
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

DISCIPLINING AVERY

 

THE PREACHER’S VIRGIN DAUGHTERS #5

 

 

 

 

KELLI WOLFE

 








Disciplining Avery

Copyright © 2013 Kelli Wolfe

Published by Pink Parts Press

 

All rights reserved. No part of this eBook may be reproduced in any form or by any means, except for the inclusion of brief quotations in a review, without permission in writing from the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. Names, characters, places, businesses, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

To be notified of new book releases and sales, sign up for Kelli’s mailing list or subscribe to her blog. She also writes romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.








Summary

Those piercing blue eyes set her body on fire and put thoughts in her head that she knew would send her straight to Hell.

Preacher’s girl Avery is consumed every day by desires that she knows are the absolute worst sort of sin. Her job at Anthony Sanders’ lodge is an escape from all of that, but when she sneaks onto her boss’ computer while he is away she learns that she isn’t alone. Her sinful dreams seem to come alive on his computer, and before she knows it she loses herself in the wicked scenes that play out with every click of the mouse.

But when Mr. Sanders catches her he insists that she must be disciplined for disobeying him. Will he demand her innocence as her punishment?
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Disciplining Avery

ANTHONY SANDERS LOOKED UP FROM THE STACK of invoices on the counter as the front door banged open to let a burst of freezing February air scamper through the lobby. A girl swept in with the wind and hurriedly wrestled the door shut behind her then stood there gasping for a moment with her back against the door, pale golden curls delightfully askew. Her wide green eyes were apologetic as she caught his look.

“Sorry about that, Mr. Sanders. The wind yanked the door out of my hand.”

He smiled back. “It is nasty today, huh? How was the drive up?”

“A little rough on the curves, but not too bad. Sorry I’m late. I’ll get right to work.”

The Briarwood Hollow Lodge nestled on the ridge between the dual peaks of the hill the locals called Saddle Mountain, and the winding little road that led up from town was notoriously treacherous in high winds. Anthony had been a little worried about Avery making that drive in this weather, but since he had hired her he had gotten used to her quiet competence at anything she undertook and decided he’d let her choose whether to come in today rather than let her think that he doubted her.

He also had purely personal reasons for not wanting to suggest she stay home. As he watched her walk across the lobby towards the door marked Employees Only he felt a familiar twitch in his jeans. There was something about her that set him off like no one else he had ever known. Oh, she was pretty enough certainly, but it was more than that. During the summer Avery had worked in the lodge along with her identical twin sister Shelbie, but Shelbie just didn’t have the same impact. For some reason only Avery ignited this terrible desire in him.

Physically identical though they might be, the twins could not have been further apart in personality. Shelbie was bubbly and outgoing and constantly at the center of things, while Avery was an introvert who seemed content to spend most of her time alone. It wasn’t like she was painfully shy or had trouble interacting with people; he had seen enough of her relations with the hotel guests to know better than that. She just seemed to prefer quiet and her own thoughts over dealing with other people.

His breath hissed through his teeth as he watched the gentle sway of her ass, every luscious curve visible through her clingy sweat pants, and the hard pulse in his cock made him sit up and clench his teeth. He had been alone too long and it was starting to show. That worried him. He needed to work on his self control.

The last girl had left six months ago. They had been compatible enough, but April had gotten bored to death with the little town in only weeks and he wasn’t into making people miserable, so he had shown her around the club in Stantonville and another dom swiftly took her in. Anthony considered another trip to the club, but he knew it would likely be disappointing because Stantonville wasn’t very big and the choices there were limited. Most of the available girls were flawed—people only toying with the lifestyle or masochists playing at being subs to get their kicks. Anthony had enough trouble getting by in a place like Briarwood Hollow without throwing that kind of drama to the mix.

What he really wanted right now was Avery—stripped and on her knees looking up at him with those big green eyes and eager to please him. And that was just stupid because she was only eighteen and she was the preacher’s kid and a mere hint of the things he wanted to do to her would undoubtedly make her run away screaming.

He took a deep breath and tried to will his erection away. His eyes didn’t want to focus on the invoices and he couldn’t concentrate worth a damn. It was the sweats; they made her look so soft and vulnerable, and that pushed still more of his buttons.

Anthony was afraid he was starting to obsess over her. Actually he knew he was obsessing over her, he just didn’t know what to do about it. Maybe some time out in the bitter cold would knock the edge off of his libido. If that didn’t work then he could try a swim in Alligator Pond if it wasn’t completely frozen over.

