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Summary

“Did you think I was just going to let you go after that night, babe?” he whispered in her ear ...

Two weeks have passed since Kelsey’s first run-in with Deputy Jack Thompson—when she lost her innocence. Since that night the preacher’s girl has lived in constant fear of what she would do if he came back for her. But even worse is the fear of what she might do if he didn’t. When he pulls her over late at night on a lonely country road for speeding she’s not sure how to react. Is he going to give her a ticket, or does the sexy deputy have something else in mind?
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Busting Kelsey

THE GLOWING, AMBER LED CLOCK in her dashboard read 11:43 when Kelsey turned onto the dark stretch of rural highway running between the interstate and Briarwood Hollow. After working an hour past closing at the community college library she was running much later than usual getting home. Even though she had called to let her daddy know, she knew he would worry about her being out so late. He might not actually say anything since she was nineteen now and in college, but he would still worry. It was that more than any real desire to get home that had her hurrying just a little bit too much for her own good that night.

As she passed a seemingly-deserted rest stop, headlights flipped on in her rear-view mirror and a moment later the distinctive red and blue flashing lights of a sheriff’s patrol car lit up the night. The wail of the siren clamped fingers of cold panic around her throat and set her heart pounding. With a shiver of apprehension she braked and pulled over to the side of the road.

It had been two weeks since her run-in with sheriff’s deputy Jack Thompson, when she had lost both her virginity and her innocence. Two weeks spent trying to deny the lusts the handsome deputy had awakened in her had accomplished little—every time she thought of him Kelsey found herself wet and aching and longing to relive the time they had spent together. Prayer didn’t help; when she closed her eyes images of the rippling muscles of his toned body overwhelmed her, and she knew she was headed straight to Hell if she didn’t get herself under control. But when she thought of his mouth on her, exploring her most private places and claiming her in a way she had never even imagined until that night, she found she didn’t care about damnation nearly as much as she used to.

Since that night Kelsey had lived in constant fear—fear of what she would do if Jack Thompson came for her again, and fear of what she might do if he didn’t.

She tried to make herself calm down as the tall figure stepped from the patrol car and walked towards her, but silhouetted by the headlights she couldn’t even tell if it was Jack or not. With a little prayer that it was one of the other deputies, that she might be spared a second bout with temptation that she knew she was sure to lose, she pulled her paperwork out of the glove compartment and rolled down her window.

The flashlight beam that speared into the car blinded her, but she would have recognized low drawl that accompanied it anywhere.

“Miss, I need to see your driver’s license, registration, and proof of insurance.”

She handed them over silently, her heart in her throat. What was he going to do? Would he actually give her a ticket? Maybe he didn’t even want her anymore after that night? Now that he had taken her virginity maybe he was done with her.

“Miss Trimble, do you know how fast you were going?”

“Yes sir,” she said, trying to keep her voice from shaking. “I’m sorry, it’s late and I was just in a hurry to get home.”

“Late is no excuse,” the deputy told her sternly. “If you’re running late, you should have started earlier. Wait here; I’ll be right back.”

As he turned and headed back towards his car she could see him talking on his radio and holding up her license. Relief teased at her; perhaps he really was just going to give her a ticket. A ticket was by far preferable to having her nose rubbed in the fact that she was ready to give herself to him all over again, dreadful sin or not. The growing moisture between her thighs was all the proof she needed of that.

The light flashed in her eyes once more, startling her out of her thoughts.

“Miss Trimble, please step out of the car.”

Kelsey’s heart jumped into her throat. This was how it had started the last time. “What? I mean, why? What’s wrong?”

“Just step out of the car.”

She opened the door, her feet crunching on gravel as she stood up. The deputy’s face was hidden in shadow so she couldn’t read his expression when he waved back towards his car.

“Move around to the back of the car, please.”

When she was standing between their cars he came up behind her.

“Place your hands on the trunk and spread your legs.”

“I don’t understand,” she protested, even as she did what he asked. “What have I done?”

A hand grabbed one wrist and dragged it behind her. Before she could react cold steel closed around it and the deputy pulled her other arm back. Once both wrists were cuffed a hand in the small of her back shoved her forward so that she was folded over the trunk of her car. Deputy Thompson patted her down deftly, hands moving down the curves of her body in a way that caused flashbacks to explode in her mind, and Kelsey’s pussy went liquid with desire.

Fingers tickled against her ankles and then he was frisking the inside of her legs, slowly inching up her calves before sliding up the silky length of her inner thighs. His touch sent shivers through her and she moaned at the ache he awakened deep in her quivering tunnel. When his fingertips brushed her panties, lingering on the damp spot between her legs, she gasped and bit her lip to hold in a whimper. She waited for him to continue, to pull aside her panties and slide his fingers into her, but instead the hands withdrew.

“Just as I thought,” he murmured.

Kelsey glanced back just in time to see the deputy flick open a very-illegal switchblade knife and her eyes went wide.

“Don’t move.”

She held her breath as he flipped up the back of her skirt and with two quick tugs sliced through her panties. They fell away and the night breeze blew cool against her damp sex. Once more she was bared and spread before him, and she knew that he wasn’t remotely interested in giving her a ticket.

The deputy saw her watching him and shoved the panties in his pocket.

“Evidence,” he drawled.

