
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

POSSESSING SHELBIE

 

THE PREACHER’S VIRGIN DAUGHTERS #10

 

 

 

 

KELLI WOLFE

 








Possessing Shelbie

Copyright © 2014 Kelli Wolfe

Published by Pink Parts Press

 

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

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

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








Summary

She was so going to Hell—but the glimpse she had gotten of the dark heat still flaring in Derek’s deep chocolate eyes almost made her think he might be worth it.

In the weeks since teasing her best friend’s dad went too far and Derek Vance claimed her innocence Shelbie has done her best to stay far away. She can’t forget him, though, and at night she burns for him in her dreams. Deep down she knows she enjoyed every sinful second just as much as he did, and her only chance to avoid damnation is to keep away.

But when Lisa invites her to spend the night again Shelbie finds herself thrown back into temptation. Can she resist her forbidden desire for Derek, or will she surrender to him as she did before?
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Possessing Shelbie

“OH, HEY SHELBIE,” Brandi called out from behind the Bobcat Creek Cafe’s cash register as the bell over the front door jingled.

Derek Vance’s head jerked up, his vision collapsing to a narrow tunnel as Brandi’s younger sister hopped onto a stool at the counter. Sitting there in a coral skater dress that showed off  what seemed to be miles of sleek, golden-brown legs the pretty, blonde preacher’s girl was all the proof Derek needed that there was indeed a Heaven. Angels had to come from somewhere, after all. Memories of her cool, silky blonde hair under his fingertips and of that satin skin sliding against him hit him like a blow, so hard that he grunted from the impact.

In the weeks since he had taken her virginity in a night of wild passion Derek knew that Shelbie had started classes at the community college in Stantonville with his daughter, Lisa. She had also avoided every opportunity to come back to his house. When she had left after that night Derek had held some hope that she would be back—she had seemed to enjoy it after all, and had spoken as though she looked forward to picking up where they had left off. But she hadn’t come back, and when days turned to weeks he finally had to admit to himself that she had apparently given in to second thoughts. Which was hardly surprising given that he was twenty years older and she was the daughter of the town preacher, but that was no balm to his ego and it certainly didn’t help to soothe the raw ache he felt whenever he thought of her.

The damned girl had gotten under his skin something fierce during the last few months, partially with her incessant prick-teasing but also just by being her sweet, sassy little self. He couldn’t exactly go chasing after her, though, especially if she wasn’t interested. And why on earth should she be? He might want her more than life itself, but what could she possibly want from him?

The girls laughed and Shelbie shifted on her stool, re-crossing her long legs in a movement that started Derek’s heart pounding. Just as well she was avoiding him. There was no way he’d be able to pretend not to notice her when others were around, no way to keep his passion for her secret. He’d give them away and then they’d both be up Bobcat Creek without a paddle.

A bell dinged in the kitchen and Brandi turned to pick up an order—the lemon pie and coffee Derek had ordered for dessert. He hardly dared breathe as Brandi walked to his booth, and sure enough Shelbie glanced over her shoulder in their direction and when she did their eyes met. Maybe he imagined that electricity crackled in the air between them, but the temperature in the room seemed to soar the longer he stared into those startled, green eyes and the pulse throbbing at his throat certainly wasn’t his imagination. The tip of her pink tongue flicked nervously across her lips and then she sprang up from her stool with a squeak and darted out the door.

For a moment he toyed with the idea of following her outside, of grabbing her and pulling that soft body against him and kissing her until she surrendered again, and to hell with whoever saw. The only thing that stopped him was the thought of having to explain it to Lisa, his daughter and Shelbie’s best friend. He could live with whatever anyone else thought, but he couldn’t bear the idea of the betrayal he knew he’d see on her face.

“Here you go, Mr. Vance.” Derek looked up into smiling blue eyes as Brandi slid the steaming slice of pie onto his table beside a fresh cup of coffee. “Mrs. Wyatt just pulled it out of the oven a minute ago.”

“Thanks, Brandi.”

As the waitress turned away she stopped short, scanning the room for her missing sister. “Now where’d she go?”

Derek scooped up a bite of the pie and sighed when the brown, flaky crust dissolved against his tongue. The cafe might not be the most elegant place in the county to eat out, but nothing beat Mrs. Wyatt’s pies. It was worth every second of the extra thirty minutes he’d make himself put in on the treadmill in atonement. A sip of aromatic, dark coffee provided the perfect flavor to set off the tangy-sweet lemon, and Derek was sure that Heaven couldn’t possibly offer anything much better.