Avery hurried to the utility room where the cleaning supplies were stored, eager to put distance between her and Mr. Sanders. It wasn’t that she didn’t like him—exactly the opposite in fact. Those piercing blue eyes set her body on fire and put thoughts in her head that she knew would send her straight to Hell. Not that she wasn’t going there anyway—she was a horrible, horrible person. She just hoped that nice Mr. Sanders never found out. He was always so kind and polite and treated her with a dignity most people didn’t offer teenagers, and she couldn’t bear the thought of the disappointment in his eyes if he ever learned of the wicked thoughts creeping around in the back of her mind.

Her cheeks turned crimson with shame as she quickly filled a cleaning cart with supplies and grabbed her notebook. In addition to the deep cleaning she did on every room during the off-season, she also kept a record of every little problem she found when she visited a room so Mr. Sanders could have them fixed. That had been her idea; since she was already examining everything in each room closely while she cleaned anyway, she figured it would save Mr. Sanders the effort of having to do it himself. 

He had simply nodded and given her the notebook. That afternoon after spot checking her observations Mr. Sanders had praised her and given her a raise. The raise was nice, but his approval made her feel warm and appreciated in a way that was better than winning every single award at school. She wanted more.

She wished…

But he was almost ten years older and her daddy would not approve. Besides that, she was broken inside and he wouldn’t want her anyway—no one could—and he deserved so much better. She couldn’t understand why someone so drop dead gorgeous was single.

Best not to think of that. She took the elevator up to the second floor and tried to lose herself in her work.

Losing himself in his work was simply not happening. Anthony carried the stack of invoices downstairs to his basement office and dumped them in a heap on his desk. He really needed to get caught up on his paperwork before the quarterly taxes were due next month, but he just couldn’t keep his mind on the job. With a sigh he settled down behind his computer. How did the old saying go? The best way to forget one woman was in the arms of another? While that might not be possible just now, the internet could certainly provide suitable distractions and he had a long list of links bookmarked so he could get distracted quickly.

Two hours later he leaned back in his chair and tilted his head back to stare at the ceiling. Nothing was helping today, and he began to wonder if the idea he had formed half in jest of going for a swim in Alligator Pond might not be a good idea. Maybe just getting out for a while would help to clear his head.

Avery heard the knocking sound over her music and pulled out her earbuds. Mr. Sanders stood just inside the doorway of the room she was cleaning, an odd look on his face. She wondered if she had been singing without realizing it and blushed. Lindsay and Brandi had gotten awards in choir in school, but she couldn’t carry a tune in a bucket and she really hoped she hadn’t subjected him to that. She didn’t even sing in the shower.

“Avery, I’m going to run out to lunch. Would you like me to bring you back anything?”

“No thanks,” she said, pointing to her baby blue lunch cooler bag on the cleaning cart. “I brought mine today. Turkey club and tomato basil soup.”

“Hm. Sounds better than anything I’d be getting anyway.”

“I’m trying to eat healthier. When it gets this cold I just want to curl up and eat everything in sight, and I don’t want to get fat.”

He snorted. “I don’t think you have anything to worry about.”

For just an instant there was a look of raw, seething hunger in his eyes that sent electric tingles racing through her and turned her insides to hot, syrupy goo. She blushed again and looked down at the carpet, her heart thudding so wildly that she was amazed he couldn’t hear it.

“A girl can’t be too careful,” she murmured.

“Okay. I’ll see you later, then.”

She didn’t put her earbuds back in when he left. Avery didn’t mind him leaving her alone in the hotel, but she preferred being able to hear if anyone came in. The thought of someone sneaking up behind her while she was zoned out on her music was more than a little creepy.

By the time she finished her work on the room it was lunchtime, and she took her cooler downstairs to eat in the lobby where she could look out of the floor-to-ceiling windows facing out towards the wooded hills behind the lodge. Gray clouds scudded across the leaden sky, trailing a drizzle that would probably turn to ice on the roads before the day was over. Avery shivered thinking of her drive up the hill that morning. Maybe she should ask Mr. Sanders if she could go home early. She didn’t think he would mind since he had sounded so uncomfortable about letting her brave the weather to come to work today in the first place.

Her cell phone buzzed and jittered across the table top. It was a text from her best friend, Janet.

U STILL COMING OVER?

YEAH

STORM GETTING BAD… CAN U LEAVE EARLY?