Then he moved back behind her where she couldn’t see him. Warm fingers pushed between her legs, sliding past her wet lips and seeking out the pulsing ache of her clit while his other hand gripped the bare flesh of her hip to hold her still. As his fingertips teased her swollen, little nub Kelsey’s knees turned to jelly, and she was glad she was resting on the trunk so she didn’t fall over. Her hips swiveled and she ground down against him, craving more sensation, dying to feel him inside of her again.

Jack waited until he could tell from her animal reactions to him that she wasn’t going to resist. It had been a far easier conquest than he had imagined—after two weeks he thought she had plenty of time to reconsider what had happened and fall back on the safety of her religious upbringing. This was one time he didn’t mind being wrong, though. Soft moans came from the girl as his fingertips played across her clit, and the way she kept humping that round little ass back at him had his cock standing at attention and hard enough to pound nails. She was doing everything but begging him to fuck her, and he intended to oblige.

He leaned into her, letting her feel the steel of his erection pressing into her bare ass and bent down low enough that he could smell the apple blossom scent of her hair.

“Did you think I was just going to let you go after that night, babe?” he whispered in her ear while his fingers continued to pump in her soaking pussy. “Did you really believe I wouldn’t be back for more?”

She answered him with a whimper and squeezed his fingers inside of her hard enough to make his cock throb in anticipation. This wasn’t the first time Jack had fucked a girl he had pulled over for speeding, but there was something about Kelsey—her innocence and vulnerability—that really got him boiling, and having her handcuffed and spread helplessly before him had him so stiff it was almost painful. For the last two weeks he had dreamed of fucking the young girl in every way imaginable and now he wished he could take his time and do it right, but he only had a narrow window on a traffic stop so he had to make it count.

Swiftly he unbuckled his belt, and Kelsey flinched as he dropped it to the hood beside her with a loud clatter. He let his hands rove over her slender curves as he slid down her body and knelt between her legs. Gripping her ass with both hands he spread her wider, fully exposing the dark pink of her slit and her glistening pussy. The hot, musky smell of her arousal drew him closer, and he bent in to taste her. As licked slowly across her lips the tang of her sex exploded over his tongue, and Jack kicked himself for waiting so long to go after her again.

Kelsey squirmed against his tongue, moans clawing their way free from deep within her throat as the deputy’s tongue caressed her. Intense as her memories of this had been, to her surprise she found they did not do reality justice. Jack’s tongue darted like a hummingbird to explore her folds, plunging deep to lap up her cream then darting in to nudge and tickle against her clit. Every flick against her swollen knob set off another explosion of pleasure until she was dripping wet and hovering at the brink of coming all over the deputy’s face.

But his tongue slipped away from her after a last dip into her creamy tunnel, leaving a dull throb of frustration behind in its wake. She whimpered with longing as she trembled inside with this newly-awakened ache of desire.

“Jack,” she moaned.

The tip of his tongue slithered hot and wet across the tight ring of her ass and she jumped in shock as hot tingles sizzled down into her core. Memories of sticking her tongue on a nine volt battery on a dare from Brandi popped into her head; it was like that, the same sharp, unexpected jolt, only this time it was in her most private place of all and she couldn’t get away.

“You have the prettiest little pink asshole,” Jack murmured behind her, “and I’d love to see it stretched around my cock.”

Kelsey shuddered and instinctively spread herself wider to him, giving him more room to play. What he was doing was so dirty, so utterly sinful and wrong, but felt so good at the same time that she could barely stand it. Her chest heaved with ragged breaths as his tongue claimed her and she imagined the hard, round head of Jack’s cock pressing into her there. But again he pulled away, leaving her desperately empty and unfulfilled.

“Please,” the young girl whispered, barely audible above the night breeze. “Please don’t stop.”

The sound of him working his zipper was almost enough by itself to send her over the edge and she held her breath as she waited for what was to come next.

Jack licked his lips as he stared down as the girl spread wide before him. The skin of her ass and between her long, slender legs gleamed in the headlights with a coating of his saliva mixed with her juices, and the pulsing shaft of his manhood slid easily into the slickened cleft of her ass when he stepped forward.

Oh, that ass tempted him. It really did. He could imagine the tight heat of that puckered hole gripping him like a fist as he buried himself to the balls in her virgin ass, and his manhood throbbed in anticipation. But he knew he couldn’t do it without hurting her tonight, and he really didn’t want that. He wanted Kelsey wet and begging him for more, not afraid of his touch. With a sigh he shifted his cock down and pushed between her legs instead. One day, though, he intended take her virginity there as he had already claimed her pussy and mouth. And from the way Kelsey was acting tonight, he figured he could afford to be patient.

That was all he was going to be patient about, though—she was wet and ready and he was so hard it hurt. His head nudged into her entrance and with one swift thrust up and in he slid home into her velvet heat.

“Oh, damn,” he moaned as the wet glove of her pussy squeezed down on his cock, her grip leaving him breathless with pleasure for a moment.

How could he have forgotten how incredibly tight her near-virgin pussy was? Firm muscles pulsated against his shaft as he moved inside of her and he slowed, determined to enjoy every second of this. Jack sank into her again and again, pressing her body against the trunk of her car with slow, deep thrusts that buried his cock to his balls while his fingers slid along the softness of her ass then dug deep into her hips. She was so damned sexy, so damned innocent, and she was his. All his.