It was still a damned poor substitute for the girl who had just run out.

*          *          *

Despite the two inch heels on her sandals Shelbie was pretty sure that she broke several sprinting records getting to her car. She had been totally unprepared to see Derek, and even more unprepared for the tingling explosion that rocked her to the core when their eyes met. Every amazing second of the hours they had spent together rushed into her head at once until her whole body ached with the memory and cried out to feel his touch once more.

For weeks she had fought to get Derek out of her mind only to wake up night after night wet and throbbing from dreams of his fingers and his manhood moving inside of her, his mouth hot and demanding against hers. He had set her body on fire—but if her daddy ever found out it would be her soul that was condemned to burn. While she suffered pangs of guilt over the sin of having sex with Derek, even stronger was the shame at how much she had enjoyed every sinful moment of it, and how often those wicked thoughts kept creeping back in to leave her trembling with the desire to experience it all again. But she couldn’t; she just couldn’t ever do that again no matter how badly she secretly wanted to. Of course a part of her had been afraid that he might not even want her again now that she wasn’t a virgin anymore, and maybe that had as much to do with why she stayed away as concern for the well-being of her soul?

She was so going to Hell—but the glimpse she had gotten of the dark heat still flaring in Derek’s deep chocolate eyes almost made her think he might be worth it.

The Barnett County Library popped up before she knew it, and Shelbie had to lay on her brakes to make the turn into the parking lot. People were going to think she was drinking or crazy if she didn’t straighten out fast, so she gave herself a precious few seconds ducked down in her seat out of sight of any passersby to get herself under control. She had to be calm and collected when she went inside because Lisa, her best friend and Derek’s daughter, was waiting for her.

A few minutes later she found her friend in the library storeroom where she was sorting books from a row of tattered boxes into stacks.

“There you are,” the brunette girl said. “I was beginning to think you’d forgotten.”

“No, I just stopped on the way in to say hi to Brandi.”

“Good, because it’s going to take us all night to get this finished. Or,” Lisa continued when she heard Shelbie’s groan, “you could come spend the night at my place and we can come by and wrap up in the morning after pancakes at the cafe.”

A few weeks ago Shelbie wouldn’t have hesitated, but the thought of being under the same roof as Derek scared her silly. She knew in her bones that one look from him was all it would take to make her forget all about sin and Hell.

“I don’t know, Lisa.”

Lisa cocked her head. “What’s with you? You were spending every other weekend at my house, and now you don’t come over at all. Did I do something?”

“No, of course not.”

“Did Dad say something? Because of you spending so much time over there?”

“Nope.” She turned away so Lisa couldn’t see her blush. Tell me to stop. Beg me to stop. That’s what he had said. And she hadn’t—because she hadn’t remotely wanted him to stop. Powerless in his arms, somehow he had made her feel more beautiful and powerful and alive than she had ever dreamed possible. How could she ever summon the courage to say no to Derek now?

“Well, then what’s the problem?”

Shelbie had already used up every excuse she could think of, and now the only way she could keep Lisa’s suspicions at bay was to spend the night. Somehow she would just have to keep an iron rein on her hormones, no matter how strong the temptation to give in and let Derek do anything he wanted to her.

“You know what? I think spending the night is a great idea.”

Lisa’s face brightened immediately. “Good! You can help me pick out an outfit for tomorrow that will catch Chad’s attention.”

“Chad? I thought you were over him.”

“Technically I was, but well…”

Shelbie’s phone trilled and she saw Brandi’s number come up. “Hello?”

“You ran off before I could tell you. One of the other girls quit and I’m stuck working tomorrow afternoon. You’re going to have to find somebody else to handle the second booth.”

“But Brandi…”

“Sorry, kiddo. I hate leaving you in the lurch, but since Mrs. Wyatt is the one who signs my paychecks she gets first dibs.”

“I understand. It’s fine, don’t worry about it. We’ll find someone else.”

When she hung up Shelbie explained the problem to Lisa, who gnawed the corner of her lip. “It’s awfully late to be looking for a replacement.”

“I’ll call Avery tonight when she gets off work. Maybe she can sweet talk her boss into giving her a few hours off tomorrow.”

“I’d sweet talk him into a lot more than that if it was me.”

“Lisa!”

“Well, I would. He’s totally hot. But in the meantime, help me sort. We’ve got to get all this organized before the fair.”