Avery looked outside as a swirl of freezing rain pattered against the windows. Leaving early was really starting to sound like a good plan. Just as she started to type a reply her phone went dead. She smacked it against her palm a couple of times, but the screen stayed black.

“Fantastic,” she grumbled.

Her phone was a hand-me-down from her older sister Lindsay, and it had been dropped and dunked and beaten up to the point where she supposed it was a miracle that it worked as often as it did. Unfortunately it always seemed to pick the most inconvenient times to die on her, like now—she needed to let Janet know she was on her way and she needed to let Mr. Sanders know that she was bailing early.

The nearest hotel phone was at the reception counter, but as she expected there was no dial tone when she picked up. While the lodge’s internet and television came in through satellite, the phones still ran through the old copper wire lines and every time it rained there was a fifty-fifty chance that they would go down. It just wasn’t her day.

As she returned the handset to its cradle she thought about taking off anyway, but she didn’t have a key to lock the front doors and even with the weather this bad she didn’t want to bail and leave the place unlocked while no one was there. All she could do was wait until Mr. Sanders got back. And what if he waited too long and the roads were so bad that he couldn’t get back and she was stuck up here by herself all night?

Wind whistled mournfully through the cracks around the front door, and the soft drumming of the rain against the windows became a clatter. Avery peered out the window and saw bright flecks of white in the gray pools of water—it was hailing.

Lovely.

There was one other way she could get in touch with Mr. Sanders and Janet. The only computer in the hotel with internet access was in her boss’s basement office. Technically that was off limits, but surely this one time it would be okay since it was sort of an emergency? After all, he wouldn’t want her stuck up here by herself, or even worse stuck up here with him until the weather cleared.

To get to the basement from the elevator required using a special key, but Avery had keys to every room in the hotel as part of her job. Well, every room but one, anyway. There was a locked room next to Mr. Sander’s office that none of her keys would open. He had told her that it was just storage for some of his personal things, but Shelbie had gotten bored last summer and attempted to unlock it over Avery’s protests. She had tried every key on Avery’s big ring twice before they had to flee for the fire stairs when Mr. Sanders rode the elevator down to the basement, and it had taken an hour for her heart to stop pounding in fear.

That door was locked as always but Mr. Sanders’s office door was ajar, yellow light puddling on the floor of the dimly-lit hallway. Pushing the door open she sat down nervously at the desk. One quick email to her boss and she’d be out of here; she would just go straight to Janet’s after she left, so she wasn’t going to even bother with an email to her. She clicked the mouse to clear the bouncing ball screensaver, hoping Mr. Sanders didn’t have it locked with a password.

The screen flickered as the screensaver vanished and Avery froze.

Mr. Sanders had left a dozen browser windows open, and the window on top contained a large gallery of pictures of a man and a young woman who was naked except for a metal collar around her neck and leather bracelets on her wrists and ankles. In some of the pictures she was gagged and tied up, in others the man was spanking her with a cane or a riding crop until her back and buttocks glowed fiery red, while still others showed him inserting various large toys into each of her openings. Towards the end of the series his manhood took the place of the toys, and the final picture displayed her on her knees looking up at him with tears in her eyes and mascara running down her face while she took the entire length of his shaft down her throat.

Avery’s pulse hammered through her and her hand trembled as she clicked on the next window. A row of three videos appeared before her. The man and woman in them were different, but they were engaged in the same type of acts as the pictures she had just seen.

She clicked on the first video, her tongue darting nervously over her lips as she watched with wide-eyed fascination. Heat blossomed between her legs and in seconds she was sopping. A whimper tore itself from her throat.

“No,” she said, and with a convulsive jerk of the mouse she clicked the Stop button.

This was wrong. Watching the things in these pictures and videos was a terrible sin. Being excited by them was an even worse sin, and her eyes filled with shameful tears as the familiar feelings of self-loathing bubbled up to the surface.

Two years ago she had found a discarded copy of the Marquis de Sade’s Justine and secreted it in her room. Over the course of a week she devoured it with a mix of horror and erotic fascination that left her floundering in confusion. However terrible the acts within the story appeared, they nevertheless ignited intense desires within her—desires that she knew could destroy her very soul. As each awful scene unfolded she couldn’t help imagining herself in the place of young, innocent Justine, helplessly serving the appalling lusts of the men who bent her to their will. This led to a seemingly endless string of intensely erotic dreams that left her gasping and throbbing when she finally jerked awake.

