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Summary

 

“We go to your place. Right now. The two of us will do anything and everything you tell us to for the rest of the day. Then we go home and that will be the end of it.”

Stacey and Nicole’s neighbor Ryan seems like a nice guy, and he’s smoking hot to boot. But when he catches them spying on him through his window the gloves come off and they find out he’s not quite as nice as they thought. He wants to see them punished and he’s not above blackmailing them with the threat of the police. Just how far are the two desperate girls willing to go to keep Ryan from calling the cops?
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Erotica: Naughty Neighbors

I COULD NEVER FIND THE HOSE WHEN I WANTED IT. The water in our pool was low and I wanted to fill it up so I could spend a quiet Saturday afternoon relaxing in the sun. Except that as usual, I couldn’t find the damned hose. I slipped a t-shirt over my bikini top and walked around the house until I found the hose attached to the faucet on the far side. Nicole had left it hooked up there when she watered her azaleas - again. Grumbling to myself I started to unscrew it when I caught a movement out of the corner of my eye. Our hot new neighbor Ryan had left his blinds up and I could see straight into his living room through a gap in the shrubs. The flickering I saw came from his TV, and I started to look away before it hit me that someone was watching a hardcore porn movie. 

On the screen a man had a much younger blond woman bent over a recliner and was fucking her wildly from behind. I looked around guiltily, but since no one could see into the narrow gap between the houses I stepped closer to Ryan’s house where I could get a better view. Suddenly I realized that what was happening on-screen wasn’t the only action taking place in that room.

Ryan was sitting naked on the couch watching the movie and jacking off to it. My eyes wandered over his tanned muscles, and as if drawn by magnets slid down to his cock. His hand drifted up and down the shaft in long, lazy strokes. It was too far away to be certain, but his cock looked even bigger than the one in the movie. I knew I shouldn’t be watching him like that, but I couldn’t make myself turn away. Something about this forbidden observation of him set me off. My heart pounded and the walls of my pussy fluttered. I never would have believed that just watching a guy pleasuring himself could turn me on that way, but it definitely did. That steady motion of his hand sent warm tingles through my belly, and the juices started to flow.

Finally I tore my gaze away, embarrassed both by watching and for getting so wet doing it. I raced around to our front door, all thoughts of the hose forgotten, and scrambled inside, slamming the door shut behind me. Nicole looked up in irritation from the couch and waved her book at me.

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

I didn’t know what else to say, so the truth just popped out. “I just saw the guy next door watching a porno and masturbating to it.”

Her nose wrinkled in disgust. “Mr. Stefano? Ick.”

“No. Ryan, the guy on the other side.”

“Him?” Her eyes went wide and she put on a wicked little smile. “Damn, he’s hot. I think I had better check this out.”

“Oh, no, don’t do that, Nikki” I interjected.

“Why not? Judging by the way he got your motor running, it’s got to be worth a look.”

I flushed. She had me cold on that one. “We can’t spy on him. It’s not right.”

She pushed past me and headed out the door. “It isn’t spying if he was silly enough to leave his window open so we can see inside from our yard, right?”

I followed her out, spouting more protests that she ignored. She went around the corner and made a pretense of fussing with the hose while she peered intently into the window where the porno was still playing. 

“I can’t see a damned thing,” she griped.

“All right then, let’s go.”

“Not yet.”

She crept closer to the window. I shadowed her a couple of steps behind. I felt guilty, now; Ryan had always seemed really nice the few times we had chatted, and it just didn’t seem right for us to be doing this. Nicole put her face right up to the shrubs and stared in. Past her shoulder I saw the blond girl in the movie sucking off another guy while the first guy she had fucked slid his cock into her ass.

“I still don’t see him,” Nicole said.

“You know, you can get in a lot of trouble looking in peoples’ windows like that,” a low voice said conversationally from behind us.

I jumped back and spun around. Ryan stood there watching us from the corner of his house. He had on nothing but a pair of jeans, showing off his muscular torso, and he held a cell phone in one hand.

“Um, we were just…” I stammered, unable to come up with a good excuse.

“Spying on me through my window,” he completed helpfully.

“We didn’t see anything,” Nicole threw in.

He looked at her coldly. “Do you know what you’d be doing right now if you had caught me peeping through your window? You’d be screaming your heads off and dialing nine-one-one as fast as you could punch the buttons. And you’d stand there quivering with righteous indignation while the cops dragged me away and slapped a sex offender tag on me for the rest of my life.

“So give me one good reason why I shouldn’t do the exact same thing right now.” He held up his cell phone for effect.

I looked at my feet. “I’m sorry,” I whispered.

“Sorry? How sorry are you going to be when everyone in the neighborhood knows that you like spying through peoples’ windows?”

