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Summary

Holden Trimble is the fire-and-brimstone preacher who runs Bobcat Springs Church, and he abhors drinking, swearing, and sex outside of holy wedlock. Unfortunately for the poor preacher, he has six teenage daughters who are growing up fast: Kelsey, Lindsay, Brandi, the twins Shelbie and Avery, and sweet little Katie. All six of them are still virgins - for now  - but Briarwood Hollow is just packed with sexy blue-eyed deputies, hot athletic hunks, and mouth-watering older men who know exactly what they want and how to get it. What chance does a girl have against all of that? How long can the preacher's virgin daughters stay innocent when sinful temptation is always right around the corner?

This collection includes the first four stories of the Preacher’s Virgin Daughters series: Taking Kelsey, Sharing Lindsay, Arousing Brandi, and Punishing Shelbie.

 

 






TABLE OF CONTENTS

 

 

Taking Kelsey

Sharing Lindsay

Arousing Brandi

Punishing Shelbie

 

Bonus Material

 

Sneak Peek: Built for Sin

You Might Also Like…

Kelli Wolfe Catalog

About the Author






Taking Kelsey

DEPUTY JACK THOMPSON SHIFTED ON HIS SEAT and leaned closer to the window so that the yellow glow from the parking lot lights fell on the pages of the dog-eared Stephen King paperback he was working through. He hated working Saturday nights, but by two o’clock the local drunks had usually packed it in so he could slack off the rest of his shift. His favorite way of doing that was to sit in the parking lot of Milton’s Drugstore with a good horror or thriller novel guaranteed to keep him awake until his shift ended—or at least until he got called to work a wreck on the interstate when one of the out-of-town drunks wiped out. He didn’t mind those so much, because it was a lot easier if you didn’t recognize the faces when you pulled what was left of them out of the mangled remains of their cars. He had spent his whole life in Barnett County and knew every person in Briarwood Hollow by sight, though, so he really preferred that they not kill themselves when he was on duty.

He knew every car, too, and immediately recognized the shiny, red F-150 moving furtively along Main Street. Judge Hinks had given it to his daughter Carol June for her graduation present a year ago, and there was no good reason for it to be creeping ten miles under the speed limit and hugging the curb when there wasn’t another car in sight. With a long-suffering sigh Jack folded down the page in his book, tucked it away under his seat, and turned the key in the ignition.

Judge Hinks was going to be pissed if he had to pick up his little girl at the county jail for DUI again, and when he was pissed it wasn’t Carol June that he yelled at. Jack gnawed his lip and waited, halfway prepared to just let her go until she sailed right through the one red light in Briarwood Hollow without so much as tapping her brakes.

“Dammit,” he grumbled, and hit his lights and pulled out after her.

It took a minute for the driver to notice the flashing lights behind her, but then the pickup slewed to a stop with the front driver’s tire up on the curb. Jack climbed out of his car and raised his flashlight, sighing again as he stepped up to the window. He had to tap on the glass twice before the blonde in the driver’s seat managed to remember where the switch was to roll it down. She would have been pretty if she hadn’t been so slobbering drunk that she could barely sit upright.

“Hel-lo, Officer Sexy,” she purred at him.

“Carol June. Are you aware that you just ran a red light?”

She tittered. “I think my foot slipped on the brake.”

He knew that her foot had never been near the brake, and from the way she was slurring he was surprised she hadn’t already wrapped her truck around a tree. God watches over fools and drunks, isn’t that what they say? And Carol June qualified for both categories in spades. Jack shifted the flashlight so the beam slid over the passenger side of the compartment.

“Who have you got in here with you?”

“Oh, it’s just me and Kelsey,” she said.

Kelsey Trimble was the oldest daughter of the fire-and-brimstone preacher who ran Bobcat Springs Church. Jack had seen her with her family at most of the Friday night football games up at the high school until she graduated the previous fall. The slender brunette watched him with an expression somewhere between terror and relief. Apparently he wasn’t the only person bothered by Carol June’s driving.

“Where are you girls headed?”

Carol June hiccupped. “Oh, I’m taking Kelsey home. But after that…” She gave him an exaggerated wink.

Jack mentally ran through a long string of curses. There was no way he could let her drive around like this, and if that meant getting his ass chewed by Judge Hinks then he’d just have to deal with it.

“I need you girls to step out of the truck.”

“Out of the truck? Why?”

“Because you’re three sheets to the wind, Carol June. Again.”

The driver’s door popped open and the blond girl would have fallen on her face if Jack hadn’t caught her. He gripped her upper arm and somehow managed to keep her on her feet as she staggered to the back of the truck. Kelsey was already there, leaning against the tailgate and staring hopelessly out into the night with tears running down her cheeks.

“You just wait here a minute, Carol June.” He propped her against the tailgate and turned to the other girl.

“Kelsey, are you all right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Have you been drinking, too?”

She sniffled. “Yes, sir. But I just had a couple of beers. Not like her.”

Jack’s mind raced. “Could you walk a straight line for me?”

“I think so.”

As she trod steadily along the white line by the curb, Jack felt himself relax. His dash cam had been broken since a cross-country chase over a bunch of badly rutted back roads and fields the week before, and he hadn’t called this in to dispatch. He just might get out of this mess without having to put up with one of the judge’s notorious temper tantrums.

“Kelsey, can you drive Carol June’s truck?”

“Sure, I’ve driven it lots of times. I wanted to drive us home tonight, but I couldn’t make her give me the keys and she was my only way home.”

“All right, here’s what we’re going to do. I’m going to put Carol June back in the truck and you’re going to drive her home. I’ll follow you there and give you a ride home after. That way I don’t have to take anybody to jail tonight.”

He could feel the relief pouring off of her. “Okay.”

Ten minutes later they pulled up in Judge Hinks’s driveway. Kelsey turned off the truck and hopped out, leaving her friend snoring in the passenger seat. As she got to Jack’s car he leaned over and opened the door for her.

“Let’s go, before someone sees us.”

He backed out of the driveway with the lights off, not turning them on until they were far enough down the road that nobody from the judge’s house could see them. He glanced over at Kelsey and saw that she was sitting bolt upright with her hands twisted together in a tight knot in her lap.

“You really need to be more careful about who you hang out with. That girl is going to get herself killed one of these days, and she’s liable to take you down with her.”

“I know,” she said softly. “Thank you, Deputy Thompson.”

“For what?”

“Not taking me to jail.”

He laughed. “Girl, by the time your daddy is done with you, you’re probably going to wish I had taken you to jail.”

She flinched at that, and the look she turned on him was pure terror. “Oh, you’re not going to tell him, are you? Please, please don’t tell him. You know he doesn’t hold with drinking or… anything.”

The fear mingled with desperation on her face gripped him, touched something dark inside of him, and his cock throbbed and hardened in response. She was just nineteen—so pretty that it hurt to look at her, her big doe eyes pleading. She turned him on like nothing ever had.

“He told me if he found out I was hanging out with those frat boys again that he was going to tan my hide but good.”

Images of spanking that pert little ass until it turned bright pink floated through his mind. He got even harder. Up until she mentioned it, Jack hadn’t even considered saying anything to her daddy when he dropped her off, figuring that it was up to her to get herself out of the jam she was in. But now the thought of her slim curves burned in his mind, and the desperation in her frightened eyes made him want her like he had never wanted any other woman. He wanted to rip her clothes off and take her right there on the cold, vinyl seat. And he was her only way out of trouble.

“You think he’s not going to figure out what happened when I drop you off? Knowing your daddy he’s waiting in his chair right by the door, and if he doesn’t like the answers you give him when you go in he’ll be asking me questions tomorrow.”

Her bottom lip trembled. “Couldn’t you just tell him you saw me walking home alone in the dark and offered me a ride? Please, Deputy Thompson? You just don’t know…”

Jack sighed. “So I already kept you from going to jail tonight, and now you want me to lie to your daddy the preacher, too?”

She sniffled and hung her head.

He gave her about a mile and a half to think about it before he made his move. “All right, Kelsey. I’ll tell your daddy that you were coming home from the library in Stantonville with Carol June and her truck broke down. She rode home in the tow truck, and I offered you a ride so you wouldn’t have to walk home by yourself in the middle of the night.”

“Really? You mean it?”

Part of him saw her smiling brightly with sudden hope and wanted to just let it go. But he knew he wasn’t going to do that—couldn’t do that.

“I want something first, though.”

“From me? What?”

He let his eyes rove along her body, from her long, shapely legs up to the generous swell of her tits, and locked his eyes on hers. “I want you, Kelsey.”

“Wh—what?” she stammered, eyes wide.

“Come home with me now, and I’ll fix things for you with your daddy.”

She stared at him as though he had slapped her. “You can’t mean that.”

“Yep. That’s the offer. Take it or leave it.”

“But I can’t. That’s a terrible sin. I just can’t,” she wailed.

Jack shrugged. “Then you’ll just have to deal with your daddy by yourself.”

What Kelsey hadn’t told Jack was that not only had her daddy threatened to tan her hide, he had told her he’d throw her out of his house to earn the wages of sin with nothing but the clothes on her back.

Another mile went by in silence. She watched Jack from the corner of her eye. There wasn’t a girl in Briarwood Hollow that hadn’t gone weak in the knees over Jack Thompson at some point. At twenty-six he stood six-foot five and was deeply tanned from spending so much time outdoors. Unlike some of the other deputies who let themselves go to pot from sitting in their cars all the time, Jack kept himself in shape chopping firewood for his elderly neighbors and running for miles along the back roads. Glossy, black hair clung tightly against his head in thick curls that made fingers itch to twine in their silken coolness, and one look from those sexy blue eyes was enough to get a girl wet and achy and thinking all kinds of wicked, sinful thoughts.

So when Kelsey found herself actually considering Deputy Thompson’s offer, she had to admit to herself that it wasn’t solely out of desperation. He was a few years older, he had every girl in town pining over him, and when he had looked at her earlier it made liquid heat pool between her legs until she was afraid she was going to get his seat wet.

She bit her lip, knowing that they were almost at her house and she didn’t have long to make up her mind. Fear and a fluttering need deep within drove her to answer.

“All right,” she whispered.

Blue eyes pinned her in place for a moment, then Jack nodded and swung the car in a leisurely U-turn. He keyed the mike on his radio.

“Dispatch, Thompson. I’m going to be ten-seven for a while. Over.”

“Copy your ten-seven, Thompson.”

Quiet sounds filled the night as Jack opened the car door for her when they reached his house—wind in the pines, singing tree frogs, the lonely call of an old hoot-owl. Kelsey took a deep breath and tried to soak it in and relax, but then Jack took her elbow to lead her to the house and his touch sent sparks sizzling along her skin. Her body was betraying her and they hadn’t even made it inside, yet.

Jack barely waited for the door to close before he had his arms around her and bent to kiss her. Despite her daddy she had managed to kiss a boy here and there, but there was a world of difference between their kisses and Jack’s. Jack kissed her like he meant it, with a hunger that made her gasp as his warm lips devoured hers. Arms like iron pulled her body tightly against him while his tongue demanded entrance to her mouth—hot, wet velvet playing against her lips until she surrendered to him. Darting and swirling and tasting he left her breathless, her whole body thrumming, and without realizing it her arms slid around him and she kissed him back with a passion she never could have imagined before that night.

Finally his arms tightened around her waist and he pulled his mouth away from hers, breathing hard enough that she rocked against his chest. Wild eyes burned down into hers, and a sliver of icy fear crawled through her gut. She knew he could do anything he wanted to her, anything at all. And the most frightening thing was that some part of her wanted him to. When he scooped her up as though she weighed no more than a doll and strode to his bedroom all she felt was relief that he hadn’t changed his mind.

“I’m sorry,” he growled against her ear, his hot breath sending little shivers racing through her. “I can’t wait. I need you. I have to have you.”

He caught the light switch with his elbow as he walked through the doorway and set her on her feet next to the king-sized bed that filled most of the room. With practiced ease he unhooked the broad leather belt with his gun, radio, and nightstick and slung it over the back of a chair. Then he turned those blue eyes back on her.

 She was alone with Jack in his bedroom. That realization made her pulse race and her mouth go dry, but the rest of her body still buzzed from Jack’s kiss as though she had stuck her finger in a light socket. Fear churned through her; this was sinful and wrong and Kelsey had no idea what was going to happen next or what Jack really wanted from her. At the same time some part of her wanted to know what he was going to do and wanted to give in and let him do anything he pleased.