Guilt wracked her, and terror at the sinful desires unfolding within her. Again and again she tried to throw the book away, but each time she rescued it and returned it to its hiding place in her room with tears of despair at her own weakness. How could her body be so excited by these horrors? How could she want and dream of these things? There was something wrong with her, something broken inside her soul, and with that knowledge she began to draw apart from her sisters and her friends, becoming more solitary and introverted in hopes that no one would ever discover her dreadful secret.

She willed herself to get up from the chair, but she couldn’t make herself do it. Her nipples and clit hardened until they ached, and her pussy was dripping wet and quivering with need. For over a minute she simply sat there and stared at the monitor as she warred within herself, then she slumped in the seat and reached for the mouse again. Her lusts had won—as always.

The third window contained a much longer video, this time of a girl with curly golden hair. Noting the resemblance to herself, Avery bit her lip and slid her free hand through the waistband of her sweat pants towards her swollen clit as the girl knelt before a man old enough to be her father. Avery watched in throbbing fascination as she freed his cock and rubbed it all over her face before sliding it between her rosy lips.

Avery’s fingers rubbed frantically at her thrumming clit while the man stripped the girl and bent her over the bed and proceeded to whip her with a riding crop, raising bright red welts on the creamy flesh. At each blow the girl cried out, and Avery felt her own breath catch as each new scarlet stripe appeared. She imagined the blows streaking like fire across her skin as she lay prostrated before this man, his to do with as he pleased. Hot juices pumped from her pussy and she dipped her fingers into it before returning to her clit. Slow, prickling heat crept through her body until her blood sang she could barely breathe.

Then the man aimed his cock at the girl’s tight, pink hole and sank into her in one swift motion and Avery’s body exploded in a searing burst of pleasure. She cried aloud with the strength of her orgasm as her back arched and her fingers locked against her clit until she collapsed trembling and gasping back into Mr. Sanders’s chair.

“I’m guessing you found something you liked.”

She jerked upright with a screech of surprise as a surge of adrenaline pumped into her blood to set her heart pounding. Mr. Sanders stood in the doorway leaning against the frame, one eyebrow raised at her in wry amusement.

“I… I was just…”

His eyes focused downwards, where Avery still had her hand shoved down her sweatpants. “Yes, I can see that.”

The girl yanked her hand free and stood up, her face glowing crimson in shame.

“I didn’t expect you back so soon.”

He gave a snort of laughter. “I came back early because the weather was getting worse and the phones were out and I thought you might be getting worried about being stranded alone up here. I guess you wouldn’t have minded that so much after all.”

“Oh please don’t tell Daddy, Mr. Sanders. I know it’s a terrible sin to enjoy these things, but you just don’t understand. I can’t make myself stop.”

“A terrible sin, huh?”

She sniffled in misery and stared down at her sneakers. “Yes, and Daddy… There’s no telling what he would do. Please, Mr. Sanders.”

He looked at her for a long moment, lips pursed in thought. She had been so aroused while watching his videos that she hadn’t even noticed him come in, and somehow Anthony doubted that she had been putting herself into the position of the dom in the scenes. The idea that she had gotten off fantasizing about being the sub flooded his mind with images of her in his power. Avery’s fear and shame at being seen masturbating already had his cock hard and straining for release. The tears made her vulnerable in a way he had never seen her before, and he wanted her now more than ever. 

Well, here was his opportunity to have her.

“Come with me,” he said, in a tone that said he expected her to obey.

She followed him meekly into the hallway and across to the always-locked door. Anthony pulled out his key-ring and fitted a key to the lock and a moment later the door swung silently open. He stepped inside and flipped on the lights and then beckoned her to follow.

Odd pieces of leather-covered furniture greeted her eyes, along with racks and shelves lined with a stunning array of strange devices. Whips and riding crops were familiar to her, but the majority of the items she had never seen before and had no idea what purposes they served. Mr. Sanders watched her carefully, and nodded when she shot him a questioning look. She wandered slowly through the room, examining everything carefully and running her fingertips over the most interesting items. In a case she saw a whole set of vibrators and dildos (she had overheard enough of the girls at school talking to know about those) like the ones she had just seen in the videos. A quiver shot through her pussy at the sight of them and the thought of them being used on her like the girl she had watched. Paddles and riding crops and things that looked like leather feather dusters hung in orderly rows along one wall above a box filled with leather straps and restraints.

By the time she had made a full circle of the room Avery’s nipples were diamond-hard and she was soaking wet.

Mr. Sanders waited patiently until she had completed her explorations.

“Well, what do you think?”