“You’re so beautiful, Kelsey,” he breathed. “And you feel so fucking good, so hot and so tight.”

Heat bloomed in Kelsey’s belly as her pussy stretched around the satin-and-steel rod of Jack’s manhood. She barely even heard his words over the thunder of her pulse while cock moved inside of her like some machine made of flesh. Stuffed full, her pussy churned out even more juices to accommodate his girth until the wet smacking sound of their fucking became a metronome in her head to time her gasping breaths.

Cool air teased against the damp, swollen skin of her clit and she shivered helplessly while her fingers clenched in the fabric of her skirt, desperate for something to hold on to as the last shreds of her control slipped and the burning tension of her impending orgasm swept her up and twisted her insides into knots of taut, sparkling bliss. 

As Jack pounded into her from behind the rough fingers clenched in her soft flesh spread her ass wide, and by the growing frenzy of his movements she could tell he was getting close. Even though she hadn’t seen, she knew he wasn’t wearing a condom this time, either, and she still wasn’t on the pill. He was going to do it again—come inside of her and fill her with his seed and maybe get her pregnant. Her moans grew louder as she thought of his sperm swimming inside of her, and a baby—their baby—growing in her tummy.

She screamed into the emptiness of the night as the tightness inside her finally broke free in a roaring crescendo of color behind her closed eyelids, her chest heaving against the chilly metal of her trunk as her body shook and trembled in the throes of guilt-laced pleasure. Sin had beaten her once again, and she had loved every second of it.

Inside of her, Jack’s cock throbbed and twitched as her walls squeezed in around him, pulsing with the aftershocks of her orgasm. He thrust harder against her, spearing into her darkest recesses until his balls tingled and went tight. He felt it building inside and he held himself buried as far in her as he could reach until he couldn’t stand it anymore and then with a cry of his own his cum came boiling out.

Hot, creamy syrup flooded Kelsey’s tight tunnel until she was overflowing and thick, sticky drops oozed from around the cock stuffing her to run down her thighs. Jack leaned in against her, his large hands soothing as he stroked her bare skin. She could feel him panting, his movements a little jerky as he came down from his orgasmic high. After a moment she heard a click and her wrists slid free from the handcuffs, but she remained still beneath him until he pulled away from her and she heard him zip up his pants.

She pushed herself up from the trunk and stood on wobbly legs while doing her best to smooth down her skirt. Jack’s cum continued to leak from her and she blushed as the full impact of what they had just done slammed home. She hadn’t even tried to fight it; she had just given in to him like the sluttiest girls back in high school that she used to look down on.

What would her Daddy say?

As more of Jack’s cum ran down her legs she realized that if she didn’t clean herself up before she got home she was liable to find out.

“Miss Trimble?”

She looked up, startled. Jack was watching her with eyes that held her as though he owned her.

“I think we’ll let this go with a warning. Just try to go a little easier on the gas pedal, all right? Good night, ma’am.”

He turned and walked back to his patrol car, leaving her awash in conflicting emotions. Was that it? She was free to go? He was just going to let her walk away again? A part of her sagged in relief while another part wished that he’d come back and taker her in his arms and tell her what it all meant, what they meant. But Jack climbed back into his car and as she saw him talking into the microphone of his radio she knew that he wasn’t going to enlighten her that night.

Another surge of guilt swept through her and she scurried back to her car. Maybe she was better off not knowing.

*          *          *

“Kelsey, is that you?”

She froze with her hand on the doorknob, heart pounding in sudden terror, then sighed with relief as she realized the voice belonged to her sister Lindsay and not her daddy.

“Yeah, it’s just me, Lin.”

“You’re home late.”

She dropped her purse on the entry table and followed Lindsay’s voice into the living room. Her sister’s long legs were curled beneath her on the couch while she flipped absently through the channels.

“We had a bunch of materials come back to the library today that had to be re-shelved, so I stayed late to pick up some extra money. Where is everybody?”

“Well, Daddy went to bed about an hour ago. Brandi is spending the night at April’s, the twins are off on a band trip and won’t be back until tomorrow night, and Katie is in her room—probably playing Left 4 Dead with her friends.”

“Oh, OK.”

Kelsey relaxed a little. At least she wouldn’t have to face her daddy tonight panty-less and fresh from committing a mortal sin with Jack’s cum still smeared all over her and leaking out if she held still. As she stood there another large drop slid slowly down her thigh with a cool tickle.

“Are you all right?”

“Huh?”

“I asked you about the drive home and you were looking right through me like you were on another planet or something.”

“Sorry. I just had a long day and I’m a little out of it. No, the drive home wasn’t bad. I’m surprised you don’t have a date tonight.”

Lindsay snorted. “Well, I thought Chad was going to ask me out, but he asked Melody instead.”

“I meant that you’re usually out with Nick and Tom.”

Her sister turned the TV off with an angry jab of the remote. “Not tonight.”

“Uh oh. What have the Wonder Twins done now?”

“I’m pretty sure they’re the reason that Chad got cold feet.”

With a sigh Kelsey let herself sink onto the other couch. “I don’t know why you even bother with those other guys when you’ve got Nick and Tom. Every girl in school is jealous.”

