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Summary

With their dark good looks set off to perfection by their matching tuxes, Nick and Tom had half the girls at prom shooting Lindsay glances of raw envy.

Prom night with Nick and Tom was better than anything Lindsay could have imagined, but the next week at school is more like a nightmare. When her car and locker are vandalized, the preacher’s girl is humiliated about her sinful relationship with her two boy toys. And what would happen if the preacher found out? Her only choice is go back to the way things were—when the three of them were just friends.

But Nick and Tom aren’t going to let her go so easily. Can Lindsay resist their temptation, or will the sexy duo lead her into even more forbidden pleasures?
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Pleasuring Lindsay

PRIDE GOES BEFORE DESTRUCTION. That was what her daddy always said in his sermons where he talked about the Seven Deadly Sins. Lindsay had never really understood why that particular sin ranked higher than more serious things like murder and stealing, but somehow it always managed to end up right at the top of Daddy’s list. Regardless, there was no denying that it was a sin she was particularly guilty of at the moment by reason of the two insanely hot guys currently dancing beside her. With their dark good looks set off to perfection by their matching tuxes, Nick and Tom had half the girls at prom shooting Lindsay glances of raw envy. 

No doubt fornication would be added to her tally of sins later in the evening for precisely the same two reasons.

All year long Lindsay had been dreading prom. Up until her senior year being single hadn’t bothered her because she had her best friends Nick and Tom to fill the loneliness, but for her last year in high school she wanted more. She had craved a relationship, romance, someone to sweep her off her feet. Her increasingly desperate attempts to hook up with someone for prom had finally forced Nick and Tom to bury their decade-long rivalry over her and agree that half a loaf was better than none at all. And now she was at her senior prom with two of the hottest guys in school, both of whom loved her desperately and would gladly storm the ramparts of Heaven or Hell on her behalf.

Wasn’t that excuse enough for just a smidge of pride?

They were good dancers, too, and the sinuous grace of their movements had Lindsay more than a little hot and bothered. She knew quite well what those magnificent bodies were capable of, and the show they were putting on for her filled her mind with a parade of highly erotic flashbacks of their previous encounters. It would be a miracle if she wasn’t dripping wet by the time they left the dance floor.

Over by the punchbowl her friend Melody caught her eye and flashed her a quick wink and a thumbs up. Melody had thought all along that she was crazy for not claiming both Nick and Tom ages ago, and her constant stream of sexual comments and innuendos now that it had come about invariably left Lindsay beet red. It was all in fun though, and far more accurate than Melody imagined.

Off to her side, though, some others watched the three of them with looks that were not at all approving. Carson Sinclair and the small knot of the richer kids that hung around with him wore expressions of mixed disgust and contempt that they didn’t bother to try hiding when they noticed her looking their way. Dread settled queasily in the pit of her stomach like a lump of cold lead.

That could mean trouble. One of the things Lindsay hadn’t considered when she succumbed to the combined charms of Nick and Tom was that other people might notice the new dimension to their relationship. A few words from one of those people to her daddy could land her in more trouble than she could wrap her mind around. Daddy would consider what she was doing so very wrong that she wasn’t even certain how he would react. Explosively was a pretty good bet, though.

Of course the other side of the equation was Nick and Tom. If either of them happened to notice the looks Carson and his drones were sending their way there was going to be trouble for sure. Since she had started sleeping with them they had taken their protectiveness of her to a whole new level, and she really didn’t want to have the evening ruined by them doing unlicensed cosmetic work on that jerk’s face with their fists.

Lindsay sighed. She was still enjoying the dance, but it was probably best to call it a night before anyone had a chance to start something. Besides, the chaperons were being extra strict that night and she was dying to feel her boyfriends’ hands on her skin, their heat against her body. The three of them could go somewhere more private and do some dancing that her daddy would definitely not approve of.

Twenty minutes later they were bouncing along in Tom’s battered old pickup. Neither of the guys had said a word when she told them she was ready to leave, but they had exchanged glances tinged with worry.

“Everything okay, Lin?” Nick asked her.

“I’m fine, guys. Really.”

“You want to grab something to eat?”

Adrenaline kicked her pulse into high gear and Lindsay took a deep breath to steady herself. “I think I’d rather let you boys do the eating tonight.”

Even now she wasn’t usually that forward about sex, and saying such things out loud still excited her and filled her with guilt at the same time. Somehow the doing came naturally, but she was only slowly getting to a point where she could speak about what they did together without stammering and blushing. But tonight she wanted them, wanted them so badly she ached from it, and she didn’t want to waste time that could be better spent in their arms.

“My parents are out of town visiting their newest grandbaby,” Nick said. “Is my place all right?”

“That’s perfect. And we’ve still got hours before I have to be home.”

The front door had barely closed before they started on her. They worked together on her clothes, Tom holding her while Nick slipped off her heels, then both gently stripping off the brightly colored gown as though she was some sort of living Christmas present that they were unwrapping. As the dress went over her head they froze, eyes wide in shock. Earlier that week Lindsay had made a trip to the mall in Stephenville with Melody to pay a visit to the Victoria’s Secret store there. The skimpy gauze of the black lace teddy she had picked out somehow made her feel even more sexy and undressed than when she was completely naked. From the heat simmering in their eyes it appeared that her boyfriends approved.

“Surprise.”

“Dear god,” Tom breathed, unable to take his eyes off of her.

Nick swallowed hard and wet his lips. “Yeah,” he agreed. “Oh, yeah. I think I just came in my pants.”

