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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 second four stories of the Preacher’s Virgin Daughters series: Disciplining Avery, Nailing Katie, Busting Kelsey, and Pleasuring Lindsay.
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Disciplining Avery

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She wished…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay. I’ll see you later, then.”

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

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

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

U STILL COMING OVER?

YEAH

STORM GETTING BAD… CAN U LEAVE EARLY?

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

“Fantastic,” she grumbled.

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

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

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

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

Lovely.

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

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

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

The screen flickered as the screensaver vanished and Avery froze.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I… I was just…”

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

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

“I didn’t expect you back so soon.”

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

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

“A terrible sin, huh?”

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

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

Well, here was his opportunity to have her.

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

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

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

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

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

“Well, what do you think?”

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

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

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

“Take off your clothes.”

“What?”

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

“But…”

“Now.”

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

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

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

“What are you going to do to me?”

“Whatever I want.”

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

“Yes.”

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

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

“May I suck your…”

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

“My cock.”

“May I suck your cock? Please?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

“Now you may suck my cock, pet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Call me Master,” he said.

The End






Nailing Katie

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stop,” she pleaded. “Not here.”

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

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

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

“Hey, Mr. Wright.”

“Evening, Katie. How was the dance?”

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

“Wow. Four months already, huh?”

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

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

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

“Come on, Katie.”

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

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

Naturally it didn’t help at all.

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

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

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

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

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

“Ty,” she moaned.

“Do it. I want to hear you.”

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

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

“You want me to make you come?”

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

Throbbing wildly inside she fucked herself on his finger while his thumb worked her clit. Her hips rotated on the bed to grind herself against him, tingling fire swelling between her legs and twining up into her belly. Inside of her Ty’s finger stroked faster, matching her thrusts and pushing deeper each time. Coated with the juices pouring from her, his other fingers left wet trails along her skin until another finger pushed down past her pussy into the tight cleft of her ass. A slippery fingertip swirled over the puckered entrance there and her whole body went taut as a bowstring.

With a cry she bucked against his hand again, and more juices leaked out of her pussy to slick Ty’s hand and her thighs as every muscle clenched at once. The orgasm hit her fast and burned through her like a fire through dry grass, leaving her shaking and gasping with her tunnel contracting around Ty’s finger from the aftershocks.

She opened her eyes and blinked to find him looking down at her with a smug expression.

“My turn,” he said.

In a flash he was on his back and had his jeans unzipped. A tug at his underwear set his swollen cock free and it sprang up from his body like a jack-in-the-box, the purple head glistening with a thin sheen of pre-cum. Katie slid up next to him and wrapped her fingers around the pulsing rod. His cock still fascinated her; this was the source of all those lectures on sin her father had delivered while she and her sisters grew up. While it looked completely harmless Katie knew from experience that it was anything but. It was temptation. It was the fulfillment of the wicked need that ached so desperately between her legs, demanding to be filled.

With a little shiver she let her fingers stroke along his length, up to the head to feel the smooth skin there with her thumb, and then down again to the base and beyond to caress his balls. He twitched and strained under her fingers and as another drop of pre-cum oozed out to build on the head she knew that he wasn’t going to take long tonight.

“No,” he said as she began to stroke him. “I’m sick of hand jobs, Katie. It’s been four months.”

“But what, then?”

His eyes met hers then dropped to linger on her lips. “I want you to put it in your mouth. I want to see those pretty lips wrapped around my cock while you suck me off.”

She stared at him, eyes wide in shock. Of course she knew what blowjobs were—theoretically. It was something the other girls whispered about in school, but Katie hadn’t thought about it much and had never for a second ever considered herself giving one. Sex without being married was bad enough, but blowjobs were a terrible sin—unnatural and wicked because that wasn’t where God had intended cocks to go.

She swallowed hard. “Ty, I... It’s not right.”

He rolled back onto the bed with a long-suffering sigh. “Why not?”

“That’s like sex, only it’s worse,” she said.

“And what do you call what I just did to you? And the hand jobs you’ve been giving me?”

“That’s bad too, but it’s not sex. Can’t you see that this is different?”

“No. I don’t see that at all.”

“But Ty—”

“Damn it, Katie, I’m serious. I’m sick of these games. I want a blowjob.”

Her eyes pleaded with him. “I can’t. I just can’t.”

With another sigh he replaced his cock in his underwear and zipped up his jeans. “I think maybe I should take you home.”

“I’m sorry.”

He wouldn’t look at her as he stomped out of the room. “Yeah, so am I.”

Katie was too upset to sleep well that night, and when her cell phone rang early the next morning and Ty’s name came up she almost didn’t answer it. But forgiving is Christian, and she really didn’t want to fight with him.

“Hello?”

“Hey. I was wondering if you’d meet me after church.”

“Okay.”

“In front of the school all right?”

“Sure. Ty…”

“What?”

“Never mind. I’ll see you after church.”

Her daddy’s sermon that morning on the sin of lust and sex out of wedlock drifted by her like wisps of fog, barely noticed and incapable of touching her. As soon as the service ended she walked across the street to Briarwood Hollow’s K-12 school. Mitch Cummins, Ty’s best friend, was sitting in his dad’s Corvette in the teachers’ parking lot. Ty got out of the car and met her by the cheerfully painted “Home of the Briarwood Hollow Bobcats” sign prominently displayed on the sidewalk next to the admin building.

Out of habit she started to reach for him, but Ty stepped away.

“I want my ring back.”

“Huh?”

He pulled a chain out from under his shirt, unfastened the clasp, and removed her class ring. When he held it out to her, she took it in a trembling hand.

“You’re breaking up with me?”

“Yeah.”

“Because I wouldn’t give you a blowjob?”

“That’s right. Or do anything else.”

“Ty, you know that I can’t.”

“Why not? What makes you special? Your sisters all put out.”

That rocked her. “What?”

A bark of laughter answered her dazed look. “Oh, come on. Practically the whole town knew that Kelsey was fucking Deputy Thompson. And Lindsay had to get out of town with her two boy toys before that turned into a scandal. Wouldn’t it do wonders for attendance at your daddy’s church if that got out?”

“Tom and Nick? But they’re just—”

“Friends?” Ty sneered. “Lindsay was fucking both of them long before they went off to college, and now they’re all shacked up together playing house.”

“I don’t believe you,” she whispered. And yet somewhere deep down she did.

“So ask her. And maybe you should ask your other sisters, too. They’re not exactly innocents, either.”

It was too much to take in at once. “I thought we had something good together.”

He gave a snort of derision. “I’m leaving tomorrow to spend the rest of the summer with my cousins in Fort Lauderdale. They’ve promised to introduce me to some girls who aren’t practicing to become nuns, so I’ll be banging beach bunnies before the week is over.”

The callous way he said it brought tears to her eyes, and she brushed them away angrily. “You are such a jerk.”

“And you’re such a prude that you can’t even call me an asshole,” he sneered.

“Fine. You’re an asshole.”

His eyes turned flinty. “It was a bet.”

“What are you talking about?”

“That’s why I went out with you. Mitch bet me $250 that I couldn’t nail you before we left for college. I just forfeited.”

She could only stare at him, her mouth open in disbelief.

“Yep. I was going to fuck Preacher Trimble’s last virgin little girl. As fast as your sisters spread their legs I figured it would be easy, but you’re something else, Katie. I put up with it as long as I could, but frankly it’s worth the $250 to be done with you.”

With an angry twist she yanked his ring from her finger and dropped it on the ground at his feet.

“Take it and get out of here. I never want to see you again.”

“That’s the one thing we’ve got in common, babe.”

Over the next few days she told everyone that they had broken up because they were going to different colleges and neither of them wanted to be in a long distance relationship. Ty wasn’t around to dispute her story, so her friends bought it without much effort on her part. The only person she didn’t convince was Lindsay.

Katie’s favorite big sister called the day after the breakup.

“I just heard what happened,” she said. “You okay?”

“I’m fine,” Katie told her, and then ran through the story she had concocted. The lie got a little easier to tell each time.

“Are you sure, hon? You seemed like you were really into him. Now you just break up out of the blue and it’s all cool?”

Katie took a deep breath. “Are you sleeping with Nick and Tom?”

There was a long silence. “Not that it’s any of your business, but yes. Why?”

“How can you?”

Her sister just sighed. “How can I not? We’ve been best friends since the third grade. I love both of them and they both love me. None of us would be happy with anyone else. You want to tell me what this has to do with you breaking up with Ty?”

“He said that you and Kelsey and Brandi and Shelbie and Avery had all had sex.”

“Ah, so that’s it,” Lindsay said. “And you wouldn’t.”

“No.”

“Listen to me, hon. All of Daddy’s sermons aside, if it’s the right time and the right place with the right person it’s going to happen. That you said no to Ty just tells me that he wasn’t the right person for you.”

“It doesn’t make me a prude?”

“Well, that I can’t answer for,” she laughed, “but not sleeping with Ty just tells me you’ve got good sense and good taste. I always thought he was kind of slimy.”

“Yeah. You got that right.”

“Save it for a better man than him, Katie.”

And she resolved that she would.