Lindsay flung herself back on the couch. “I do not ‘have’ Nick and Tom. They’re just friends. Annoying, always-in-the-way friends.”

Kelsey had seen the way those two looked at her little sister and she was pretty sure that Lindsay was going to get a rude awakening one of these days, but she wasn’t going to get into an argument about it tonight.

“If you say so.”

“I do. And what about you? When was the last time you had a date? It’s not like you’re seeing anyone, right?”

“I…” Kelsey closed her mouth with a snap and blushed.

With a startled gasp Lindsay sat bolt upright on the couch, wide, green eyes staring at her big sister in shock.

“You are seeing someone,” she breathed. “Who?”

“No, I—”

“Don’t you dare lie to me, Kelsey. Who is it? Someone from school?”

“No, really, it’s no one.”

“Is it someone from around here? Someone I know?”

Kelsey’s face burned like it was on fire. “Just leave it alone, Lin.”

“Why? What’s the matter?”

A little lump formed in Kelsey’s throat and she swallowed hard. “Because it’s just not right. It’s not going to work out, and I’m going to have to end it.”

Lindsay’s face fell. “Oh. That sucks. I’m sorry, Kel.”

“Yeah,” she whispered. “Me, too.”

Now that she had said it, she knew that she was going to have to follow through. She couldn’t keep going with Jack this way. The guilt over her sins was tearing her apart, and the fear that her daddy would find out gnawed at her. As exciting as it had been to think about while Jack was inside of her, away from him Kelsey felt only icy terror at the idea that she might come home pregnant and have to explain that to her daddy.

But the thought of giving up Jack left her feeling cold and empty inside, and she wasn’t at all sure if she was strong enough to tell him no and mean it.

Two more weeks passed quietly and Kelsey took great care to make sure she got home early and avoided the back roads where Jack might be waiting to catch her alone again. The ache inside her whenever she pictured the deputy’s lopsided grin and big, strong hands told her in no uncertain terms that she didn’t dare trust herself with him, and there were nights she woke up wet and throbbing from dreams of being wrapped in his arms while they satisfied the burning that threatened to consume her.

Saturday came, quiet and lazy with the cicadas droning in the fading heat before the fall chill set in. A soft breeze ruffled Kelsey’s hair through her open window as she lay on her bed with her homework spread before her. It had taken all morning but she was mostly caught up, and a faint rumble in her tummy reminded her that she hadn’t eaten today and it was past lunchtime. She flipped her books closed and padded into the kitchen, but a quick glance through the pantry and refrigerator left her unsatisfied. With the rest of the day free Kelsey figured she could run into town and grab something to eat and see what her friends were up to. It was far too nice a day to just sit home by herself and do homework.

The lunch crowd was already dwindling by the time she got to the Bobcat Creek Cafe, but there was still a hum of friendly chatter as she pushed through the door. Her little sister Brandi looked up from the couple she was waiting on waved her towards an empty booth in her section with a happy little smile. Kelsey took two steps towards the booth and stopped cold.

Jack Thompson sat in a corner booth with the remains of an enchilada lunch special before him. Across the table from him Carol June Hinks tossed her blonde curls and laughed at something he said, eyes sparkling as she hung on every word out of his mouth. After a moment she reached out and lightly touched the back of Jack’s hand with her fingertips, and his lips twitched into that lopsided smile that made Kelsey’s heart lurch.

Not Carol June. No. Oh, no.

Before she knew what she was doing Kelsey had spun and slammed through the cafe door, headed for her car. Hurt and anger made her fumble her key a couple of times before she could get it into the ignition, but then the engine came alive and she peeled out of the parking lot and sped out of town and onto the lonely highway twisting up into the hills. Bitter tears blurred her eyes and she kicked herself for letting herself feel anything for a man who had obviously only been interested in one thing and had moved on already. It was silly, she knew. Their only connection was through sin, and no good could come of that. But he had made her feel so incredible that somehow in the back of her mind she couldn’t help but think there had been something there between them, that he at least wanted her enough to come back for more instead of chasing after that little slut Carol June.

That was the real blow to her pride. She could handle being dumped, but being dumped for Carol June?

It took ten minutes for Jack to catch up to her. Once again flashing red and blue lights lit up her rear view mirror as he raced up the narrow highway behind her. For a second she considered ignoring him just to see what he would do, but then with a word that would have made her daddy gasp she pulled over onto the shoulder. The car had barely stopped moving when she yanked the door open and stormed out.

Jack’s car slid in behind hers and he jumped out to meet her.

“What the hell is wrong with you, Kelsey?”

“What the hell are you doing having lunch with that little tramp Carol June?” she demanded in reply.

He took a step backwards, thrown off by her anger. “What do you care who I have lunch with?”

Her eyes flashed, and then she shook her head and looked away so he couldn’t see the tears. “Men,” she spat, and turned on her heel to go back to her car. “Leave me alone, Jack. Just leave me alone. Go back to Carol June.”

A big hand closed on her elbow and spun her around. The deputy looked down at her with a perplexed frown. “I thought you wanted me to leave you alone. You’ve been avoiding me every time you saw me. Church, the ball games. You wouldn’t even look at me.”