*          *          *

Derek relaxed and sank deep into his couch and propped his feet on the coffee table while surfing through channels. Perhaps television could get his mind off of the preacher’s girl. He had already tried a cold shower after his evening workout and it hadn’t accomplished a damned thing. Every time he closed his eyes he saw those enormous green eyes staring back into his while the tip of her pink tongue wet her lips. Which invoked other decidedly more intense memories.

The front door banged open and he knew Lisa had made it home. “Hey, sweetheart.”

“Hi, Mr. Vance.”

His heart shrieked to a stop as he looked up to find Shelbie Trimble standing in his doorway, lips wavering in a hesitant smile while the evening breeze stirred her fine, blonde hair in a nimbus that caught the porch light like a halo. She wouldn’t meet his eyes, but his body didn’t care and reacted to her presence as it always did. After a moment Lisa pushed around her and bounced into the room.

“Dad, can Shelbie spend the night?”

Those same words on another Friday night about a thousand years ago had toppled him into a pit of desire that he hadn’t come close to clawing his way out of yet. Did he dare let her stay? Could he stand to let her go?

Slowly Shelbie lifted her gaze to meet his and he saw a reflection of the same mingled fear and passion which roiled within him. There was no mistaking the heat there; he hadn’t imagined the physical chemistry between them burning up the air in the cafe after all, and the meaning was clear—she could be his again if he was willing to push her. He probably wouldn’t even have to push very hard.

“Sure, it’s not a problem. It’s nice to see you again, Shelbie. It’s been way too long.”

“Thanks, D… Mr. Vance. Yeah, it has been a while, huh? I just didn’t want to wear out my welcome.”

“You’re always welcome here, Shelbie.”

He tried to keep his voice light, but some of the heat simmering inside of him must have spilled over because she gulped and shifted her gaze down to her toes.

“Come on, Shelbie. Let’s throw a pizza in the oven. I’m starved.”

His daughter darted into the kitchen but Shelbie lingered, pausing at the edge of the couch within arm’s length of him. She kept her eyes downcast, white teeth nibbling nervously at her bottom lip as she stood beside him, and Derek feared he would get drunk on her perfume before she nerved herself up for whatever she was about to say.

“Um, I was wondering… You know we’re doing that book sale at the fair tomorrow to raise money for the library? Well, my sister Brandi bailed on us and I was wondering if I could talk you into volunteering tomorrow afternoon?”

He stared at her as though she had been speaking Greek. “Book sale?”

“Yeah, and we’ll have two booths set up to sell donated books. Anyway, Lisa is helping us, and I thought I’d ask you out. I mean, ask you to help out.”

She flushed crimson and ducked her head. Derek’s mouth went dry. He knew what he needed to say, knew that he ought to stop this right now before things really got out of hand. As much as he wanted her again, she was too young and he was too old and it couldn’t possibly turn out well for either of them.

“Sure, I’d like that,” he heard himself say. “It sounds like fun.”

Surprised green eyes peeked at him through thick, sooty lashes. “It does?”

 “Yeah. It does.”

Her smile went full-on, a flash of sun coming out from behind a cloud, and for an instant he thought she might hug him. As she flounced into the kitchen after Lisa he shook his head inwardly. He was going to get himself in serious trouble over a smile or two from a girl who was the same age as his daughter, a girl who had already demonstrated that she had the ability to push him past his limits.

No doubt he’d be going to Hell for those smiles.

*          *          *

Later while she munched on pizza in Lisa’s room Shelbie tried to figure out what she had been thinking. Asking Derek to help out? The last thing she needed was to be stuck in close proximity to him all day. It took everything she had to stay away from him as it was; Saturday was going to be pure torture.

Even now her body was painfully aware of his presence nearby, only separated from her by a few feet, a couple of thin walls. If she closed her eyes she could imagine him beside her, feel the heat of him, breathe the musky spice of his cologne mingled with the smell that was all his own. A shiver tripped down her spine; spending the night with Lisa had been a big mistake. She knew that she could go downstairs and he’d still be there on the couch, and it was an awfully short way from that couch to his bedroom. After the last Friday night she had spent in his house she already knew exactly what to do to get through to him. Five minutes—not even five minutes and she could be naked in his bed again while he did things to her, took her to places that she hadn’t even dreamed existed until a few weeks ago.

No, she didn’t dare go downstairs for so much as a drink of water by herself.

