug of hot cocoa on a crisp morning or cold like Alligator Pond when it froze over in the dead of winter. And sometimes… Well, sometimes they burned—usually when he was looking at her and he thought she wouldn’t notice. That was when she got chills and thought that maybe she ought to be more afraid of him than she was.

Two hours later when she started downstairs she heard him clattering around in the kitchen and prepared to put on a show for him, but when she peeked down his back was to her while he stirred a pot on the stove. Barefoot in a pair of jeans and a gray t-shirt so tight that it looked like it would split if he flexed a muscle, the sight of him sent a familiar quiver tickling between her legs. She slipped off her heels and crept down quietly, avoiding the steps that she knew squeaked, and padded silently across the tile floor until she stood behind him. Slowly she leaned around him to take a long sniff of dinner, letting her breasts brush against the bare skin of his arm. Her nipples puckered under her shirt and she felt them poke into the thin fabric as they hardened. She wasn’t wearing a bra so there was no way he could avoid noticing them if he looked at her.

“Mmmmm, that smells great. You make the best spaghetti, Mr. Vance.”

He froze at her touch. She was close enough that the clean cedar and green apple scent of her perfume wafted lightly over him and kicked his pulse into high gear. He swallowed hard and forced his hand back to deliberately stirring the sauce while trying to count backwards from one hundred in his head to distract himself from her.

“Thanks,” he said. “Where’s Lisa?”

“Changing clothes. She’ll be down in a minute.”

She straightened and stepped back, letting her fingertips trail lightly over his forearm as she turned and took a seat at the table. The muscles in his back and neck were bunched tightly and she had to smother a giggle, but then she felt bad for him. He must be pretty miserable with her getting him so worked up, and she ought to back it down a little bit. Besides, what she was doing to him was almost certainly a sin, even if it didn’t seem to really hurt anything.

Derek tried to calm himself with a series of deep breaths. The damned girl was going to give him a stroke. It had taken every ounce of willpower he possessed not to grab her and crush her slim body against his. She had set him burning for her, and he wanted to bend her over that table and fuck her hard, to pound her little pussy until she screamed out his name. She was so young and he knew she didn’t truly understand what she was doing to him, but he wasn’t sure how much more of this he could take.

And he absolutely could not turn away from the stove with the raging erection bulging in his jeans. He took slow, deep breaths and tried not to think of the way her miniskirt outlined the swell of her perfect little ass.

Continue reading Punishing Shelbie…






You might also like…

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

Built for Sin

She was half my age and she was Olivia’s daughter, for god’s sake!

Olivia hates my guts. We had been best friends growing up—right up until the night I turned her down. Unfortunately I didn’t realize she was a closet psycho, and in a fit of jealous rage she sabotaged my entire life. To escape her I finally fled to Australia, where I hoped that time and distance would give Olivia a chance to get over her craziness.

Today I came back home for the first time in years, and the first thing I saw was her gorgeous daughter, Callie. Callie has the face of an angel and a body built for sin, and I can’t stop thinking about all the filthy things I’d love to do to her. I know I need to keep my hands off like she was plutonium, but every time I see her I want her more and I’m rapidly losing my will to keep her at a distance. I can’t help but think that no matter what Olivia might do to me, Callie would be worth it.

I was going to taste the forbidden fruit of her sweet, pouty lips and to hell with the consequences.

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?

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.

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?
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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



OPS/image28.jpg
AV
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image53.jpg





OPS/image10.jpg





OPS/image37.jpg





OPS/image44.jpg





OPS/image61.jpg





OPS/image8.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Daughters

KELLI WOLFE |





cover.jpeg
The Preacher's Virgin Daughters

The sequel to Arousing Brandi

KELLI WOLFE "





OPS/image35.jpg





OPS/image60.jpg





OPS/image29.jpg





OPS/image52.jpg
g
l 2
Noth1’r‘1g

KELLI WD.FE





OPS/image38.jpg





OPS/image43.jpg





OPS/image7.jpg





OPS/image47.jpg





OPS/image17.jpg
K’EL&M[OLFE





OPS/image42.jpg
ZLL) Wolgs






OPS/image2.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters

> ‘\
"KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image12.jpg





OPS/image68.jpg
/u‘ 4
srmeur
ST\)DENT

<l

| Wa






OPS/image18.jpg





OPS/image55.jpg





OPS/image48.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image41.jpg





OPS/image24.jpg





OPS/image54.jpg
o

e;s

Kﬂmmg





OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image11.jpg





OPS/image67.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg





OPS/image19.jpg





OPS/image49.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image36.jpg





OPS/image9.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters






OPS/image58.jpg
K
E
] \/
'/
(!‘





OPS/image23.jpg





OPS/image4.jpg





OPS/image15.jpg
VYT
Bt ofrondlc Dk
‘/\}\v

3 Y 3






OPS/image40.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters






OPS/image66.jpg





OPS/image57.jpg





OPS/image31.jpg





OPS/image59.jpg





OPS/image16.jpg





OPS/image65.jpg





OPS/image3.jpg
“The Preacher's Vingn Daughters





OPS/image22.jpg





OPS/image13.jpg
e





OPS/image25.jpg





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













OPS/image56.jpg





OPS/image21.jpg





OPS/image30.jpg





OPS/image34.jpg
“The Preacher's Vingn Daughters





OPS/image39.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Daughters

KELLI WOLFE |





OPS/image64.jpg
SIDONIES TALE.






OPS/image26.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image51.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image6.jpg





OPS/image20.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image50.jpg





OPS/image63.jpg





OPS/image33.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters

> ‘\
"KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image46.jpg





OPS/image14.jpg





OPS/image27.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image5.jpg





OPS/image62.jpg
Proy
Beast Ten

Kexti Worre





OPS/image45.jpg
% ’
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image32.jpg