“Well, what do you expect?” she shot back. “It’s not exactly like you were courting me or something. What would my daddy and sisters think if they saw us? What could I say? ‘No, Daddy, we’re not dating. We just fuck on the side of the road now and then.’”

Jack’s eyes twinkled and his lips twitched as his arms went around her and pulled her against him. “Don’t forget about at my house.”

She pushed against him, but she couldn’t budge those arms. “Let me go!”

Lips nuzzled against her ear. “Is that really what you want, Kelsey? You want me to let you go?”

“Yes.”

Fingers lifted her chin and his mouth came down on hers, hard and needy. For a second she tensed against his sudden hunger, then one by one her muscles loosened until she relaxed against him. As her arms slid up around his neck he drew her closer and with a whimper she melded herself to his body, her tongue a velvet flicker against his. Her insides seemed to melt while her clit became an aching, insistent throb between her legs. After a while he pulled away leaving both of them a little breathless, and he nibbled softly at her lower lip. Kelsey opened her eyes and found herself meeting Jack’s brilliant blue gaze.

“I was not having lunch with Carol June,” he told her quietly. “I was almost finished with my lunch when she came and sat down at my booth—uninvited, I might add.” A deep sigh coursed through him and he shook his head ruefully. “Kelsey, there hasn’t been anybody else since that first night with you.”

“Really?”

“Really. You’re so damned beautiful and sweet and innocent and hot all at the same time that I can’t stand it. I haven’t been able to think about anything but you in weeks. You make me burn, little girl.”

Neither visions of her daddy’s disapproving frown nor thoughts of sin and eternal hellfire were strong enough to overcome the feel of Jack’s arms around her. For the first time a little smile of her own came to life as she considered her effect on this powerful, gorgeous man.

“I kind of like that,” she whispered. “I want to make you burn, Jack.”

His fingers curled in her hair. “Would you like me to court you? Take you out to the movies and to dinner in Stantonville?”

“Yes.” Kelsey’s nipples were hard against his chest, each breath they took sending a twinge through her as the fabric of their clothes slid against the taut skin. When his other hand moved down to cup her ass she let out a little gasp, but then his lips claimed hers again and for a little while she forgot about everything else.

“Kelsey.”

“Hm?”

Jack’s eyes simmered dark with desire. “As much as I would dearly love to bend you over your trunk again, the side of the road in broad daylight probably isn’t a good idea.”

“Yeah,” she said, letting go of him reluctantly. “Why don’t you take me back to your place?”

“Really?”

She laughed at the little boy at Christmas look on his face. “Really. You’re so handsome and sexy and hot that I can’t stand it. I haven’t been able to think of anything else for weeks. You make me burn, big guy.”

Finding his own words twisted and thrown back at him had Jack grinning back at her. He couldn’t believe how lucky he was. “I kind of like that, too. How about you follow me? Discreetly, of course.”

*          *          *

He had her in his arms again the moment she stepped out of her car, lips soft and warm on the skin of her neck, his hot breath against her ear sending shivers through her center. With a little grunt he bent and scooped her up into his arms and shut her car door with his foot.

“Jack!” she laughed as he strode towards his house.

She had just enough time to admire how well he kept the place up before he was at the door, awkwardly working a fistful of keys one-handed until he got the right one in the lock and the door swung open. He swiveled to get her inside but misjudged the opening and smacked her head into the door frame with an audible thud.

“Oh my god!” His eyes got impossibly big. “Kelsey, I’m so sorry! Are you all right?”

Her fingers probed tentatively at her head. It hurt a little, but the horrified look on his face was absolutely priceless. She started to giggle. “Ow. Yes, I’m fine you big lunk.”

Relief swept through him. He wouldn’t have hurt her for the world, and it was with a lot more care that he carried her through the house to his bedroom.

For Kelsey the whole situation was drenched with a sense of deja vu. Only a few weeks before Jack had carried her to his bedroom this same way during their first encounter, the night that had changed her life forever. Now she was in his arms again, swept up and headed for his bed, feeling more exhilarated and out of control than ever.

Jack forced himself to move with a calmness he did not feel when he sat her gently on the edge of his bed, and his heart hammered in his chest as his gaze traveled across this incredible girl who seemed to want him as much as he wanted her. He let his fingers linger on the silken skin of her calves as he unfastened and slid first one sandal and then the other over her deep pink painted toenails. Every touch of that perfect skin sent ripples of desire surging through him and he wanted her so badly his hands shook. He moved closer, bending in to breathe in the rich, clean scent of her hair, his hands resting on her shoulders while his thumbs traced the fine line of her collarbones through the neck of her ruffled gray cami.

“You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” he whispered into the dark curtain of her hair. “How did I get so lucky?”

She arched a little when his hands slid beneath her shirt and ran lightly up her ribs to cup the swell of her breasts, thumbs rubbing over the fabric covering her nipples, and he saw her lips part with a little sigh. He took that as an invitation, kissing her once more with all the growing heat of their arousal until the blood sang in his ears and he had to stop himself from tearing her clothes off and taking her as quickly and roughly as he had two weeks ago bent over the trunk of her car. No, he had plenty of time today and he intended to make good use of it.

Carefully he stripped off her cami and tossed it aside, drinking in her slender curves as though he intended to burn them into his mind forever. He explored her skin with his fingertips while his lips went back to the softness of her throat. Her little moans of pleasure excited him still more, though he didn’t think it was possible for his cock to get any harder. Did she even know when he slipped her bra off, or was she too far gone to notice?