It wasn’t until a couple of weeks later when she began sorting through her things in preparation for packing that she realized some of her belongings were missing. Then she got an overdue notice from the library for two books that she couldn’t find anywhere and she realized what must have happened. She still had things sitting over at Ty’s house: a pair of earrings she had taken off before they left for a swim in Alligator Pond, a leather jacket Kelsey had given her for her birthday, the library books forgotten when Ty took her to a movie and they ended up making out in his truck afterwards. And who knew what else that she just hadn’t missed yet?

The earrings she might have just written off, but the jacket and books were another story—she was going to have to go by and pick them up. Fortunately she knew that Ty was still out of town so she would at least be spared the trauma of running into him. Dealing with his dad could be awkward, though, because there was no telling what Ty had told him about their breakup. It didn’t take much imagination to figure out that whatever he said, it wasn’t going to be flattering.

But as soon as Mr. Wright opened the door she knew she didn’t have anything to worry about. He appeared genuinely glad to see her and his eyes were warm with sympathy.

“Hi, Katie. Come on in.”

“Sorry to bother you,” she said, “but I think I left some of my things in Ty’s room. Do you mind if I look for them?”

“Well, you can try. Ty left a mess when he took off.”

“Thanks. I won’t be long.”

“Take your time,” he told her.

His smile sent tingles skittering down her spine, and she blushed with a surge of heat that crept all the way out to her fingers and toes. Flustered, she ducked her head and made her escape to Ty’s room before he could see her reaction and then leaned against the door with her heart pounding. What was wrong with her? He was Ty’s dad, and here she was reacting to him like the first guy she had ever had a crush on back in middle school. She needed to grab her things and get out of here.

She found the earrings kicked under Ty’s bed and the library books were still collecting dust on the shelf where she had set them down two weeks earlier. Her jacket proved harder to find, but eventually she dug it out from under a pile of dirty laundry and junk in the back corner of Ty’s closet. A long rip ran down one sleeve and something had stained the front to the point where she would never be able to wear it again. Katie fought against tears—Kelsey had given it to her for her last birthday, and it had meant a lot to her because her oldest sister had largely ignored her growing up.

Clutching it to her chest she sank back onto the bed. A picture caught her eye—a framed one that she had given Ty of the two of them taken on their one-month anniversary. She looked so happy in it, so thrilled to be with him. How had it all gone so terribly wrong? She must have done something truly awful to deserve what had happened. The tears did come then, hot and bitter, and she sobbed into the wreckage of her jacket.

In her distress she didn’t hear Mr. Wright come in, so she about jumped out of her skin when his hand came to rest on her shoulder. Tear-blurred eyes looked wildly up at him, startled at first and then mortified at him seeing her this way.

“It’s all right,” he said softly, and held out a handful of Kleenex to her.

Katie dabbed at her eyes and her nose, afraid to look at him. All she knew was that she must be a fright with her eyes red and her face blotchy, and poor Mr. Wright didn’t need her having an emotional breakdown in his house. He had to know what she and Ty had been doing in here all those times with the door closed, and she could only imagine what he must think of her. It was a wonder he had even let her back in his house after that.

“I’m sorry.”

The words jolted her out of her reverie and she found herself gazing up into troubled gray eyes. And then she couldn’t look away.

“Whatever it was that Ty did to you, I’m sorry. He’s not… Not the man I hoped he would grow up to be.”

“It’s not your fault,” she sniffled.

“Maybe. Maybe not. But I am sorry. I realize that doesn’t mean much right now.”

A ghost of a smile touched her lips. “Thanks. I wish…” That Ty could have been more like you, she didn’t finish. Kind and understanding along with having the looks and hot body. Things might have been so different. She felt herself tearing up again and knew if she didn’t leave then she was going to start blubbering all over, but she wasn’t going to subject Mr. Wright to more of that.

“I’d better go.”

Just like that she was heading for the door, and Evan stood watching her go. It struck him then that if she walked out he’d probably never see her again. She was going away to college soon, and while she would come back to visit for a few days here and there the odds of him running into her would be practically nonexistent. This amazing, beautiful girl was about to pass out of his life forever.

“Katie.”

He hadn’t meant to speak; it just came out on its own. When she turned to him fresh tears streaked her face.

“You don’t want to go out like that, do you? Why don’t you stay here for a little while? Give yourself a few minutes to calm down.”

She sniffled again and he could tell she was fighting hard to keep a sob from escaping, but she nodded and sat back down on the bed. With her head bowed Evan couldn’t see her face, but teardrops plopped onto the leather jacket she held clutched in her lap. Heart pounding in his throat, Evan took the plunge and sat down beside her, one arm draped consolingly around her shoulders. Vibrant and upbeat as she usually was, suddenly she seemed small and fragile and he wanted to console her and protect her from ever being hurt this way again.

But a persistent twitch in his jeans reminded him that wasn’t all he wanted. He forced that thought down, although he knew when he did that it was only a temporary respite.

“Do you want to tell me about it?”

Katie sighed and looked down at her hands as they twisted nervously in her jacket. She hadn’t told the whole truth to anybody—it was simply too humiliating—but she found herself wanting to unburden to someone. The thought of having to endure the pitying glances from her older sisters kept her from going to them, and of course her daddy was out of the question. Mr. Wright was different, though. She didn’t think he would subject her to soul-crushing pity, and he was nothing like his son.

In fits and starts she got the story out, the true story this time, and if his arm tightened around her when she detailed the break-up she figured it was only out of sympathy. When she finished she let her head droop, eyes once again filled with tears of shame at reliving the awful moment.

“My son is an ass,” Evan growled.

Strong fingers lifted up her chin and forced her to look at him, and he gave her a wry smile as he gently swiped a teardrop from her cheek with his thumb.

“He’s also an idiot for letting you go. You were wasted on him, Katie. He never deserved anything you gave him.”

“Yeah,” she whispered, but her token agreement didn’t fool either of them and she felt herself choking up again and closed her eyes trying to stop the tears.

“You’re much better off without him.”

Soft lips brushed her cheek, feather-light touches kissing away her tears. She froze, startled, and slowly opened her eyes only to find herself snared once more by those intense gray orbs. A little shiver ran through her. The look in his eyes… Ty had never looked at her that way. Desire burned there, but there was something else in his look as well, something that made her heart flutter and skip. It wasn’t until his fingers tucked her straying curls behind her ear and traced the line of her cheekbone that she understood what it was—possessiveness.

When his lips met hers it was without Ty’s brash insistence but rather with the warm inevitability of a sunrise. While Katie’s brain reeled in shock, her body knew exactly what to do. She had already soaked her panties, and when her lips parted for him a moment later her nipples hardened with the sudden fluttery ache that blossomed between her legs. She had thought before that Ty knew how to push her buttons, but Evan Wright had her body on fire before she knew what hit her.

As his tongue twisted and slid against hers Katie’s hands left her jacket and knotted in Mr. Wright’s shirt instead. Gray eyes simmered with the steam of their kiss, sending her pulse racing and starting a throb inside her that threatened to consume her with its implacable need. Fingertips trailed from her cheek down the side of her neck then glided along her collarbone and down still further until Mr. Wright’s hand covered her breast. Her whole body shuddered when his thumb found her nipple and stroked it in slow swirls, sending bright pulses of heat shooting down through her into her already-vibrating pussy.

A whimper escaped her throat. How had he done this to her so easily? She was sopping wet and throbbing and he had barely even touched her.

Evan was far gone in their kiss before he realized what he was doing. He hadn’t meant to make a move on her; he had acted without thinking at all. Inside he railed at himself for taking advantage of the sweet, innocent young girl beside him, but he couldn’t make himself stop. However much he wanted to be the good guy, the guy completely unlike his son, he wanted Katie even more and he knew that he wasn’t going to stop unless she made him. Of course from the way that she was responding to his touch and his kiss, he doubted that was going to happen. He hated himself for that, but she was like a drug to him and he was already addicted. Wedged in his jeans, his rock-hard cock pulsed as if in agreement.

The breaths Katie shared with him turned to soft moans as his hands slid beneath her cropped t-shirt and skimmed up her sides and back. It took only a moment for him to unfasten her bra and then he was holding both of her firm, round tits, their nipples swollen and rigid under his palms. As he began to rub and knead them he felt her body stiffen, and then she was writhing against him like a cat in heat while her tongue went wild thrashing against his.

Flames of pleasure licked across Katie’s skin with each touch until she could barely catch her breath. She broke free from Evan’s lips, gasping for air to fill her burning lungs while her mind frantically tried to catch up with what was happening to her body. She shouldn’t be doing this; she should get her things and go now, while she still could.

Before she could say a word Evan had her t-shirt over her head and threw it aside with a grin that turned her legs to Jell-O.

“You looked like you were getting too hot.”

Her back arched and she let out a little gasp as his lips fastened on her nipple. The wet heat of his mouth on that sensitive flesh sent ripples of pleasure cascading through every nerve in her body. As he licked and sucked she forgot all about stopping him, her arms sliding around his broad shoulders to clutch him more tightly to her, fingers unconsciously twining in his thick hair to hold his head in place. With each flick of his tongue her clit throbbed in the sympathy of shared need. She was so overcome by sensation that she hardly even noticed his hand on her thigh until his fingertips brushed across the wet crotch of her panties.

That got her attention.

“Oh, Mr. Wright. We shouldn’t…”

“Probably not,” he murmured around her nipple, but his fingers continued their advance and she found herself pressing her hips forward to meet him.