*          *          *

To Derek’s relief it was Shelbie’s twin sister, Avery, who took him in hand Saturday afternoon at the book sales booth by the library while Shelbie and Lisa busied themselves at the second booth across the street by the school. Her similarity to Shelbie made Derek initially uncomfortable—the sisters were so alike physically that he felt awkward after his intimate experience with her twin—but Avery’s personality was different enough from Shelbie’s that he quickly adjusted to seeing her as a completely individual person.  Funny, but as alike as  the sisters were he had no doubt he’d be able to pick out his twin even if he was blindfolded.

At first Avery was almost painfully shy with him, but he turned up the charm and teased her a little and eventually got her to loosen up enough to chat with him while they worked. As she showed him where everything was in his booth and went over what was expected of him he noticed Shelbie watching them from across the courtyard. Avery caught it too, and smiled a little as she ducked her eyes and went back to explaining how they figured what the donated books were worth.

It didn’t take long for a crowd to show up and for the next two hours Derek stayed busy selling books from the boxes that Avery brought him and handing out book catalogs. Finally there was a lull, and when he looked up after putting the money from his last sale in the cash box Shelbie was beside him, leaning against the folding table he was using as a counter. Avery was nowhere to be seen.

“You’re popular,” she said with a little smirk. “I think every young mom who came to the fair today has been by your booth at least twice.”

“I thought some of them looked familiar.”

“Yeah.” Green eyes flickered playfully across his body and he felt himself responding, coming awake with a slow heat. “Can’t imagine why they’d do something like that. You must have managed to get all the best books or something.”

“That’s probably it.”

“Avery likes you.”

He quirked an eyebrow at her.

“Don’t get any ideas. She just thinks you’re nice. She’s worried about me.” She made a little face.

“Should she be?”

“Nah. I know what I’m doing.”

“Do you?”

She met his dubious look without flinching. “I know you’re a nice guy—despite how gruff you like to act and how rough you played it the last time. If I had told you to stop and really meant it, you would have.”

“Shelbie, I am way too old for you. I do want you—I’m not going to lie about that because you’re not stupid and you know better. That night with you was incredible and I’ll never forget it. But just looking at you wrong could get us both in a world of trouble.”

Tanned shoulders lifted in a brief shrug. “I can do what I want. I’m over eighteen and my daddy can’t tell me what to do forever. Besides, we’ve already been together once.”

“Just because it’s legal doesn’t make it right, and I shouldn’t have done it the first time. I’d be taking advantage of you.”

She laughed, her dimpled smile making him go weak in the knees. “I think I’d probably be taking advantage of you.” Pale flames danced in her wild green eyes as she stepped up to him, perilously close. “Tell me to stop,” she whispered, teasing. Another step and they were almost touching. “Beg me to stop.”

“I thought I told you no more teasing,” Derek growled. He could feel the heat of her body so near his own and drank deeply of the heady scent of her perfume. A quick glance around confirmed that no one was looking and he was dying to feel her body pressed against his once more. He had gone skydiving once, years ago. When he put his arms around her it felt exactly like that—the mingled exhilaration and terror of flinging himself out into the sky with the ground a distant blur below and hoping to god that the chute opened. Shelbie waited only a heartbeat then threw herself out after him.

*          *          *

She had fought it all day, as hard as she could, but in the end the attraction she felt for Derek simply overwhelmed her defenses and she succumbed to desire. How odd that she didn’t feel as though she had been defeated. Her body molded itself to his as though she was made for him, and she worked her fingers up along his back to riffle through his hair before her arms twined around his neck. The heady spice of his cologne settled over her, warm and masculine just as she had remembered in her dreams. She felt small, fragile and helpless in his arms, trapped by muscles of springy steel, and the sense of being at his mercy sent tingles skittering through her insides. He’d take her again, she was sure of that and understood now that her fears had been baseless—he had never stopped wanting her. Then he kissed her and she stopped thinking at all.

There was no hesitation in his lips as they sought hers, nor mercy nor patience. Need drove him, his mouth devouring her lips as though he starved for her. How could she have ever believed that he wouldn’t want her? When his tongue brushed against her lips she let him slip past, warm velvet tasting her, teasing her into a response. Together they darted and slid, twisted until she was drowning in a wet heat that stole her breath.

Broad hands drifted down her sides, fingers gripping her hips to draw her still closer so that she could feel the iron heat of his manhood pressing against her belly. A whimper escaped her as her body throbbed in need, remembering the feel of him moving inside of her, and her tongue slashed against his, against his teeth as their kiss grew frantic with the force of their passion.

Finally she had to push away, her lungs screaming for air, blood pounding like savage drums in her head.