Jack held his breath as his hands covered her breasts, their skin softer than anything he had ever known. Her nipples stood stiff and erect, the same dark pink as her toenails. He wanted them in his mouth; he wanted to kiss and lick every inch of her satiny tits until she moaned and begged him to stop from the purest agony of pleasure. Teasingly he ran the tip of his tongue along one of those swollen gumdrops, circling lightly around it and out along the aureole and then back again, flickering over the taut skin until she shivered and he saw goose bumps rise along her bare flesh. Her moans grew louder as he sucked her nipple into his mouth to stroke it with his tongue and then roll it lightly between his lips, and when her head dropped back he knew he had her.

He nudged her back, pressing gently against her with his head until she sank backwards onto his bed. Without letting his mouth stray from the sweetness of her tits his fingers crept down to unfasten her tight denim cutoffs. They clung to the curves of her hips, but Kelsey had enough presence of mind left to lift up so he could tug them off of her. Jack’s fingertips traced along the edges of her cream-colored satin panties before dipping down between her legs to play over the hidden bump of her clit. She was already wet, her moistened panties slick to the touch, and she twisted against his fingers as he massaged her aching nub.

Kelsey’s body was on fire, the slow swirls of Jack’s fingers on her clit drawing her whole focus down into that one bright point of unbearable pleasure. His mouth was a wet heat enfolding her nipple, caressing her tender breasts while his fingers played below until the tingling streams of liquid fire building from them mingled and began to pool deep within her belly. She moaned helplessly, eyes closed while she thrust herself against Jack’s hand. She wasn’t even naked yet and he had her ready to explode.

Sweet, prickling heat swelled in her tits as Jack sucked harder, even as one finger slipped under her panties to dip into her wet pussy, wiggling its way inside her opening to tease her with a hint of what she craved. It made her ache for him, remembering the way his cock felt inside her, stretching and filling her until she couldn’t believe she could possibly take it all and then somehow miraculously fitting it all in, every last bit, until he was snug against her body like two matching puzzle pieces. He seemed made to fit her, and she wanted him inside her again.

But it was too late; her body’s desperation had already been driven to a fever pitch by the magic of Jack’s fingers and she exploded and came apart frantically humping her little mound against his hand, her cries ringing through his house. Afterwards she collapsed back into the bed and fought to catch her breath.

“I think you needed that,” Jack murmured, his fingers still pressed into her heat. “How about we get these panties off and make it a two-for-one deal?”

She lifted her bottom up and let him skin her underwear off. He tossed them into the pile with the rest of her abandoned clothes and sat back, his ravenous gaze devouring her. Normally she was very self-conscious, but she wanted Jack’s eyes on her. The way his eyes smoldered when he looked at her made her feel sexier and more alive than she had ever dreamed possible. That she had such an effect on this man, this gorgeous guy that every woman imagined herself with, and that he wanted her so badly was just too good to be true.

“What about you?” she asked, her voice still husky from her orgasm.

He grinned. “I got a little distracted there, sorry.”

“I suppose I’ll let it slide this time.”

He undressed quickly, flinging his clothes aside without seeming to care where they landed, never taking his eyes off of her. Knowing the power she held over him she stretched and arched her back lazily, letting one knee fall to the side to give him a glimpse of the pink folds between her legs. Even before his pants came off to reveal his stiff and straining manhood she could tell that he was worked up. His thick, pink shaft seemed even bigger than she remembered and for just a second an icy sliver of doubt slid through the pit of her stomach.

She shook her head to banish it. She knew what she wanted now, and no doubt or guilt about sin was going to stop her. As soon as Jack got his boxers off she spread her arms and let her legs fall open in invitation.

The look in her eyes had Jack’s heart racing again. His cock twitched in anticipation as he crawled onto the bed and slid up her body, and a tingling pressure was already slowly building in his balls. He’d had more than his fair share of women, but none of them had ever had the raw physical impact on him that Kelsey did. He felt about fifteen—raring to go and probably able to last about half a minute once he touched her. The girl had bewitched him.

As his arms went around her and his rigid manhood pressed into the warmth between her legs she turned her soft brown eyes on him.

“Jack.”

It was only a whisper, that one word, but it spoke volumes to him. He brushed his lips against hers in a soft, tender kiss. For a few seconds there was nothing but that sweetness, and then she was kissing him harder and rubbing her wet furrow against his shaft.

“Now, Jack. Please, now.”

He almost didn’t make it inside of her, but with an iron exertion of will he brought himself under control and pressed into her. Tight as she was she was so wet that she took half his cock with that first thrust. He paused as she squeezed, her muscles clamping tight around him as she experimented with her control, and then slid home the rest of the way into her. A little whimper escaped her as their bodies came together, and with his pleasure-addled mind it took an effort to remember to hold himself up so he didn’t squash her.

Jack raised himself above her on arms muscled from chopping wood and lifting weights. She marveled at the smooth curves of his muscles, the sculpted slabs of his pecs, and the dark line of chest hair the trailed down his flat stomach to disappear into the merging of their bodies. He was so beautiful, so strong and sexy, like some Greek god in marble brought to life. Inside she felt complete—he filled her and she never wanted him to move again. But then he started moving and she did want him to move—his touch inside of her and his pelvis sliding against her clit had her soaring again.