“It’s wrong,” she squeaked as a fingertip nudged against her clit.

“Terribly wrong.”

The fingertip slid against her hidden pearl in feather-light strokes that set off a tingling explosion inside of her, and she cried aloud as it surged through her pussy. Slim fingers tightened in his hair and her thighs fell apart to give him more room to explore. A memory of Ty’s problems finding her clit flitted through her mind; apparently this member of the Wright family didn’t need a map. Another finger found her pussy and Katie’s muscles froze for a moment in bliss when it pushed into that tight opening.

“No,” she breathed. “I don’t want…”

“Really?” The finger pressed deep into her clinging heat. “This tells me that you do want me, Katie. You’re so wet you’re dripping.”

And she did want him. The quivering in her depths ached to have him inside of her, filling her for the first time. Fingers moved in time with his tongue, driving her to heights she had never reached with Ty, and despite what she had said before it didn’t feel wrong at all. It felt wonderful and she never wanted it to end.

She had been absolutely right before—saying no to Mr. Wright was a lot harder than it saying it to Ty had ever been, and as he continued to arouse her body she knew that her resistance was a sham.

She was so close now, incandescent billows of pleasure drawing every muscle tight. It burst over her like a thunderclap and juices gushed from her to spill onto Mr. Wright’s hand and coat the inside of her thighs. Her ass came up off the bed as she bucked and thrashed and cried out until she was spent. Finally she sank backwards onto the bed and collapsed with Mr. Wright’s fingers still buried in her pussy.

For a minute she could do nothing but lay there and gasp for air, bare breasts rocking as her chest heaved. When she finally looked back at Mr. Wright he was watching her with an amused glint in his eyes.

“I take it that was all right?”

She nodded slowly, not trusting herself to speak.

“Good. I’m pretty sure I can top that, though.”

Katie was shocked to see him pull his fingers out of her and lick them. Then his hands were on her knit skirt, tugging it over her hips and tossing it on the floor beside her shirt. He gave her no time to protest before her panties followed. She had kicked off her shoes while he licked her, so she was naked except for her stockings—completely bared to eyes burning with a lust that scared her and got her quivering again at the same time. She had always kept something between her and Ty; now she had nothing at all left to shield her.

Long seconds passed while his eyes took her in from head to toe as though he was trying to burn an image of her into his mind.

“God, you’re even better than I dreamed,” he said, his voice husky with desire.

He had dreamed about her?

Then he slid over to position himself between her knees. From there he could see everything—every secret part of her lay revealed to him. Katie had never imagined feeling so exposed, so vulnerable, but she didn’t try to cover herself. While it was discomforting it was also strangely exciting to be on display that way; it made her feel very naughty, and the look in Mr. Wright’s eyes was making her extremely hot all over again. She had never thought of herself as anything special but there had to be something about her to make him want her so badly.

Evan had been in a fog, scarcely able to believe this was really happening, but the very naked girl in front of him turned his mind sharp as a razor. This might be his only opportunity with Katie and he was going to make the most of it. Her taste was still vivid on his lips when his hands pushed her thighs further apart and he sank between her legs.

The sharp, tangy smell of her arousal drew him down and he felt her shiver as his tongue flickered across her nether lips to taste her again. He let his hands slide up the warm satin of her legs to grasp her hips and settled himself. Wide blue eyes stared down at him in disbelief.

“What are you doing? You can’t—”

His tongue on her clit shut her up more surely than a gag. She bucked as he licked her, but his hands on her hips held her steady so that he could continue. Using just the tip of his tongue he flicked and caressed her nub until it was hard and tight as a drum. Katie writhed against the bed with a stream of little moans that had his cock harder than he could remember it being since he was a teenager, and as it jerked in his pants he could tell that pre-cum was oozing out of him with every pulse. He wanted to rip his pants off and bury himself in her sweet, virgin pussy, but he forced himself to wait, taking his time so she would be good and ready for him when he took her.

Katie sucked in a shuddering breath as Mr. Wright’s tongue tickled down her lips and teased around the opening to her pussy. Nothing that she or Ty had ever done came close to making her feel as good as that tongue. She bit her lip and clenched her fists in the bedclothes when the tip pushed inside of her, hips rotating up automatically to let him go deeper. The soft, wet heat penetrated her slowly, withdrew, and then plunged into her until it pressed up against the barrier of her hymen. Again and again he thrust his tongue into her to lap up the cream seeping from her depths until her pussy trembled and her lower body sizzled with molten tingles like swarms of fireflies. Just when she thought she couldn’t take any more he switched his attention back to her clit and left her gasping for breath.

As his finger replaced his tongue in her pussy, sliding in and out while wet velvet stroked the tight skin of her clit, she finally began to understand what Lindsay had meant. There was no fight or resistance left in her now, no thought of sin or judgment. Only sensation remained; she floated awash on a sea of ecstasy that overwhelmed all else. Mr. Wright pushed her further and further, ratcheting up the pleasure until it became so intense that it was almost painful. He held her there in that between space longer than she would have believed possible, and then finally ended it by sucking her clit between his lips and lashing it fiercely with the slick roughness of his tongue.

All the tension inside her broke at once and she screamed from its sweet release, both fists clenched in Mr. Wright’s hair to hold his face buried in her steamy, thrumming snatch until the last shreds of her orgasm dwindled to a warm glow. Afterwards she lay there with her eyes closed, thighs shaking in reaction, and tried to dredge up some scrap of the guilt she knew that she should feel after letting Mr. Wright do such a thing to her. A tinge of shame flickered through her when she wasn’t able to manage it; all she felt was the warm contentment as her muscles relaxed, and she knew then that she was no better than Lindsay or Kelsey. She would spread her legs for the right man no matter what her daddy or The Bible said.

The bed creaked as Mr. Wright sat up and she opened her eyes. Juices from her pussy smeared half of his face, and a self-satisfied grin gleamed down at her.

“Was that your first time?”

She nodded, still trying to find her voice.

“Good. You get to have two firsts in one day.”

As he stood up and stripped out of his clothes her eyes went wide again. He had a mouth-watering body—rugged and powerful where Ty’s was whipcord-lean—and she gulped as he pulled off his pants and underwear and his cock sprang free. It wasn’t any longer than her ex-boyfriend’s but it was considerably bigger around, and a tremor of doubt ran through her. She knew from guilt-ridden personal experience exactly how tight she was, and the thought of him trying to cram that thick shaft inside of her set her heart hammering in near-panic.

It pointed straight at her as Mr. Wright walked to the side of the bed, and she felt herself edging away from the implied threat of it.

“It’s too big,” she whispered.

Mr. Wright only laughed. “I think you’ll find that it’s the perfect fit for you.”

He pulled her to her feet in front of him while he sat down on the bed then drew her into his lap with her legs to either side of him so that his erection pressed hot and hard against her tummy. Strong arms wrapped snugly around her while his lips took hers once more, hungry with passion and need. The ardor of his kiss and his hands on her body sparked her own desires again, and she felt a tremor deep within her pussy in response. Fresh moisture seeped from her as their kiss deepened, her arms sliding around his neck, her nipples hard against the warmth of his chest. Somehow she still wasn’t satisfied despite the two orgasms he had already given her, and she knew that she wouldn’t be until she held his cock completely inside of her. Tentatively she rubbed herself against him, lips slick with her dew moving along his rigid pole, friction turning her clit to a glowing ember of pleasure.

Evan continued to kiss her until he felt the tension drain from her as desire overcame her anxiety, and when he felt her cunt gliding wetly against his cock he knew she was ready. His hands slid down to her hips and lifted her off of his lap to position her tight, steamy hole over his straining manhood. Her arms went tight around his neck and she used that leverage to help hold herself up. It wasn’t until then that he realized he didn’t have a condom. Just as quickly he dismissed the idea. He was not going to fuck this lovely little virgin for the first time with a condom on. No way.

“Are you ready?”

Katie wasn’t sure she was ready at all, and she knew she had a deer-in-the-headlights look on her face, but she nodded anyway. Slowly he lowered her until she felt his cock press into the opening of her little tunnel. She gave a surprised squeak as his head pierced her, stretching her and pressing hard against her hymen. Poised above Mr. Wright’s cock, she couldn’t wait any longer. The insistent quiver inside drove her to get it over with and feel him hot and hard in her deepest places. She licked her lips nervously and before he knew what she was going to do her arms loosened around his neck and she sank down onto his shaft.

For a brief instant she felt a burning sting as her hymen gave way, but then her pussy was spreading for him, slippery walls stretching to fit his thick manhood as she slid down his length and finally ended up sitting on his lap once more. Stretched and stuffed, he touched her in placed she had never known existed and she wrapped her legs around his waist to hold herself tight against him. It was like nothing she had ever imagined, could never have imagined, and she knew that she would never pass judgment on her sisters again.

She found herself looking up at Mr. Wright in wonder, and he smiled at her and kissed her gently, like she was made of spun glass or something and might break. Then he shifted his legs beneath her so that he moved inside of her and she gasped and squeezed down on him.

“Oh, god,” she breathed.

“Don’t be so formal,” he gasped back. “Call me Evan.”