“Oh,” she gasped. “Oh, wow.”

“I have to agree with that,” he said.

“I was never sure afterwards whether it was all real or if my imagination just made it seem better. But it really was that good, wasn’t it?”

That kiss had smashed right through what little resistance Derek had been able to muster against her. He was done telling himself to keep his hands off. “It can be even better,” he murmured, bending over her again.

She tugged out of his grasp and darted to the other side of the table, her eyes wide and wild. “Wait! Someone will see. Later. There’s a street dance later. After sunset.”

Dark eyebrows lifted. “So you’re afraid someone will see us here, but you want me to go to the dance?”

“Mr. Vance…”

He snorted in amusement. “Oh, I think Derek will do nicely from now on.”

“Derek, will you stay? Until later?”

“Will you dance with me if I do?”

She blinked at him in surprise, confused. Wanting to kiss her she could understand, and taking her to bed; but he wanted to dance with her? She didn’t get it, but she supposed she really didn’t have to.  Solemnly she nodded.

“Then I guess I’ll stick around,” he drawled. “Someone needs to keep you out of trouble.”

Voices came from around the corner, Lisa and Avery chattering. She flashed him a smile, a promise, then darted away.

After that they took a break for lunch, but she didn’t trust herself to go near him and confined herself to watching him from the corner of her eye for the rest of the afternoon. It was no surprise when he watched her as well, every smoldering glance leaving her wobbly and anxious for dusk, but when they finally began to wrap up for the day she lost sight of him. Avery appeared a few minutes later and explained that they had sold out of books early and gone to hand the proceeds and supplies over the the head librarian, but that Derek had disappeared soon after.

Shelbie looked everywhere for him with no luck, and she couldn’t come up with an offhanded way to ask Lisa that wouldn’t sound odd. Eventually she gave up and wandered through the crowd as the band started up and kicked off the street dance. Derek bailing on her had sucked the joy right out of the evening and she hung back, keeping to the edges of the festivities and turning away the eager young men who asked her to dance. At the same time she couldn’t bear the thought of going home and being alone with her thoughts of Derek all night.

After a while she found herself back by the library, a plastic cup full of lukewarm punch forgotten in one hand while she wondered what she had done to push him away. He had certainly seemed eager enough when he kissed her. Then a shoe scuffed on the sidewalk behind her and a low voice sent thrills racing through her veins.

“What’s a pretty girl like you doing standing around all by yourself? Don’t tell me no one has asked you to dance.”

She whirled to face him. “I thought you were avoiding me.”

“Nope. Just snuck home to freshen up and was trying to avoid any awkward questions from Lisa.” He gave a wry chuckle. “You didn’t really think I’d just go off and leave you like that, did you?”

“Well…”

“Oh. You can forget about that right now. See, you’ve started something now. You’re going to have a fight on your hands to get rid of me, Shelbie.”

She loved the way her name sounded when he said it, and a little shiver ran through her as his eyes roamed her body with naked longing.

“I still can’t believe you came back to the dance.”

His mouth curved in a wicked half smile. “After that kiss? I knew I should stay away, but I just couldn’t.”

“I’m glad you didn’t.”

One small step and she could be in his arms. One small step that might as well be a million miles with all the people around them. It was sweet torture standing so close, but not daring to cross that final gap. He made her burn, and she longed for his hands on her skin, for him to kiss her again.

“Besides, you said you’d dance with me if I stayed.”

Sudden panic made her mouth go dry. “Here? In front of everyone?”

His smile turned mocking. “Are you ashamed to be seen in public with me?”

“You know it’s not that.”

“I know. And we’re going to start looking suspicious as it is if we’re not careful.”

And there it was. She could do nothing and let the time run out then maybe steal a few words with him here and there during the rest of evening. Or she could throw caution to the wind and see where that took her. And she so wanted him to kiss her again.

“Come on,” she said.

She grabbed his hand and led him around the corner of the building to a dim alleyway that ran behind the library and the courthouse. A fairly steady stream of people moved back and forth along the streets to either side of the buildings, but as long as she and Derek kept to the shadows no one would see them unless they looked directly at them. And even then no one would be able to tell who they were. As she waited to see what Derek would do her heart was racing as though she had just done a full cardio workout.

“Avery and I used to sneak back here after church to talk about boys with the other girls.”

He smelled like warm leather and spice, and as his arms went around her she laid her head against his chest and let it all soak in. She had been right earlier—she did know what she was doing and this was exactly what she wanted. As though he could read her mind Derek’s arms tightened around her.