She couldn’t meet his eyes, shamed by her reaction to the things around her. “I’m not sure what to think,” she replied, her voice husky with repressed need.

Anthony had seen enough to be convinced, but he asked anyway. “Do these things frighten you?”

“No.” They made her wet and they made her tremble, but it wasn’t with fright.

“Take off your clothes.”

“What?”

“You heard me. You disobeyed my instructions to stay out of my office and not to touch my computer. I have to discipline you for that.”

“But…”

“Now.”

The crack of his voice made her soak her panties again. Avery knew that she shouldn’t obey him, but every fiber of her being cried out at her to let go and do as he said. With her eyes on the floor by his feet she began to strip off her clothes, kicking off her shoes first before pulling off her shirt and sweatpants. Her nerves almost failed her then, but she clenched her jaw and reached behind her to unfasten her bra and let it slip to the floor at her feet. Swollen nipples stood at attention, announcing the humiliating state of her arousal to Mr. Sanders. She was so wet now that she was almost afraid to take her panties off, but she tugged them past her hips and stepped out of them, knowing that she was displaying parts of herself that no other person had seen.

“Good,” Mr. Sanders purred. “You’re very beautiful, Avery.”

Pleasure cut through her shame and tingles sizzled down her core.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Whatever I want.”

She looked at the instruments lining the walls. “Are you going to hurt me?”

“Yes.”

The matter-of-fact way he said that sent a shiver down her spine and for the first time a hint of fear rippled through her. For a second she considered trying to stop this, to just tell him no and go home, but that wasn’t really what she wanted, was it? She deserved to be punished for what she had done, and she ached to experience the things she had read about and watched on Mr. Sanders’s computer.

She swallowed hard, took a deep breath, and sank to her knees before him the way she had seen the girl do in the video.

“May I suck your…”

She faltered, not sure of the best way to refer to it. The language in Justine was too old-fashioned, too stilted, and it didn’t seem appropriate.

“My cock.”

“May I suck your cock? Please?”

He gave a small laugh. “You will suck my cock, Avery. But not yet. That’s pleasure. Punishment comes first.”

He led her to what looked like a leather-covered bench with two cushioned footrests.

“Do you know what this is? It’s a spanking bench. Put your knees on the cushions and lay forward with your arms out.”

When she had done as he asked he appeared before her with a pair of thick leather bracelets and fastened them around her wrists. Each bracelet had a snap hook which he attached to a steel ring on the bench so she couldn’t move her arms. He quickly repeated the procedure with her ankles, leaving her bound and helpless. Her legs were stretched apart enough that she knew he could see every secret part of her, and beads of her nectar dripped slowly down the insides of her thighs from her growing excitement. She felt as though she had fallen into one of her dreams.

The warmth of his hands caressed the skin of her buttocks and the back of her thighs for a few seconds, and then he left her. Sounds of him rattling and moving things around came from behind her, but she was bound to tightly to crane her head around far enough to see. She could only wait for whatever happened next. Soft footsteps approached and she tensed in anticipation.

Anthony stopped a couple of feet behind her at an angle where she couldn’t see him and took a minute to study her. His hands ached to touch that silken skin once more, to feel the supple muscles moving beneath his fingertips, and the pink of her exposed slit made him want to bury his tongue in her. As he watched, the puckered rosebud of her ass winked at him, involuntarily clenching in little spasms, unused to being so open and exposed. He could scarcely believe how excited she was—the smell of her arousal was a musky tang filling the air and he watched her juices running down her legs. He had only had a couple of subs react this way this quickly, and they had both been well-trained and experienced.

He had never trained a complete novice before, but as he gazed at the beautiful young girl strapped down before him resolve hardened within him. He would have her. She was a born sub and he was going to make her his own.

Avery flinched as fingers probed gently between her legs and found the hot fount of her sex, and then she moaned as a fingertip pressed inside of her and slowly massaged the tight walls within. Another finger tickled along her slit until it found the hard knob of her clit and gently coaxed it from its hiding place. Mr. Sanders lightly massaged her with one fingertip until she was ready to lose her mind, all thought fleeing and nothing remaining except the sensations flooding into her. Her moans filled the room as she thrust back at him and ground herself against his touch.

Anthony regarded her with smug satisfaction as she responded to him like a cat in heat. His fingers worked with expert skill to send Avery floating higher and higher on a soft cloud of pleasure until he sensed that she had completely let go. Then it was time.