She started to giggle, but then his hands began rocking her hips to fuck her up and down on his thick, iron rod and she didn’t have the breath to laugh any longer. It took everything she had to hold onto him, to hold onto reality as his cock filled her and waves of rapture crashed inside her in a spray of sparkling tingles. Her eyes closed and she was left with the creak of the bed, Mr. Wright’s low grunts as he lifted her with his arms, and the squish of their bodies mashing wetly together as she came to rest against his legs.

Evan moaned as her pussy swallowed him and squeezed him like a vice made of warm, wet silk. It had been almost twenty years since he had felt anything like it, before he had started dating Ty’s mother. Katie was so goddamned perfect, and he knew he had to be the luckiest man in the world. He watched her as she rode him, her head thrown back and eyes closed in ecstasy, and knew he was never going to be able to let her go. He bent down, lips close to her ears.

“I am going to come inside of you,” he breathed. “I am going to fill that tight pussy of yours with my sperm and plant a baby in that sweet little belly. And then when you go away to college every man who sees you is going to know that you belong to me.”

His words caused a flare of liquid heat to bloom inside her. A baby? She thought of Mr. Wright’s big cock shooting his cum into of her, and how it would feel to have a baby growing in her tummy, making her swell and feeling it kick and squirm inside her. Somehow that felt perfectly right, too. Her arms tightened around him and she squeezed him as hard as she could.

“Do it,” she gasped.

He thrust deep, burying himself and feeling the boiling intensity begin in his balls that told him he was about to come.

“You want me to come in you and put a baby in you?”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Please. Do it.”

He thrust hard once, then twice, and then his cum jetted in thick gobs inside of her as his cock jumped and shook, flooding her innermost depths with hot, syrupy jizz. Katie came moments later, burying her cries against his chest while he stroked her hair and held her trembling body tightly.

When she got her breath back Katie could feel him slowly shrinking inside of her, and their mixed cum oozed from her twitching pussy to dribble in thick drops down their bodies.

“I think we’re going to need a shower.”

Evan imagined her skin slick and soapy in the hot spray of the shower and felt his cock squirm a little in reaction. “That sounds like a great idea.”

Two hours later he watched through the window as she walked out to her car and drove away. He had no idea when he would see Katie again, and with a pang he realized that he missed her already. But as he let the curtains fall back into place he knew that they weren’t done with each other. She would be back, and he wondered if she’d be pregnant with his child when she did.

The End






Busting Kelsey

THE GLOWING, AMBER LED CLOCK in her dashboard read 11:43 when Kelsey turned onto the dark stretch of rural highway running between the interstate and Briarwood Hollow. After working an hour past closing at the community college library she was running much later than usual getting home. Even though she had called to let her daddy know, she knew he would worry about her being out so late. He might not actually say anything since she was nineteen now and in college, but he would still worry. It was that more than any real desire to get home that had her hurrying just a little bit too much for her own good that night.

As she passed a seemingly-deserted rest stop, headlights flipped on in her rear-view mirror and a moment later the distinctive red and blue flashing lights of a sheriff’s patrol car lit up the night. The wail of the siren clamped fingers of cold panic around her throat and set her heart pounding. With a shiver of apprehension she braked and pulled over to the side of the road.

It had been two weeks since her run-in with sheriff’s deputy Jack Thompson, when she had lost both her virginity and her innocence. Two weeks spent trying to deny the lusts the handsome deputy had awakened in her had accomplished little—every time she thought of him Kelsey found herself wet and aching and longing to relive the time they had spent together. Prayer didn’t help; when she closed her eyes images of the rippling muscles of his toned body overwhelmed her, and she knew she was headed straight to Hell if she didn’t get herself under control. But when she thought of his mouth on her, exploring her most private places and claiming her in a way she had never even imagined until that night, she found she didn’t care about damnation nearly as much as she used to.

Since that night Kelsey had lived in constant fear—fear of what she would do if Jack Thompson came for her again, and fear of what she might do if he didn’t.

She tried to make herself calm down as the tall figure stepped from the patrol car and walked towards her, but silhouetted by the headlights she couldn’t even tell if it was Jack or not. With a little prayer that it was one of the other deputies, that she might be spared a second bout with temptation that she knew she was sure to lose, she pulled her paperwork out of the glove compartment and rolled down her window.

The flashlight beam that speared into the car blinded her, but she would have recognized low drawl that accompanied it anywhere.

“Miss, I need to see your driver’s license, registration, and proof of insurance.”

She handed them over silently, her heart in her throat. What was he going to do? Would he actually give her a ticket? Maybe he didn’t even want her anymore after that night? Now that he had taken her virginity maybe he was done with her.

“Miss Trimble, do you know how fast you were going?”

“Yes sir,” she said, trying to keep her voice from shaking. “I’m sorry, it’s late and I was just in a hurry to get home.”

“Late is no excuse,” the deputy told her sternly. “If you’re running late, you should have started earlier. Wait here; I’ll be right back.”

As he turned and headed back towards his car she could see him talking on his radio and holding up her license. Relief teased at her; perhaps he really was just going to give her a ticket. A ticket was by far preferable to having her nose rubbed in the fact that she was ready to give herself to him all over again, dreadful sin or not. The growing moisture between her thighs was all the proof she needed of that.

The light flashed in her eyes once more, startling her out of her thoughts.

“Miss Trimble, please step out of the car.”

Kelsey’s heart jumped into her throat. This was how it had started the last time. “What? I mean, why? What’s wrong?”

“Just step out of the car.”

She opened the door, her feet crunching on gravel as she stood up. The deputy’s face was hidden in shadow so she couldn’t read his expression when he waved back towards his car.

“Move around to the back of the car, please.”

When she was standing between their cars he came up behind her.

“Place your hands on the trunk and spread your legs.”

“I don’t understand,” she protested, even as she did what he asked. “What have I done?”

A hand grabbed one wrist and dragged it behind her. Before she could react cold steel closed around it and the deputy pulled her other arm back. Once both wrists were cuffed a hand in the small of her back shoved her forward so that she was folded over the trunk of her car. Deputy Thompson patted her down deftly, hands moving down the curves of her body in a way that caused flashbacks to explode in her mind, and Kelsey’s pussy went liquid with desire.

Fingers tickled against her ankles and then he was frisking the inside of her legs, slowly inching up her calves before sliding up the silky length of her inner thighs. His touch sent shivers through her and she moaned at the ache he awakened deep in her quivering tunnel. When his fingertips brushed her panties, lingering on the damp spot between her legs, she gasped and bit her lip to hold in a whimper. She waited for him to continue, to pull aside her panties and slide his fingers into her, but instead the hands withdrew.

“Just as I thought,” he murmured.

Kelsey glanced back just in time to see the deputy flick open a very-illegal switchblade knife and her eyes went wide.

“Don’t move.”

She held her breath as he flipped up the back of her skirt and with two quick tugs sliced through her panties. They fell away and the night breeze blew cool against her damp sex. Once more she was bared and spread before him, and she knew that he wasn’t remotely interested in giving her a ticket.

The deputy saw her watching him and shoved the panties in his pocket.

“Evidence,” he drawled.

Then he moved back behind her where she couldn’t see him. Warm fingers pushed between her legs, sliding past her wet lips and seeking out the pulsing ache of her clit while his other hand gripped the bare flesh of her hip to hold her still. As his fingertips teased her swollen, little nub Kelsey’s knees turned to jelly, and she was glad she was resting on the trunk so she didn’t fall over. Her hips swiveled and she ground down against him, craving more sensation, dying to feel him inside of her again.

Jack waited until he could tell from her animal reactions to him that she wasn’t going to resist. It had been a far easier conquest than he had imagined—after two weeks he thought she had plenty of time to reconsider what had happened and fall back on the safety of her religious upbringing. This was one time he didn’t mind being wrong, though. Soft moans came from the girl as his fingertips played across her clit, and the way she kept humping that round little ass back at him had his cock standing at attention and hard enough to pound nails. She was doing everything but begging him to fuck her, and he intended to oblige.

He leaned into her, letting her feel the steel of his erection pressing into her bare ass and bent down low enough that he could smell the apple blossom scent of her hair.

“Did you think I was just going to let you go after that night, babe?” he whispered in her ear while his fingers continued to pump in her soaking pussy. “Did you really believe I wouldn’t be back for more?”

She answered him with a whimper and squeezed his fingers inside of her hard enough to make his cock throb in anticipation. This wasn’t the first time Jack had fucked a girl he had pulled over for speeding, but there was something about Kelsey—her innocence and vulnerability—that really got him boiling, and having her handcuffed and spread helplessly before him had him so stiff it was almost painful. For the last two weeks he had dreamed of fucking the young girl in every way imaginable and now he wished he could take his time and do it right, but he only had a narrow window on a traffic stop so he had to make it count.

Swiftly he unbuckled his belt, and Kelsey flinched as he dropped it to the hood beside her with a loud clatter. He let his hands rove over her slender curves as he slid down her body and knelt between her legs. Gripping her ass with both hands he spread her wider, fully exposing the dark pink of her slit and her glistening pussy. The hot, musky smell of her arousal drew him closer, and he bent in to taste her. As licked slowly across her lips the tang of her sex exploded over his tongue, and Jack kicked himself for waiting so long to go after her again.