Before she realized it he was in front of her again, fingers tugging at the hem of her blouse and pulling it over her head. Her hands rose automatically to cover her breasts, but with a mental shrug she forced them back to her sides. Jack gave her a wicked half-smile and reached around to unfasten her bra. Cool air whispered against tender skin, turning her nipples into hard, strawberry knots.

“Lovely.”

Jack’s hands ran lightly across her exposed flesh to set off a wave of goose bumps that swept over her body like a tsunami. Thumbs circled her nipples and teased until she ached so badly that her whole body trembled and she could take no more.

“Jack,” she whimpered.

His fingers found the button on her skirt and in a moment it slid down her legs to the floor. She was naked now except for sandals and her panties, a wisp of sheer, black satin with a growing damp patch between her thighs. Jack’s hands skimmed down her sides, setting off more fireworks deep inside her, down to the curve of her hips until his fingers slid between her and the last barrier between them. Gentle pressure from his thumbs eased the panties down the curve of her hips, while his fingers explored the soft, brown curls covering her mound. Kelsey’s knees turned to water as soft fingertips found the pearl of hardened flesh there and played across it.

The worst threats of hell and eternal damnation her daddy could conjure had not been enough to keep her guilty fingers away from her clit in the quiet depths of the night, but for some reason Jack’s touch felt even better than her own. Kelsey sagged against him, moaning deep within her throat as she ground herself against Jack’s fingers. Jack gave her a few seconds of bliss then yanked her panties down her thighs and let them fall around her ankles. For a second that pulled her back into herself and the young girl looked up at him, eyes wide with apprehension. Aside from her sandals, she was completely naked in front of this man who she was definitely not married to, and her daddy was going to kill her then disown her if he ever found out.

Right at that moment it didn’t bother her nearly as much as she thought it should.

She kicked off her sandals and blushed as Jack looked at her, intense blue eyes studying her from head to toe as though he wanted to memorize every line of her. No one had ever looked at her that way before, and she couldn’t understand why a man like Jack would show that much interest. He could have anybody he wanted, and she was nothing special—she hadn’t even made it onto the cheerleading squad her senior year! But when he looked at her he had that same expression on his face as her daddy when he talked about eternal salvation.

“I don’t know what you want me to do,” she whispered, looking down at her toes. “I haven’t ever…”

A blush crept over her fair skin. She was embarrassed that she hadn’t, and halfway afraid that he wouldn’t want her now because she wasn’t experienced enough.

Without taking his eyes from her Jack unbuttoned his navy blue uniform shirt and dropped it on the back of the chair over his belt. His bulletproof vest followed it, and then his t-shirt. Kelsey’s heart gave a lurch as she took in the tanned, sculpted muscles of his upper body and flat stomach. She had seen athletes on TV built like this, but never anyone in real life. As he stripped off his pants and socks she found herself holding her breath in anticipation, wondering what it was going to look like. She had a feeling it wasn’t going to be anything like the pictures they had seen in health class.

Jack gave her a couple of seconds to stare wide-eyed at the thick, steel rod fighting against his black briefs before crooking a finger at her.

“I want you to take them off.”

Awkwardly she bent and slid her fingers into his waistband, but she could not seem to take her eyes off his straining cock. She froze there with it only inches away from her face then slowly pulled his briefs away to free him.

“Touch it,” Jack said hoarsely.

Nervously she did as he said, her fingertips coming lightly to rest against his hot skin. It certainly didn’t look like the ones in health class—it looked alive, pulsing with its own powerful energy, and far larger than she had pictured. She felt a moment’s panic trying to imagine it inside of her, but she swallowed her fear and let her fingers explore him. 

Jack gave a long, shuddering sigh as her fingertips stroked lightly along his shaft. As worked up as he was over her it wouldn’t take much more and he’d shoot all over that pretty face of hers. But that wasn’t what he wanted—he wanted to be balls deep in that tight, virgin pussy when he came. He bent and scooped her up again, her skin warm satin against his, and laid her on the bed. She trembled slightly as he leaned over her.

“You’re not going to turn off the lights?”

His eyebrows quirked up. “And miss being able to look at that sweet body of yours? No way, babe.” She swallowed hard and bit her lip as he got close and he paused. “Are you scared?”

Her head jerked in a quick nod. “A little,” she whispered.

“I’ve got a cure for that.”

His hands pried her knees apart and he moved between her legs, sliding down until he was staring straight into the brilliant pink of her slit. He met her puzzled gaze with a grin then lowered his head to taste her. At the first touch of his tongue she flinched and pulled away so that Jack had to wrap his hands around her thighs to hold her still. As he began to lick his way down to her tight, pink hole she tried to fight him, squirming and bucking against his grip, but as soon as his tongue slipped inside of her she stopped with a startled hiss of drawn breath.

He licked lightly around her opening, scooping up every droplet of her nectar that he could before dipping back into her, fucking her slowly with his tongue for a few strokes and then returning to her lips to tease. At first she just lay there, every muscle knotted, but bit by bit she unwound and soon she was rolling her hips and uttering soft little moans.

Kelsey had never imagined sensations like this—fluid heat that throbbed between her legs with every movement of Jack’s tongue until she felt as though she was floating on bright swirls of pleasure. When his tongue ran across her swollen clit she cried out, her back arching and her ass coming up off the bed. Electricity sizzled between her thighs, jolting her clit and causing the walls of her pussy to quiver. Each motion of his tongue drove her higher, wound the tension in her belly tighter. She wanted to say his name, to thank him, but nothing would come out of her throat but those moans.

Suddenly he pulled her clit between his lips and sucked gently on it while his tongue raced back and forth across the tight, sensitive skin. Her mind exploded and she came apart, calling out his name at last as she sank back onto the bed in a shuddering heap and lay there gasping for breath. That? Was that what it was like? And that was supposed to be a sin?

She felt Jack’s weight shift on the bed and she opened her eyes to find him looking down on her with a pleased smirk.

“That was for you,” he said, “but now it’s time for me.”

He slid off the edge of the bed and reached for her, hands closing around her ankles and pulling her towards him until her ass was on the edge of the mattress. When he had her arranged the way he wanted, he lifted her legs and rested them on his shoulders, his hands gently caressing the skin of her thighs as he leaned in. Kelsey felt his erection press between her legs, hot, satiny steel against her nether lips. Jack didn’t bother using his hands; he bent his knees and rocked against her, sliding his cock along her slick channel so that he rubbed against her clit. In seconds he had her throbbing again, clit and nipples hard and aching, and her pussy shivering deep within.

As the swollen head slipped against the tight opening of her little tunnel she shivered. He wouldn’t wait much longer, and this was the part that scared her. Again he dipped inside before sliding up again, and the muscles in her belly and ass went tight. Slippery skin rubbed against her clit, and then Jack paused. The head was there, nestled right at her entrance and pressing just a little inside. She closed her eyes at the pressure and braced herself, hardly daring to breathe.

“Are you on the pill?”

“No,” she whispered.

If any other girl had said that it would have been the equivalent of an instant cold shower, but the thought of creaming inside of Kelsey and planting a baby in that sweet little belly made him swell until he ached. Rather than pushing, Jack leaned forward, letting gravity ease him into her a little at a time. They were both wet and slick with her juices so he moved easily, her pussy stretching wide as his thick shaft slowly sank into her. She felt him sliding in, felt her body giving way before him, and then cried out at the sharp pain as she tore and he took her virginity. Tears sprang to her eyes, but the pain was swiftly washed away by the sensations of his rigid manhood piercing her depths, stretching and filling her and satisfying that aching need which had been slowly building between her legs. She closed her eyes and focused on that even as Jack’s thumb began tracing slow circles over her clit.

His weight came to rest against her, his whole shaft gripped by the clinging muscles of her snug pussy. For several seconds Jack held himself there, amazed at how tight she was and how wonderful she felt against his cock, and then he withdrew, easing out until only the head remained lodged inside of her. Kelsey whimpered and rocked her hips trying to get him back inside. A smile tugged at the corner of Jack’s mouth as he held back, teasing her with short, quick strokes.

Another whimper clawed its way from her throat, and this time he leaned in and buried himself in one swift motion. Her pussy stretched again, tight as a glove on his straining manhood, and he could feel her getting wetter. Long, dark hair fanned across his bed as she twisted and moaned with each thrust, her firm, round tits bobbing as she gasped for air. She looked so damned hot and her pussy was so tight and wet that Jack couldn’t hold back. He drove into her so hard that she gasped, and then he pulled out and did it again and again until he was pumping his cock steadily in and out of her soaking tunnel.

Kelsey had her eyes closed and her head thrown back and every breath was a gasp as liquid fire puddled in her belly once more. Jack’s cock had her boiling, but at the same time his thumb never stopped swirling over her clit and the combination left her breathless, every nerve prickling, every muscle tensed. Inside she was sopping wet and the walls of her pussy pulsated against the hardness spearing into her until her body spasmed and she clamped down on Jack’s manhood. She wasn’t prepared for the second orgasm that swept over her, this one somehow deeper and more powerful than the first as it carried her away in a whirlwind of burning rapture.

Below her Jack continued to pound her, the pressure in his balls almost unbearable as he watched her come and felt her hot juices gushing against his cock. Her grip on him became intense, squeezing him until he exploded into her, jamming his rod in her to the balls as he sent gobs of sticky cum rocketing into her deepest parts. For a second his vision grayed as he stood there panting, legs shaking as he slowly came down from his high. Carefully he slid her legs from his shoulders and then collapsed beside her on the bed. 

 She let her fingers curl into his hair to softly knead and stroke until he got his breath back. Finally he rolled on his side and found her mouth. Kelsey tasted herself on his lips, and was astonished by the hunger still in his kiss even after they were done. As she kissed him back his fingers slid between her legs and into their mingled cum oozing from her pussy, and used it as lubricant to gently massage her clit. He grinned at her when she moaned and that lump of flesh hardened under his touch.

“I’ve created a monster,” he said, “but I’ve got to get back to work and get you home. The bathroom’s right there,” he waved towards a door, “and you probably ought to clean up a little before you put your clothes back on.”

They didn’t say anything on the ride to her house. Kelsey was still overcome by what they had done, and Jack was wondering if the seed he had planted in her belly would take root. But even without words they both knew that this wasn’t the end.

He opened the car door for her and walked her up to the house. The porch light was on and the door opened as they stepped onto the porch and Holden Trimble came out to meet them, anger a thundercloud on his dark brow. When he saw Jack, though, the look faded to one of puzzlement.

“There you are. Are you all right? She’s not in any trouble is she, Deputy?”

Jack gave him a lazy smile. “No, sir. Just bringing her home. Her ride home from the library broke down and they had to wait three hours for a tow. It’s Saturday night and the trucks have to take care of the wrecks first. As late as it was when the wrecker dropped them off, I figured I’d better see she got home safe.”

“Oh. Well, much obliged to you, then. I was worried something had happened.”

Kelsey started to slip past him into the house, but he put a hand on her arm.

“Thank the Deputy, Kelsey, and then you’d better get to bed. You’ve got church in the morning.”

She smiled, eyes shyly pointed at the floor. “Thank you for the ride, Deputy Thompson. Good night.”

As she disappeared into the dark house her father shook his head. “I don’t know what’s gotten into that girl. Will we see you at church in the morning, Deputy?”

“Oh, I reckon you will.” Kelsey would be there, so he intended to be there.

“Good, good. We’ll see you then.”

Walking back to his car, Jack grinned into the night. They were going to make the prettiest babies in Barnett County.

The End






Sharing Lindsay

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I was just making conversation.”

“Pathetic,” Tom said.

“Sad,” Nick echoed.

“And tragically hopeless,” Tom finished.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“They think they own me or something.”

“You mean they don’t?”

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

“What did they do this time?”

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

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

“Don’t you start, too.”

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

“Which one?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The next morning she sailed past Tom and Nick where they waited for her on the steps in front of the school with a breezy good morning, not waiting for them to open the doors for her according to their usual ritual. Nick frowned and Tom’s eyes narrowed in suspicion. Any time Lindsay abandoned her daily routines it was a sign of trouble. Coming so soon on the heels of their conversation about Carson yesterday, they both had a pretty good idea that she was up to something neither of them was going to like one little bit. With a shared nod they got up and followed her inside. This bore keeping a close eye on.