“Can you hear the music?”

It was faint, but clear enough to make out. Slowly he began to rock her to the beat, leading her in a slow, tight circle, and gradually the remaining tension eased out of her until she relaxed against him and her movements mirrored his automatically. She felt her body come alive in his arms, his heat and his smell and his close embrace kindling a fire that built slowly with each small step they took together. For long minutes they swept slowly around, then she felt his breath stir against her scalp as he buried his face in her hair.

“What am I going to do with you?”

With a little laugh she rubbed her body against his. “Anything you want.” She felt more than heard the low moan rumble in his chest.

“All right, then. Let’s go.”

He led her along the edges of the buildings, keeping to the shadows until they reached his car, where he opened the door for her and made sure she was in before moving to the driver’s side. As soon as her bottom landed on the seat Shelbie’s heart began to hammer. This was real; it was really happening. And even though she knew in her heart that she could still say no up until the very last second and he would let her escape, she knew she wasn’t going to.

*          *          *

Derek was in no mood to wait when he got her back to his house. Aside from a few fitful hours of sleep he had been on a slow boil since Shelbie had shown up on his doorstep the evening before. Now he wanted her so badly he could hardly think straight.

The front door barely had time to close before they were on each other, his arms crushing her slender body against him while his lips ravaged hers. Part of him wanted to go slow, wanted to be gentle and sweet with her, but it was submerged by the desire for her that raged in his blood. From the eager fire in her kiss and the way she thrust herself up into his arms, though, he doubted Shelbie was feeling any more patient than he was. Eyes closed, she gave herself to him completely, holding nothing back as their breaths mingled and tongues slid and twined in fierce desperation, all of the pent-up passion they had both repressed for the last few weeks exploding at once like a torrent roaring through a burst dam.

“Bedroom,” he gasped without taking his mouth from hers.

Again they danced, though not as gracefully as earlier in the shadows at the fair, in a flurry of hot and heavy kisses as they stumbled through the living room to his bedroom, clinging to one another the whole way as though afraid to let go. Once inside Derek released Shelbie long enough to close the door then began taking her clothes off. Her shirt went first, tossed aside at the foot of his bed, and the sight of her golden skin set his pulse racing. She arched her back as his fingertips teased along her body, her hair falling back in waves of pale gold that spread over her shoulders. She was so beautiful he didn’t think he could stand it.

Fingers found the clasp of her lacy, pale blue bra and with practiced ease unfastened it and let it fall to the floor. Those lush, round tits called to him, his hands lightly kneading and caressing their petal-soft skin, while their creaminess drew his mouth down to one pink gumdrop nipple after another. He sucked each in turn, his tongue flicking and swirling over them until her flesh grew dark and swollen. The stream of little gasps and moans coming from Shelbie drove him wild. Pleasuring her excited him—he had been her first and all these things were still new to her, and he wanted to blow her mind with just how good he could make her feel. Gently he nudged her back onto his bed and stripped off one sandal and then the other. Nails painted the same deep coral pink as her lips graced adorable little toes that he would have loved to nibble on. Later, there would be time later. Right now stretched luxuriously out on his bed wearing nothing but a tight pair of skinny jeans she looked good enough to eat.

He’d get to that soon enough.

Derek leaned over, unfastened her jeans, and gave them a tug. They didn’t budge.

“What did you do, sew them on?”

She giggled, eyes aglow with laughter, and wiggled them down over her hips then lifted herself up off the bed in invitation. This time when he pulled on them they slid easily down her legs. Oh, those legs were nice—he couldn’t wait to have them wrapped around him again. Nothing was in his way now but the wispy, azure silk of her panties, and she lifted up again so he could strip them off of her. Pink gleamed at him as she dropped back onto the bed, pink glistening with a faint sheen of her sweet nectar. The sharp, musky scent of her arousal hit him like dumping gasoline on a fire, and his cock swelled painfully and struggled in the confines of his jeans. He longed to just rip his clothes off and take her hard and fast, to bury himself inside her molten sweetness and pound her until they both achieved release. But even more he wanted to give her an experience she’d remember, something that would make those cute little toes curl every time she remembered it for the rest of her life.

Careless of buttons he tore off his own clothes and tossing her a lascivious grin he moved between her legs. Shelbie lay back on the bed, apparently expecting him to climb on top of her, but lifted her head up in surprise when he slid lower instead. He grazed his fingernails slowly down the silken skin of her inner thighs and then took hold of her knees and pulled her legs a little further apart. At her questioning look he let his grin widen.