Avery whimpered in frustration as his fingers abandoned her—she was so close to coming again. Her eyes flickered as the first blow from Mr. Sanders’s open palm landed across her unprotected ass. A long second passed before the jolt of pain penetrated through the haze of pleasure that fogged her mind. Even then it swiftly became nothing more than a tingling heat that merged into the warmth already suffusing her lower body.

A second sharp smack on her other buttock made her gasp. More blows fell at regular intervals, never in the same place twice. They were just hard enough to sting but not terribly painful, only enough to stoke the furnace already glowing between her legs. After a couple of minutes of this Avery’s whole ass felt hot and tingling and alive.

Anthony regarded his work with satisfaction. The girl’s ass beamed back at him with a rosy glow, and her response to the spanking remained good. He figured she was warmed up enough for him to crank things up a notch, so he reached for the leather paddle he had placed beside the bench and gripped it firmly in his left hand, giving it a couple of practice swings to loosen his wrist.

The different sound it made seemed to startle her at first, but Avery held on to the raw intensity coursing through her body and apparently never felt the blows from the paddle as pain. As long as he kept a steady rhythm going she anticipated his swings and arched back to meet him, eager for each new thwack against the scarlet flesh of her ass. It would have been easy to get carried up in her enthusiasm, but Anthony kept control and forced himself to hold back. She was totally new to this and he didn’t dare screw up and leave a mark that her sisters might notice. She was still going strong when he switched from the paddle to the soft suede flogger. Without giving her a chance to lose her rhythm he resumed the spanking.

Avery writhed against the leather bench, gasping for air between her moans while she humped her ass backwards towards Mr. Sanders like a little whore. She was beyond humiliation now, beyond guilt. She was nothing but the pulsing, wet heat between her legs, the prickling fire swirling through her belly and tits. Aching need in her clit drew her hands tight against their bonds, but when she couldn’t touch herself she whimpered in anguished frustration. Why couldn’t Mr. Sanders finish her?

Her ass was fire engine red now. Anthony could feel the heat radiating from it and he decided he had pushed about as far as he could for one day. Any more and he might bruise her to take her past her pain threshold. But there was one more thing.

The cane cut through the air with a whistling swish and cracked against her skin. Despite the warm-up it felt as though a bunch of hornets had stung her at once and Avery squealed and bucked against her restraints. Twice more the cane sang out and she thought perhaps Mr. Sanders was burning her with a hot iron. When no more blows seemed to be coming she sank against the bench with a sob.

“That was for disobeying me, pet. Mind me and I can make you feel better than you’ve ever dreamed possible. But that’s what you’ll get if you don’t obey. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” she whispered.

Despite his use of the cane she was still completely keyed up, soaking wet and quivering and trembling and trying to grind her poor throbbing clit against the bench for relief. He placed one hand on her ass and drew his fingers slowly down the cleft between her cheeks and under until he found her entrance once more. She was more than ready for him.

He had removed his clothes earlier, so all he had to do was ease behind her. His hands adjusted her hips to where he wanted her and then he stepped up. The head of his cock found her opening and squeezed into her. For a moment he was halted by her maidenhood, but he thrust in quickly and buried himself inside her tight heat. If she felt her hymen break she gave no sign of it, and in her state it probably only added to the endorphin high she was riding on.

Avery uttered a low growl as Mr. Sanders filled and stretched her virgin pussy. She no longer cared whether this was a sin or she was going to Hell. All that mattered in the whole world was this feeling, and the things that Mr. Sanders wanted to do to her. He had made her feel so good (even with the caning!) and she was willing do anything to please him. When he started to move inside of her she matched her motions to his, rocking against him and taking his length inside of her as though they had been made for each other.

It took only seconds for pleasure to overwhelm her and it burst over her like a sudden storm. She cried out as her muscles locked and she clung to the bench for support while Mr. Sanders continued slowly pumping in and out of her gushing pussy.

When he could see that she was finished, Anthony withdrew his cock from her and released the bonds restraining her to the bench then pulled her to the floor in front of him. She looked up at him with wide, uncomprehending green eyes, his engorged manhood mere inches from her pert little nose.

“Now you may suck my cock, pet.”

Understanding dawned, and she smiled shyly back at him. The video she had watched earlier replayed itself in her mind as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. He was still slick, still coated in her own juices, but she didn’t hesitate to run her tongue slowly along his length. That was what he wanted, so that was what she would do. It was that simple.