Kelsey squirmed against his tongue, moans clawing their way free from deep within her throat as the deputy’s tongue caressed her. Intense as her memories of this had been, to her surprise she found they did not do reality justice. Jack’s tongue darted like a hummingbird to explore her folds, plunging deep to lap up her cream then darting in to nudge and tickle against her clit. Every flick against her swollen knob set off another explosion of pleasure until she was dripping wet and hovering at the brink of coming all over the deputy’s face.

But his tongue slipped away from her after a last dip into her creamy tunnel, leaving a dull throb of frustration behind in its wake. She whimpered with longing as she trembled inside with this newly-awakened ache of desire.

“Jack,” she moaned.

The tip of his tongue slithered hot and wet across the tight ring of her ass and she jumped in shock as hot tingles sizzled down into her core. Memories of sticking her tongue on a nine volt battery on a dare from Brandi popped into her head; it was like that, the same sharp, unexpected jolt, only this time it was in her most private place of all and she couldn’t get away.

“You have the prettiest little pink asshole,” Jack murmured behind her, “and I’d love to see it stretched around my cock.”

Kelsey shuddered and instinctively spread herself wider to him, giving him more room to play. What he was doing was so dirty, so utterly sinful and wrong, but felt so good at the same time that she could barely stand it. Her chest heaved with ragged breaths as his tongue claimed her and she imagined the hard, round head of Jack’s cock pressing into her there. But again he pulled away, leaving her desperately empty and unfulfilled.

“Please,” the young girl whispered, barely audible above the night breeze. “Please don’t stop.”

The sound of him working his zipper was almost enough by itself to send her over the edge and she held her breath as she waited for what was to come next.

Jack licked his lips as he stared down as the girl spread wide before him. The skin of her ass and between her long, slender legs gleamed in the headlights with a coating of his saliva mixed with her juices, and the pulsing shaft of his manhood slid easily into the slickened cleft of her ass when he stepped forward.

Oh, that ass tempted him. It really did. He could imagine the tight heat of that puckered hole gripping him like a fist as he buried himself to the balls in her virgin ass, and his manhood throbbed in anticipation. But he knew he couldn’t do it without hurting her tonight, and he really didn’t want that. He wanted Kelsey wet and begging him for more, not afraid of his touch. With a sigh he shifted his cock down and pushed between her legs instead. One day, though, he intended take her virginity there as he had already claimed her pussy and mouth. And from the way Kelsey was acting tonight, he figured he could afford to be patient.

That was all he was going to be patient about, though—she was wet and ready and he was so hard it hurt. His head nudged into her entrance and with one swift thrust up and in he slid home into her velvet heat.

“Oh, damn,” he moaned as the wet glove of her pussy squeezed down on his cock, her grip leaving him breathless with pleasure for a moment.

How could he have forgotten how incredibly tight her near-virgin pussy was? Firm muscles pulsated against his shaft as he moved inside of her and he slowed, determined to enjoy every second of this. Jack sank into her again and again, pressing her body against the trunk of her car with slow, deep thrusts that buried his cock to his balls while his fingers slid along the softness of her ass then dug deep into her hips. She was so damned sexy, so damned innocent, and she was his. All his.

“You’re so beautiful, Kelsey,” he breathed. “And you feel so fucking good, so hot and so tight.”

Heat bloomed in Kelsey’s belly as her pussy stretched around the satin-and-steel rod of Jack’s manhood. She barely even heard his words over the thunder of her pulse while cock moved inside of her like some machine made of flesh. Stuffed full, her pussy churned out even more juices to accommodate his girth until the wet smacking sound of their fucking became a metronome in her head to time her gasping breaths.

Cool air teased against the damp, swollen skin of her clit and she shivered helplessly while her fingers clenched in the fabric of her skirt, desperate for something to hold on to as the last shreds of her control slipped and the burning tension of her impending orgasm swept her up and twisted her insides into knots of taut, sparkling bliss. 

As Jack pounded into her from behind the rough fingers clenched in her soft flesh spread her ass wide, and by the growing frenzy of his movements she could tell he was getting close. Even though she hadn’t seen, she knew he wasn’t wearing a condom this time, either, and she still wasn’t on the pill. He was going to do it again—come inside of her and fill her with his seed and maybe get her pregnant. Her moans grew louder as she thought of his sperm swimming inside of her, and a baby—their baby—growing in her tummy.

She screamed into the emptiness of the night as the tightness inside her finally broke free in a roaring crescendo of color behind her closed eyelids, her chest heaving against the chilly metal of her trunk as her body shook and trembled in the throes of guilt-laced pleasure. Sin had beaten her once again, and she had loved every second of it.

Inside of her, Jack’s cock throbbed and twitched as her walls squeezed in around him, pulsing with the aftershocks of her orgasm. He thrust harder against her, spearing into her darkest recesses until his balls tingled and went tight. He felt it building inside and he held himself buried as far in her as he could reach until he couldn’t stand it anymore and then with a cry of his own his cum came boiling out.

Hot, creamy syrup flooded Kelsey’s tight tunnel until she was overflowing and thick, sticky drops oozed from around the cock stuffing her to run down her thighs. Jack leaned in against her, his large hands soothing as he stroked her bare skin. She could feel him panting, his movements a little jerky as he came down from his orgasmic high. After a moment she heard a click and her wrists slid free from the handcuffs, but she remained still beneath him until he pulled away from her and she heard him zip up his pants.

She pushed herself up from the trunk and stood on wobbly legs while doing her best to smooth down her skirt. Jack’s cum continued to leak from her and she blushed as the full impact of what they had just done slammed home. She hadn’t even tried to fight it; she had just given in to him like the sluttiest girls back in high school that she used to look down on.

What would her Daddy say?

As more of Jack’s cum ran down her legs she realized that if she didn’t clean herself up before she got home she was liable to find out.

“Miss Trimble?”

She looked up, startled. Jack was watching her with eyes that held her as though he owned her.

“I think we’ll let this go with a warning. Just try to go a little easier on the gas pedal, all right? Good night, ma’am.”

He turned and walked back to his patrol car, leaving her awash in conflicting emotions. Was that it? She was free to go? He was just going to let her walk away again? A part of her sagged in relief while another part wished that he’d come back and taker her in his arms and tell her what it all meant, what they meant. But Jack climbed back into his car and as she saw him talking into the microphone of his radio she knew that he wasn’t going to enlighten her that night.

Another surge of guilt swept through her and she scurried back to her car. Maybe she was better off not knowing.

*          *          *

“Kelsey, is that you?”

She froze with her hand on the doorknob, heart pounding in sudden terror, then sighed with relief as she realized the voice belonged to her sister Lindsay and not her daddy.

“Yeah, it’s just me, Lin.”

“You’re home late.”

She dropped her purse on the entry table and followed Lindsay’s voice into the living room. Her sister’s long legs were curled beneath her on the couch while she flipped absently through the channels.

“We had a bunch of materials come back to the library today that had to be re-shelved, so I stayed late to pick up some extra money. Where is everybody?”

“Well, Daddy went to bed about an hour ago. Brandi is spending the night at April’s, the twins are off on a band trip and won’t be back until tomorrow night, and Katie is in her room—probably playing Left 4 Dead with her friends.”

“Oh, OK.”

Kelsey relaxed a little. At least she wouldn’t have to face her daddy tonight panty-less and fresh from committing a mortal sin with Jack’s cum still smeared all over her and leaking out if she held still. As she stood there another large drop slid slowly down her thigh with a cool tickle.

“Are you all right?”

“Huh?”

“I asked you about the drive home and you were looking right through me like you were on another planet or something.”

“Sorry. I just had a long day and I’m a little out of it. No, the drive home wasn’t bad. I’m surprised you don’t have a date tonight.”

Lindsay snorted. “Well, I thought Chad was going to ask me out, but he asked Melody instead.”

“I meant that you’re usually out with Nick and Tom.”

Her sister turned the TV off with an angry jab of the remote. “Not tonight.”

“Uh oh. What have the Wonder Twins done now?”

“I’m pretty sure they’re the reason that Chad got cold feet.”

With a sigh Kelsey let herself sink onto the other couch. “I don’t know why you even bother with those other guys when you’ve got Nick and Tom. Every girl in school is jealous.”

Lindsay flung herself back on the couch. “I do not ‘have’ Nick and Tom. They’re just friends. Annoying, always-in-the-way friends.”

Kelsey had seen the way those two looked at her little sister and she was pretty sure that Lindsay was going to get a rude awakening one of these days, but she wasn’t going to get into an argument about it tonight.

“If you say so.”

“I do. And what about you? When was the last time you had a date? It’s not like you’re seeing anyone, right?”

“I…” Kelsey closed her mouth with a snap and blushed.

With a startled gasp Lindsay sat bolt upright on the couch, wide, green eyes staring at her big sister in shock.

“You are seeing someone,” she breathed. “Who?”

“No, I—”

“Don’t you dare lie to me, Kelsey. Who is it? Someone from school?”

“No, really, it’s no one.”

“Is it someone from around here? Someone I know?”

Kelsey’s face burned like it was on fire. “Just leave it alone, Lin.”

“Why? What’s the matter?”

A little lump formed in Kelsey’s throat and she swallowed hard. “Because it’s just not right. It’s not going to work out, and I’m going to have to end it.”

Lindsay’s face fell. “Oh. That sucks. I’m sorry, Kel.”

“Yeah,” she whispered. “Me, too.”