His teeth tugged at her lower lip, his tongue pushing through her lips as he bent low over her to kiss her hard while his cock impaled her again and again. When she slipped her tongue into his mouth he sucked on it, his teeth lightly grazing it with a playful little nip when she pulled away. He was so good at this, knowing exactly what to do and making her whole body ring from head to toes like some orgasmic bell. Hot juices spilled from her and ran down her slickened skin as he pounded into her. All she could do was hold onto him for dear life; she was about to come again already.

Jack felt it when her pussy went liquid around his cock, her dew turning into a flood. All he could think was Already? and she was coming against him once more, her cries muffled by their kiss. She thrashed wildly, gyrating her hips against him while her pussy squeezed him in sweet pulses that sent him to the edge of Heaven. He broke from her kiss, gasping for air, and gave a low cry of his own as he burst inside of her. For long seconds he shook helplessly as he finally emptied himself and his manhood twitched inside her with the aftershocks of his release.

Finally he got enough control back to pull out of her and roll himself over to one side. She slid up next to him and looked down into his face with glowing eyes.

“You’re mine, Jack Thompson,” she whispered to him with a conviction that brooked no arguments. It was, after all, perfectly true.

“I am,” he agreed. “You’re incredible.”

She smiled faintly. “So you’re not going to mind courting me too much?”

“Not too much. In fact, I get off at 7:00. What would you say to dinner and a late movie?”

With a soft kiss she burrowed into his shoulder. “I think I could get to like this courting thing.”

He stroked her hair with his free hand. “Whatever you want, Kelsey.”

“But maybe you could pull me over every once in a while? You know, when nobody’s around?”

“I think I can manage that.”

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at the next story, Sharing Lindsay. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my mailing list.
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Sneak Peek: Sharing Lindsay

LINDSAY LET HER EYES LINGER on Carson Sinclair’s tight butt with a tingle of guilty pleasure as he walked to the front of the class to turn in his lab sheets. She knew that the wicked thoughts filling her mind were sinful, but he was so pretty she just couldn’t help herself. On his way back she preened and twirled a strand of her dark amber hair, but as always he didn’t seem to see her. Frowning, she breathed a frustrated sigh and slumped on her stool.

Her lab partners and best friends, Nick Fraser and Tom Becket, traded a knowing look behind her back and rolled their eyes in disgust. While they weren’t related, they had the same muscular build, coal black hair, and cool gray eyes, and people often confused them for brothers. For an entire year now they had put up with Lindsay’s crush on Carson, and her antics were starting to wear thin. A minute later the bell rang and they followed her out into the hall, both noting the longing gaze she cast after Carson’s retreating back.

“Why don’t you just give it up, Lin?” Tom asked.

She gave him an innocent look. “Give what up?”

“Oh, come on. You’ve been flirting with him all year, and he still doesn’t know you’re alive.”

“He does so! I talked to him last week.”

Nick guffawed. “He said hello to you at the basketball game while he was trying to squeeze around you to get to his seat and you tried to tell him your life story.”

“I was just making conversation.”

“Pathetic,” Tom said.

“Sad,” Nick echoed.

“And tragically hopeless,” Tom finished.

Lindsay’s face took on that stubborn look that they had become so well acquainted with over the last ten years. Ever since the incident in third grade when Chansey Billings had pulled Lindsay’s hair on the playground at recess the three of them had been inseparable. The resulting fight had resulted in twin black eyes for Chansey, a memorable trip to the principal’s office for Tom and Nick, and a love in Lindsay’s heart for her two heroes that had never faltered in all the years since.

“Lin.” Nick put an arm around her. “Babe, you know he only goes out with girls whose daddies have money.”

Tom slid in smoothly on her other side. “And your daddy doesn’t. You’d have a better chance of getting a date with Mr. Wills.”

Mr. Wills, the drama teacher, was openly, flamboyantly gay.

She flinched away from them, green eyes flaming in indignation. “That’s not true. You two are just jealous because I’ve developed an interest in someone besides you. You’re such… assholes.”

She hissed the last word in a hurried whisper and flushed crimson, eyes automatically scanning the people around them to see if anyone else had heard.

“All this time with us and you still can just barely get the word out,” Nick sighed.

They each snagged an arm and dragged her down the hall. “Come on, we’re going to be late for English.”

Lindsay let herself be carried along, but she refused to forgive them. They had gone too far, and she wasn’t going to give in so easily this time. She wasn’t going to let them off the hook until history, at least—maybe even calculus.

After school she had basketball practice and used that to vent some of her frustrations. What she couldn’t run off doing laps she focused into three point free-throws, smacking shot after shot perfectly off the backboard into the basket until her best girl friend Melody gave a low whistle from behind her.

“The Wonder Twins pissed you off again, huh?”

“They think they own me or something.”

“You mean they don’t?”

Lindsay flashed a look of irritation over her shoulder. “No, they most certainly do not,” she said, and sank another basket.

“What did they do this time?”

Lindsay relayed the conversation from earlier. “Prom is coming up,” she added, “and I’ve got to come up with some way to get Carson to ask me out.”