One hand fondled his balls while the other pulled the head down to the same level as her mouth. With another little smile she opened her lips and sucked him in, her tongue playing against him like a wild thing. Her hand continued to slowly stroke him even as she took him deeper and her mouth closed around him like a wet velvet vice.

His balls were burning now, and with a sudden urgency he pushed himself into her. He felt her gag and squirm as his head hit the back of her throat, but he held her there, his hands firmly in her hair as tears sprang to her eyes. When he shot his load down Avery’s throat a few seconds later it was to the sight of her looking up at him with big, wet eyes and her makeup running down her face.

Twenty minutes later they stood in the hotel lobby, staring out at the waves of sleet battering against the windows and collecting in piles along the sidewalks.

“I guess I’m not going to be going home tonight.”

Anthony smiled, pleased at the lack of regret in her voice. With a little flourish he pulled out his cell phone.

“Call home and tell them you’re stuck here. We’ll put you in a room and just try to make the best of it until the roads are safe.”

She looked at him, her eyes glowing like flaming emeralds. “You’re a bad man, Mr. Sanders.”

A twitch in his jeans let him know that someone else was ready to make the best of things, and his grin turned feral.

“Call me Master,” he said.

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at the next story, Nailing Katie. 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: Nailing Katie

“LAST DANCE, FOLKS!” the call boomed out from the stage.

It was 10:30 and the 85th Annual Briarwood Hollow Street Dance was about to wrap up. As the band kicked off a slow song Ty pulled her close and wrapped his arms around her waist. With a little sigh Katie snuggled against his chest and swayed slowly to the music, adrift in the warmth of his arms and the seductive spice-and-cedar of his cologne. Her boyfriend was a really good dancer and she was more than a little worked up, her body humming with a delicious longing. So far this had been their best night together and she didn’t want it to end.

Ty tilted his head and nuzzled her ear with his lips. “You want to come back to my place?”

She looked up at him and saw the familiar hunger simmering in his dark eyes. It made her shiver, for she knew exactly what he wanted and the thoughts that were running through his head right now. Going to his place was like playing chicken—she never knew if she’d be able to pull away in time. He wanted her and so far she had been able to say no, but his hands on her body felt so good that it got harder and harder to stop him each time. If she had any sense she’d call it a night and go home.

“Okay, but just for a little while,” she heard herself reply.

He took her hand and led her back to his truck, where he opened the door for her and helped her step up into the cab. The grin he gave her when he climbed into the driver’s seat was full of wicked promise, and as he pulled away from the curb she scooted over to lean into him. Before they had even gotten past the Hollow’s single traffic light and into the comfortable darkness off the main street Ty’s hand was on the bare skin of her thigh, gliding slowly upwards beneath her skirt.

Letting him do it was wrong; she knew that and she flushed with guilt as his fingertips brushed the edge of her panties, but she had come to crave the touch of his fingers on her skin over the last few months and just the thought had her wet and quivering already. A shudder rippled through her as he teased her through the thin satin, and she let her eyes close and her head sag limply back against the top of the seat.

Impatient fingers pushed past the fabric and dipped between her slick folds, searching until they found the opening to her sopping little tunnel. Katie whimpered as his middle finger circled her entrance, each movement sending pulses of heat sizzling straight to her core. Blood thrummed and the pressure soared inside of her until she didn’t think her body could possibly contain it any longer.

She gasped as his finger moved away, leaving a hollow ache behind as it trailed fire along her lips and zeroed in on her clit. At the first touch her hips bucked and all the air in her lungs hissed out between her teeth. Katy reached down and grabbed his wrist.

“Stop,” she pleaded. “Not here.”

His grin gleamed feral in the dim light. “All right. It’ll wait until we get home.”

Evan Wright looked up from the TV at the sound of a key rattling in the front door. Not even 11:00 yet—Ty was home early. He sighed, earnestly hoping that his son had come home alone.

A man who looked like a younger version of Evan pushed through the door. Dropping his keys on the table by the entry, Ty headed for his room without a glance at his father. Evan’s heart lurched as though it had been kicked when the pretty blonde girl bounced in after his son and pulled the door closed behind her. The happy smile on her perfect lips left him bleeding inside.

“Hey, Mr. Wright.”

“Evening, Katie. How was the dance?”

“It was great! We had a really good time. This was our four month anniversary, too. Can you believe it?”

“Wow. Four months already, huh?”