Now that she had said it, she knew that she was going to have to follow through. She couldn’t keep going with Jack this way. The guilt over her sins was tearing her apart, and the fear that her daddy would find out gnawed at her. As exciting as it had been to think about while Jack was inside of her, away from him Kelsey felt only icy terror at the idea that she might come home pregnant and have to explain that to her daddy.

But the thought of giving up Jack left her feeling cold and empty inside, and she wasn’t at all sure if she was strong enough to tell him no and mean it.

Two more weeks passed quietly and Kelsey took great care to make sure she got home early and avoided the back roads where Jack might be waiting to catch her alone again. The ache inside her whenever she pictured the deputy’s lopsided grin and big, strong hands told her in no uncertain terms that she didn’t dare trust herself with him, and there were nights she woke up wet and throbbing from dreams of being wrapped in his arms while they satisfied the burning that threatened to consume her.

Saturday came, quiet and lazy with the cicadas droning in the fading heat before the fall chill set in. A soft breeze ruffled Kelsey’s hair through her open window as she lay on her bed with her homework spread before her. It had taken all morning but she was mostly caught up, and a faint rumble in her tummy reminded her that she hadn’t eaten today and it was past lunchtime. She flipped her books closed and padded into the kitchen, but a quick glance through the pantry and refrigerator left her unsatisfied. With the rest of the day free Kelsey figured she could run into town and grab something to eat and see what her friends were up to. It was far too nice a day to just sit home by herself and do homework.

The lunch crowd was already dwindling by the time she got to the Bobcat Creek Cafe, but there was still a hum of friendly chatter as she pushed through the door. Her little sister Brandi looked up from the couple she was waiting on waved her towards an empty booth in her section with a happy little smile. Kelsey took two steps towards the booth and stopped cold.

Jack Thompson sat in a corner booth with the remains of an enchilada lunch special before him. Across the table from him Carol June Hinks tossed her blonde curls and laughed at something he said, eyes sparkling as she hung on every word out of his mouth. After a moment she reached out and lightly touched the back of Jack’s hand with her fingertips, and his lips twitched into that lopsided smile that made Kelsey’s heart lurch.

Not Carol June. No. Oh, no.

Before she knew what she was doing Kelsey had spun and slammed through the cafe door, headed for her car. Hurt and anger made her fumble her key a couple of times before she could get it into the ignition, but then the engine came alive and she peeled out of the parking lot and sped out of town and onto the lonely highway twisting up into the hills. Bitter tears blurred her eyes and she kicked herself for letting herself feel anything for a man who had obviously only been interested in one thing and had moved on already. It was silly, she knew. Their only connection was through sin, and no good could come of that. But he had made her feel so incredible that somehow in the back of her mind she couldn’t help but think there had been something there between them, that he at least wanted her enough to come back for more instead of chasing after that little slut Carol June.

That was the real blow to her pride. She could handle being dumped, but being dumped for Carol June?

It took ten minutes for Jack to catch up to her. Once again flashing red and blue lights lit up her rear view mirror as he raced up the narrow highway behind her. For a second she considered ignoring him just to see what he would do, but then with a word that would have made her daddy gasp she pulled over onto the shoulder. The car had barely stopped moving when she yanked the door open and stormed out.

Jack’s car slid in behind hers and he jumped out to meet her.

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

“What the hell are you doing having lunch with that little tramp Carol June?” she demanded in reply.

He took a step backwards, thrown off by her anger. “What do you care who I have lunch with?”

Her eyes flashed, and then she shook her head and looked away so he couldn’t see the tears. “Men,” she spat, and turned on her heel to go back to her car. “Leave me alone, Jack. Just leave me alone. Go back to Carol June.”

A big hand closed on her elbow and spun her around. The deputy looked down at her with a perplexed frown. “I thought you wanted me to leave you alone. You’ve been avoiding me every time you saw me. Church, the ball games. You wouldn’t even look at me.”

“Well, what do you expect?” she shot back. “It’s not exactly like you were courting me or something. What would my daddy and sisters think if they saw us? What could I say? ‘No, Daddy, we’re not dating. We just fuck on the side of the road now and then.’”

Jack’s eyes twinkled and his lips twitched as his arms went around her and pulled her against him. “Don’t forget about at my house.”

She pushed against him, but she couldn’t budge those arms. “Let me go!”

Lips nuzzled against her ear. “Is that really what you want, Kelsey? You want me to let you go?”

“Yes.”

Fingers lifted her chin and his mouth came down on hers, hard and needy. For a second she tensed against his sudden hunger, then one by one her muscles loosened until she relaxed against him. As her arms slid up around his neck he drew her closer and with a whimper she melded herself to his body, her tongue a velvet flicker against his. Her insides seemed to melt while her clit became an aching, insistent throb between her legs. After a while he pulled away leaving both of them a little breathless, and he nibbled softly at her lower lip. Kelsey opened her eyes and found herself meeting Jack’s brilliant blue gaze.

“I was not having lunch with Carol June,” he told her quietly. “I was almost finished with my lunch when she came and sat down at my booth—uninvited, I might add.” A deep sigh coursed through him and he shook his head ruefully. “Kelsey, there hasn’t been anybody else since that first night with you.”

“Really?”

“Really. You’re so damned beautiful and sweet and innocent and hot all at the same time that I can’t stand it. I haven’t been able to think about anything but you in weeks. You make me burn, little girl.”

Neither visions of her daddy’s disapproving frown nor thoughts of sin and eternal hellfire were strong enough to overcome the feel of Jack’s arms around her. For the first time a little smile of her own came to life as she considered her effect on this powerful, gorgeous man.

“I kind of like that,” she whispered. “I want to make you burn, Jack.”

His fingers curled in her hair. “Would you like me to court you? Take you out to the movies and to dinner in Stantonville?”

“Yes.” Kelsey’s nipples were hard against his chest, each breath they took sending a twinge through her as the fabric of their clothes slid against the taut skin. When his other hand moved down to cup her ass she let out a little gasp, but then his lips claimed hers again and for a little while she forgot about everything else.

“Kelsey.”

“Hm?”

Jack’s eyes simmered dark with desire. “As much as I would dearly love to bend you over your trunk again, the side of the road in broad daylight probably isn’t a good idea.”

“Yeah,” she said, letting go of him reluctantly. “Why don’t you take me back to your place?”

“Really?”

She laughed at the little boy at Christmas look on his face. “Really. You’re so handsome and sexy and hot that I can’t stand it. I haven’t been able to think of anything else for weeks. You make me burn, big guy.”

Finding his own words twisted and thrown back at him had Jack grinning back at her. He couldn’t believe how lucky he was. “I kind of like that, too. How about you follow me? Discreetly, of course.”

*          *          *

He had her in his arms again the moment she stepped out of her car, lips soft and warm on the skin of her neck, his hot breath against her ear sending shivers through her center. With a little grunt he bent and scooped her up into his arms and shut her car door with his foot.

“Jack!” she laughed as he strode towards his house.

She had just enough time to admire how well he kept the place up before he was at the door, awkwardly working a fistful of keys one-handed until he got the right one in the lock and the door swung open. He swiveled to get her inside but misjudged the opening and smacked her head into the door frame with an audible thud.

“Oh my god!” His eyes got impossibly big. “Kelsey, I’m so sorry! Are you all right?”

Her fingers probed tentatively at her head. It hurt a little, but the horrified look on his face was absolutely priceless. She started to giggle. “Ow. Yes, I’m fine you big lunk.”

Relief swept through him. He wouldn’t have hurt her for the world, and it was with a lot more care that he carried her through the house to his bedroom.

For Kelsey the whole situation was drenched with a sense of deja vu. Only a few weeks before Jack had carried her to his bedroom this same way during their first encounter, the night that had changed her life forever. Now she was in his arms again, swept up and headed for his bed, feeling more exhilarated and out of control than ever.

Jack forced himself to move with a calmness he did not feel when he sat her gently on the edge of his bed, and his heart hammered in his chest as his gaze traveled across this incredible girl who seemed to want him as much as he wanted her. He let his fingers linger on the silken skin of her calves as he unfastened and slid first one sandal and then the other over her deep pink painted toenails. Every touch of that perfect skin sent ripples of desire surging through him and he wanted her so badly his hands shook. He moved closer, bending in to breathe in the rich, clean scent of her hair, his hands resting on her shoulders while his thumbs traced the fine line of her collarbones through the neck of her ruffled gray cami.

“You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” he whispered into the dark curtain of her hair. “How did I get so lucky?”

She arched a little when his hands slid beneath her shirt and ran lightly up her ribs to cup the swell of her breasts, thumbs rubbing over the fabric covering her nipples, and he saw her lips part with a little sigh. He took that as an invitation, kissing her once more with all the growing heat of their arousal until the blood sang in his ears and he had to stop himself from tearing her clothes off and taking her as quickly and roughly as he had two weeks ago bent over the trunk of her car. No, he had plenty of time today and he intended to make good use of it.

Carefully he stripped off her cami and tossed it aside, drinking in her slender curves as though he intended to burn them into his mind forever. He explored her skin with his fingertips while his lips went back to the softness of her throat. Her little moans of pleasure excited him still more, though he didn’t think it was possible for his cock to get any harder. Did she even know when he slipped her bra off, or was she too far gone to notice?

