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Summary

She tasted of cherry lip gloss and bubblegum and innocence.

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

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

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

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

“Hi, Daddy,” she sang out.

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

“Good. Glad it’s Friday, though.”

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

“Hi, Mr. Vance.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks,” he said. “Where’s Lisa?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you watching?”

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

“Alien,” he said hoarsely.

“Oh, I love that one!” she exclaimed.

“You do?”

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

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please…” she whispered.

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

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

“No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Strip!” he barked.

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

Because he terrified her like this.

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

“All of it,” he snarled.

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

“I can’t.”

“Come here.” 

“Mr. Vance—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, sir.”

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

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

“Yes, sir.”

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

“What do you want, Shelbie?”

“I…”

“Tell me.”

“I want you to touch me.”

“What’s the magic word?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get over here.”

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

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

“Take it in your mouth, Shelbie.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stop,” he growled.

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

“It’s okay. Get up,” he told her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Easy,” he whispered. “Just relax.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Derek. Derek. Derek.”

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

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

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

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

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

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek of Shelbie’s sequel, Possessing Shelbie. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my mailing list.
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Sneak Peek: Possessing Shelbie

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks, Brandi.”

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

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

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

*          *          *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know, Lisa.”

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

“No, of course not.”

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

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

“Well, then what’s the problem?”

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

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

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

“Chad? I thought you were over him.”

“Technically I was, but well…”

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

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

“But Brandi…”

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

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

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

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

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

“Lisa!”

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

*          *          *

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

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

“Hi, Mr. Vance.”

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

“Dad, can Shelbie spend the night?”

Continue reading Possessing Shelbie…






You might also like…

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

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.

Bred by My Dad’s New Boss

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

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

Spring Break with My Dad’s Best Friend

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

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

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

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

But what if he did?

Obsessed

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

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

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

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

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

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I was lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my sexy stories. Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at my blog. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially to everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO

Kelli
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