They were just in time to see Lindsay disappear into the girl’s restroom. She was still inside when the first bell rang.

Tom nodded towards the still-closed door. “What do you think?”

“She’s trying to pull something without us around. She’s going to hide in there until the tardy bell rings.” Nick gestured down the hall. “You go ahead; you’ve got this class with her. I’ll hang here and see if I can find out what she’s up to. Mr. Wheatley isn’t going to care if I’m a few minutes late for shop.”

As Tom headed for class, Nick slipped into the auditorium. It was pitch black inside, and with the double doors barely cracked he could see down the length of the main hall while remaining close to invisible himself. The second bell rang and the last dilatory students disappeared into their classrooms. A minute passed, and then another before Lindsay poked her head out of the ladies’ room to take a cautious look around. Satisfied that the coast was clear she trotted up the hallway towards where Nick was watching. Halfway up the hall to him she paused before a bank of lockers, looked furtively up and down the hall again, and dug a slip of paper from her purse. Tom took careful note of which locker she slid it into before Lindsay turned and fled back down the hall to her class.

He gave her enough time to get inside, waited another minute just to be safe, and glided over to the suspect locker. It took eight seconds with his pocket knife to jimmy the door open, and the scrap of paper fell to the floor at his feet. He bent to scoop it up and as he straightened he saw the name Sinclair neatly lettered on the spines of the books facing him.

He frowned at that. Unfolding the paper he scanned it quickly, his frown deepening as he read. So.

With a growl he closed the locker, stuffed the paper in his pocket, and strode off in the direction of the shop classroom. They were going to have to deal with this right away, and they were going to have to go all out—no more coddling her. This time she had gone too far.

After school Lindsay managed to give her boys the slip. She knew they were expecting her to go to basketball practice, but she had already told her coach that she was going to miss that afternoon. As she pulled out of the parking lot she had a fit of giggles imagining their puzzled looks as they waited and waited for her to come out of the girls’ locker room. They were just going to have to find a way to entertain themselves without her. The last thing she needed was the two of them underfoot for what she had planned.

As she expected, Alligator Pond was deserted. Since they had put the heated pool in at school two years ago the icy, spring-fed swimming hole generally stayed abandoned until summer. Lindsay didn’t mind the cold, though, and it was the one place she had found where she could go to enjoy some desperately needed solitude away from her five sisters and two self-appointed keepers. It was also her most guilty pleasure.

About a year ago she had gone to the pond to swim and forgotten her bikini. It was too far to drive back home and get it, but she was dying to get in and swim away the day’s frustrations. Finally she had screwed up her courage enough to strip down and jump in naked. The water running across her bare skin had been exhilarating and the knowledge that she was doing something forbidden that would have given her daddy a conniption fit made it even better. Oh, she felt guilty afterwards, but not guilty enough that she hadn’t done it a dozen times since when she was positive she wouldn’t be caught, and whatever her daddy might say she was pretty sure that skinny dipping wasn’t included in the Ten Commandments.

Today it was the foundation of her plan to snag Carson Sinclair.

She skipped down the path that cut through the bank to the water’s edge where a small pier jutted out into the clear water. Kicking off her shoes, she flopped down on the weathered planks and watched the clouds passing overhead while she waited. Before long the rattle of a truck bouncing up the rutted gravel road broke the afternoon silence.

Her stomach tightened in a bitter mix of anticipation and fear. Was she really going to go through with this? She knew it was a sin, and however much she prayed later she could never claim that she hadn’t known exactly what she was doing and that she hadn’t planned it from start to finish. It would break her daddy’s heart if he ever found out. But she wanted… She wasn’t entirely sure what she wanted, she just knew that she wanted it with every fiber of her being and that not having it hurt.

The truck stopped and after a minute Lindsay heard footsteps approaching along the path. This was her last chance to back out and say she made a mistake. She’d have to suck it up and deal with the humiliation, and the constant whispers and knowing looks in the halls whenever she walked by for the rest of the year, because there was no way that Carson would just let it go. No, she couldn’t back out now.

She skinned quickly out of her clothes and stood naked on the edge of the pier, flexed, and knifed cleanly into the glassy water. The cold took her breath away at first and she gasped as she broke the surface, but then she twisted and dove again, driving herself deep to touch the bottom this time, and then let herself float slowly up.

As she emerged into the air she flipped her head back to clear the water from her face. When she opened her eyes Tom and Nick were standing at the end of the pier looking down at her with strange expressions in their eyes. There was amusement there at catching her in this predicament, but there was something else, too—something that sent a shiver through her that had nothing to do with the frigid water of the pond.

She decided the best thing to do was brazen it out. “What are you doing here?” she demanded.

Tom smirked. “Admiring the view.”

The water was too clear to hide her nakedness, and there wasn’t any reasonable explanation she could give them for it. She blushed and gritted her teeth. Nick pulled a piece of paper from his shirt pocket. Lindsay recognized her note and went numb as he dropped it to the pier beside her clothes.

“Carson couldn’t make it,” Nick growled.

“So we decided we’d better come keep an eye on you,” Tom added.

“Seeing as you said you were going to be naked and all.”

Tom shook his head at her. “What the hell did you think you were doing?”

She attempted a smile. “Getting a date to the prom?”

Nick’s eyes burned down on her. “Is that what you thought you were going to get, Lin? Making that offer to a guy like Carson Sinclair and showing up here naked without another person around for miles?”

When he put it like that, it didn’t sound like nearly as good an idea as when she had thought of it the night before. Nick saw her reaction and shook his head.

“Now she thinks,” he murmured aside to Tom.

“Well, I appreciate you two riding to my rescue again, but I’m fine. I can take care of myself.”

Tom chuckled. “We’re not here to rescue you.”

“Huh?”

“Nope,” said Nick. “We’re here because you’re badly mistaken about something and we need to straighten it out before there’s real trouble.”

“What are you talking about?”

Tom bent down towards her. “You’re ours, Lin. You always have been. We spent the last year waiting out your crush on Carson, hoping you’d get a clue and figure out what was right in front of that perky little nose.”

“We’ve been through this before—”

“No,” Nick interrupted. “Not like before.” He pulled off his boots and began unbuttoning his shirt.

“What are you doing?”

“What we should have done a long time ago. Claiming what’s ours.”

Tears welled up. Why did they keep doing this to her? “How many times do I have to tell you, Nick? I can’t pick one of you. I love you both.”

“There’s no choice to make, Lin,” Tom said, and he was pulling off his own boots. “The three of us are perfect together, and we don’t intend to mess with that. It’s just you, and us.”

Nick nodded sagely. “The way it’s supposed to be.”

Her eyes took in Nick’s now completely naked body and went very wide. Carson Sinclair wasn’t built anything like that, she was sure. Corded muscles rippled under his golden-brown skin as he bounced up on his toes and then arced into the water beside her. Before Nick hit the water Tom had taken his place at the edge of the pier. He was a hair taller than Nick and a not quite as broad through the shoulders, but otherwise they could have both been made from the same mouth-watering mold. Between her legs her pussy quivered and Lindsay knew that if she had been wearing panties she would just have soaked them. Before she could open her mouth again to protest she had one of them bobbing on either side of her, water droplets sparkling diamonds on their sleek, bronze skin.

She did the only thing she could think of, then—she threw herself forward and stroked hard towards the shore, fleeing from them and their nakedness and the wicked, sinful heat stirring inside of her. Nick got to her first, one hand gripping her ankle in a grip of steel that she could not dislodge no matter how hard she kicked. He and Tom headed for shallower water, and he drew her inexorably along.

“You had ten years to run,” he told her. “It’s too late now.”

His free hand curled into her wet hair to pull her face to his for a kiss. She sputtered in protest for maybe half a second before succumbing to that soft embrace, and when Nick’s tongue pressed through her lips to tease against her she forgot about everything else, including breathing. Her body seemed to melt against his, softness melding against rock-solid muscle as his arms closed around her. Teeth nipped at the tip of her tongue as she ventured to explore him in turn, but he relented and she pressed in. Hesitantly she ran along his hot, slick skin and the sharp edges of his teeth, but she swiftly grew bolder as she toyed with his tongue, darting in then fleeing with him in pursuit. As the passion of their kiss deepened her nipples puckered and stiffened, and then her clit awakened between her legs with an insistent throb.

She was panting when Tom tugged her gently away from Nick and folded her into his own arms. Eyes like a storm-swept sea laughed into hers as his lips nuzzled against her, trailing hot kisses along the wet skin of her neck and up her chin until he took his turn at her lips. Wintergreen bit against her tongue, the flavor of the gum he always chewed, and her aching nipples sent shocks sizzling down to her pussy as they brushed against Tom’s hard pecs. She was pulsing and wet inside now, her young body going wild with the desires she had repressed for so long.

Lindsay moaned as Tom’s hard cock poked her belly, and she could feel it jerk and twitch as their slick bodies rubbed against each other. She knew this was wrong, but she craved it inside of her, could feel exactly where it was supposed to go to make her feel full and complete. Why? Why did it have to be so wrong? She loved them both so much it hurt, and their arms around her felt so right and kissing them felt so good, each one amazing yet both somehow subtly different.

But however good they kissed, she just couldn’t have them both. What they were doing was a mortal sin. Daddy had a name for girls who went with two boys at once—whore. She could just imagine the anger and disappointment in his eyes if he could see her now cavorting naked in the water with the two of them. She blushed in sudden shame and tore her mouth away from Tom’s.

“No,” she gasped. “We can’t do this. It’s not right.”

She tried to pull away again, but Tom held her fast against his broad chest.

“But it is right. And you know it.”

“No! Let me go.”

Nick came up behind her and she felt his erection press into the soft curve of her hip. “Lin, we’ve waited all we’re going to. Damned if we’re going to sit around and watch while you let assholes like Carson Sinclair use you and then dump you, just because you’re afraid to take what you really want.”

“But I don’t want that!” she wailed.

Nick’s hand slid between her legs, fingertips dipping into her sopping little hole. She moaned as one finger teased against her clit and she thought that her knees would buckle if he kept on, but Nick pulled his hand free and brought his fingers to his lips, sucking away her juices as she watched wide-eyed. He laughed at her.

“You want it so bad you can barely stand it. You were ready to come just from me touching you.”

“No.” She shook her head, trying to deny what couldn’t be denied, what they could all see and feel. “Please just let me go.” She struggled vainly inside Tom’s iron arms. It was her last chance—she knew that it would take one more touch, one more kiss, and she would be begging them both to do what all three of them wanted so badly.

Tom’s fingers under her chin lifted her face up. “I’ve got a better idea.”

He shut her lips with kisses—hot, steamy kisses that made her lightheaded. Nick’s fingers crept between her legs again, and her traitorous body responded as it had when he found her clit before. Just like that her resistance crumbled. The two of them played her body together like twin pianists performing a grand duet on one piano. By the time they let up her knees were wobbly and she would have slipped if Nick hadn’t caught her around the waist.

“You win,” she said.

“Of course we did,” Nick said with a smirk.

“We weren’t going to let you get away.”

“Not until we made you completely ours.”

Her gaze flipped back and forth between them. Deep down she knew that they would never hurt her, but fear still gnawed at her.

“Who… Who’s going first?”

Nick brushed a damp strand of honey-colored hair back from her face. “Nobody. This first time we thought we’d do it together.”

“What? How? How would that even work?”

He grinned. “Trust me, it will work. If you want it to. Otherwise we can flip a coin or something.”

She thought about having both of them for her first time. She didn’t understand and it was a little scary, but at the same time it really seemed so absolutely perfect for the three of them. “Okay.”

  Nick put his hands around her waist and lifted her up so they were face to face. “Wrap your legs around me.”

She did as he said, pulling herself against his bronze chest, and beneath the water she felt the tip of his erection graze against her bottom. Nick reached down and grabbed his cock and slid it beneath her until it pressed up against the entrance to her pussy. He shifted and suddenly he was inside of her, stretching her virgin hole until his head came to rest against her hymen. Lindsay’s arms went tight around his neck and the muscles in her lower body clenched. It felt incredibly good, but her body ached to have the rest of him inside of her and she felt an almost irresistible urge to shove herself down on his cock until he filled her completely.

Behind her Tom’s fingers used the crack of her ass as a guide to find her waiting pussy.