Jack held his breath as his hands covered her breasts, their skin softer than anything he had ever known. Her nipples stood stiff and erect, the same dark pink as her toenails. He wanted them in his mouth; he wanted to kiss and lick every inch of her satiny tits until she moaned and begged him to stop from the purest agony of pleasure. Teasingly he ran the tip of his tongue along one of those swollen gumdrops, circling lightly around it and out along the aureole and then back again, flickering over the taut skin until she shivered and he saw goose bumps rise along her bare flesh. Her moans grew louder as he sucked her nipple into his mouth to stroke it with his tongue and then roll it lightly between his lips, and when her head dropped back he knew he had her.

He nudged her back, pressing gently against her with his head until she sank backwards onto his bed. Without letting his mouth stray from the sweetness of her tits his fingers crept down to unfasten her tight denim cutoffs. They clung to the curves of her hips, but Kelsey had enough presence of mind left to lift up so he could tug them off of her. Jack’s fingertips traced along the edges of her cream-colored satin panties before dipping down between her legs to play over the hidden bump of her clit. She was already wet, her moistened panties slick to the touch, and she twisted against his fingers as he massaged her aching nub.

Kelsey’s body was on fire, the slow swirls of Jack’s fingers on her clit drawing her whole focus down into that one bright point of unbearable pleasure. His mouth was a wet heat enfolding her nipple, caressing her tender breasts while his fingers played below until the tingling streams of liquid fire building from them mingled and began to pool deep within her belly. She moaned helplessly, eyes closed while she thrust herself against Jack’s hand. She wasn’t even naked yet and he had her ready to explode.

Sweet, prickling heat swelled in her tits as Jack sucked harder, even as one finger slipped under her panties to dip into her wet pussy, wiggling its way inside her opening to tease her with a hint of what she craved. It made her ache for him, remembering the way his cock felt inside her, stretching and filling her until she couldn’t believe she could possibly take it all and then somehow miraculously fitting it all in, every last bit, until he was snug against her body like two matching puzzle pieces. He seemed made to fit her, and she wanted him inside her again.

But it was too late; her body’s desperation had already been driven to a fever pitch by the magic of Jack’s fingers and she exploded and came apart frantically humping her little mound against his hand, her cries ringing through his house. Afterwards she collapsed back into the bed and fought to catch her breath.

“I think you needed that,” Jack murmured, his fingers still pressed into her heat. “How about we get these panties off and make it a two-for-one deal?”

She lifted her bottom up and let him skin her underwear off. He tossed them into the pile with the rest of her abandoned clothes and sat back, his ravenous gaze devouring her. Normally she was very self-conscious, but she wanted Jack’s eyes on her. The way his eyes smoldered when he looked at her made her feel sexier and more alive than she had ever dreamed possible. That she had such an effect on this man, this gorgeous guy that every woman imagined herself with, and that he wanted her so badly was just too good to be true.

“What about you?” she asked, her voice still husky from her orgasm.

He grinned. “I got a little distracted there, sorry.”

“I suppose I’ll let it slide this time.”

He undressed quickly, flinging his clothes aside without seeming to care where they landed, never taking his eyes off of her. Knowing the power she held over him she stretched and arched her back lazily, letting one knee fall to the side to give him a glimpse of the pink folds between her legs. Even before his pants came off to reveal his stiff and straining manhood she could tell that he was worked up. His thick, pink shaft seemed even bigger than she remembered and for just a second an icy sliver of doubt slid through the pit of her stomach.

She shook her head to banish it. She knew what she wanted now, and no doubt or guilt about sin was going to stop her. As soon as Jack got his boxers off she spread her arms and let her legs fall open in invitation.

The look in her eyes had Jack’s heart racing again. His cock twitched in anticipation as he crawled onto the bed and slid up her body, and a tingling pressure was already slowly building in his balls. He’d had more than his fair share of women, but none of them had ever had the raw physical impact on him that Kelsey did. He felt about fifteen—raring to go and probably able to last about half a minute once he touched her. The girl had bewitched him.

As his arms went around her and his rigid manhood pressed into the warmth between her legs she turned her soft brown eyes on him.

“Jack.”

It was only a whisper, that one word, but it spoke volumes to him. He brushed his lips against hers in a soft, tender kiss. For a few seconds there was nothing but that sweetness, and then she was kissing him harder and rubbing her wet furrow against his shaft.

“Now, Jack. Please, now.”

He almost didn’t make it inside of her, but with an iron exertion of will he brought himself under control and pressed into her. Tight as she was she was so wet that she took half his cock with that first thrust. He paused as she squeezed, her muscles clamping tight around him as she experimented with her control, and then slid home the rest of the way into her. A little whimper escaped her as their bodies came together, and with his pleasure-addled mind it took an effort to remember to hold himself up so he didn’t squash her.

Jack raised himself above her on arms muscled from chopping wood and lifting weights. She marveled at the smooth curves of his muscles, the sculpted slabs of his pecs, and the dark line of chest hair the trailed down his flat stomach to disappear into the merging of their bodies. He was so beautiful, so strong and sexy, like some Greek god in marble brought to life. Inside she felt complete—he filled her and she never wanted him to move again. But then he started moving and she did want him to move—his touch inside of her and his pelvis sliding against her clit had her soaring again.

His teeth tugged at her lower lip, his tongue pushing through her lips as he bent low over her to kiss her hard while his cock impaled her again and again. When she slipped her tongue into his mouth he sucked on it, his teeth lightly grazing it with a playful little nip when she pulled away. He was so good at this, knowing exactly what to do and making her whole body ring from head to toes like some orgasmic bell. Hot juices spilled from her and ran down her slickened skin as he pounded into her. All she could do was hold onto him for dear life; she was about to come again already.

Jack felt it when her pussy went liquid around his cock, her dew turning into a flood. All he could think was Already? and she was coming against him once more, her cries muffled by their kiss. She thrashed wildly, gyrating her hips against him while her pussy squeezed him in sweet pulses that sent him to the edge of Heaven. He broke from her kiss, gasping for air, and gave a low cry of his own as he burst inside of her. For long seconds he shook helplessly as he finally emptied himself and his manhood twitched inside her with the aftershocks of his release.

Finally he got enough control back to pull out of her and roll himself over to one side. She slid up next to him and looked down into his face with glowing eyes.

“You’re mine, Jack Thompson,” she whispered to him with a conviction that brooked no arguments. It was, after all, perfectly true.

“I am,” he agreed. “You’re incredible.”

She smiled faintly. “So you’re not going to mind courting me too much?”

“Not too much. In fact, I get off at 7:00. What would you say to dinner and a late movie?”

With a soft kiss she burrowed into his shoulder. “I think I could get to like this courting thing.”

He stroked her hair with his free hand. “Whatever you want, Kelsey.”

“But maybe you could pull me over every once in a while? You know, when nobody’s around?”

“I think I can manage that.”

The End






Pleasuring Lindsay

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Everything okay, Lin?” Nick asked her.

“I’m fine, guys. Really.”

“You want to grab something to eat?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Surprise.”

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

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

“Dude, that tux is rented.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“True. Probably not a good idea.”

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

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

“Go ahead.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

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

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

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

“You’ll have to split them with me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah. Come on.”

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

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

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

“Is she in there?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Before? Do you even know Lin?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They flinched as the door slammed shut in their faces.

“That could have gone better,” Nick said.

“Oh, shut up.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lin—”

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

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Keep what up?”

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

“I’m not in love with them!”

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nick raised an eyebrow. “Bed?

“Bed,” Tom agreed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“My, aren’t we excited?”

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

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

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

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

“So. Who’s first today?”

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

“Like we did before, at the pond?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh. Oh, yeah” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Easy, Lin. Go slow baby.”

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

“You got it, hon. I’m all in.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That was intense,” Nick said.

“Incredible,” Tom agreed.

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

“Well I’m certainly glad you didn’t.”

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

“But we can’t do it again.”

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

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

They nodded somberly.

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

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

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

*          *           *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mister Sinclair,” he drawled.

“Deputy, these two goons are threatening me.”

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

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

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

“What?”

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

“That’s all?”

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

Carson gulped. “Yes, sir.”

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

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

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at Obsessed. 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
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Sneak Peek: Obsessed

“I CANNOT FREAKIN’ BELIEVE THIS,” I grumbled as I flung myself into the driver’s seat of my boyfriend’s car. “I spent two hours getting ready, just so you could pull this.”

On the passenger side, two guys crammed my boyfriend into the seat, one of them supporting him while the other buckled the seatbelt. Even with the seatbelt to keep him in place, though, Patrick could barely hold himself upright. I muttered an insincere thanks to the boys and then mashed down on the accelerator the instant they slammed the door.

As we pulled up at a stoplight, I pounded the steering wheel with my fists. While it had taken two hours for me to get myself ready, Patrick had needed less than half that to get slobbering drunk slamming tequila shots at the frat party he’d insisted on dropping by before we went out to dinner.

I glared over at him, wanting to scream out my frustration, but he was so out of it that I’d have been wasting my breath. Two hours picking out the perfect outfit and putting myself together, and for what? I’d planned the perfect date. I’d intended for us to have the perfect night together, too, before we left for the perfect day at the beach tomorrow. But no, Patrick had to go and ruin it. Again.

As I watched, his head tipped slowly over to clonk against the window. Jesus.