Nicole’s eyes met mine, and I’m not sure who looked more desperate. She gulped, but held up her head to look our neighbor in the eyes.

“What if… What if we made it worth your while not to say anything about this?”

He snorted. “You think you can buy your way out of this?”

Her gaze never wavered. “I wasn’t talking about money.”

An eyebrow lifted. Cool blue eyes hinted at curiosity, amusement. “Really. All right, I’m listening.”

“What if we agreed to do anything you say?”

“You mean like mow my yard and wash my car?” He didn’t sound impressed.

She shook her head. “No. I mean we’ll do anything you say. Anything.”

I threw Nicole a look, but she quelled me with a frown. I was too afraid to argue.

“Go ahead. I’m listening.”

“We go to your place. Right now. The two of us will do anything and everything you tell us to for the rest of the day. Then we go home and that will be the end of it.”

My heart pounded in my throat. I couldn’t believe Nicole was saying these things. But at the same time I knew that a call to the police could cost me my job and get me kicked out of college. And I’d never be able to look at my parents if they found out. And, god help me, Ryan was really fucking hot. I could think of a lot of things he could tell me to do that I wouldn’t mind at all. 

Ryan stood there a while, studying us, contemplating the offer. I didn’t know if I was more scared that he would accept or that he might refuse. Both held fear of the unknown, but whatever happened with Ryan, it would be over at the end of the day. Even if he was some kind of sick pervert, it would be over with quickly and I could get on with my life.

“All right,” he told us. “Come on.”

We followed him into his house and into the living room. Ryan picked up a remote, turned off the DVD player, and dropped onto the couch, where he leaned back and put his feet up, slowly scrutinizing both of us from head to toe. At last a little smile of satisfaction crept over his features, and he pointed to Nicole.

“Strip.”

Nicole hesitated a moment, then pulled off her shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so her round, firm tits bounced once and lay revealed to Ryan’s intense gaze, her nipples hardening as I watched. I couldn’t tell if it was because of the sudden exposure to the cool air or because she found this somehow exciting. She unfastened her shorts and let them fall to the floor, stepped out of them, and slid her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. Slowly, teasingly she pulled them down to uncover first her mound and then her ass. She bent at the waist, sliding the wisp of silk down her thighs to her knees and offering Ryan a good, long look at her ass before letting it fall the rest of the way to land on the floor by her shorts. 

“Nice,” Ryan murmured, and she was.

I had seen Nicole naked before, but I had never really paid attention. She looked like something out of the pages of a magazine. Satiny olive skin swept along in luscious curves that always drew the guys’ attention when she walked into a room. Of course her perfect, round tits always got the first look. I glanced down despite myself and saw that she had shaved her mound completely smooth. I had never gone that far myself; it felt too naughty, so I always left a little strip of hair pointing the way to my slit.

Ryan turned his attention to me, eyes smoldering. “Your turn.”

I swallowed, gritted my teeth, and stripped off my t-shirt, then unfastened my bikini top and dropped it on my shirt. My tits aren’t as gorgeous as Nicole’s, but they’re a solid handful and perky. I’m not as curvy as Nicole in general; I’m slimmer and more athletic, but I’ve never gotten any complaints. Nor did I now as I repeated Nicole’s performance and slowly pulled down my bikini bottom. As I stepped out of them I realized how intensely Ryan and Nicole were both watching me, and flushed hotly under their scrutiny. At the same time, the way I was on display did give me an undeniable thrill. I felt a stirring between my legs, and my nipples crinkled and hardened just as Nicole’s had.

“Also nice,” Ryan said approvingly. “You know what would be nicer? The two of you together. How about the two of you have a nice, friendly kiss for me?”

“I shot a panicked look at Nicole. “Nikki…” I whispered in protest.

She shook her head. “The sooner we get it over with, the sooner we can go home, Stacey,” she reminded me.

Knowing that I’d never be able to, Nicole took charge. She slid against me, one hand going to my waist and the other to my cheek, and leaned in. Her lips brushed softly against mine, gentle and undemanding at first, a warm caress that grew slowly more insistent. Her tongue flicked over my lips and I unconsciously tried to take a step back, but her hands held me and steadied me until I hesitantly opened my own lips to her probing. Her velvet tongue glided playfully across mine, tasting faintly of the minty gum she chewed, testing, exploring, then bored into me as she leaned into the kiss.

She was a fantastic kisser, and my body responded automatically to her while my brain reeled in shock. Her fingers twined into my hair and pulled me close against her, while I found my hands exploring her smooth skin as I returned her kiss with passion to match her own. I was breathing hard, now, and the friction as my rock-hard nipples rubbed against her started a tingling in my clit. Her hand fell from my waist to clench my ass and draw me tightly against her body, grinding her hips against mine as she moaned into my mouth. I closed my eyes as waves of heat flooded through me, almost forgetting where we were in the heat of the moment.