“Relax. Trust me.”

She trembled beneath him as his first breath whispered across her most private places, the tension in the muscles of her legs coiling like tightly-wound springs. With just the tip of his tongue he teased against her dark outer lips with slow, smooth strokes that left her shivering in anticipation. Eventually when he decided she had been tantalized enough he pressed deeper into her folds, her juices tart and slick on his tongue while he searched upwards until he found the little knob hidden at the root of her. As his gentle licks met that sensitive flesh she let out a surprised squeak and jerked and shook against him. Finally, though, she lay back and a long sigh rippled down through her.

“Oh, Derek,” she breathed, her hips beginning to roll with the rhythm of his tongue.

He swirled his tongue around her clit in long, slow strokes, sometimes circling the edges, sometimes drawing figure eights that covered every bit of her swollen, pink pearl. As she relaxed he let go of one leg and slipped a finger between her lips to tease at the entrance of her tight little pussy. The combination of pressing inside just to the first knuckle while his tongue lashed her clit had her arching up off the bed and making noises he hadn’t heard outside of his dreams in years. A quiver ran through her, and then another, and Derek’s finger inside her was drenched by the sticky juices leaking from her tunnel. The quiver turned into a quake and suddenly her hands were on his head, holding his face buried against her as she uttered a string of soft cries. While she shuddered through her orgasm he licked away her cream and relished the way her pussy undulated around his finger as her walls contracted to hold him. Derek’s cock throbbed in response. There was nothing like the feeling of making a woman come that way, of feeling every tremble and shiver as she came apart against your tongue—except looking into her soul through her eyes while she came with your cock buried deep inside of her.

When the last quakes died away her limbs gradually relaxed and she released him and fell back against the bed, still panting from the strength of her reaction. Taking care not to squash her he climbed up around her and then she was in his arms, her soft heat pressed up against him, her clear, green eyes sparkling with wonder as she turned her lips up for him to kiss.

His lips still tasted of her sex and at first he was afraid she might pull away, but instead she kissed him wildly, licking his lips and thrusting her velvet little tongue into his mouth with an abandon he wouldn’t have expected from the innocent preacher’s girl. As they kissed she rubbed against the iron of his shaft, and hot ripples of pleasure coursed through him with every move she made. His breathing grew strained, and fingers thrust and pressed and worked their way back to her clit. She moaned against his tongue and ground herself against his hand, eyes drifting closed as he carried her back towards the brink once more.

*          *          *

With one swift motion he rolled on top of her and positioned himself between her legs so that the head of his cock slid through her slick folds and pressed firmly into her opening. She had never been so wet before; Derek had left her a sopping mess, with a slick coat of her honey covering every inch of her skin from her clit to her thighs. Shelbie’s eyelids fluttered and her lips parted in a little gasp as he eased the head fully inside of her.

“Oh, yes,” she hissed.

As tight as she was Shelbie was so wet now that his girth slid inside easily, her tunnel giving way before him with little pulses as she squeezed down on him. It was pure heaven, even better than last time as his cock sank deep to leave her feeling pleasantly stuffed and stretched. Slow tremors ran through the deepest core of her pussy, answered by hot prickling in the puckered flesh of her clit and nipples that spread into the swell of her breasts and the center of her loins. The sharp smell of her aroused sex filled the room just as her thrumming pulse filled her ears with its pounding.

For a minute Derek just held himself there and she wrapped her arms and legs around him to draw his warm, hard body close against hers, then he began to slowly move inside of her, withdrawing partway then gliding back into her depths until their bodies merged in a wet, slippery union. He kept it slow at first, a deliberate, regular rhythm that pressed his weight deliciously into her clit at the bottom of each stroke. At first the sensation stunned her, a barrage of exquisite, blinding tension that locked every muscle of her body tautly in place at once, but after the initial shock of it Shelbie responded, matching his motions so that they rocked together in a single fluid combination that somehow reminded her of their slow dance behind the library earlier. With her helping him Derek picked up his pace, the tempo of his pistoning hips increasing as his breath steamed raggedly against her skin.

Their lips met again in an orgy of kisses, tongues thrashing wild while her slim arms wrapped around him to lock herself against his broad chest while his tongue and his cock drove into her again and again. He lasted just seconds more, and then he groaned and his body froze as his head penetrated into the deepest parts of her and hot gouts of his cum exploded to flood her pussy. That was all she needed to push her over the edge—her tongue was still entwined with his when her own orgasm hit, but she didn’t break their kiss as she shuddered and cried, her arms squeezing him with all her strength. Muscles clenched and pulsated inside and she drenched his cock with her thick nectar while it was still lodged in her depths.