“Easy now,” he said as he worked a fingertip into her alongside Nick’s cock.

She whimpered as she stretched still further. However much she might want them, she was still a virgin and her body wasn’t used to this.

“Are you okay?” Nick asked gently.

“Yeah.”

“Scared?”

She jerked her head in a sharp nod as she felt another finger push into her.

“Hold onto me tight—as tightly as you want to, you’re not going to hurt me. And just look right here into my eyes.” Those wintery orbs captured hers and held them. “Look at me and don’t worry about anything else, all right?”

She had three fingers pressed inside of her now along with Nick’s cock, but it didn’t hurt. Prickling heat built between her legs, moving out from the point where they had entered her and spreading up into her belly, and she trembled inside. Warm skin nestled along the curve of her ass as Tom took his place behind her. He fumbled beneath her and she felt the slippery head of his manhood replacing his fingers as he slid inside her and joined Nick to press against her maidenhead.

“Ready?” Nick asked.

Lindsay nodded. She wasn’t at all sure that she really was, though.

“One-two-three-and go, okay?” Tom said behind her.

“Fine.”

“One.”

She began to tremble. Was this really what she wanted? “Nick—”

“Two.”

“Tom—”

“Three.”

She cried aloud as Nick thrust inside of her and she tore. Hard, hot cock filled her sopping hole, and a second later Tom was there as well and she was so stretched and stuffed she couldn’t move, could barely even breathe. A tear rolled down one cheek and she gulped, but the look in Nick’s eyes and his firm hold around her waist told her that it was all going to be okay. She was safe with them.

“Dammit, Nick!” Tom growled. “You went on three again. You always screw that up, you doorknob.”

“Sorry.” He sounded genuinely contrite. “I just got carried away. Can you blame me?”

“I guess not. Lin, are you okay?”

“I think so.” Two men had their cocks inside of her and she wasn’t married to either one of them, so she was pretty sure she was going to Hell. Right at that moment, though, she couldn’t make herself care.

“Both at the same time, or alternate?” Nick asked.

“Alternate,” Tom said. “She’s so tight…”

“Well of course she’s tight. What did you expect?”

Lindsay squeezed experimentally until they both gasped. “If you two don’t knock it off right now, I’m going to get dressed and go home.”

Tom’s hands tightened on her hips. “Not happening.”

“No way,” Nick agreed.

“I’ll go first.”

Tom slowly withdrew until only a couple of inches of his manhood remained in her tight hole. He gave her a second to adjust then eased himself into her once more. As he did, Nick slid back so that their shafts traded places. They moved tentatively, trying to gauge her reactions and get used to moving together, but after a few tries they settled into a slow, steady rhythm where they stroked in and out, in and out in tandem. She was sore at first, but as they continued to thrust into her she quickly forgot about it. Nick’s pelvis ground against her clit with every move while Tom pushed against her ass, and the sensation of them alternately filling her soon had her moaning and rocking her hips in an attempt to take as much of both of them as she could.

Heat simmered molten between Lindsay’s legs, her pussy slick with cream enough for both her men, and hot tingles floated up through her center until her whole body burned. Nick’s mouth found hers again, his tongue playing across her lips, teeth nibbling at her lower lip while she moaned and whimpered against him. She closed her eyes, all her focus on the sensations flooding through her, building up and up until she felt as though she was floating on the crest of a giant wave.

Then she exploded, her legs tightening around Nick’s body, arms clamping hard around his neck while wave after wave of bright fireworks burst within her. He continued to kiss her as she came, her cries muffled against his greedy tongue in her mouth. Inside her pussy muscles contracted and pulsed, squeezing their thick cocks in a velvety grip. The pressure sent Nick off only a moment after Lindsay, and he grunted and clutched her tightly against his broad chest as he thrust deep and held himself there to shoot his load of hot cum into her. Tom continued to pump for a few seconds longer, then he moaned and his body shook against her back as his cum mingled with Nick’s in her depths.

Lindsay continued to cling to Nick until they began to go soft inside of her, Nick’s hands soothing as he gently stroked her back. Tom eased himself out first and stepped back then Nick lifted her up off of his cock. He started to put her down but she wrapped her arms tight around his neck.

“Nooooo,” she said. “Carry me.” She loved it when they swept her up and carried her around like a doll. It made her feel small and helpless and totally secure all at the same time.

“Great. We do all the work and you want to be carried?”

She nuzzled against his neck, breathing deeply of the intoxicating mixture of cologne and hot male. “Exactly.”

Nick heaved a deep, melodramatic sigh as he headed for the shore, but it was purely for show. As he walked through the waist-deep water he held her as though he was never going to let her go, and he didn’t want to. Having her nestled there warm against his chest just felt right. He really didn’t mind sharing, though—far less than he had imagined he would when he and Tom had first discussed this. It should have been weird and awkward, and he hadn’t at all been sure about how he would perform alongside Tom. But somehow it wasn’t awkward at all, and the three of them meshed as naturally as breathing. 

Tom smiled as he stepped onto the pier and looked back at Nick slogging through the waist-deep water with Lindsay draped over him. If any other man had touched Lindsay that way it would have set off a surge of molten rage inside him, but Nick belonged to her as much as he did and somehow that was okay. The jealousy he had half-expected to feel this first time had never materialized, and he guessed he should have known better. They had never really been rivals, after all. Lindsay had prevented that until the three of them were ready to try something different that gave them all what they needed.

As Nick reached the end of the pier Tom took Lindsay from him and laid her gently on a pile of towels they had brought with them from the truck. She sank back into the fluffy softness with a sigh, enjoying the smoldering possessiveness glowing in their eyes as they drank her in from tousled, wet hair to neon pink toenails.

She smiled lazily up at them. “I think I’d like to try that again.”

Nick and Tom looked at each other incredulously, and then back down at her.

“But for today I think I’ll stick to one of you at a time,” she added. “I’d like some more practice before I try both of you at once again.”

Again the guys traded looks then stared at her as though she had lost her mind, and she burst out laughing at their expressions of disbelief. Oh, she couldn’t wait to go with them to prom. They had already swept her off her feet, and as she pictured how mouth-watering those sexy bodies would look in tuxes she was certain that the two of them would make it a night she would never, ever forget for the rest of her life.

The End






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.

Alex’s pulse raced. What the hell had she done to him? He would have gone back to his room, but the instant he stood up the bulge in his jeans would have been painfully obvious to both girls so he stayed on the couch, jaws clenched, and kept his eyes glued to the TV. By the time they finally went back to April’s room he wasn’t sure if he had any enamel left on the top of his teeth.

With a sigh he flipped the TV off and returned to his room. After a couple more hours of trying vainly to entertain himself he decided that he needed to get away for a while to see if he could get her out of his head. Quickly he changed his jeans for a pair of cargo shorts that were baggy enough so he wouldn’t be putting himself on display every time he saw Brandi and grabbed his keys.

“I’m going to Mitch’s,” he called out as he left, but he doubted they even heard him over the bubblegum synth-pop blasting from April’s computer.

Mitch had been his best friend through high school and lived two streets over. After graduation he had given college a miss and worked at his dad’s garage and auto parts store. Alex didn’t think any less of him for it; Mitch loved working on cars and had never had any ambition to leave Briarwood Hollow. That was just who he was, and Alex was fine with that. It made Mitch comfortably dependable in a world that seemed determined to hit Alex with curveballs at every opportunity.

As he expected Mitch was kicked back in his garage with the door open watching the world go by. Alex edged around the ‘67 Firebird sitting on blocks in the right bay and gripped his hand.

“Hey, man,” Mitch said with a grin wide enough to wrap around his whole head. “Dad said you were back and I wondered when you’d be by. Want a beer?”

“Nah.” He walked over to the workbench, pulled a bottle of Seagrams 7 from the back shelf, and poured a couple of fingers’ worth into a glass that wasn’t too dirty.

Mitch snorted. “When you go for that stuff it’s almost always because some chick is making you stupid.”

Alex saluted him with the glass. “Thank you, Dr. Phil.” He took a gulp and made a face as the warm, amber liquid seared his throat. “I don’t want to talk about it. I don’t want to think about it. I want to think about anything but that. So show me what you’re doing with this bad boy and help me keep my mind off other things.”

That got Mitch started, and before they knew it four hours had fled by while they caught up. By the time he said good night and started home Alex was firmly back in control of himself and even felt capable of seeing Brandi again without coming in his shorts.

The TV was on when he walked into the living room, loudly looping through the menu sequence of the DVD April had left in the player, and Alex quickly cut it off to kill the noise. Neither of the girls was in sight, but an empty bottle and two glasses sat on the coffee table between two half-eaten bags of microwave popcorn. He picked up the bottle and smothered a curse. They had burned through almost a whole liter of whipped cream flavored vodka while he was gone. He didn’t know where she had gotten it, but April was addicted to the stuff.

“April? Brandi?”

The house was utterly silent now that the TV was off. He walked down the hall to April’s room and cracked her door. Faint snoring sounds greeted him, and he shut the door again with a shake of his head. With any luck they’d sleep it off and not be too horribly hung over when they woke up. That was the last thing he wanted to listen to in the morning.

As he flipped on the light in his room he stopped cold. Brandi was in his bed.

On his bed, he corrected himself, sprawled on her stomach with a pillow clutched possessively to her chest, one leg drawn up and the other stretched straight out. While he was gone she had changed into one of April’s big sleeping t-shirts, and the dark pink material had bunched up over her hips to leave the pale curve of her ass bare. In sleep her face was relaxed and even more sweet and innocent than normal, her silken curls disheveled, full lips slightly pouting.

For a long minute he stood there with his brain stuck in neutral as he tried to come to grips with what he was seeing. A burning in his lungs jerked him back to himself. She was so incredibly sexy draped over his bed that way that he had actually forgotten to breathe.

The spare room she usually slept in was next door to his, and she must have stumbled into his room by mistake under the influence of all that vodka. When she woke up in the morning she was going to be in for one hell of a surprise. He’d just spend the night on the couch where he could watch some TV, because after seeing her half-naked he sure wasn’t going to be getting much sleep. Alex let his eyes wander across her body again and sighed. However much he had wanted her earlier was nothing compared to what he felt now, and he was pretty sure his cock was hard enough to pound nails.

He started to turn off the light but a pang of solicitude made him pause with his hand hovering above the switch. He ought to at least cover her up so she didn’t get cold. Brandi had kicked all the blankets off the foot of the bed, and he doubted she’d be able to find them in her state if she woke up. Even if she did, she’d probably fall off the bed and end up passed out on the floor He’d cover her up, and then hit the couch.

As he bent over to pick up a fleece blanket he heard her stir on the bed behind him. He straightened and saw that she had curled in around his pillow so that her ass was lifted up a little, and her thighs were spread even further apart now. From where he stood Alex could see the pale green strip of her panties peeking between her legs. A slow, deep throb started in his cock and he let the blanket slide from his hand, mesmerized by the sight of her. Unconsciously his fingers moved to his crotch and began to slowly stroke the hard outline of his shaft through his shorts.

Alex caught himself and flushed. What was he doing? What if she woke up and saw him standing there rubbing himself? She’d scream and all hell would break loose.

But then what if she didn’t wake up?

“Brandi?” he said softly. Her chest continued its slow rise and fall. “Brandi!” 

Even with his voice raised she didn’t so much as twitch. She really was out of it. His mind whispered dark suggestions that set his cock twitching.

He could stand two feet away from her and jerk off and she’d never know. He could look down at that sweet, sleeping face and imagine those soft lips wrapped around his cock. He could stroke it while enjoying the sight of that round little ass and thinking of what lay just beneath those panties. And Brandi would never know. No one would. So what would it hurt? Deep down Alex knew it was wrong, but his lust for her was so overwhelming that it didn’t take much to convince himself to go ahead.

He pulled his door shut on the off chance that April might get up and wander down to the bathroom then stood there looking down at Brandi, his heart pounding. Was he really going to do this? Was there any way he was not going to do this, to take advantage of this once-in-a-lifetime chance? In a moment his shorts hit the floor and his fingers massaged his rod through the thin fabric of his briefs, lingering at the wet spot near the top of his cock where he was already leaking pre-cum. Slowly he stripped off his underwear and stood at the edge of the bed with his pulsing manhood gripped in one hand. He wanted to make this last.