“Dude, that tux is rented.”

“I’ll have it dry cleaned. It’s worth it.”

Tom recovered first and swept his arms around her, his lips nuzzling against her ear to send hot sizzles streaking down to her trembling pussy with a twinge that woke her clit. As that little lump swelled into a pulsing knot between her legs Lindsay felt herself growing wet in anticipation.

“You are the sexiest woman alive, babe,” Tom murmured.

“I totally agree,” Nick’s voice came from behind as his hands landed on her hips and slowly moved down to cup the bare curves of her ass.

Lindsay’s arms went around Tom just as his lips moved from her ear to her jaw, leaving a trail of kisses burning along her skin to her mouth. She moaned and shivered lightly in his grasp, goose bumps scurrying across her flesh. It felt so good when he did that. Then the soft tip of his tongue teased across the bow of her lips and she flickered out to meet him, a brief clash like two fencers getting the measure of the other. He followed her back as she withdrew and she let him in, the rough velvet of his tongue grazing hers as he tasted her in a deep, leisurely kiss. In his embrace her muscles loosened and the last tension drained from her body, while at the same time the heat between her legs boiled over and her nipples stiffened until her breasts ached.

Even as Tom’s kiss turned her to jelly, Nick worked on her from behind, his hands caressing the flesh of her ass and upper thighs and his fingers slipping between her legs to stroke her sex through the wispy fabric of her teddy. She arched at his touch so that her nipples rubbed against Tom’s chest and whimpered against his tongue as the sensations vibrating through her body flooded her with desire. Wet now, she could feel where her moisture had already soaked through the crotch of the teddy to dampen Nick’s fingers as he slowly stroked against her. Her moan turned to a gasp when his fingers slipped under her teddy and two of them pressed into her tight, wet hole.

She was so hot for them that she was afraid she was going to come before they even got their clothes off, but she wanted their cocks, wanted to come with one of them lodged deep inside of her. Lindsay’s hand slid between Tom’s body and her own, down to his pants where fingertips traced the outline of his manhood, already steely and straining towards her. At her touch it pulsed and seemed to grow even larger, and Tom leaned into her to press it against her.

While he continued to kiss her, Tom’s hands moved to the edges of her teddy and began to peel it off of her, working by feel to work it down over her breasts and curves. Already-hard nipples crinkled as cool air whispered across them, and her clit throbbed in response.

“Damn,” Nick said. “I wish I had gotten a picture of her in that before you started taking it off.”

Releasing her mouth, Tom laughed. “Yeah, and knowing you, you’d get your cell phone stolen tomorrow and our girl would end up plastered all over the internet.”

“True. Probably not a good idea.”

Tom’s hands covered her bare tits so that warm pleasure eddied under those mounds while Nick took over removing her lingerie. In moments the flimsy garment was over her hips and slid down her long legs to her feet, leaving her well and truly naked in their hands at last. A rustling behind her warned that Nick was shedding his tux, and in no time the iron heat of his naked cock pressed against the flesh of her ass.

“Okay,” Nick said. “I’ll take over now. Unless you plan on wearing that tux all night.”

“Go ahead.”

Nick’s hands turned her to face him, his rod stiff against her lower belly as his lips replaced Tom’s on her mouth. His tongue twisting with hers evoked images of the last time he had used it on her clit and sent her rocketing to an orgasm so intense that it left her shaking and dizzy. Oh, that had been nice, but right now she really wanted his thick cock inside of her. He let her push him down onto the carpet where she straddled his hips, her drenched pussy poised above him. Guiding his bulging head with her hand she sank down onto him, enveloping him with her liquid heat until her bottom rested against the top of his thighs.

Oh, that was Heaven sure enough, her pussy stuffed with Nick’s solid meat while she leaned her body over his to soak up his heat. She bent her head to kiss him, a wild, passionate thrashing of their tongues, and then she straightened up to slowly ride him as she watched Tom finish undressing. They were both so beautiful, like living versions of those old Greek statues from the books in her history class—except her boys were much better endowed.

“So,” Tom drawled, watching his friend’s cock disappear inside Lindsay, “you going to keep her all to yourself?”

Lindsay giggled. Except for that first time at Alligator Pond they hadn’t tried to double stuff her. They always took turns, but she couldn’t for the life of her figure out how they decided who would get to fuck her first. It wasn’t simply a trade-off; sometimes one of them would get her twice in a row, but she never heard them say anything or caught them making any kind of signal. They simply arranged to be in the right place when her clothes came off and then got down to business.

She knew how to make this work out, though. Swiftly she lifted up off of Nick’s stiff pole and turned around so she was facing his feet. Once she had arranged herself she pointed his cock back at her aching tunnel and lowered herself slowly back onto him, going more slowly this time because of the angle. For some reason it felt even better going in this way, rubbing and touching different places within her, and she let out a long sigh as he penetrated far inside the quivering depths of her cunt. Reverse cowgirl, that was what that picture book of Melody’s called it. The book listed dozens of different positions, but this had quickly become one of her favorites, especially since it let her satisfy both of her boys at once.

With one hand Lindsay reached out for Tom’s pulsating rod, pulling him close and then rubbing the tip of him over her lips until they were slick with his gooey pre-cum. Slender fingers slid down his shaft as her tongue darted out to circle the distended, purple knob. He tasted salty, and the musky odor of his natural scent combined with his body spray in a smell that set off a chain of violent tremors in her pussy. It made her wild, wanton, and she sucked him into her mouth and lashed his satin hardness with her tongue while her hips ground fiercely on the cock that pierced her from below. One hand still stroking Tom’s shaft, the other dropped between her legs to find her swollen pearl, fingertips gliding over the firm little lump to send jolts of pure pleasure rocketing through her.