Nicole broke away first, her chest heaving as she panted for breath, her fingertips caressing down from my cheek to my neck, along my collarbone and down to my tit where she lightly circled my nipple.

“Now that was fucking hot,” Ryan said behind us. 

Nicole and I untangled ourselves, and I struggled to slow my breathing and to ignore the throbbing between my legs.

“I’m sure, being such good roommates, that you two share a lot. Besides your fondness for looking in other peoples’ windows.” He grinned and his eyes flitted back and forth between us. “So let’s see how good you are at sharing; come over here and share this.”

He pulled down his jeans, setting his engorged cock free. It sprang up straight as a rod, so stiff it looked almost painful. From where I was standing, excited and confused and half out of my wits, it looked impossibly big.

Nicole looked at me, and crawled onto the couch next to Ryan. Her eyes locked on mine as her tongue crept out to meet his skin, and slowly travelled the length of his shaft. I took a deep breath to calm myself and joined them on the couch. Heart pounding, I bent forward and tentatively ran my tongue over his head, tasting the salty precum seeping from him. I licked lightly around the ridge at the bottom of his head, feeling his pulse through the thin skin, and worked my way slowly down to the base of his shaft. Nicole smiled at me, reassured that I wasn’t going to be any trouble, and got down to business, licking his shaft as if it was a giant candy cane.

Up close I realized Ryan wasn’t gigantic like I had thought, but he was bigger than I was used to. He was really thick, about the same size as my wrist, and I didn’t think my hand would close all the way around him. I continued running my tongue over him, slathering him with my saliva so he was nice and slick, and occasionally tasting Nicole’s minty flavor on him as I moved across territory she had already covered. Ryan moaned under the dual onslaught of our sinuous tongues, and his hands wandered over the back of the couch restlessly, looking for something to grasp. 

I felt one arm snake around me, softly caressing the curve of my ass before Ryan’s searching fingertips found their way between my legs and discovered the warm wetness there. I raised my eyes from his cock and saw that his other hand was doing the same thing to Nicole. I let out a squeak as he pushed a finger inside my drenched pussy and his thumb found my clit.

“Don’t stop,” he ordered.

As I watched from the other side of his shaft, Nicole threw her head back and thrust her hips wildly against Ryan’s hand. A low moan squeezed from her throat and she swooped down on his cock, swallowing it whole in one swift motion. Ryan’s fingers moved faster on my clit and pussy, and the tingling heat building inside of me left me gasping. I moved my head down out of Nicole’s way so she could continue deep-throating Ryan, and my eyes lit on his balls. Carefully I maneuvered my head around so I could get my mouth to them, wrapping my lips around his sack. When I was ready I sucked his balls into my mouth and lashed them with my tongue in time with Nicole’s motion on his cock.

Ryan tensed beneath us, his legs stretching out with muscles taut. His fingers sloshed frantically in our soaking pussies, sending us into our own frenzy on his cock. All at once I felt his balls move in my mouth, and his fingers jerked out of my pussy to clutch my thigh. He had his cock buried in Nicole’s throat and his body spasmed as he sent jets of his come shooting into her. She swallowed it all, and as he relaxed she slowly eased his still-pulsing cock from her mouth.

I released his balls and sank back on the couch. Juice from my pussy soaked my slit, and my poor, neglected clit ached to be touched. I burned for the release of an orgasm, for a thick cock stretching me out and filling me until I burst.

Ryan lifted his head and looked at us. “Poor girls,” he said. “Looks like you both have a problem.” He slid off the couch onto the floor so he faced us. “Good roommates are always willing to help each other out, right? So why don’t you see if you can’t help each other release that tension?”

Nicole looked at me with naked hunger that made me shiver. “Lie back,” she ordered.

When I did she slithered between my legs and buried her face in my dripping snatch. 

“Nikki,” I gasped, “stop, please.”

“Shhhh,” she said. “Just relax, Stacey. Remember why we’re here.”

I had a hard time remembering anything with her mouth on me. I thought Nicole was a good kisser, but the skill of her tongue as she went down on me put that to shame. She swirled around my yearning clit, along my slit to dip into the cream pouring from my throbbing pussy, and then down across that sensitive strip of skin to tickle the pink rosebud of my ass. Her tongue roamed back and forth, leaving slick trails of fire on my burning skin. I wanted to scream, but I couldn’t find the breath to do more than gasp out in sharp little moans.

“Is that good, Stacey? Do you like that?” Nicole whispered.

I answered with a louder moan. I still couldn’t believe we were doing this, but I loved it and I didn’t ever want her to stop.