As he gently stroked himself he moved to the side of the bed so that he could watch Brandi’s face and wondered what she would think if she opened her eyes and saw him standing over her. He wished she was closer to the edge of the bed; he would have loved to rub the head of his cock over her face while she slept, to smear his sticky pre-cum across those lips and watch her little pink tongue lick it away and then stroke off until he shot spurts of hot cum all over her pretty face.

Another blob of clear pre-cum oozed from Alex’s prick and a shiver ran through him as his shaft grew slick beneath his palm. At this rate he wasn’t going to last very long. Thinking of glaciers and icebergs and penguins he edged around the bed until he stood behind Brandi once more.

He had thought her ass looked great earlier in her tiny shorts, but now with nothing but a filmy pair of mint green panties covering them it was enough to make his heart race. It was so firm and round beneath the curve of her waist; he wanted to grab it and pull her back against his raging cock, to slide up and into her while feeling her flesh give way against his hips as he thrust hard inside of her. His eyes slid down to the gauzy material between her legs, but the angle wasn’t quite right. If her leg had just been a little more off to the side…

His hand froze on his cock. She was really out of it. Could he move her—only a little—without rousing her? Just the thought of touching her set his heart pounding again. Seemingly of its own volition his hand stretched out and his fingers curled around her slender ankle. With painful slowness he pulled on her leg, easing it across the sheet a fraction of an inch at a time until she was positioned the way that he wanted her. His hand shook from reaction as he released her ankle and gazed between her tanned thighs. If she hadn’t been wearing panties he would have been looking straight up her pussy.

The heat of her skin seemed to linger on his hand. He told himself not to be stupid, that he was already pushing the limits, but he knew that he was going to touch her again. He couldn’t help himself, and this time he wasn’t going to be content with an ankle. The curves of her ass were like a siren’s call, luring him on towards almost certain disaster, but Alex didn’t care. All he knew was that he had to feel her skin beneath his fingers. There was no way to reach her from the edge of the bed, though. He was going to have to get closer to her.

Carefully he eased himself onto the edge of the bed behind her, wincing as the old bed springs creaked beneath his weight, and shifted over a little at a time until he knelt only inches from her. His heart hammered in his chest, so strongly it felt as though it might burst, as his hand settled lightly on the back of one tanned thigh. When she didn’t react, he slid slowly up the silken skin to reach the swell of her ass. He paused there, eyes closed, almost overcome by what he was doing. There would be no explanation for this if she woke up.

Fingertips grazed the softest skin imaginable, tracing along the round swell of her ass up to her hip until they reached the edge of her panties, then following the arc of the fabric down to where it plunged into the valley between her thighs. Alex watched her carefully, but she remained perfectly still and the placid rhythm of her breathing never changed. When he was satisfied that he hadn’t disturbed her, he balanced himself carefully on his knees and resumed stroking his cock while he fondled Brandi’s perfect ass with his free hand.

The idea of shooting his load all over that ass and watching the thick gobs run down her smooth, creamy skin was even better than his earlier thought of coming on her face. He was half-tempted to do it and clean her up afterwards. If she hadn’t been wearing those panties he would have done exactly that, but he was pretty sure that cum stains would be fairly obvious on them and lead to questions he wouldn’t want to answer.

His hand moved up and down his slippery shaft while the fingers of his other hand skimmed down her panties along the crack of her ass. Again and again he found himself returning to the narrow channel between her legs, drawn to her slit like a magnet but afraid that to touch her in that extremely sensitive spot would be enough to finally yank her from her sleep. He toyed at the fringes, going just so far but no further, teased along the insides of her thighs, and even slipped his fingers beneath her panties to explore the cleft between her cheeks. When after all of that she still didn’t stir, he decided to go for it.

Holding his breath, he inched his fingers down her panties, farther than he had dared so far, and then farther still. When his fingertips seemed to sink into a dip, he knew that he had found her pussy. Ever so gently he ran his fingers across the opening, rubbing softly around the edges in slow circles. Suddenly he stopped and pulled his hand back, running his thumb over his fingertips and finding a thin coating of slippery fluid covering them. Brandi was wet!

Alex drew his fingers to his face, smelling the musky aroma of her arousal and then touching his tongue to his fingertips. She tasted like heaven, and he would have given anything to bury his face between her thighs and lick and suck her until she gushed cream all over him. One taste was just not going to be enough, not of that sweet little pussy. He wanted more, but how? To get what he wanted he needed to bury his fingers in her hot little snatch. He’d have to pull her panties aside to get his fingers inside her, but that would mean somehow squeezing both hands into the tight V between her thighs.

The panties would have to go. If he could get them off of her he could leave them in the bathroom or something. Or he could hide them and save them to jack off into again later while he remembered this night. Either way, they needed to come off.

His cock twitched as he released it, his erection painfully hard and his swollen balls anxious for relief. It was so tempting just to finish and be done, but Alex had risked so much already that he was anxious to get the most out of the experience. With infinite care he hooked his fingers through the waistband of Brandi’s panties and began to work them off of her. There were moments where he bit his lip, certain that his jostling must wake her, but she just lay there limp as a dishrag while he tugged and pulled. At last he had her underwear down past her hips and from there it was easy to slide them off of her legs. He tossed them into his closet where they would be invisible in the shadows and he could find them later.

She was completely exposed to him now, all of her most private places spread wide before him, deep pink and glistening with her dew. Alex licked his lips and tried to calm his pounding heart as he eased himself closer to her. One fingertip poised at the narrow opening of her pussy for a few seconds as his resolve wavered, then pressed firmly inside. Brandi flinched at this and for the first time made a sound—something of a cross between a whimper and a moan. Alex froze with his finger half inside of her, but she relaxed again and after a minute he continued.

Even sopping wet she was tight, the velvety walls of her pussy clinging to his finger as he penetrated her. His cock strained and quivered while Alex fantasized about burying it balls-deep inside of her then fucking her hard and fast until he shot his load into that amazing little cunt. When he had pushed as far into her as he could, he slowly withdrew his finger and popped it into his mouth with a moan of his own.

“Oh, Brandi, you taste so fucking good,” he whispered to her, confident now that she’d sleep through almost anything.

In a moment his finger was back inside her pussy, working slowly in and out. After a little while she got even wetter and he worked in a second finger, smiling a little as her inner walls squeezed down on this new intruder. When he was firmly inside he began to fuck her with them, the two digits sloshing in her snug hole with a wet squelching sound.

That sound and the growing smell of her sex in the air had an effect on Alex’s cock like a dose of Viagra. He was so hard it hurt, throbbing taut with each pulse that beat through his veins, and a steady drool of pre-cum leaked from the tip to ooze down the head and onto his shaft. From the steadily building pressure in his balls Alex felt as though he was going to shoot gallons when he finally came.

And he really, really wanted to shoot them inside of this beautiful girl rather than all over his sheets. He was just about to the point where he didn’t even care if she woke up, as long as he got to fuck her. Whatever happened would be worth it.

Her pussy clung to his fingers as though unwilling to let him go, and there was a wet, sucking noise as he pulled free of her. This time, rather than licking her nectar from his fingers he smeared it along the bottom of her ass crack.

He rolled off the bed, walked around behind her, and gripping both of her ankles this time eased her legs wider apart so that they almost formed a right angle. Painstakingly balancing his weight so he didn’t rock the bed too much, he walked up the bed on his knees until he was positioned between her thighs and was looking straight down onto her ass. She was so very beautiful, and his whole body trembled with desire for her. With a final deep breath he leaned forward with his hands on the bed on either side of her and eased himself up over her. When he felt the head of his cock nudge into the cleft of her ass he let his hips drop slowly forward.

The juices from her pussy that he had spread there earlier mixed with the pre-cum coating his cock to form a perfect lubricant, and Alex gave a hiss of pleasure as his shaft sank deep into the crevice between her cheeks. It was so hot and such a tight fit that he imagined it must feel almost as good as plunging into her sweet little cunt—but only almost. When he reached bottom he rested there for a few seconds, waiting to see if Brandi would stir again. At last he satisfied himself that she was still sound asleep and he began to rock his hips, drawing the length of his pole down until the head was almost at the opening of her pussy and then sliding it back up the length of her ass.

It felt incredible on his cock, and the more excited he got the wetter it got as the pre-cum leaking from him turned into a small flood. A tingling intensity built within his balls, and he knew he was getting very close. Alex lifted his hips and drew his manhood all the way back, angling himself further down and sliding forward again until the head of his rod slipped away from Brandi’s ass and pressed against the narrow entrance to her steaming pussy.

They were both really wet now, but his cock was so big compared to the hole he was trying to fit it into that he had to go slowly. Angling his hips down he leaned against her, forcing his head inside her and feeling her stretch to take him. With a deep breath he pulled out a little then thrust into her once more, this time getting a couple of inches of his shaft into her before halting. Brandi gasped and gave a little cry, but other than that gave no indication that she was aware of him. In that fashion he worked his way into her little by little until his hips came to rest snugly against her ass.

By then she had stretched enough to allow him to move more easily and he began rocking his hips to fuck the constricted little tunnel of her pussy the same way he had fucked the crack of her ass earlier. After only a couple of strokes he decided that he had been wrong before; there was absolutely no comparison to having his dick immersed in her. He lost himself in the moment, until there was nothing left but the sensation of gliding within her and the seething intensity burning between his legs. When the shock of his orgasm exploded through his body, he shoved hard against Brandi’s ass until he had every bit of his cock that he could possibly squeeze in shoved inside of her and sent jet after jet of bubbling cum rocketing into her pussy. When he finally pulled away from her his thighs were shaking and his loins actually ached from the intensity of the muscle spasms that had sent his sperm shooting into her.

He dragged himself backwards off the bed and staggered to his feet. Brandi slept on, oblivious to their mixed cum seeping from her cunt and running down onto the bed as the muscles within her pulsed and contracted. The ivory skin of her ass glowed pink from Alex ramming his hips into her, and he saw a tinge of blood as he looked down at his slowly jerking and shrinking manhood.

Brandi had been a virgin.

Cold chills swept over Alex as the magnitude of what he had done swept over him. Even as it hit home, though, he knew that he wouldn’t have changed it. She was so beautiful, so incredibly innocent and sexy at the same time that he simply couldn’t have done anything else. He would just have to live with it.

Swiftly he grabbed his shorts and underwear, flipped out the light, and went to spend a very sleepless night on the couch.

Clattering noises from the kitchen dragged him from a stream of unpleasant dreams around noon. He turned bleary eyes to find April making coffee and sat up slowly. Had it all been a dream? A hint of stickiness as his cock shifted inside his shorts suggested that it had been all too real. He stumbled into the kitchen and dropped onto a stool across the breakfast bar from April.

“How are you feeling?”

She made a face. “I’ll be fine once I’ve had coffee.”

“Yeah. You know, you really ought to go easy on the vodka. You were both totally plastered last night.”

“Both?” An eyebrow rose quizzically.

“You and Brandi.”

April snorted a laugh. “Brandi doesn’t drink. She won’t touch the stuff.”

There was a roaring in Alex’s ears and the room spun dizzyingly around him. “What?”

“Nope. Not even a sip. Says she refuses to be tempted.”

As April turned away to dig in the back of the refrigerator, slim fingers twined through his hair and gently fondled his curls.

“Hi.” Warm breath tickled his ear.

“Hi,” he managed to choke out.

“I imagine I’m going to be spending the night a lot the next couple of weeks,” Brandi whispered, her lips brushing his neck and bringing his manhood instantly back to life, “but I doubt I’ll be able to forget which room I’m staying in every night. Still, I’m very forgetful and I’m a very hard sleeper, so I could use someone to come and make sure I’m all tucked in so I get a good night’s sleep. You think you could handle that?”

Alex gulped air and fought not to stammer. “Yeah. I can do that for you.”

“Good.”

“You knew,” he stammered, stunned by the realization. “You knew all along.”

“Well of course I did,” she told him with an exasperated sigh. “Honestly, Alex, as many times as I’ve spent the night here do you really think I’m such an airhead that I’d mistake your bedroom for the spare one?”

“Well…”

“And do you seriously believe that anyone could have slept through that?”

“But why?”

Slim shoulders rose in a shrug. “I figured if you were the one doing everything then I wasn’t responsible.” She frowned a little as she chewed on the corner of her lip. “Except that it doesn’t really work that way, I suppose. Still, I’m not going to complain either way.” Planting a quick kiss on his lips she parked herself on an empty stool. “Where’s the coffee?”