Between that and Nick’s cock rubbing her just the right way she soon felt the orgasm blooming, the muscles in her bottom clenching as her pussy clasped the rod inside of her, fiery tingles spreading from her clit and ass down through the stretched walls of her cunt into the center of her, a glowing fountain that spurted searing tingles up into her breasts and out from there until it felt as though her whole body was aglow.

Panting now with her efforts, she could no longer catch her breath with Tom’s meat stuffed in her mouth, so she pulled back, her hand still pumping the slippery length of his shaft as she closed her eyes and let her head drift backwards. All at once it hit, drawing her tight as a rubber band stretched to its limit and then letting go just as quickly. It surged through her, boiling up out of her depths to burst and drench her in incandescent bliss. So lost in the intensity of it, she barely felt it when Nick came, the fluttering and squeezing of her pussy on his manhood driving him past the brink and leaving her filled with his creamy seed.

Before the tremors inside her had even died away Tom’s hands were dragging her away from Nick. If he was a little rougher than usual it wasn’t difficult to see why; his erection looked stiff enough to be painful, a living embodiment of need. Once she was down on all fours he came up behind her and drove straight into her still-vibrating pussy, sinking to his balls in one brief thrust that left her gasping as her body stretched to fit him. Long, powerful strokes rocked her and set off fresh pulses of heat in her loins that drew her hand back to her clit. Based on the tingling there it was a good bet that a second orgasm was in her future. Tom would certainly do his best to get her there—her boys were good about that. She couldn’t have asked for a much more considerate pair of lovers.

While the tension began slowly building inside her once more Nick knelt in front of her. Unbidden she took hold of his semi-erect shaft and sucked it into her mouth to bathe it with her tongue. Their mingled juices tasted bitter and a little salty, but it was a flavor she had come to like, especially when she saw how much it turned the guys on to watch her lick her own cream off of their cocks. In no time her tongue had Nick’s member stiffening once more, and the excitement of them penetrating her from both ends at the same time had her soaking wet all over again.

Tom gasped and then grunted as he passed his limits, his hands pulling her ass back tightly against his hips to bury his manhood as deeply as possible inside of her and send spurts of his hot come to mingle with Nick’s. Just thinking about that pushed Lindsay over the edge again too, her pussy spasming around the pole inside of her while her fingers danced feverishly against the slippery knot of her clit. Although not as powerful as the first one, this second orgasm lasted longer and left her drained and blanketed in a haze of warm contentment.

The night wasn’t over, though. Tom and Nick were young and could keep this up all night if she let them. Lindsay knew that by the time they were finished with her she’d be sore and completely wrung out, but it was so worth it. At least she would have the whole weekend to recover before she had to go back to school. As Nick’s big hands rolled her gently over onto her back she had a feeling she was going to need every minute of it.

Melody was waiting for Lindsay in front of the school Monday morning, eager to hear how the rest of her night had gone after leaving the prom. Normally Lindsay wasn’t one to kiss and tell, but since she knew that her friend would keep her mouth shut, just this once she offered up a few juicy tidbits that left both of them blushing. Later on when some of the other girls asked, though, she insisted that her relationship with Nick and Tom was the same as it had always been—they had simply gone to the prom as friends and had left early because she wasn’t feeling well. Period. Any rumors about anything else going on between them were pure, unfounded BS.

Up until school let out she really thought they had gotten away with it.

*          *          *

Before the last bell had finished ringing Nick and Tom were headed across the parking lot towards Lindsay’s car where they always met for a few minutes before leaving for home. Tom spotted it first.

“Oh, shit,” he muttered, breaking into a run.

The black shoe polish was stark against the white paint, boldly spelling out SLUT on every surface in letters big enough to be read a block away. Cold fury washed through Tom; someone was going to get his ass severely kicked for this.

“When I find out who the asshole is that did this I’m going to wear his teeth on a chain around my neck,” Nick grated.

“You’ll have to split them with me.”

“Why not? That’s sixteen apiece. Plenty for each of us.”

“Come on. We need to catch Lin before she sees it. She’s going to freak.”

They sprinted back towards the main building where Lindsay’s locker was, but they were already too late. Someone had given Lindsay’s locker that same treatment as her car, only in bright red paint that glowed under the fluorescent lights of the halls.

“Jesus, Tom, who would even do something like this? Lin’s never done anything to anybody in her life.”

Tom shook his head slowly, taking deep breaths to keep from exploding. “Somebody just had to be a douche for the fun of it, and didn’t care who got hurt.”

“Where is she? She has to have seen it.”

“Yeah. Come on.”

The girls’ restroom was twenty feet down the hall, and Tom paused outside the door and cocked his head. From inside he heard faint noises that sounded like crying.

“Lin?” He tapped softly on the door. “Lin, are you in there?”

After a moment the door opened a crack, but it was Melody and not Lindsay who peered out at him.

“Is she in there?”

The girl nodded and gave a sniffle. “Yeah. I think we’re gonna be here for a while. She’s pretty upset.”

“I imagine so. Look, can you give her a ride home? Nick and I need to take her car and do what we can to clean it up. We’ll drop it off at her place later.”

“Sure. Try to find the janitor and see if he can get the paint off of her locker while you’re at it.”

“We’re on it. Take care of her, Melody.”