“Good. Now you do the same for me.”

She climbed over me and twisted so her pussy was over my face and slowly lowered herself towards me. I had never done this before, could never have imagined myself doing it to another girl before today, but I was so out of my mind with lust and the need to come that I stretched up to meet her, grasping her thighs and pulling my face into her. The sharp, musky odor of her aroused sex set off something inside of me that sent me wild, and I fastened my mouth onto her slit and sent my tongue exploring every nook.

I licked and sucked her clit, trying to mimic the incredible things she was doing to me, and sent my tongue burrowing deep into her pussy to lap up the juices pouring from her. Nicole tasted like nothing I had ever imagined; I had tasted myself before at the urging of a boyfriend, but she had a different, wilder flavor that made me want to suck her dry. 

Nicole purred and pushed harder against me with her hips, almost smothering me with her gushing pussy. I didn’t care; all of my senses were overwhelmed and I felt like I was in heaven. The burning pressure inside me grew and grew until I couldn’t stand it anymore. I felt like a bowstring pulled all the way back and held there, trembling. I couldn’t even lick anymore; I just pressed my face into Nicole and moaned.

“Nikki. Oh, god, Nikki. Yes. God, yes.”

She sucked my clit deep into her mouth, and as I felt her teeth graze the skin I exploded. My back arched up and I shoved my hips against her, grinding my clit against her tongue as waves of pleasure crashed over me and tried to drown me.

I was gasping for breath, but I sent my tongue back to lashing Nicole’s dripping slit. I wanted to give her the same ecstasy she had given me, and I wanted my mouth on her when she came so I could feel her and lick up every drop as it creamed from her tight little pussy. She rested her head on my thigh and gave a deep sigh, swiveling her hips to match the stroking of my tongue until her juices covered my face and ran down my chin.

Ryan stood up and climbed onto the couch behind Nicole. His thick cock stood rigidly at attention, already hard and oozing again from watching the two of us going down on each other. He slid it between Nicole’s legs, rubbing it in slow strokes along her slit. I paused licking her to run my tongue along the underside of his shaft, adding my saliva to her juices. After a moment he drew back and pushed the engorged purple head into the opening of her pussy. Nicole gasped and moaned as he popped it in and out a few times, then drew a long, shuddering breath as he sank his whole length in her to his balls.

“Oh, yes, fuck me, Ryan,” she breathed. “Fuck me.”

I continued to lick and nibble on Nicole’s clit as I watched Ryan’s cock pistoning in and out of her only inches away from my face. Seeing him fuck her up close that way while I could smell and taste and feel her got me tingling again, too. I watched in fascination, listening to the wet churning sound as Nicole gushed around the thick cock impaling her. She shoved her ass back to meet his thrusts with animal grunts of pleasure until their bodies smacked loudly together as they collided.

Their movements became so wild that I had to release my hold on Nicole’s clit. I just watched, more closely than any porn movie I had ever seen, as he buried his cock inside her tightly clinging pussy over and over again from behind. As she panted under his hammering cock, her breath washed over my exposed slit in hot gusts that set little fires off deep inside me. Almost of its own volition one of my hands went between my legs and sought out my throbbing clit, rubbing it furiously as Ryan stroked into Nicole and her juices dripped down onto my face.

“Oh, god.”

Nicole buried her face in my aching pussy again as her muscles clenched in the throes of a powerful orgasm. I felt the muscles of her thighs quiver against the sides of my head, and I could see her stomach tense up as her pussy clamped down on Ryan’s cock. Ryan stopped, slid in and out twice, slowly, then pulled his cock wetly from her. He pushed Nicole forward until she was out of the way, and presented his cock to me.

“Lick it, Stacey. Lick it clean for me.”

I was past the point of arguing or even caring. I just wanted more, I needed more, I needed to be fucked and fulfilled and I would do whatever it took to relieve the tension burning in my pussy. I grabbed the base of his cock with one hand and washed him with my tongue, smearing Nicole’s juices all over my face as I licked around his shaft. I never stopped the frenzied rubbing of my clit with my other hand, but I felt Nicole slip one finger, then another, into my sopping pussy. My hips bucked involuntarily at the glorious intrusion, and I moaned as I sucked on the side of Ryan’s cock.

He let me continue licking until he was satisfied and I sucked a large drop of precum from the tip.

“Move over,” he told Nicole, and when she got out of the way he turned me over so my ass stuck up in the air pointed towards his straining cock.

He ran his cock up and down the crack of my ass, enjoying the heat coming from my depths, and tickling my little asshole with the head. I felt him stiffen even more, as impossible as that seemed, and then he entered me slowly, giving my tight little pussy a chance to stretch around him. The fit was so tight that I could feel his pulse throbbing inside of me, and I felt gloriously crammed full of his cock.