Afterwards she lay beside him in a fog of bliss, their limbs still entangled, her slowly cooling body limp as a dishrag. She didn’t want to move, didn’t want to think; she just wanted to snuggle in his arms until he was ready to take her again. But she couldn’t stay.

“Lisa will be home soon.”

A broad hand slid lazily down her side to curl possessively around one hip. “I thought you were asleep.”

“I wish. That’s got to be the best cure for insomnia ever invented. I hate to do it, but I’ve got to get cleaned up and go.”

His other hand tickled her in a very private place and she jumped with a squeal of surprise. “You’re not going anywhere. We still have to discuss the matter of you wearing panties in my house after you were distinctly warned about that. I’m afraid a spanking is in order.”

“Derek! What if Lisa finds us like this?”

“She’s going to find out eventually, if she doesn’t already know. While she does seem to enjoy being deliberately obtuse sometimes, she isn’t stupid.”

Fingertips slid in a leisurely dance on her clit and a deep, warm hum resonated through her entire body. With a great effort she got her mind back on their conversation. “You know we’ve been talking about getting a place together in Stantonville, so we don’t have to do that long commute to school every day.”

“Lisa told me. Of course with her gone I won’t have any reason to keep a place this big just for myself. I’ve been thinking about moving to Stantonville myself for a while anyway since that’s where my office is. The only reason I stayed here this long was so Lisa could graduate without having to change high schools.”

“Seriously?”

“Yep. Of course Lisa will think that I’m doing it just so I can keep a close eye on her.”

“And she can go right on thinking that.”

“Just so long as you know what my ulterior motives really are.”

She snickered. “Your ulterior motive is poking me right now. I think it woke up again when you started talking about spanking me.”

“The thought of spanking that luscious little ass of yours would wake anybody up, Shelbie. Anyway, if we’re both in Stantonville, where no one cares who your daddy is, we can continue this a lot more discreetly—at least until you come to your senses.”

With a moan that was almost a purr she arched her back as hot tingles pooled in her lower belly. In just a minute she’d be ready for him again. “You’ve got it backwards. I’d have to be crazy to want to give this up.”

The End

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She wished…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Continue reading Disciplining Avery…
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Last Chance with My Dad’s Best Friend

A slow shiver crept down my spine as I got my first real glimpse of the kind of intensity this man was capable of, and I knew right then that however the night went it wasn't going to be anything at all like it had played out in my little fantasies.

The Arizona summer had nothing on the heat Lexie felt every time she looked at Steven. While the sexy ex-Marine might be her dad's best friend, she had a very different sort of relationship in mind. Getting Steven to see her as the woman she had become was a bit of a problem, but Lexie figured she had plenty of time to get him used to the idea of her being all grown up. But when Steven gets a promotion that means moving out of town the clock starts ticking. Can Lexie get through to him in the two weeks she has left, or will the man of her dreams disappear forever?

Chasing My Best Friend’s Dad

His eyes danced as they took in my reaction, once again looking deep into mine and holding my gaze until I had to look away. That was the worst part - he knew exactly what effect he had on me.

When Riley agreed to spend the summer with Leah she didn't expect things to heat up so fast. From the moment she set eyes on Leah's dad she hasn't been able to get him out of her mind, and Justin knows exactly what effect he is having on her. Unfortunately between her boyfriend and the woman Justin is dating their sizzling chemistry seems doomed to fizzle. But when Riley's boyfriend dumps her she finds herself free to try for the man of her dreams. Will she risk her friendship with Leah to find out if she has a chance with Justin?

Living with My Best Friend’s Dad

How do you tell your best friend’s father that you’ll do anything, be anything he ever dreamed of in a woman, if for one moment he’ll just stop seeing you as a child?

When Molly moves in with her best friend's dad it's only supposed to be temporary. Living with Jonathan is nothing like she expects, though, and as the months go by they find themselves edging closer and closer to a relationship that's bound to be a disaster - no matter how good it feels. They both know that no one will understand, least of all Molly's best friend, and they fight desperately against the attraction growing between them. But sometimes just a look can change everything, and when that look leads to a kiss it's almost impossible to put things back the way that they were. Will they do the smart thing and resist their passions, or will they risk everything for a chance at happiness?

Obsessed

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

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

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

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

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