As the door closed again Tom’s shoulders slumped. The girl he loved was in there hurting, and what he really wanted to do was go in after her and cradle her in his arms and make it all right. Since he couldn’t do that he needed to find another outlet fast before he punched something.

“Come on,” he said to Nick. “Let’s see if we can get this fixed before she totally freaks out on us.”

“Before? Do you even know Lin?”

The sun had long set and silver moonlight glistened on the sparkling white paint of Lindsay’s car as Tom parked it under the big sweetgum tree in the Trimble’s front yard. Nick pulled in beside him and together they walked up to the front porch. As they stood uncertainly before the door the young men traded a look. Nick shrugged, and Tom squared his shoulders and rapped on the wooden frame. After a minute went by with no answer he knocked again, more loudly this time. Finally the door opened and Lindsay’s younger sister Brandi glared out at them.

“Well, well, if it isn’t the Wonder Twins. You really put your foot in it this time. I haven’t seen Lin this upset since you two bribed Katie to swipe her diary.”

Tom held up a hand. “It’s not like that, Brandi. It wasn’t us.”

“Yeah, right. You two are the only ones who can get under her skin this way.”

“I’m serious. Look, somebody at school got the wrong idea about Lin going to prom with us and pulled some pranks that upset her.”

Big green eyes stared flatly into his, challenging. “Was it really the wrong idea?”

Tom started to protest, but thought better of it. Nobody put anything over on Brandi. “Well… No.”

She shook her head in disgust. “I’m not judging you; that’s not my place. But considering who our daddy is you might have tried to be just a little more discreet for Lin’s sake, you know? What did you two nimrods think was going to happen?”

They hadn’t thought; that was the problem. Tom hung his head.

“Well,” the girl said, “now’s your chance. She doesn’t want to see or talk to either of you right now. While she cools off, you think. For a change.”

They flinched as the door slammed shut in their faces.

“That could have gone better,” Nick said.

“Oh, shut up.”

It was three endless, miserable days before Tom was able to get a moment alone with Lindsay, and when he finally did she kept him firmly at a distance.

“Lin, we’re sorry. We never thought that… Well, we just didn’t think. We’ll be more careful from now on.”

She wouldn’t meet his eyes. “That’s over with, Tom. It was a mistake. I can’t do this anymore.”

It felt as though an icy dagger had plunged into his heart, and he tried to take her hands. “Don’t say that, Lin. You know the three of us are meant to be together.”

“Stop it.” She fended him off and took a step back. “I want us to go back to being friends like before, but Tom, if you two keep hounding me about this I swear I’ll cut you both off completely. What we did was wrong—a terrible, terrible sin. We could go to Hell for it, and we certainly will if we don’t stop.”

“Wait a minute. It wasn’t wrong. We love each other.”

“I don’t recall being taught that love was an excuse for sin in Sunday school. What would my daddy say if he knew, Tom Becket? Do you think he would approve? What would he call it, besides fornication and adultery?”

“Lin—”

“No, you listen to me. I will not commit a mortal sin just to be your plaything any longer.”

“That is not what you are, and you know it. We love you. We both love you.”

“Then stop it. If you love me, then respect what I say and stop.”

She swept out before he could offer any further protests. As he watched her go a blanket of despair settled over him. It wasn’t fair—things had barely gotten started and already she was being yanked away from them. He couldn’t just sit by and let that happen, but he had absolutely no clue what he could do to change her mind.

*          *          *

The safest thing to do was to avoid them as much as possible. Every time she got close to them, every time she caught them watching her with those big, dark puppy dog eyes, her resolve weakened and she just wanted to go bawl on their shoulders and let them pet her until everything was all right again.

But it would never be all right again. It couldn’t be. Their love was a sin—the adulterer and the adulteress, shall surely be put to death. Her daddy would certainly be ready to kill her if he ever found out. Well, maybe not her, but she wouldn’t give a nickel for Tom and Nick’s chances of surviving the discovery. And if they kept going the way they had been Daddy was bound to find out from somebody. And of course there was Hell and eternal damnation to worry about.

It was hard to be concerned with that when every day without them seemed like Hell on earth, though.

At night she dreamed of them, of their warm bodies pressed tightly against hers, taking first one and then the other inside of her, pleasuring them and allowing them to pleasure her until she woke up with her heart pounding and her sheets drenched in sweat. Then she would lay there miserably and stare at the ceiling, wet and aching, until she finally gave in and committed yet another sin that would eventually let her sleep. During the day she missed them so much she thought she might go mad from it. They had been everything to her over the years—friends, brothers, lovers. They formed the foundation of her entire world, and without them she was lost.

She made it through the week without giving in and slipped away Friday night to spend the night at Melody’s house where she thought she might be safe from the dreams. Instead she hardly slept at all, dropping into a fitful doze just before the sun finally came up. Melody dragged her out of bed around lunchtime and they took a picnic lunch out to Alligator Pond. Lindsay rapidly lost her appetite. Memories of her first time there with Tom and Nick turned her sandwich to ashes in her mouth.

“So. How long are you going to keep this up?”

“Keep what up?”

“Pretending like you’re not in love with the Wonder Twins and making yourself miserable avoiding them.”

“I’m not in love with them!”

Melody laughed and tossed a pebble far out onto the water where it disappeared with a gentle plonk. “The only one you’re fooling with that line is yourself.”

“We’re just friends. That’s all we can be.”

“Lin, are you really this much of an idiot?”

“Huh?”