Ryan held my hips and rocked me back and forth, fucking me on his rigid pole. I dropped my head to the couch and everything faded away but that hot shaft sliding in and out of my pussy. Again and again my ass smacked into his hips, sending his cock spearing into my depths. The burning pressure built up again agonizingly; my earlier orgasm had only whetted my appetite, and the straining tension in my pussy became unbearable.

“Fuck me harder, Ryan. Please, harder,” I begged.

Ryan sank his fingers into my ass and shoved his cock into me so hard I gasped. With every fierce stroke it felt like he went deeper into me than any man had ever gone before, at the same time stretching me out so that I knew I would be sore the next day. My breathing became one long, low moan that filled my throat. Warmth melted through the depths of my pussy and I felt the sharp tightness in my clit that meant I was about to explode. I was so wet that drops ran up my slit and soaked my little strip of pubic hair.

The orgasm burst through my head and pussy like dark fireworks, dimming the room as rockets of light exploded behind my eyes and in my loins. The walls of my pussy pulsed around Ryan’s cock and gripped him hard. He pushed into me a few more times until his cock jerked as his own orgasm hit, spurting gob after gob of white-hot come into me.

We pulled apart and fell back on the couch, our breath coming in labored gasps. Nicole dropped beside Ryan and pressed herself against him with an odd little smile. I looked at her, then at him, and my pussy gave a twinge.

“Well, did we hold up our end of the deal?” Nicole asked.

“I’m satisfied,” Ryan answered. “All is forgiven.”

I moved over to curl up against him. “What if we don’t want to be forgiven?”

“You can always peek through my window tomorrow and see what happens.”

Nicole grinned over at me. “Maybe we should make him peek through ours.”

I thought about the kind of show the two of us could put on for Ryan. “I like that idea.”

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at Double or Nothing. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.






Sneak Peek: Double or Nothing

IT ALL STARTED WHEN MY MOM FOUND the box of condoms I had stashed in my closet.

Let’s get a couple of things straight right now. First, I had them hidden in an old shoebox that Mom had no reason whatsoever to go poking around in. Second, it’s not like I was actually using them. I kept them there purely as a precaution, for emergency use only; you know—in case of fire break glass. Not that I was remotely in any danger of having any kind of an emergency. My last boyfriend and I had broken up six months earlier and since then I had been going through a major dry spell. I hadn’t met anyone I was interested in dating or even just having a fling with in a very long time. My friends said I was too picky, but I don’t see anything wrong with that. A girl should have high standards and not feel as though she has to settle just because she’s been single for six months. Right?

Some days I almost even believed it.

Anyway, the thing is that my mom was snooping. We had been having the same fights over privacy and boundaries for as long as I could remember, but the battles had become far more bitter in the two years since I had graduated from high school. You’d think that after I had turned eighteen she might have given it a rest, but no such luck. I had taken my parents up on their offer to let me live at home while I was going to college because rent was expensive and most of the girls I could have dealt with as roommates had fled our sleepy, little town before the ink was even dry on  their diplomas. Much as I would have loved to get out of my parents’ house there was just no way I could work enough hours to afford a place by myself while taking a full course load, so I sucked it up and tried to keep my head down.

Unfortunately Mom insisted on behaving as though I was still in middle school most days and couldn’t keep her nose out of my business. That was how she came to storm into the den that day, shaking the black and gold box loudly enough that we could all hear it rattling over the sound of the television. Her shriek jerked me up off of the couch; when Mom got herself worked up she could hit notes that Mariah Carey couldn’t touch if you dropped a brick on her foot. She thrust the box under my nose and nailed me with a glare that would have made me wilt a few years earlier.

“Just what are you doing with these, young lady?”

For a split second I considered telling her exactly what I did with them in extreme, excruciating detail, but then some small part of my brain that was still rational woke up, realized this would be an incredibly bad idea, and decided to take charge before I could start World War III in the den.

“Mom! What the hell are you doing snooping in my room?”

My voice is lower so I can’t normally reach those high notes that make the dogs howl like Mom, but this time I was so mad I gave her a run for her money. From the corner of my eye I saw my dad and younger brother bolt from the room before they started bleeding from the ears. The magnitude of it hit me then—they had both just seen Mom waving around a box of condoms that came from my room. Mortified didn’t begin to cover my state of mind just then. How could I ever look either of them in the eye again after this, when every time they’d be thinking about those condoms and what I was doing with them? And Mom would never let it drop.

I leaped over the back of the couch and snatched the box away from her.

“You had no right to go digging through my stuff! There’s this thing called privacy, Mom. Google it sometime.”

“I was not digging through your stuff,” she sniffed. “I was just putting away the clothes you had left in the dryer when I found those.”