“Lin, your boys may lack tact and you know I hate to agree with them just on principle, but they’ve got a point about Carson.”

“Don’t you start, too.”

 “You’ve got the two most gorgeous guys in school following you around like little puppy dogs, so I’m a bit confused about why you’d look at Carson twice anyway. If I were you, I’d go to the prom with one of them and never think twice about anybody else.”

“Which one?”

“Ummm… I don’t know. What difference does it make?”

Lindsay broke off her shot and spun on her friend. “See, that’s the problem. They’ve both been trying to get me to date them since we got old enough for that. But if I pick one, it’s going to mess up my relationship with the other, and this thing we’ve had together for ten years will be over. I can’t date one and just be friends with the other. It wouldn’t work. Someone would get his feelings hurt.”

“Oh. I see.” She did. Two dominant, possessive males and one girl they both wanted. The amazing thing was that Lindsay had played it so well over the years that the two of them were still friends instead of vicious rivals. Still…

“You know,” she said thoughtfully, “you could take them both.”

Lindsay sighed. “Yeah. Poor little Lindsay, going to prom with her two best friends because no one would ask her on a date. Melody, I don’t want to go to prom with my best friends. This is senior prom. I want it to be special. I want it to be romantic. I want to go with a guy who sweeps me off my feet and makes me feel so special that I remember it for the rest of my life.”

Melody quirked a carefully sculpted eyebrow. “You’ve been watching too many old John Hughes movies.”

“You’re as bad as they are,” Lindsay grumbled and headed for the showers.

Why couldn’t anyone understand? For once she wanted something that she didn’t have to share—not with her sisters, and not split between Tom and Nick. Something she could hold on to without having to worry about hurt feelings or someone feeling left out. For the last few weeks she had spotted her older sister Kelsey sneaking around with that mouth-watering deputy from the Sheriff’s Department, and seen the look on her face when she came home. That was what she wanted—that look. Why did it have to be so hard? Why didn’t anyone want her that way?

And why hadn’t anyone asked her to the prom? OK, she knew she wasn’t as pretty as Kelsey, but she didn’t think she was that bad. She was still a virgin, and if her daddy had his way she would be until her wedding night. Or longer. She was shy and hadn’t kissed half a dozen boys in her life—two of those being Tom and Nick, of course. Maybe guys preferred someone more… outgoing. Like Melody. She never had any problems with guys asking her out. Maybe if she was more like Melody, more aggressive. Maybe if she made the first move and let Carson know that she wasn’t an inexperienced little prude he’d realize what he was missing out on.

She knew the perfect way to change his mind, too.

Continue reading Sharing Lindsay…
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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.

Spring Break with My Dad’s Best Friend

He had been the prime star of most of my adolescent fantasies, largely because he was completely inaccessible.

Just when I thought my spring break was going to fizzle out, I ran into Jude at the hotel. And I mean literally ran smack into him as I was coming out of the elevator. His body fit mine like he was made for me, and being in his arms felt like Heaven - for about two seconds until he realized who I was.

He was my dad's best friend, twice my age, and so far out of my league he probably couldn't even see my league from where he was.

But I can't get him out of my head. Even when I'm out partying with my friends, he's all I can think about. I just know he's the guy I've been waiting for, the one I want to be my first. Of course the whole idea is crazy. Jude would never in a million years go for me.

But what if he did?

Enticing Erin

The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

Sean and Vick have had it. Ever since the trio of sorority girls moved in at the beginning of the summer, they’ve been a perpetual pain in the ass. Loud, drunken parties last until dawn, somehow their trash always ends up in Sean and Vicki's yard, and music blares out of the house at all hours even when none of the girls are at home.

When Sean and Vicki wake up to a yard and pool full of bottles and broken glass, they finally hit their fuck it limit. It’s time to put a stop to the girls’ crap once and for all, and Vicki knows just how to do it. She has a brilliant plan to get even while teaching the girls a lesson they'll never forget - and she's going to immortalize the whole thing on video.

Obsessed

I’d never imagined that someone just looking at me could set me on fire.

Why couldn’t Patrick look at me that way? But this was his father, and the feelings surging through my body were wrong on so many levels that I didn’t even know where to start listing them. This couldn’t be happening. What the hell had I done? I’d kissed my boyfriend’s father. He’d kissed me.

And sweet God, how I wanted him to do it again.

I should have felt guilty for kissing her, but I didn’t. From the very first moment I set eyes on Sylvie, I wanted her. I didn’t give a fuck that she was half my age, or my son’s girlfriend. I didn’t care about anything, except somehow taking her away from him and claiming her for my own.

I intended to make her mine—completely mine—and know that no other man but me was ever going to touch her again.






Kelli Wolfe Catalog

Novels

[image: ]

Older Man Younger Woman Stories

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

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

Professor Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education

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

The Preacher’s Virgin Daughters (first time erotica)

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

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

Punishing Polly (blackmail erotica)

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

The Babysitter Diaries

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

Punishing the Brats Next Door (sorority girl blackmail/revenge)

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

Friends to Lovers Stories

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

Stepbrother Stories

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

Slaves of the Beast Men (monster erotica)

[image: ] [image: ]

Princesses in Bondage (dark fantasy erotica)

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

Miscellaneous Stories

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






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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