“Look. Most women go their whole lives without finding anyone like Tom or Nick to fall in love with. These guys could have the pick of any girl in school—hell, either of them could probably treat the entire cheerleading squad as his own personal harem—and you’ve got them both moping around and pining over you. These two very hot, very alpha guys who could have any girl they want both love you so much that they’re actually willing to share you if that’s the only way they can get you.

“How messed up is it to just throw that away?”

Lindsay sat without answering and let the low, buzzing drone of the cicadas soothe her jangled nerves. Her friend had a point, and she wanted her guys back more than anything. But was it really that easy?

“It’s a sin, Melody. Two of us would be bad enough, but all three of us…”

Melody snorted and threw another pebble. Plonk. “The sin is wasting what the three of you have together. God knows the Wonder Twins have stomped on my last nerve more than once, but I’d kill to have a guy like either of them, Lin. And I will never, ever in my life know what it’s like to be loved that much, the way that they love you.”

Her protests died in her throat as she thought once more of that first awkward but incredible coupling there in Alligator Pond with her two best friends—best friends who were now something much, much more.

Maybe she wasn’t quite ready to give that up after all.

“Come on,” she said, hopping to her feet and holding out a hand for her friend. “I need to get back. They’ve probably been going crazy this past week.”

“Good! Just don’t tell them it was me that changed your mind. I don’t want them to start thinking I actually like them or anything.”

Lindsay found them holed up in Tom’s apartment over his parents’ garage. The mingled hope and fear filling their eyes as she sat down on the ratty old couch almost left her in tears. How could she have done that to them?

“I’m sorry,” she murmured. “I am so, so sorry. I just got scared. What if Daddy found out? What if we’re all going to hell for it?” She sniffled as a hot, fat tear rolled down her cheek. “But I don’t care. All I know is that we belong together. If you’ll still have me.”

The words were hardly out of her mouth before their arms were around her, enfolding her within their warmth and protection just as they had done every time she needed them for the last ten years. She was home.

“It’s all right,” Nick said, one hand stroking her hair. “Just don’t scare us like that again.”

“I won’t,” she murmured, snuggling against his chest. “Never again. Now how about you two big, strong guys take my clothes off and make me forget this week ever happened, huh?”

Fingers lifted up her chin and Nick’s lips were there waiting for her, eyes dark smoldering down into hers with desire as he kissed her. Lindsay sighed and let herself drift, eyes closed. Sharp teeth nibbled playfully at her lower lip in little tugs that made her giggle and swipe at him with the tip of her tongue. His own tongue met hers in a teasing dance that lured her against his lips, dared her to follow him. As she ventured in he sucked her inside and twined his velvety slickness around her while his fingers buried themselves in her hair.

Behind her Tom’s hands slid under her cropped t-shirt to unfasten her bra in one swift movement. Palms skimmed down the bare skin of her sides to send shivers running through her breasts, her nipples hardening with a little surge of heat that slowly spread out from there into her firm mounds. Slowly those hands moved down her hips and around to cup the round curves of her ass through her skin-tight shorts, giving her bottom a loving squeeze before fingernails grazed down the backs of her thighs.

Heat blossomed between her legs and her clit swelled and stiffened into a tight knot of longing. She had missed them so much.

As her bra slid down and fell to the floor Nick released her mouth long enough to strip her shirt over her head. Even as his arms went back around her, Tom’s fingers unfastened her shorts and tugged them down her hips. Once those were off he carefully slipped her sandals over her heels while Nick held her upright. Panties quickly followed her shorts and she stood bared to them, desire burning darkly in their eyes as they swept across her smooth curves and down to the shadowed cleft between her legs.

Nick raised an eyebrow. “Bed?

“Bed,” Tom agreed.

They lifted her up and carried her to Tom’s bed where they gently laid her among the rumpled bedclothes. From where they stood above her they could look straight up the moist little tunnel between her legs. Lindsay shivered at their hunger, but deliberately spread her legs open a little wider to give them an even better view. With a sly little smile she let her fingers dip between her legs, down through honey-colored curls to brush softly against her clit. The shocked expressions on their faces made her want to roll on the bed and giggle, but she kept her expression straight.

“Mmm. Aren’t you two a little overdressed for the occasion?” she asked, her voice pitched low and sultry.

Clothes flew as the men raced to see who could get naked the fastest, and Lindsay wet her lips as they revealed their tanned, muscular bodies. She wanted to lick their sleek, golden-brown skin, to rub her face against the hard planes of their chests and abs while she clutched onto those perfectly toned butts. Most of all she wanted their mouths on her, their cocks inside her, filling her, touching her, pleasuring her until she could take no more.

They landed on the bed with one on either side of her, hot, hard bodies pressing into hers as they shifted around trying to get comfortable. Lindsay gasped when Nick’s fingers stroked across one stiff nipple, and again a moment later when his tongue flicked against the other, wet heat sliding against crinkled, pink flesh that tingled with each touch. Between her legs Tom’s questing fingers had found their way to her dripping pussy and pumped into her hole while his thumb swirled over her slowly throbbing clit.

With their skills and confidence either of them would have been incredible in bed; having both of them at once was almost overwhelming. They touched her in ways that even her own fingers couldn’t compete with, apparently in closer communion with her body than she was herself, each motion calculated to stoke the heat building within her. Deliberate, unhurried, they teased, tickled, and stroked until she was a wet, quivering mess capable of doing nothing but laying there flat on her back and enjoying it.

“Oh god,” she moaned as Tom’s tongue flickered across her clit.