That was a lie and we both knew it. The shoebox where I kept those condoms hidden was on the top shelf of my closet and had other stuff piled on top of it. There was no way she had simply stumbled across them by accident.

“You’re a snoop and a liar!”

“Melanie!” she gasped, drawing back as though I had slapped her. “You take that back this instant.”

“I will not. It’s true and you know it. I’m twenty years old and I’m not a child anymore. You had no right to go digging through my things.”

“As long as you’re living under this roof I have the right to do whatever—”

“Then maybe it’s time I wasn’t living under this roof.”

I stormed off to my room, slamming the door hard enough behind me to rattle the windows in their frames. Once I was alone the tears came, hot blobs of rage and shame which slid down my cheeks to gleam there like little badges of futility.

It was all well and good to threaten to leave, but I simply couldn’t afford it on my own. I had a summer job waiting tables at a café, but while the tips were okay they weren’t anywhere close to good enough to let me move out on my own, and I couldn’t think of anyone who needed a roommate. Like an idiot I had remained behind while everyone else had headed off for bigger and better things. I should have known better than to let Mom convince me to stay at home for another year or two and go to the community college to save money. Now it was mid-summer and my options were severely limited.

I did have one option that I doubted Mom would count on, though. I picked up my cell phone and punched in a number that I hadn’t called in far too long. It rang once then picked up.

“Jacob?”

An amused drawl answered from the other end. “So, your mom found your condoms, huh?”

I stuttered and stammered incoherently for a few seconds before I could string an intelligible sentence together. “How did you know?”

“Lee.”

My little brother had probably called the instant he fled from the den and was no doubt gleefully spreading the word even now to anyone else he could think of. For about the millionth time in his life I considered strangling the little wretch.

“So, did she flip out because the box was almost empty or what?”

I felt my face go crimson and was glad he wasn’t there to see. “For your information the box was still sealed.”

“Really? Interesting. I’ll never forget the day my mom found my porn stash when I was fourteen. You would have thought I was sacrificing babies in the basement or something from the way she carried on.” Jacob chuckled at the memory. “So now what?”

“I’ve got to get out of here. I can’t stay here like this. Not now.”

“Took you long enough. Well, come on then.”

Jacob and his best friend Keith had had appointed themselves my guardian angels when I was in middle school. When we moved into the neighborhood a couple of other kids my age had taken it upon themselves to make my life as miserable as possible by teasing and bullying me every time I left the house. Jacob and Keith lived up the street, and one day they found me sobbing my eyes out where I had fled behind Keith’s house to escape my tormentors. After they calmed me down and found out what was going on they went looking for the bullies. While they never told me exactly what happened when they found them, my boys were both older, bigger, and sufficiently intimidating that the bullies never bothered me again. Better still, my newfound protectors adopted me as their mascot.

I spent countless hours at both of their houses, at Jacob’s pool or handing them wrenches and ratchets while they worked in greasy coveralls under their cars and offering them advice—usually unsolicited—about their relationships and the girls in their lives. There were always girls; both guys were athletic and good-looking and they never failed to have a flock of eager young women waiting in the wings to try their luck. Jacob tended to pick and choose and dated a bit more seriously, while Keith seemed determined to take every girl in town for a test drive before he graduated.

That didn’t bother me—although I loved them both, it wasn’t in that way. They were my knights in shining armor, both of them bigger than life and enough older than me that I never quite crushed on either of them. Jacob and I talked each other through our nasty breakups and both of us teased Keith about being such a man-whore, even though secretly we found the whole thing hilarious.

It nearly killed me when they graduated and moved away to go to Caltech. I still talked to them every chance I got, but with our different schedules and different time zones it was tough to really stay in touch. Knowing my mother as well as they did they had offered me a place to stay when I graduated, but that had been a while ago and I wasn’t sure if the offer was still good.

“Seriously?”

“Sure, babe. Mi casa es su casa. Keith and I have been hoping you’d come to your senses and get out of there before you went postal. And the farther away from your mom you get the better. You two are like gasoline and matches.”

“Thanks, Jacob. You’re a life saver.”

“Just do it now, Melanie, before you change your mind. Get out now and don’t give her time to work on you or she’ll guilt you into staying again.”

“All right. Consider me packing. I’ll be on my way tomorrow.” I thanked god the college hadn’t offered any classes I needed that summer session so I wasn’t forced to drop. I would have done it, though. I was beyond fed up.

“Good girl. Drive safely.”

Fortunately I didn’t actually own a whole lot of anything, and most of that I was able to cram in the back of my battered but trusty Neon. I piled the stuff that wouldn’t fit on the floor by my bed. I would either have to ship it or leave it behind, and I resolved to cut the list of things I was taking with me to the bone. It was time for a clean break, time to start fresh the way that I should have as soon as I stepped off the stage after graduation.