I’d expected so much more from this summer. When Patrick had first asked me out six weeks ago, I’d thought he just might be The One. The handsome college junior seemed to be everything a girl could ask for—gorgeous, sexy, older, experienced. He’d said all the right things, and I’d swooned over him and let him take me to bed after our third date. But as the summer wore on, it became more and more obvious that Patrick preferred partying and playing online games with his friends to doing things with me. Or even to me.

With a disappointed groan, I pulled into his driveway and turned off the lights. Why me? Patrick stood eight inches taller than me and also outweighed me by a good sixty pounds, so hauling him up out of the car and supporting him up the sidewalk to his front door was more than a little awkward. It took all my strength to keep him on his feet, and I staggered along under his weight as though I was as drunk as he was. Finally we made it up onto the front porch, where I heaved a sigh of relief that I’d made it without a broken heel or hernia.

While I fumbled in the dark with his house key, the porch light flicked on and someone yanked the door open from inside. My throat went tight as Patrick’s father peered down at me, his dark chocolate eyes narrowed in disapproval. Great. Patrick had told me that his dad wasn’t going to be home, or I wouldn’t have agreed to spend the night.

Mr. Powers didn’t seem to like me very much. I don’t think I’d seen him smile at me once after the first time we met. I wasn’t sure why—I’d been polite and tried to be at my most pleasant whenever he was around. I guess I just rubbed him the wrong way.

“Come on, Patrick,” I urged. “Step up and get inside.”

“Shitfaced again?” Mr. Powers observed in disdain as I tugged Patrick through the doorway.

“Yeah.”

My cheeks flushed in shame. This was so not good for my ego. Here I was looking my hottest, but my boyfriend still preferred getting drunk to taking my clothes off. Having his father witness my humiliation just added insult to injury.

I hurried Patrick down the hallway as quickly as I could to escape. Once I got him safely into his room, I dumped him over onto his bed and stood there looking down at him in disgust. From the noises he made I thought he was about to get sick, but then he flopped over onto his back and began snoring like a buzz saw. The reek of cheap tequila filled the room, and my stomach churned in protest.

There was no way I could spend the night next to that. Calling my best friend to come get me would have been the smart thing to do, but since I’d already told her I was going to stay the night at Patrick’s there was no way. I’d suffered enough embarrassment for one day as it was. Besides, there was still a slim chance we’d make it to the beach in the morning. I’d just have to find somewhere to park it for the night, which meant I’d have to deal with Patrick’s father. Why me?

I slipped out, turning the light off behind me, and went back towards the front of the house. Mr. Powers had stretched out on one of the couches in the living room to watch a movie, so I went and sat tentatively across from him.

“Is he out cold?” he asked me.

“Looks that way.”

“Do you need a ride home?”

I sighed. “We’re supposed to drive down to the beach in the morning. Patrick had asked me to stay tonight so we could get an early start.”

He glanced towards his son’s room and shook his head. “I think you’re overly optimistic, but suit yourself. You’re welcome to one of the couches, if you don’t want to spend the night in there with Jose Cuervo.”

“Thanks. I won’t be any trouble.”

A snort of bitter laughter escaped him. “Too late for that,” he muttered as he rose from the couch and went to rummage through the hall closet.

I still had no idea why he disliked me so much, but things were bad enough already. Why make them worse by aggravating Mr. Powers even more? “It’s fine. I’ll go sleep in Patrick’s room.” Just thinking about the tequila reek made me sick, but I wasn’t going to be a burden to anyone—particularly not to someone who already didn’t like me.

A moment later he emerged from the closet with a blanket and a couple of pillows and tossed them down onto the cushion beside me. “You’ll sleep better out here.”

“Thank you.”

“Sure,” he said as he dropped back onto the other couch. “Make yourself at home.”

Not likely. I just wanted to settle in for the night. With that in mind, I went and got my overnight bag out of the car then shut myself up in the hall bathroom. Once I’d brushed my teeth and changed into my pajamas, I felt better. All I had to do was keep my head down and stay quiet until Mr. Powers went to bed. Easy, peasy. 

Mr. Powers seemed engrossed in the movie he was watching, but when I sat back down on the couch he caught the flicker of movement and glanced towards me. His body stiffened as his eyes swept slowly across my body, starting at my toes and working upwards. I froze as the searing intensity in his gaze stole my breath away. There was no mistaking the way he looked at me, his eyes alight with hunger.

That look set my nerves vibrating all the way down to my toenails. I’d never imagined that someone just looking at me could set me on fire. My breasts tightened, and it got a little hard to breathe. Why couldn’t Patrick look at me that way? But this was his dad, and the feelings surging through my body were wrong on so many levels that I didn’t even know where to start listing them. I couldn’t get turned on by this!

Except apparently I could. Despite my misgivings, I found myself looking back, admiring the stocky build of the older man, and those unruly waves of glossy black hair still untouched by gray. Mr. Powers may have been older, but he was still hot. Hotter than Patrick, a little voice in my head pointed out helpfully.

“You’re wearing that to sleep in?”

I glanced down in confusion. The cropped sleeping tank and shorts didn’t seem nearly as revealing as the skin-tight, emerald mini dress I’d worn earlier for my date with Patrick. Although without a bra under it, he might have been able to see the way my nipples had pebbled hard under his scrutiny. But surely the guy had seen nipples before? What was the big deal?

“What’s wrong with it?”

“It’s…” His voice ran down as though he’d run out of air. “Nothing,” he finally growled, although his eyes remained riveted to my body. “Never mind.”

The way my body was reacting to the intensity of his gaze had me reconsidering my choice of pajamas. “If you want me to wear something else, I can go find some of Patrick’s sweats or something.”

“No. I don’t want you to wear anything else.”

“Then what’s the matter?”

He pushed himself to his feet and strode towards me. The tightness in his shoulders and the tension in his face made me shrink back against the couch. For a second I thought about running and locking myself in the bathroom, but that was ridiculous. I knew he wasn’t going to hurt me. Slowly he bent over me, his eyes boring into mine. 

“You,” he growled. “You’re the matter.”

I wet my lips nervously. “I don’t understand. What have I ever done to you?”

His face inched closer, until his breath was a balmy tickle against my skin. “You’re here.”

The deep rumble in his voice sent shivers down my spine. “But…”

That look in his eyes was back, wild and smoldering, and my body responded of its own accord with a rush of heat that left me speechless. Without releasing my eyes, he bent in the last fraction of an inch until our lips touched. One hand slid around my neck to fist in my hair and tip my head back, while his mouth clamped onto mine as though he owned it. White heat flashed through my body, and I was suddenly ablaze with wanting of my own.

For one last second my mind wailed in protest that this was my boyfriend’s father, and then that voice was submerged, drowned out by the need which surged inside of me. My hands gripped the front of his shirt as I gave myself to him and he took me over. Lips parted, Mr. Powers’ tongue slid roughly against mine. I moaned as heat swelled in my breasts and my clit hardened into an aching knot. My pussy throbbed, desperate for attention, while it flooded with hot juices that moistened the thin cotton of my shorts.

And then just as abruptly as the kiss had begun, it ended when Mr. Powers released me and stepped away. My body cried out for him to come back, but he stayed at arm’s length and regarded me with a brooding expression.

“That’s why you being here is a problem,” he said quietly.

I stared at him, open-mouthed in shock, and slowly drew the blanket up to my chin to hide myself from the wild craving in his eyes. 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.

Continue reading Obsessed…
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Built for Sin

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

Olivia hates my guts. We had been best friends growing up—right up until the night I turned her down. Unfortunately I didn’t realize she was a closet psycho, and in a fit of jealous rage she sabotaged my entire life. To escape her I finally fled to Australia, where I hoped that time and distance would give Olivia a chance to get over her craziness.

Today I came back home for the first time in years, and the first thing I saw was her gorgeous daughter, Callie. Callie has the face of an angel and a body built for sin, and I can’t stop thinking about all the filthy things I’d love to do to her. I know I need to keep my hands off like she was plutonium, but every time I see her I want her more and I’m rapidly losing my will to keep her at a distance. I can’t help but think that no matter what Olivia might do to me, Callie would be worth it.

I was going to taste the forbidden fruit of her sweet, pouty lips and to hell with the consequences.

Living with My Best Friend’s Dad

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

When I moved in with my best friend’s dad because I had nowhere else to go, it was only supposed to be temporary. The longer I stay, though, the less I want to leave and the closer we come to doing something we both know is going to be a disaster—no matter how good it feels. No one is going understand, and I’m terrified of how my best friend is going to react if she ever finds out.

But even though we’re both fighting against the growing attraction between us, it isn’t enough. Sometimes just a look can change everything, and when that look leads to a kiss it’s almost impossible to put things back the way that they were.

Now we just have to decide if we’re willing to risk everything for what may be the biggest mistake of our lives.

Polly and Her Neighbor

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

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

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

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

The Nanny’s Desire

Brent Cagle owned me, body and soul—if he only knew it.

I knew the nanny job was dangerous when I took it. I just hadn’t known how dangerous. It had taken one night for me to fall madly in lust with this man, and in the six months since then the rest of me had followed. But Brent was old enough to be my dad. To him I was just a kid, just the nanny.

What’s it going to take to make Brent figure out that I’m a woman, not a kid?
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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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