Toes curled in ecstasy and her thighs spread still wider so that the muscles pulled taught beneath her smooth skin. Lower down two of Tom’s fingers continued to slide in and out of her pussy, sloshing wetly now as juices flooded her tunnel in her growing excitement. With slow circles the tip of his tongue caressed her little nub, and all the while Nick sucked and massaged her nipples until an ache sang through her clit that set the walls of her pussy vibrating in sympathy.

She jerked as the rough top of Tom’s tongue dragged against her sensitive skin, and again when he sucked her clit between his lips to lash it with the firm, wet tip. Moans filled the room—were those animal whimpers really coming from her? Tom’s hands moved to her thighs and drew them further apart so he could bury his face even deeper in her glistening slit while his tongue abandoned her clit to plunge into her sopping hole. The fluttering of his tongue as he lapped against her sent bursts of pleasure scorching through her and lifted her up off the bed. Her hips bucked, back arched as their tongues sent her senses into overload. Nipples and clit burned, while her loins and breasts buzzed with a simmering fire that slowly streamed along her nerves until her whole body was wracked with the intensity of her passion.

As Tom’s tongue slashed against her clit once more Lindsay’s breath caught. Fingers twined into Tom’s hair to hold his face pressed firmly into her dripping snatch while the simmering bubble inside her burst into a million glowing fragments. The orgasm snatched her up hard and fast, locking her muscles and wringing a cry from her core while her blood sang and pounding colors flooded through her head. Beyond the edges of it she fell, down and down until she found herself resting limp and panting on the bed, every muscle in her body thrumming in the afterglow.

“I really hope your parents didn’t hear that,” Nick said to Tom.

Tom snickered. “They probably heard it all the way over in Stephenville.”

“Oh, no.” Lindsay struggled upright, her skin flushed pink. “Was I that loud?”

“Yeah. It’s all right, though. My parents are half deaf and leave the TV turned way up.”

Tom showed his lack of concern with a kiss that took her breath away and made her forget all about being embarrassed. The taste of her own nectar on his lips and tongue made the embers still glowing dully between her legs flicker back to life. As she sucked her juices from his tongue her fingers found his straining cock to slide in long, slow strokes along his straining shaft that soon had his head smeared with pre-cum.

“My, aren’t we excited?”

She grinned at him then dipped down to swallow the purple glans whole, her tongue sweeping every drop of his sticky fluids away. When he popped free of her the distended flesh was glistening and clean, until another thick droplet formed at the tip. Tom sank back against the bed while she took him in her mouth again and sucked his cock hard as she fondled the satiny skin of his shaft with her tongue.

“Jesus, she’s taking the whole thing,” Nick marveled.

She was, too, all the way into the back of her throat so that she had to fight not to gag, but she took every bit of him. The taste of salt was heavy in her mouth and her saliva grew thick with his pre-cum until his whole length had a slippery coating, but she never slowed down until she felt a tremor run through his body. He was too close, and she wanted his cum deep inside her pussy, not her mouth.

Slowly she pulled back until he bobbed free again, her hand taking up where her mouth had left off.

“So. Who’s first today?”

The two guys exchanged a look and Nick cleared his throat. “Actually, we were kind of thinking it would be fun if we both had you at once.”

“Like we did before, at the pond?”

“Not exactly. That’s kind of a tough to do. But since there are two of us and you’ve got two holes down there…”

Understanding dawned and her eyes went wide. “In my ass?” she squeaked.

“Yep. One in the front door, one in the back.”

She tried imagining one of their thick cocks jammed into that tiny opening, and her sphincter clenched in protest. No way. They couldn’t possibly fit back there, not without splitting her in half. But at the same time the mental picture of having them both inside her, moving together with her sandwiched between, had her throbbing. Perhaps it was worth a try. She could always make them stop.

“How… Umm, how would that work, exactly?”

“Well, probably the easiest way would be for you to be on top of one of us while the other comes in from behind.”

She bit her lip as she considered. While on the one hand it was a little scary, she couldn’t deny that the idea sent tingles down her spine as well. Being so taboo—so utterly forbidden that her daddy only mentioned sodomy in low whispers in his sermons—just made it that much more darkly exciting. And it would allow her boys to both fuck her at the same time.

“All right,” she said, blushing again. She couldn’t believe she was doing this.

Their hands pulled her over until she straddled Tom, whose cock was already primed and ready to go from her blowjob. Lindsay lowered herself gingerly onto him, sighing as he penetrated bit by bit into her wet heat, his rod stretching and pushing its way into her depths. Though she had tried to avoid admitting it to herself during the week, she had missed this enormously. Sex with them was amazing and fulfilling, as though they were puzzle pieces that when joined together made a rapturous whole.

Tom’s hands on her hips guided her, angling her forwards while keeping her ass raised.

“This way,” he urged, until her breasts almost touched his chest. “That’s it. Now rock—gently.”

She did as he bade, swiveling her hips just enough to move him inside her. At that angle each motion ground her clit against his pubic bone with an explosion of tingles that left her lightheaded.

“Oh. Oh, yeah” she whispered.

Fingertips glided down the curves of her buttocks, the nails scratching sensuously on tender skin unused to being touched. Lindsay shivered as they teased along the cleft between. She would never have imagined that being touched there would feel so good. Bathed in a warm glow she settled into an easy rhythm on Tom’s manhood, eyes closed, breaths long and deep as she relaxed.