Later when I came back from the garage with a couple of boxes I found Mom standing in my room with a perplexed frown.

“What are you doing?”

“Packing.”

“And where do you think you’re going?”

“I’m moving in with Jacob and Keith. They said I could stay with them for a while.”

“In California?” It came out in the same horrified shriek she used that time she put her foot in her shoe and found the dismembered mouse our cat had tucked in there as a present. “But what about college?”

“I’m pretty sure they have colleges in California, Mom.”

She tried to work me. She tried guilt, and playing on my fears, and all of her usual little tricks, but this time none of it did her any good. The next morning I quit my job, shipped off the stuff I had boxed up, and pointed my intrepid little Neon west.

I never forgot those next three days. For the first time in my life I felt free—I was on my own and I was out of our little town and best of all I was out from under Mom’s thumb. It was exhilarating. By the time I got to Jacob and Keith’s house in San Clemente I felt like a new woman.

They met me as I pulled up in their driveway and I immediately saw that their years in California had been very good to them. They had filled out and buffed up since their move to the coast, and both possessed the bronze tans and sun-streaked hair of habitual beachgoers so that in their t-shirts, shorts, and flip-flops they could have been cover models for a surfing magazine. As first one and then the other swept me into a bear hug I almost went into shock over just how smoking hot my old friends had become.

Don’t get me wrong—I had always known that my boys were magnificent specimens of the opposite sex. After all the hours I had spent hanging out with them at Jacob’s pool there was no way I could have avoided knowing, and that had been amply reinforced by the way that every girl they met panted after them. But even though I knew it in my head my body had never reacted to them physically before, had never woken up with this heightened awareness of their every move and glance, the electric jolt that set every nerve jangling on edge. Fighting off a rush of panic, I chalked it up to having been separated from them for so long and told myself the attraction would die down in a couple of days. Three, tops.

Jacob towered almost a foot over me as he folded me against his broad chest, his face all rough-cut planes and sharp angles that came together in the kind of brusque handsomeness usually reserved for cowboy epics. Keith was a little shorter and slimmer and might have been called a pretty boy if not for the sharp gleam in his eyes and the determined set of his mouth. But both of them had deep green eyes full of catlike wicked humor and cunning that held onto me as though I was something they owned. And maybe they did in a way.

Until I saw them in person I hadn’t realized how very much I still missed them—hadn’t let myself realize it because it would have made my life back home that much more miserable. Standing there with them now I felt my world right itself and level out for the first time in years. I had been crazy not to come sooner.

As Jacob released me he held a hand out to his roommate. “Pay up.”

Keith fished out his wallet and slapped a twenty dollar bill into Jacob’s palm.

“What was that for?”

“Keith bet me that your mom would guilt you into heading back before you got halfway here. I figured you had finally gotten fed up enough to make it all the way.”

I hugged him again and stuck out my tongue at Keith, who shrugged.

“Your mom’s done it before,” he grumbled. “It’s what she lives for.”

Their house was a three story relic from the sixties built into the slope of a hill with a garage on the ground floor and balconies on the second and third floors that looked out towards the ocean. Not that you could actually see the ocean; too many tall buildings had sprung up over the decades to block off any view the place had once had. Still, it was only half a mile to the beach and I wasn’t about to complain. It only took them a few minutes to unload my car and carry my belongings up to the room they had set up for me on the second floor. When I walked through the door I stopped short, stunned by what they had done.

“Do you like it?” Keith asked. “Between the two of us I think we remembered most of it. We didn’t want you getting too homesick.”

As closely as possible, they had recreated my room back home—paint, carpet, curtains, bedspread, furniture. Somehow they had even found a duplicate of my silver floor lamp with its ruffled pink and white Hello Kitty lampshade. I hadn’t wanted to admit it even to myself, but I had been worried that they had only asked me to come out of pity and a sense of obligation to the friendship we had once had, and that they didn’t really want me there messing up their lives. This went a long way towards soothing my fears, and the fact that they still cared enough after all this time to make that much effort had me sniffling.

 “It’s great,” I told them, my voice husky. “Thank you.”

“Oh, no,” Jacob said, backing towards the door. “No crying. It’s against the house rules. So get yourself settled, and we’ll take you out and show you around.”

Keith gave me a grin and a wink and they vanished to let me sort myself out. Crying females had always been on the short list of things these strong and oh-so-capable bad boys just couldn’t cope with.

Through the open window rows of palm trees and old but comfortable-looking homes like this one stretched into the distance, and I could hear children laughing and shouting not far off. A light breeze which smelled faintly of the ocean riffled the curtains, and without realizing it I began to loosen up and unwind despite the excitement I felt over the drastic change in my life and at seeing Jacob and Keith again. Everything was going to work out.