With a string of grumbles April emerged from the refrigerator. “It’s brewing.” She peered suspiciously at her friend. “You sure look chipper this morning.”

“Really?” Blue eyes drifted to Alex. “Because I feel like I’ve been ridden hard and put away wet.”

The End






Punishing Shelbie

DEREK VANCE STRETCHED HIS FEET OUT on the coffee table and let himself sink a little deeper into the couch. It was so nice to be able to work from home on Fridays instead of making the commute to Stantonville, especially with the way traffic piled up on the interstate on Friday afternoons. After a quiet day alone at home he had actually gotten more work done than if he had gone to the office, and he still felt nice and relaxed heading into the weekend. The arrival of high-speed internet in town had come just in time to convince him not to move closer to the office, and while Stantonville wasn’t exactly the big city he definitely preferred the peace and quiet of Briarwood Hollow.

The front door banged open and he glanced up from his laptop as his daughter Lisa bounced through.

“Hi, Daddy,” she sang out.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he said. “How was your day?”

“Good. Glad it’s Friday, though.”

Another girl walked in behind her, the fine, blonde hair curling past her shoulders gleaming pale gold in the afternoon sunlight. His cock twitched and he tried to will himself into a state of icy detachment, wondering if not moving to Stantonville had been a mistake after all.

“Hi, Mr. Vance.”

“Is it okay if Shelbie spends the night?” Lisa asked.

“Hi, Shelbie. Sure, she can stay over.”

He desperately wanted to say no, but he didn’t have a good excuse and he could hardly tell Lisa the truth—that Shelbie Trimble got him so hard that he was afraid he was going to rupture something. Shelbie knew it, though, and the little prick-tease added a little extra sway to her hips as she followed Lisa into the kitchen with a quick glance over her shoulder to make sure that he was paying attention.

Derek didn’t know why she was doing this to him, but it was slowly driving him crazy. It seemed as though every time she came over she upped her game a bit, cranking up the heat until she had to know that he was boiling. The really bad part was that he was pretty sure she had singled him out; if she was behaving like this with other guys in Briarwood Hollow he would have heard about it by now—and so would her daddy. His eyes wandered up the slim curves of her legs from her heels to where her thighs vanished under her candy-striped miniskirt. He doubted that her daddy knew she was out dressed like that, either, and he would undoubtedly have some choice words to say about it if he found out. Had she worn that skirt just to come over here?

Images flickered through his mind—Shelbie bent over the couch with that little skirt pushed up onto her back, that long, silky hair running through his fingers, her creamy curves bared for him. He clenched his teeth as his control began to slip and his cock throbbed. This was ridiculous; she was only eighteen for God’s sake. He was twenty years older, she was his daughter’s best friend, and her daddy was the preacher at the biggest church in the Hollow. He couldn’t have her, and at his age he ought to have enough self-control to ignore her teasing. But every night when he walked into his bedroom he imagined that golden hair spread out on his white pillowcase, and he knew that by the time the evening was over she’d have him tossing and turning all night trying to get her out of his head.

Shelbie smiled to herself as she followed Lisa upstairs. She had worn her shortest skirt today—one that Daddy didn’t know she had—hoping that Mr. Vance would be in the kitchen when they got there, and all day she had imagined catching the look in his eyes as he watched her climb the stairs and got an eyeful of her new thong panties. It was a little disappointing that he had been in the living room instead, but the day wasn’t over and she had caught him checking her out already. It was just a matter of time.

She knew she shouldn’t be teasing him this way, but she couldn’t seem to stop. The effect she had on him was obvious, and for some reason it went straight to her head. Getting the boys at school worked up was nothing; pretty much anybody could do that just walking into the room. But Mr. Vance was older and mature and so incredibly sexy, and being able to do that to him gave her a huge head rush. It made her feel powerful and beautiful and maybe just a little bit cocky.

At the same time he definitely wasn’t one of the boys, and the glint in those dark eyes when he looked at her sent shivers running along her spine. She could feel the hunger—the lust—there when he watched her, and it was nothing like the glances she got from the boys in school. It was the difference between the look of a lazy housecat and that of a tiger stalking its prey, and there was no denying that she felt a delicious chill of fear deep in her belly whenever she caught his eyes on her.

She always wondered what it was that he saw when he looked at her that way, what it was that he wanted of her. Health class had taught her what she knew about sex, but somehow she didn’t think that Mr. Vance’s desires were so simple. It might explain the fumbled backseat gropings her friends giggled about, but she couldn’t connect those stories with the fire in those dark chocolate eyes.

Still, Shelbie knew she was only flirting with danger, like getting on a roller coaster—scary enough for an adrenaline rush but no one really expected anything bad to happen while riding on them. Just like nothing was going to happen with Mr. Vance. He was Lisa’s dad, after all, and she had been spending weekends at their house practically forever. So while she probably should stop messing with him, she wasn’t really worried. Besides, he was so gorgeous that she couldn’t help herself. Derek Vance was one very scrumptious package guaranteed to make a girl think wicked, sinful thoughts that all the prayer in the world couldn’t get out of her head.

Lisa said his office in Stantonville had a gym, and from the way Mr. Vance filled out his fitted shirts he took full advantage of it. If there was an ounce of fat on his six-foot two frame Shelbie couldn’t imagine where he hid it. His hair was the same curly, chestnut brown as Lisa’s and no matter how often he brushed it he always had the most adorable stray locks sticking out, while here and there a fleck of silver gleamed apart from the rest as a reminder that he had age and experience to go with the powerful body and sharp, aristocratic features. 

It was his eyes that had first hooked her, though. They were like deep wells you could fall into, either warm like a mug of hot cocoa on a crisp morning or cold like Alligator Pond when it froze over in the dead of winter. And sometimes… Well, sometimes they burned—usually when he was looking at her and he thought she wouldn’t notice. That was when she got chills and thought that maybe she ought to be more afraid of him than she was.

Two hours later when she started downstairs she heard him clattering around in the kitchen and prepared to put on a show for him, but when she peeked down his back was to her while he stirred a pot on the stove. Barefoot in a pair of jeans and a gray t-shirt so tight that it looked like it would split if he flexed a muscle, the sight of him sent a familiar quiver tickling between her legs. She slipped off her heels and crept down quietly, avoiding the steps that she knew squeaked, and padded silently across the tile floor until she stood behind him. Slowly she leaned around him to take a long sniff of dinner, letting her breasts brush against the bare skin of his arm. Her nipples puckered under her shirt and she felt them poke into the thin fabric as they hardened. She wasn’t wearing a bra so there was no way he could avoid noticing them if he looked at her.

“Mmmmm, that smells great. You make the best spaghetti, Mr. Vance.”

He froze at her touch. She was close enough that the clean cedar and green apple scent of her perfume wafted lightly over him and kicked his pulse into high gear. He swallowed hard and forced his hand back to deliberately stirring the sauce while trying to count backwards from one hundred in his head to distract himself from her.

“Thanks,” he said. “Where’s Lisa?”

“Changing clothes. She’ll be down in a minute.”

She straightened and stepped back, letting her fingertips trail lightly over his forearm as she turned and took a seat at the table. The muscles in his back and neck were bunched tightly and she had to smother a giggle, but then she felt bad for him. He must be pretty miserable with her getting him so worked up, and she ought to back it down a little bit. Besides, what she was doing to him was almost certainly a sin, even if it didn’t seem to really hurt anything.

Derek tried to calm himself with a series of deep breaths. The damned girl was going to give him a stroke. It had taken every ounce of willpower he possessed not to grab her and crush her slim body against his. She had set him burning for her, and he wanted to bend her over that table and fuck her hard, to pound her little pussy until she screamed out his name. She was so young and he knew she didn’t truly understand what she was doing to him, but he wasn’t sure how much more of this he could take.

And he absolutely could not turn away from the stove with the raging erection bulging in his jeans. He took slow, deep breaths and tried not to think of the way her miniskirt outlined the swell of her perfect little ass.

It didn’t get any better during dinner, either. She made a point of looking directly into his eyes when she sucked a noodle through her full, pouty lips, and whenever she licked away a bit of spaghetti sauce it was with slow, provocative swipes of her little, pink tongue that turned his cock to steel. Fortunately Lisa volunteered to clean the table and do the dishes, so he was able to retreat back to the solitude of the living room to lose himself in some mindless television.

The girls vanished upstairs and the only hint Derek had of their presence was the faint sound of music coming from Lisa’s room. As the hours ticked away on the living room clock he slowly relaxed and dared to hope that he just might be able to avoid dealing with Shelbie again the rest of the night. AMC was running the Alien movies back to back, so he turned off the lights and settled back to watch the last half of the first movie. After a while he noticed that the sounds upstairs had died away and he glanced at the clock. It was almost midnight, and Lisa always went to bed early; even on the weekends she rarely stayed up past eleven, so she was probably out now. Derek breathed out a long sigh. He was safe.

“What are you watching?”

He jerked upright on the couch. Shelbie stood in the walkway between the living room and kitchen, her eyes glittering in the darkness with reflected light from the TV. She had traded her earlier outfit for a cropped tank top that bared the smooth plane of her tummy and a pair of pink, cotton shorts. Derek’s heart lurched and began to pound as though it was trying to beat its way out of his chest.

“Alien,” he said hoarsely.

“Oh, I love that one!” she exclaimed.

“You do?”

“Sure. Daddy has the whole set on DVD and I’ve watched them all a hundred times. The second one is my favorite, but this one is really good, too. Mind if I watch it with you? Lisa zonked and I’m not tired enough for bed, yet.”

“Okay.”

He couldn’t take his eyes off of her as she clambered onto the other couch and sank back with her legs tucked under her. Braless, her nipples made sharp indentations in her tank top that made his mouth ache to taste them, to suck and lick them while she moaned. She flashed him a quick smile and tossed her head, settling her ponytail back between her shoulder blades, and then turned her attention to the movie and seemingly lost all interest in him.

Derek tried to do the same, but he had no idea what he was even watching any longer. Every time she so much as twitched she yanked his attention from the TV, and she had a habit of shifting her weight that displayed what looked like miles of creamy thighs leading like runways to the shadowed V between her legs. Each beat of his heart throbbed between his legs as his manhood awoke again, each pulse filling and hardening him until he had to turn so Shelbie wouldn’t notice.

Shelbie observed him from the corner of her eye. She really did love these movies, but it was so much more fun watching Derek trying not to look at her. Just about the time he’d get settled she would rearrange herself and give him a good, long look at her legs to get his motor running again. It was like Pavlov’s dogs—ring the bell and he’d start salivating. It was almost scary how easy it was. When he turned his body away from her on the couch she guessed it was because he was excited and was trying to keep her from seeing his thing getting hard. Tingles sizzled through her at the thought that she had done that to him, and she wondered what it was like. Bigger than the illustrations they looked at in health class, judging from the size of the bulge she had seen in his jeans. She shivered at the quiver the image awakened deep inside her.

As the movie ended Derek practically ran for the kitchen. She followed him to see what he was doing and to hunt up a snack, wondering what she could do to drive him wild with a bag of microwave popcorn. By the time she peeked over his shoulder he had splashed a couple of fingers of whiskey into a tumbler and tossed back a slug. Her eyes widened as she realized how worked up she must have gotten him. Perhaps she should back off; she’d just get her popcorn and leave him alone the rest of the night.

The microwave was on Derek’s other side, and she couldn’t resist one last brush up against him as she moved past.

Something snapped inside of Derek—it wasn’t the alcohol, he had simply reached his breaking point with her. His body twisted and he captured Shelbie with one arm, snapping her up against him while his free hand grabbed her ponytail and drew her head back. Her lips were parted in a surprised O when his mouth descended and he forced his tongue into her. She tasted of cherry lip gloss and bubblegum and innocence. 

For a second she fought him, wriggling and flailing her arms, and then she relaxed and her body seemed to melt into his. She felt so good in his arms, better than he had ever dreamed—a slim heat that fit snugly against him as though she had been made for him. His tongue slid across hers and plunged deeper to explore her. After a moment she began to kiss him back. She was hesitant, shy, but she wasn’t fighting him any longer. Derek was still angry, though, and that was just too easy.