After a while Nick’s fingers grew bolder, penetrating more deeply into the valley between her cheeks. A questing fingertip brushed against her little rosebud and she flinched, but she forced herself to keep to her rhythm and the next touch only made her tremble. Being touched there felt good too, in a ticklish-itchy sort of way. Once she relaxed again the finger settled there and drew little swirls and figure eights against her pucker. To Lindsay’s surprise a new warmth ignited there and spread slowly down to merge into the heat bubbling in the depths of her pussy around Tom’s cock. Her whole bottom felt warm and tingly and her cunt was already sopping wet again.

Something cool dropped into the crack of her ass, a chill bite that startled her for a second until Nick’s fingers caught the drip and spread it against her skin. A slippery fingertip nudged against her back entrance, tickling her deliciously before pressing gently but firmly against her pink rosette. She clenched automatically, but after a deep breath forced the muscles to loosen enough to accept him. He went no further than the first knuckle before withdrawing. For a few seconds he went back to rubbing her, then pushed inside her again. This time she was prepared and took him more easily, and soon he had worked in to the second knuckle, enough so that he could fuck her with his finger. Slow, easy strokes lubricated and stretched that narrow passageway until she got used to him being inside of her and it no longer felt uncomfortable. Just when Lindsay thought she might even get to like the sensation Nick worked a second finger in.

When she stretched that time it stung, a bright flare of pain that made her clamp down on his fingers and try to push him out. He didn’t fight her; he let her expel him then rubbed her tingling little asshole some more. But before she knew it he was back inside her with both fingers, thrusting into her in time with her rocking against Tom’s pelvis. It no longer hurt—it felt sort of good in a strange way. Nick kept that up for a while, gradually working further into her and stretching her out a little at a time and applying more lube until she was slippery inside and out.

While he played there Lindsay tried to lose herself in the sensations swirling through her clit and pussy. With all her focus there and nothing but a pleasant warm prickle in her bottom from Nick it wasn’t long before the blissful waves of another orgasm began to lift her up. She grabbed onto that and wrapped it around her, holding it tightly when the knob of Nick’s cock poked between her cheeks and pressed against her nether opening. This was it.

Rather than waiting for him she eased back against his swollen head, her pink knot opening to take him inside. The cock was much bigger than the fingers it replaced, though, and she had to slow down to keep the stretching from becoming painful.

“Easy, Lin. Go slow baby.”

She bit her lip and drew a long, shuddering breath. It wasn’t bad, although it felt weird having something back there. A little at a time she wriggled back, working him deeper and deeper into her until she felt completely full. All the while Nick whispered encouragement while his hands stroked her lower back and buttocks, never pushing or rushing her, even though she could feel the tension radiating from him.

“You got it, hon. I’m all in.”

She blinked. Was that really it? She had done it?

For a moment she held herself there while she explored the sensations of the two cocks buried to the hilt inside of her. The feelings were very different and having Nick in her ass was definitely going to take some getting used to, but having both of them inside of her at once was worth a little discomfort. Experimentally she squeezed, her muscles working in tandem to grip them both. Interesting. With a little more experience she would be able to knock their socks off with that.

She rotated her hips, rocking against Tom as she had been doing earlier. Her clit gave a little spasm of delight and a jolt like electricity searing into her. Inside she felt their cocks sliding, one in and one out, separated by only a thin wall. She leaned backwards so that they reversed, Nick pushing back in and Tom squeezing out. Oh, wow.

For a while they just let her play, but it was obvious that she was getting them more worked up every second. Finally Tom grabbed her by the hips and thrust her down onto his cock while pushing up into her.

“Come on, Lin. Stop teasing,” he begged.

She answered by leaning forward and rolling her hips, swiveling back and forth to fuck them both simultaneously. Nick’s hands tightened on her ass as her anus gripped his stiff rod, squeezing him for all she was worth as she slid along his slick shaft. Hot beads of her juices escaped from around Tom’s pole to drip down and coat his balls, her pussy so wet that it was practically gushing. She rode him, hands clenched in his bedclothes, bent low over his chest so her hair spilled over her shoulders in a silken fall that brushed across Tom’s skin.

Heat built, both the familiar simmer within her pussy and a strange tingling in the tight passage of her virgin ass. Nick was touching something in there that felt good, something that went past the stuffed feeling and made her burn until every part of her vibrated with the sensations their cocks had churning through her lower body. Dimly she felt their hands on her, but her eyes slid closed as pure sensation began to blot out everything else in her world. She ground her swollen nub hard against Tom just as his fingers tugged on her aching nipples and everything came apart.

She shrieked as the orgasm burst through her, different—oh, so different—than any she had ever experienced before. It started lower down and soared through her until she could feel it all the way to her fingers and toes, building up into a crescendo that was almost unbearable. As soon as they felt her go Nick and Tom thrust deep to let her pulsating muscles finish them off as well, cocks shuddering as they sprayed her insides with what felt like gallons of their hot, thick cum.

Nick ran his hands down her flanks as he slowly pulled his still-twitching cock from her ass. Its sudden absence left her feeling empty and drained while her poor little hole quivered from the use it had just been put to. When Nick moved out of the way, Lindsay rolled off of Tom and snuggled panting in the crook of his arm. Fingers brushed strands of her hair away from her sweat-dampened forehead and grazed down her cheek to tuck another stray lock behind her ear.

“That was intense,” Nick said.

“Incredible,” Tom agreed.

Lindsay draped a possessive arm over Tom’s chest and hooked a leg over one of Nick’s thighs. “I can’t believe I almost gave that up.”