That night they took me out to dinner and fed me fresh sushi and we stayed up talking until well after midnight. Despite almost five years apart we slid right back into our comfortable old groove together, and the next morning I pulled a t-shirt over a bright turquoise bikini I had picked out because it really set off my eyes and we hit the beach.

The number of staggeringly beautiful women in tiny bikinis we passed on the short walk down to the beach was sobering, and by the time we stepped onto the sand my ego had been thoroughly humbled. Maybe it was the small town girl inside me, but I wouldn’t have dreamed in a million years of wearing the outfits some of these women were parading about in. They probably would have looked less naked wearing nothing at all.

I spent the entire walk expecting Jacob and Keith to comment on each passing beauty the way they had back in the old days, but to my surprise neither of them even seemed to notice the spectacular girls around us. After a while I guessed that if they were surrounded by women who looked like that every day they had probably gotten used to it, and it would take someone truly breathtaking to get their attention at all now. For some reason that thought made my chest tighten up a little.

An enormous wooden pier jutting out over a thousand feet into the water split the main beach into north and south sections. I had never seen anything like it before, had never imagined anyone would build such a thing. The little girl in me wanted to scamper out to the end and stand at the very edge with the salt air whipping against my face, but Keith grabbed my hand and tugged me back.

“Later,” he said. “We’ll go there for lunch and you can play tourist to your heart’s content.”

I let them lead me out onto the already crowded sand and noticed quickly that the crowd on the southern side of the beach was mostly made up of families, while the northern side was thronged with surfers and small knots of younger people like us. Jacob planted our cooler in the sand near a volleyball net and we unloaded our towels alongside it. Then the guys peeled off their shirts and suddenly I felt as though I was on a Colorado mountain top instead of at sea level. I don’t know where all the oxygen disappeared to, but I couldn’t seem to get any.

“What are you doing?” Keith asked as I scanned the ground around us frantically.

“Looking for a club to beat off the girls when they mob us.”

Jacob and Keith traded sardonic looks.

“You’re not in Kansas anymore, Toto,” Jacob told me. “Take a look around; it’s not like we’re the only guys out here.”

I didn’t need to look around—the two of them had me hyperventilating all by themselves. Between them they seemed to have acres of golden, sun-drenched skin stretched over lean muscle that rippled with every movement, every breath. I felt an almost irresistible compulsion to run my hands over their bodies, to feel that warm, satiny hardness under my fingertips. Even worse, I wanted to brush my lips against them, to taste them with my tongue while I kissed every last inch of those firm, bronzed bodies.

Continue reading Double or Nothing…






You might also like…

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

Polly and Her Neighbor

She wanted to hate Josh for what he was making her do, but at the same time she didn’t want him to ever stop.

When nineteen-year-old Polly backs into her handsome neighbor Josh’s brand new car, it’s all she can do not to break down and cry. She’s going to be late for work again, her insurance is going to go through the roof, and Josh is going to be so angry at her.

No one actually noticed the accident, though, and so Polly decides not to leave a note. As she drives away, she thinks she’s gotten away scot-free.

But her luck runs out when Josh shows up at her house that night with photos of the accident and threatens to turn her over to the police. He’s furious and intends to teach her a hard lesson. How far will Polly be willing to go to convince Josh to let her off the hook?  Will she let him use her however he wants, rough and without protection?

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.

Taking Kelsey

She knew he could do anything he wanted to her, anything at all. And the most frightening thing was that some part of her wanted him to.

Kelsey is the preacher’s oldest—still so innocent that she’s hardly even kissed a boy before. When her ride gets pulled over for DUI after they’ve been out drinking with some frat boys from their college she figures it’s all over for her. The preacher has threatened to kick her out if she gets in trouble, and she’s sure she’ll end up in jail for underage drinking. But blue-eyed Deputy Jack Thompson has other ideas. He’ll keep her out of jail and cover for her with the preacher—for a price. He wants her in his bed, and he’s not interested in taking no for an answer. Will Kelsey trade her innocence for an alibi?

Punishing Shelbie

She tasted of cherry lip gloss and bubblegum and innocence.

Shelbie has been teasing her best friend’s dad for months. She knows it’s wrong and that it’s sinful, but he’s so sexy she just can't help herself. The hunger burning in his eyes is like a drug and the more she gets, the more she needs.

But Derek Vance can only take so much, and when the preacher’s girl pushes him too far he turns the tables on her. Now he’s determined to punish her taunting by giving her exactly what she’s been asking for. Will Shelbie’s innocence be the price she pays for tormenting him?
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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
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