He broke their kiss and spun her to bend her over the counter. Fingers glided up the satin of her thigh, up through her shorts to push aside the strip of her thong. Her lips were moist and his finger slid easily between them to probe the entrance to her pussy, and after tickling against it briefly he pushed inside of her. She gasped at that with a whimper that went straight to his cock and made him even harder, and though she struggled against the granite countertop his hand on the small of her back held her firmly in place while his finger slid deeper.

“Is this what you wanted?” he growled as he began slowly pumping his finger inside of her. “You’ve been playing with fire. You know what happens to little girls that play with fire?”

Shelbie moaned as the pad of his middle finger found her clit.

“Oh, you like that, you little prick tease? You’ve been screwing with me for months. Months. What do you think I should do about that?”

“Please…” she whispered.

“Please what? Please finger me until I come? Please fuck me? Maybe I’ll do both. Maybe I’ll do a lot more than that.”

Shelbie trembled against the hand holding her, against the sinful touch of Derek’s fingers on her most private places. What he was doing was wrong, so very wrong and she knew she should be trying to resist him, but she couldn’t make herself move or speak. She could barely focus on anything at all except those two fingers and their slow, pitiless movements. Behind her he moved closer until his body pressed into her flanks. Was he going to… She quailed at the thought; sex with him was a sin Daddy would not forgive.

“No.”

“What?” His fingers sped up and the wet heat simmering between her legs surged higher. “I can’t hear you. Do you want me to stop?”

She gasped and bit her lip with a whimper as the ache in her clit sang through her and she trembled deep inside. Her whole body yearned for him.

“Tell me to stop,” Derek breathed against her, his voice a hoarse rasp. “Beg me to stop, and maybe I won’t rip your panties off and fuck you right here until you can’t walk straight for a week.”

Tears dripped from her face to spatter on the cold granite, but her mouth refused to say the words. Instead she found herself rocking her hips to rub herself even harder against his fingers. She was soaking, now, her juices coating his fingers and the insides of her thighs, and every word he spoke just got her wetter. Her hands clenched in tight little fists, nails biting into her palms, while her breathing grew ragged. 

So many nights she had touched herself the way Derek was doing, knowing it was sinful but unable to stop herself, and she knew what was going to happen. She had never imagined it being this intense, though. Somehow Derek’s fingers seemed to know her body better than her own and his touch swept her up into a burning whirlwind that tossed her higher and higher until it flung her past her edges.

She buried her cries and moans against her forearm while her pussy spasmed and pulsed around Derek’s finger and her knees finally gave way. Sagging against the counter she felt hot droplets of her own juices licking slowly down her trembling thighs. She could barely catch her breath. What had he done to her?

Whatever he had done, apparently he wasn’t finished with her yet. He pulled his dripping fingers from her shorts and grabbed her arm, pulling her to her feet and dragging her along behind him. When she saw where he was headed she gulped. Suddenly she knew exactly what he had planned for her, and the walls of her pussy began to tremble in anticipation.

He closed his bedroom door behind them and turned to face her. Dark eyes smoldered with a mix of lust and anger that made Shelbie think that her knees might well give way again.

“You’re a little slut,” he told her quietly. “You wouldn’t say no; you wanted my fingers on you too badly, just like you want my cock inside of you now. And you’ll get it, I promise—because you’re my little slut. But first I’m going to punish you for what you’ve put me through. Strip.”

She shivered at his tone. “What are you going to do?”

“Strip!” he barked.

What could she do? Run? Cry for help? She had already surrendered to him once, and her body was practically screaming at her to let him do it again despite the icy sliver of fear in her belly. She wanted him, even though he terrified her like this.

Because he terrified her like this.

Trembling fingers pulled her tank top over her head and let it fall to the floor at her feet. Cool air teased across her hard, puckered nipples and sent goose bumps crawling across her bare skin. Awkwardly under his unwavering gaze she slipped her shorts over her hips and down her legs to land beside her shirt. She stepped out of them and turned her wide green eyes up to him.

“All of it,” he snarled.

The red satin of her thong was her last scrap of modesty, of protection from Derek, although he had shown her in the kitchen that it was no protection at all. Taking it off would mean surrendering to him completely and owning up to being exactly what he called her—his little slut. She hesitated before pushing her fingers through the waistband. A single tear rolled down her cheek.

“I can’t.”

“Come here.” 

“Mr. Vance—”

He lunged and caught her arm before she could flinch away then drew her to the bed. He sat on the edge and pulled her across his lap, holding her arms pinned behind her with one hand. He knew she could feel his erection pressing through his jeans against her stomach.

“I told you that I was going to punish you for being a cock tease.”

She heard the crack as his hand landed on the bare flesh of her ass and a squeal tore itself from her lips as pain rocketed through her.

“You’ve been a very bad girl, Shelbie.”

His hand cracked on her bottom again and she cried out. Prickling heat spread from the blow to creep stealthily through her lower body. She squirmed and then went limp against him as her body took the pain signals and turned them into something else. Another blow fell and this time she could only whimper. Wet heat pulsed between her legs and her clit and nipples felt as though they should be glowing like flares. A sob shook her slender frame, but it was from shame at her response to him and not pain.

The next time as she felt him draw back she arched herself a little to bring her ass up to meet his hand. The stinging heat swelled and bubbled, and she almost came again as it rolled through her.

“Are you going to continue being a little tease?”

She choked back the moan in her throat. “No, sir.”

The next smack pulled it out of her anyway and she soaked her panties as she writhed in his lap.

“You’re my little slut now, aren’t you Shelbie?”

“Yes, sir.”

He released her arms and his hands fastened on her thong. She felt him flex and the lacy fabric ripped in his hands like paper.

“My little slut doesn’t wear panties in my house. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

She lay there, pussy aquiver and clit aching, so very close to coming again and craving the touch of his fingers to give her the relief she needed so desperately.

“What do you want, Shelbie?”

“I…”

“Tell me.”

“I want you to touch me.”

“What’s the magic word?”

She closed her eyes. “Please,” she whispered. “Please touch me again.”

His fingers dipped between her legs, stroking and kneading her until she was flying again on clouds of churning pleasure. It wasn’t until the second orgasm swept over her that she realized that the low, animal moans filling the room were coming from her.

The world went gray around her, and when the buzzing in her head finally stopped she had the comforter clutched in her fists and her lower body tingled as though Derek had been spanking her again.

“You’re so easy,” he smirked. “I’ll bet you’d be ready again in five minutes.”

She blushed, knowing that it wouldn’t take even that long.

“I’m not on the pill.” It was her last chance to avoid what she knew was coming.

Laughter rumbled through him. “And I’m fresh out of condoms. Too bad. It would be a real shame if I knocked you up in exchange for what you’ve been putting me through, huh? But that’s a chance we’re just going to have to take.”

Suddenly he shifted on the bed, his legs moving out from under her so that she tumbled helplessly down onto the floor. Those wide green eyes stared up at him, hurt and uncertain. He grinned at her, at the thought of what he was going to make her do.

“My little slut is a cocksucker. You’ve been punished. Now you have to make restitution.”

He unfastened the button of his jeans and his fingers tugged the zipper down. Her eyes stayed glued to his crotch as he peeled away jeans and underwear to reveal the engorged, straining shaft of his cock and sighed in relief as his manhood popped free of its confinement. He wasn’t porn star huge or anything, but he measured a solid eight inches and his large hand would barely close around his girth. In her smaller hands he would seem gigantic.

“Get over here.”

Obediently she scooted between his knees, still unable to take her eyes off of his rigid pole. That thick, reddish-pink shaft with the twisting veins and swollen purple head represented everything her daddy had ever told her about sin. And yet somehow all she wanted to do was to touch it, to wrap her fingers around it and feel its heat pulsing in her hands.

Derek stood up and it floated right before her eyes, the head swaying in front of her like the bobbing head of a cobra.

“Take it in your mouth, Shelbie.”

She would never have dreamed of such a thing on her own. When Derek said it, though, somehow it didn’t sound farfetched and however much of a sin it must be she found that she was more interested in pleasing him.

Slim fingers reached for him, hesitating as though his cock might bite and then slowly closing around the smooth skin and squeezing experimentally. Fingertips explored him, from the tip down to circle the sensitive fringe along the base of the head, tracing the knobby veins along paper-thin skin all the way down to his balls. He waited patiently while she got used to him, although every touch made him swell until it hurt. Finally with a doubtful look up at him she took an uncertain swipe at his head with her tongue, and he moaned as the pink tip curled along the sensitive skin.

Shelbie flushed and a new wave of heat coursed through her. This was even better in a way than all the teasing she had done, because it was certainly getting Mr. Vance worked up—more worked up than she had ever seen him. She remembered what he had done to her with his fingers, the incredible intensity of it. Was it possible that she could do the same to him? The sense of power that she had felt when she wiggled her butt in front of him and got him hard was nothing compared to being able to make him feel like that.

She licked him again, more firmly this time, taking in the faint tang of salt on his skin and the raw, musky scent of his arousal. It might be sinful, but it wasn’t bad or unpleasant and some part of her wanted very much to please him, to be his good little slut after all the aggravation she had caused him.

Derek watched through half-lidded eyes as lips like rose petals hovered over his cock and then slowly enveloped the head. The wet heat of her mouth sent a jolt of pure pleasure shooting through his loins, and he shuddered as her tongue tickled at the parts of him inside of her. She went slowly, still obviously unsure about the whole thing, but the look in her eyes told him that she wanted to please so he let her take her time to figure it out on her own. It was agonizing; what he really wanted to do was grab her head and force himself into her and then fuck that pretty little mouth until he painted the back of her throat with his jizz.

It was her first time though, and he knew there was no way she was going to take all of him without practice. Another day he would make sure that she got every inch and swallowed ever drop of his cum. Today he just enjoyed the tight, liquid heat of her mouth pressing in on him, and watching her was doing as much for him as any of her amateurish techniques. Seeing his cock disappearing into that sweet, innocent little face soon had his balls boiling. If he was going to fuck her, he needed to do it now.

“Stop,” he growled.

Worry gleamed in her eyes, fear that she had done something wrong. He patted her cheek and smiled.

“It’s okay. Get up,” he told her.

She pulled his cock out of her mouth and stood. Derek got off the bed and gently pushed her against it and bent her over as he had done in the kitchen, smiling as he saw that her ass was still pink from the spanking he had given her. Her body trembled in his hands and he slid a finger between her legs to find that she was still wet, her body still aroused and ready for him. Her entire body shuddered as he flicked his finger over her hard little clit, and the hot, tangy smell of her sex rose from her like a heady perfume.

He had her rest on her tummy with her legs apart and bottom slightly raised to get her at the right height for him then stood back. She was so fucking beautiful, so incredibly hot, and the sight of her spread wide open waiting for him made his dick quiver. He couldn’t wait any longer to have that sweet little pussy wrapped around his cock. The thought of shooting off inside this little virgin and planting his seed, of watching that toned, flat tummy swelling with his child had thick streams of pre-cum running down his long shaft.

Shelbie lay still and waited, heart thumping wildly. Behind her she heard a sharp intake of breath, and then a rustling as Mr. Vance took off the rest of his clothes. A brief shard of terror struck at her; he was going to fuck her and she was going to Hell for fornication.

But another part of her mind wondered how bad Hell could really be if it made her feel the way he had managed twice already tonight?

A moment later and he stepped between her legs, the rough hair of his legs scratching against her smooth thighs as the heat of his hips nestled firmly against her. The iron bar of his manhood slipped beneath her, running along her lower lips until the head brushed her clit. Her breath caught as he used it to play with her, and her hips began to dance to the same rhythm as his motions against her. The ache inside her started again, her tunnel fluttering as though it knew his cock was right there mere inches away and she gushed hot cream as though a dam had burst somewhere inside of her.

As the tip of his cock moved back to settle against her opening she held her breath, eyes closed, fingers clenched in the bedclothes. He paused at her entrance.

“Last chance, Shelbie. Tell me no. Beg me and I’ll stop.”

He wasn’t wearing a condom and she wasn’t on the pill. If he came inside of her she could end up pregnant. She could have Derek Vance’s child. Her tunnel pulsated wildly at the thought.

She didn’t make a sound, but Derek felt her tense up and ran his fingers lightly along her lower back and hips to soothe her. If she tensed up it would be more difficult, and he didn’t want to really hurt her.

“Easy,” he whispered. “Just relax.”