“Well I’m certainly glad you didn’t.”

She could hear the grin in Nick’s voice without having to look at him. “I’ll just bet you are.”

“But we can’t do it again.”

Lindsay and Nick jerked upright and stared down at Tom. “What?”

“Well, look at what we just went through this week. This place is too small, and people watch everything. Everyone in town will know what we’re up to if we don’t cool it. We sure don’t want Lin’s dad to find out, right?”

They nodded somberly.

“The good news is that we’ve got less than a month until graduation, and then we’re all off to college on the other side of the state where no one will know us and no one will care what we get up to.”

Lindsay stretched sinuously and smiled at the heat that sprang up in their eyes. “That’s true. But in the meantime let’s get cleaned up a bit and try this again. We should make the most out of today since it has to tide us over for a while. ”

Their answering grins told her that she was going to have a very full afternoon. They might even have to carry her home.

*          *           *

Carson Sinclair glanced at his watch as he pushed through the doors of the band hall. Melody had finally agreed to go out with him and he was running late. He was going to have to hurry if he was going to pick her up on time, and he didn’t want anything to mess with his chances of getting the little slut naked in the back seat of his Mustang later.

The doors swung closed behind him and he almost jumped out of his skin as strong hands grabbed his arms from either side and pulled him back.

“Carson, buddy. A word if you please.”

Nick Fraser and Tom Becket held him in a grip of steel. When he saw the looks on their faces his heart began to hammer. If they knew, he was in deep, deep trouble.

“What’s up, guys? I really need to go. I’ve got a date.”

Nick gave him a small smile and shook his head. “I’m afraid Melody canceled, champ. So you can spare us a minute or two.”

Despite his protests they hauled him around the side of the building and out of sight of the parking lot. Once they had him alone they slammed him hard against the wall and held him there. A bead of sweat ran down the side of Carson’s face. He knew what was coming.

“So it seems that you have a thing for picking on girls. Specifically our girl,” Tom said.

“As you can imagine, we take exception to that.”

“And we’re here to make sure that nothing like that happens again.”

Nick tapped Carson’s sternum with a thick finger. “There’s only a few weeks left of school. It would be a shame for you to have to spend them in the hospital.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Carson stammered. “And you guys can’t touch me and you know it.”

Tom’s face split in a broad grin. “Oh, we don’t have to.”

A shadow fell across Carson’s face as Deputy Jack Thompson stepped around the corner and tipped his Stetson hat back.

“Mister Sinclair,” he drawled.

“Deputy, these two goons are threatening me.”

Jack went on as if he hadn’t heard. “Mister Sinclair, it turns out that there were four witnesses who saw you vandalize Lindsay Trimble’s car in the school parking lot. There’s also a nice little video of you and your pals defacing her locker. Those are both misdemeanors that I could arrest you for right now. I spoke to the principal and he tells me that they’ve also got some very strict anti-bullying rules in place here. What that means is that in addition to having to call your daddy to come pick you up at the county jail, you could be expelled for the rest of the year and miss graduating.”

Carson’s face went white. “That’s… You can’t do that.”

“Well of course I can, son. We’ve got witnesses and video. It’s open and shut. But you’ve got one chance.”

“What?”

“You pay restitution to the school for the damage to the locker, and then you get Lindsay’s car repainted to fix the damage you did to her paint job with your little bullshit prank.”

“That’s all?”

“That’s all.” The deputy stepped up between Nick and Tom and got right down into Carson’s face so that their noses almost touched, and his voice dropped to a menacing whisper. “Except if you so much as look at Lindsay crossways again you’d better not let me catch you driving alone anywhere in my county. You catch my drift, son?”

Carson gulped. “Yes, sir.”

“Then get out of here. And I’d better find out that you’ve taken care of those two things by the end of the week, you hear?”

Carson nodded, and as the other boys released him he fled for the safety of his car. It wasn’t until he sat in the driver’s seat with the doors safely locked that he realized he had wet his pants.

The End

Continue reading for a sneak peek at Brandi’s story, Arousing Brandi. 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: Arousing Brandi

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

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

She jumped as her cell phone buzzed in her pocket.

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

“Yeah, they just left.”

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

“I’m on my way.”

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

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

“Noted. Be there soon.”

“Kisses!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Continue reading Arousing Brandi…
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Double or Nothing

I froze in his arms, his bare chest warm and firm against my back, my pulse hammering in my veins while I tried to remember how to breathe.

Living at home while she went to college has been the biggest mistake of Melanie’s life. When her mom’s snooping finally drives her over the edge Mel escapes to the sunny beaches of California with the help of her two best friends, Jacob and Keith. These two bad boys have been riding to her rescue and filling the role of her guardian angels practically forever, and when she moves in with them all is right with the world for the first time since they moved away five years ago.

But things aren’t the same between them, and there’s nothing angelic about the thoughts she’s having about her buff, bronzed roommates. As hard as she fights the growing attraction she feels for them Mel finds herself falling still harder, trapped in an impossible situation. How can she possibly choose between them when picking either one could destroy the friendship that means everything to her?

Roommates with Benefits

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

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

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

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

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

Naughty Neighbors

“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?

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.
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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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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

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

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

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

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

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

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

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

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

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

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

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

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

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

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

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

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

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



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



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

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

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

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

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

	}



	setupBookColumns();

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

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

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

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

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

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

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

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

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

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

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

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

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

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

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

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

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

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

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

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

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

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

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

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

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

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

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

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

	}

	return 0;

}
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