To Evan it seemed more like four years since his son had started dating Katie, Holden Trimble’s youngest daughter. The preacher’s girl was bright, bubbly, and so pretty it hurt to look at her. Sure, if you stood her next to Kelsey or the twins you might think at first she wasn’t in their league, but as soon as she smiled you’d know better. It was a movie star smile, the kind that made people around her stop cold and forget what they had been doing.

It was that smile that was the trouble. She had smiled at him four months ago when Ty had first brought her home and that was it—the afterimage of those crystal blue eyes sparkling up at him had haunted him for days. After that, he looked forward to her visits with a mixture of dread and longing that left him so torn and conflicted that half the time he could barely stammer out a hello to her.

The thing that ate at him the most was that he couldn’t figure out why Ty was dating her in the first place. His son had screwed half the girls in Barnett County by the time he started his senior year of high school and had seemed determined to work his way through the other half before he graduated. And then out of the blue he had begun dating Katie. Based on bits of conversations he had overheard Evan was positive that she wasn’t putting out. It just didn’t make sense. Ty didn’t love her—Ty didn’t love anyone but Ty—and he had stumbled across too many hints that Ty was getting some on the side to believe that his son was faithful to her. So why stay with her? What game was he playing?

“Come on, Katie.”

She blushed prettily and started after Ty. “See you later, Mr. Wright.”

When she was gone Evan went to the kitchen, pulled the bourbon out of the cabinet, and sloshed four fingers’ worth into a tumbler. After a brief hesitation he shrugged and carried both the glass and the bottle back to the living room and settled onto the couch. Flipping through the channels he finally found an old war movie that was a favorite. With a little luck, between that and the booze he could avoid thinking about what they were doing in his son’s room.

Naturally it didn’t help at all.

Katie smiled as she headed towards Ty’s room. She liked Mr. Wright, even if he was a gruff old bear sometimes. Underneath the rough persona he put on he was a nice man and she could tell that deep down he meant well. To be perfectly honest, there had been a number of times that she had wished Ty was more like his father. She couldn’t understand why he was still single so long after the divorce, because he was totally hot—secretly she thought he was maybe a smidge hotter than Ty, actually. She wasn’t sure if it was his maturity or his rough-around-the-edges good looks compared to Ty’s more polished features, but whatever it was worked for him.

She bit her lip, considering. The flip side of wanting Ty to be more like his father was that somehow she didn’t think it would be nearly as easy for her to tell Mr. Wright no.

As she stepped into Ty’s room her boyfriend yanked her up against him and kicked the door shut. Demanding lips descended on her mouth, his tongue flickering hungrily against her skin until she opened to him. Hot, wet velvet slid into her with the taste of cinnamon and Coke and Katie’s pulse began to race. She kissed him back hard, her hands sliding up the hard muscles of his back to pull herself even more tightly against his body. Her libido had started to cool down on the ride over, but now her nipples swelled and crinkled again and heat swirled deep in her belly. Ty’s hands ran down her sides and gripped her ass so that his erection pressed against her through his jeans, a thick rod that might have been made of iron from its hardness.

Katie moaned as her sensitive nipples slid against his chest, and then she was falling backwards onto the bed with Ty on top of her. Her giggle turned into a gasp when his fingers brushed her thigh on their way up her skirt. This round he didn’t waste any time—pushing past her panties his thumb massaged her clit while a finger toyed with her drenched pussy so that she trembled inside with an intensity that left her aching from need.

Inches away his eyes bored into hers. “Beg me.”

“Ty,” she moaned.

“Do it. I want to hear you.”

What they were doing was a sin, but by then Katie was too far gone to make him stop. Forcing her to beg for it left her feeling dirty and guilty, though, and she hated the weakness in her that gave in to him so easily. Inside she burned, her body screaming for release.

It came out as a whimper. “Please, Ty.”

“You want me to make you come?”

“Yessss,” she hissed as his finger thrust deep into her slick hole.

Continue reading Nailing Katie…
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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.

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.

Hysteria

This machine was the Professor’s ultimate achievement. No woman who had lain on this table had yet been able to withstand it.

Lord Elliston is at his wit’s end with his daughter Emily. Nothing he tries seems to make the slightest impact on her deplorable behavior, and when she is caught stealing a handkerchief he knows that it is time for desperate measures. One name comes up again and again—Professor George E. Feversham. The founder of Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education has a reputation for reforming troubled young women of the lower classes, and his treatments for praefocatio matricis—female hysteria—are renowned in scientific circles. It seems that the Professor is his last, best hope for regaining control of his daughter. But what will the treatments mean for Emily?

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.
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About the Author

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

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

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

Kelli
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