Wet and ready as she was, she was still incredibly tight and he had to proceed slowly. Little by little she stretched to receive him and only gave one sharp squeak of pain when he pushed past her maidenhood. When he finally sank completely into her she was clamped so snugly around him that he could barely twitch.

He started off with short, slow strokes to get her used to him moving inside of her. As he fucked her his eyes drank in every perfect line and curve of her body prostrated on the bed before him. Her head was turned to one side with her eyes closed, and her fists bunched in the covers every time he sank into her. Her tiny little gasps were barely audible over his own breathing and the creaking of the bed. 

The pressure in his balls impelled him to move faster, and as she loosened for him he fucked her harder. The smack of their bodies coming together mixed with their moans to spur them both on. Derek was surprised to find that he wasn’t just fucking her; Shelbie was moving with him, meeting him halfway as she strove to impale herself more deeply on his cock.

His fingers sank into her hips as he drove himself into her. 

“That’s my little slut. Fuck me, Shelbie. Fuck me hard.”

She barely heard him. The sensation of his cock stretching her to her limits as he filled her again and again had taken her far past even what he had made her feel earlier. Bright colors swirled against her eyelids and her pulse thrummed in her ears while her body seemed to be slowly dissolving into pure, molten pleasure.

Derek felt his balls tightening and slammed into her, hammering Shelbie into the bed as he thrust as deeply as he could. His legs shook as he spurted gouts of cum into her, fingers gripping her so hard he was afraid it would leave marks afterwards. 

Through the fog of orgasm he heard her calling his name, over and over.

“Derek. Derek. Derek.”

She came then and her pussy clamped on him so hard it felt as though she was trying to strangle him. Her whole body locked as her insides spasmed, and she cried out in that sweet voice until she finally sank back into the bed. Again Derek ran his hands over her to soothe her, and when her trembling reaction subsided he pulled gently out of her and sat beside her on the bed. After a moment she rolled onto her back so she could look up at him.

“My little slut,” he said fondly, brushing a wisp of hair from her face.

Her eyes narrowed. “So I’m not allowed to tease you anymore, at all?”

Derek considered her steamy glances and the way she swayed that ass when she knew he was watching. “You can tease. But just remember that after Lisa goes to bed you’re mine, and I’m going to punish you for it.”

She grinned and snuggled up against his thigh. “I can live with that.”

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at Built for Sin. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.

The Preacher’s Virgin Daughters

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

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






Sneak Peek: Built for Sin

OVER THE YEARS OLIVIA HAD PULLED every dirty trick she could think of to keep me out of the beach house we shared. I punched in the numbers on the keypad by the front door and was rewarded with a loud thunk as the heavy locks released. With a sigh of relief, I stepped inside and dropped my bags onto the tiled floor of the foyer. After half a dozen civil suits, an exasperated judge had warned her that the next “little misunderstanding” was going to get her locked up in the county jail for contempt, no matter who she was or how much money she had. After that I hadn’t had any more trouble, but I’d been out of the country for the last seven years and I was still mildly surprised that she hadn’t “forgotten” to give me the latest code.

I was also surprised that Olivia hadn’t changed much around the place. Deep down, I was grateful for that. I had needed something to come home to, some familiar place to relax and let myself go for a while. My time abroad in Australia had allowed me to turn a small mining outfit into a powerhouse that had made a fortune while the commodities market ran wild, but there had been no time to settle in or put down roots. Enough was enough—I needed a break, and I had become increasingly lonely for home. This beach house was the one link to my past that I had left, and fortunately Olivia was off skiing in Switzerland so I wouldn’t have to worry about running into her while I was here.

A faint noise came from somewhere in the house and I turned to listen. With Olivia out of the country for a month I had expected the place to be empty. Someone was definitely there, though. My footsteps echoed hollowly as I went through the foyer and into the open kitchen and dining area that took up half of the lower floor of the house. The noise grew significantly louder. It was music. Had someone left the house sound system on without realizing it? Maybe the maid had been listening to it while cleaning and forgotten to turn it off when she left. I opened the pair of arched doors to the living room, which looked out onto the shimmering ocean waves, and squinted as the blinding wave of sunlight flooding through the tall windows hit me square in the face.

The drapes should have been drawn if no one was home, and the music was coming from outside, maybe from the pool house. When I tried the handle I found the glass doors unlatched, and I stepped out onto the patio into a blast of light pop music thumping with a trendy beat. As I watched, a striking blonde pulled herself up the ladder out of the infinity pool, crystal droplets sparkling on her tanned skin and cascading back into the pool from her long, water-straightened hair. For a moment she paused at the edge of the pool with the droplets pattering down onto the tiles at her small, bare feet, her eyes closed as she lifted her face and stretched to bathe herself in the hot, golden rays of the sun.

Long, perfectly shaped legs tapered down to slender ankles, one of which glittered in the sunlight with a delicate golden bracelet. Her skimpy, navy blue bikini was barely large enough to conceal the ripe curves which proclaimed that this was a woman and not a girl. Her breasts weren’t huge, but they were firm and round and set high on her chest, and her hips had a generous swell that I imagined would be a perfect fit for my hands. Desire flared, stirring my cock with a heat I hadn’t felt in ages.

As I took a closer look, though, I realized that while she had the body of a woman, she was a lot younger than I had first thought. She was in her early twenties at most, and something about her suggested that was stretching it. Nineteen, maybe? Eighteen? Far too young for me, that was for damned sure.

When she lowered her gaze, she realized she wasn’t alone. Soft gray eyes went wide in surprise, and she took an alarmed step backwards.

“Who are you?” she demanded.

I frowned. Was this Olivia’s idea of a joke? She knew I was going to be here. Had she planted some little bimbo here to irritate me? “Who am I? Who the hell are you? This is my house.”

“Your house? But this is…” She looked dubious, but then she narrowed her eyes and wrinkled her nose as she got a better look at my face. “Blake?”

“Huh?”

She cocked her head. “It’s me, Callie.”

Impossible. This was Callie? She had just started middle school. Except that had been seven years ago, which would make her exactly the right age to be the still-dripping young woman in front of me. A wave of guilt for my earlier thoughts did nothing to dampen my awareness of how sexy she was as she walked up to me with the boneless, primal grace of a cat.

“I was just having a quick swim before I had to go start getting ready. I’m going to a party with some of my friends tonight.”

Something about this wasn’t right. “What are you doing here?”

Her lips pursed in an irritated little frown. “Oh, Dad has been giving me all kinds of grief, so Mom told me I could stay here until he cooled off.”

“But she’s in Switzerland. She just left you here all alone?”

“Don’t you start,” she snarled, stamping a tiny foot. “I’m eighteen years old and I’m perfectly capable of taking care of myself.”

“Fine. I just wish that Olivia had mentioned that you were going to be here.”

I could see her plan, now. She had left her daughter behind to aggravate me into giving up on the idea of staying at our house. I had to admit it was pretty brilliant. It wasn’t going to work, but it was brilliant.

Olivia’s father and my father had been best friends as well as business associates, so we’d known each other since we were toddlers. Despite me being two years younger we’d been friends as well, even through the worst of my angsty teen years. When the business took off our parents got together and bought this luxury beach house, and this was where we spent most of our summers afterwards. For one month it was ours, the next month it was theirs, and then in August we all stayed there together. Until I graduated high school and went away to college those August vacations were something I looked forward to all year, but after that I stayed away while I did my best to avoid Olivia at all costs.

Our parents were gone now, but Olivia and I still shared joint ownership of the beach house. That might not have been so bad if Olivia hadn’t hated my guts.

 “Great,” Callie muttered. “First Dad doesn’t want me around, then Mom runs off to Europe so she can avoid me, and now you don’t want to be around me either—and you haven’t even seen me in years.”

She spun on her heel and stalked over to a lounge chair to retrieve her towel, my eyes following every exquisite movement; I couldn’t have looked away if I had tried. I hated myself for it, but I just couldn’t make myself stop. My cock stiffened painfully in my jeans as she bent to dab at her legs. Sweet god she was a gorgeous little thing.

After giving herself a quick pat down, she slung the towel around her waist and faced me with her fists on her hips. “You don’t want to be around me, fine. I don’t care. You won’t know I’m here. I’ll move my things out into the pool house tomorrow and you can have the whole place all to yourself.”

With an aggrieved sigh she shoved past me and stormed into the house, slamming the door hard enough behind her that I was surprised the glass didn’t break. There was something to be said for quality craftsmanship. I watched her through the window, her hips swaying hypnotically as she went up the stairs, and my cock gave another sharp twitch.

Maybe just finding a hotel and letting Olivia win this round wasn’t such a bad idea.

I carried my bags upstairs to my old room. Everything had been left just as it was when I set off for Australia. The room had been dusted, but other than that nothing had been touched. I spent a few minutes lingering over the books and CDs I’d left behind, remembering old favorites and fondly flipping through the pages of a couple of novels I had completely forgotten about. I dropped one book I had particularly liked onto my nightstand so I could read it later, and hoped it would be a good distraction from the twisted thoughts churning in my head.

She was half my age and she was Olivia’s daughter, for god’s sake!

The devil on my shoulder whispered that she was eighteen and perfectly legal and what Olivia didn’t know about wouldn’t hurt me. My hard-on liked that argument a lot better. Go figure.

I had to do something to get her out of my mind, so I pulled out my laptop and did a little work and caught up on the news. By the time I snapped the lid shut again, a couple of hours had passed and I felt calmer. I could do this. I was a grown man, and I was not going to let some little teenager get under my skin and force me out of my own house. That just wasn’t going to happen.

But as I caught myself dawdling again, I came to the uncomfortable realization that I was hiding in my room. She had me scared. I was afraid of running into her, afraid of my overwhelming reaction to her. Afraid that if I got too close I wasn’t going to be able to resist her, that I was going to taste the forbidden fruit of her sweet, pouty lips and to hell with the consequences.

The shower up the hall cut on, followed by that same upbeat pop music Callie had been listening to at the pool. My perverted mind conjured up a vision of that luscious body all wet and slick and soapy—and naked. Very, very naked. It took no trouble at all to imagine my hands wrapped in her long blonde hair as I fucked her mouth and then took her from behind, hard against the wall of the shower. Hell, I was the one who needed the shower—a nice, long dousing with ice-water until my erection finally went away. Or I could just fill the bathtub up with ice and see if that worked.

Faintly over the sound of the music I heard her voice lilting as she sang along, and I found myself smiling despite my X-rated fantasies. She might be the hottest thing since the invention of fire, but the girl couldn’t hit a note with a shotgun.

While she was occupied with her shower and I was safe from her for at least a little while I headed downstairs to the kitchen to start making a grocery list. Somehow I doubted that Callie spent a lot of her time cooking, and I was sick of a seemingly endless diet of frozen dinners eaten straight out of the microwave. I had just finished my inventory of the pantry when I heard a sound behind me.

“Mmm. Nothing’s sexier than a man in the kitchen.”

I turned to find Callie leaning against the granite-topped island, a playful smirk on lips now shaded a bright pink, those big, gray eyes dancing with laughter. She had changed into a dark blue cocktail dress about the size of a cocktail napkin, and a pair of black heels added enough inches to bring her eyes up to my nose. Ice blonde hair fell in a frozen waterfall past her breasts, gleaming like silvery silk against the dark fabric of her dress. The sight of her had me salivating like one of Pavlov’s dogs, and I clenched my teeth as a fresh surge of desire raged through my veins.

Continue reading Built for Sin…
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Obsessed

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

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

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

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

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

Spring Break with My Dad’s Best Friend

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

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

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

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

But what if he did?

Enticing Erin

The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

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

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

Bred by My Dad’s New Boss

You’re the kind of guy who when you walk into a room you own it. And every woman in the room can feel that.

When Leah meets her dad’s new boss at the company picnic he’s not the socially awkward computer geek she expected. Anthony is mouth-wateringly gorgeous, aggressive, and when he sees something he wants he goes after it. A brief kiss sets her on fire and leaves her reeling, and despite his warnings Leah can’t get him out of her mind. Her fantasies get wilder every night, and she can’t tell if she’s in love or in lust or just plain crazy, except that she has to be crazy to be obsessing over this dangerous man. Anthony wants her; she’s sure of that, but she isn’t sure she can give him what he wants. Will Leah do whatever it takes to please this man who can drive her wild with just a look, even if that means doing very private things in very public places and throwing out the condoms?
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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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