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Summary

The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

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

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

This edition contains all three installments of Punishing the Brats Next Door and is approximately 108 pages (over 27,000 words) long.
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Enticing Erin

EVEN THOUGH IT WAS EARLY SEPTEMBER, the fading summer heat was enough to push the morning temperatures towards ninety and little beads of sweat formed on the bare skin of Sean’s chest and back the instant he left the air conditioned shelter of the house. Thank god for the pool. He had just enough time for a nice, relaxing swim and soak before he had to get ready for a twenty-four hour shift at the fire department, and he intended to make the most of it. Tossing his towel over the back of a lawn chair he pulled himself up the ladder, but stopped short when he reached the top.

Half a dozen beer bottles floated before him, bobbing lazily in the gentle swirls generated by the pump, while at least that many more had sunk and littered the mottled blue bottom. Glancing around the yard he saw more bottles that had missed the pool scattered in the grass. A few of them had collided and left bright shards of glass to glitter malevolently in the sunlight, and a small pile of half-crushed cans and cigarette butts littered the edge of the fence to show where the people next door had hung over the fence while they tossed bottles at his pool.

Those little fuckers had gone too far this time.

Ever since they had moved in at the beginning of the summer the trio of college girls had been a perpetual pain in the ass—loud, drunken parties lasted until dawn and somehow the trash always managed to get thrown in his yard, lines of cars blocked his driveway, and music blared into the back yard every evening even when none of the girls was at home. The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

Cursing loudly enough that it was a wonder that the water didn’t steam, Sean slid into the pool and began collecting bottles. He was still fishing them off of the bottom when Vicki slid open the glass doors and stepped onto the patio.

“I could hear you cussing from all the way on the other side of the house. What’s the matter?”

Sean held up a bottle. “The brats next door have struck again. Careful,” he added when he saw that she was barefoot, “there’s broken glass.”

“Oh, for god’s sake. I am so sick of their crap,” Vicki sighed.

Despite his anger Sean took a moment to admire the view. Vicki’s short, blue silk robe clung tantalizingly to the swell of her hips and breasts and left her long, tanned legs bare to mid-thigh. Soft chestnut curls tumbled in sexy disarray around her shoulders while deep blue eyes were still heavy with sleep. Sean’s cock gave a sharp twitch of longing in his swim trunks. He had never had a roommate with benefits before, and he had to admit that he liked it. While there wasn’t a spark of romance between them, they got along really well and the sex definitely sizzled when they weren’t involved with anyone else.

They had tried dating for a while and there were still times he thought maybe they ought to try it again, but whenever he mentioned it Vicki brushed it off.

“Why not give it a chance?” he had asked her a couple of months back.

She had just smiled that sweet, sexy smile and kissed him with enough oomph to launch a rocket into space. “Sean, you’re a great roommate and a great friend, both of which are far too rare to risk ruining them by mixing them up in a relationship. Plus you get lots of fantastic, no-strings attached sex. You’re a guy—you ought to think you’ve died and gone to heaven.”

While he had wanted to argue the point, he wasn’t about to push the issue and screw up a good thing. She liked sex and was both curious and adventurous. It was going to take one hell of a woman to measure up to Vicki.

“Seriously, Sean, we’ve got to do something. This has gone too far.”

“I know, I know.”

The trouble was that complaints only made the girls double down on their bullshit, and he was far too much of a gentleman to punch a girl—no matter how richly she might deserve it. Spankings, on the other hand, that he could get on board with. His cock jerked again, more insistent this time.

“So? What are we going to do?”

Sean snagged the last bottle and pulled himself up the ladder, streams of water cascading back into the pool from his skin and trunks.

“Let’s see. How about if I fuck all three of them silly until they’re so desperate for it that they’ll never even dream of screwing with us again?”

Vicki’s loud snicker broadcast her opinion on that idea. “Oh, I’m sure you’d just love that. And how exactly do you intend to carry out this little plan, Romeo?”

“I don’t know,” he growled. “It’ll give me something to think about while I’m at work for the next twenty-four hours.”

She looked down at his slowly pulsing erection with a smirk. “Looks like you’ve already been thinking about it. Tell you what, big guy,” she said, shrugging her robe over her shoulders and letting it settle to her feet with a soft rustle. “Why don’t I help you relax since you missed your morning swim? You can fuck me while you think of all the things you’d like to do to those hot little pieces of ass next door.”

The sight of her round, high breasts, nipples already dark pink and swollen, was all the encouragement he needed. In a moment his still-dripping swim trunks lay in a growing puddle on the floor and he had his stiff manhood nestled against the soft warmth of her belly. Vicki hopped up, his arms cradling her to him automatically as her legs went around his hips and she slowly rubbed her slick, wet furrow up and down against his shaft.

“You’re already soaked,” he murmured into her ear.

“Yeah,” she breathed, bending down to flick her tongue against one of his nipples. “And you’re hard as a rock. I guess neither of us got quite enough last night.”

Carefully Sean walked to his bedroom, where he slowly loosened his hold on Vicki until she sank back onto the tangled sheets of his bed. As her thighs released him he slid her legs up so that her ankles rested on his shoulders and then held them there with one arm while his free hand guided his cock to her dripping entrance. With one swift motion he plunged into her, knowing her well enough to understand that this morning she wanted it hard without any playing around.

A few thrusts got the bed rocking enough to let it do most of the work, and as the mattress bounced off of his muscled thighs Sean found Vicki’s clit with his thumb. A sharp hiss of indrawn breath let him know that he had nailed it the first try, and her head sank deeper into the bedclothes as her hands moved up to her breasts to roll her swollen nipples between her fingers. Low moans encouraged him to press harder into her, and in seconds the sharp, tangy smell of her arousal filled the air as her juices squeezed out to coat his cock and balls. He let his mind drift as he felt the first prickling in the depths of his balls, his body continuing its steady rhythm on autopilot.

“Mmm,” Vicki moaned, more loudly this time. “Are you thinking about them? I bet you’d love to get them on their knees in front of you at once, rub your cock all over their faces, then make them trade off sucking it.”

Damn. She was really getting into this. Sean’s eyes closed and he could feel his hands buried in thick masses of cool, silken hair as he stroked into a tight little mouth, fucking the pretty face of the slender brunette next door while she looked up at him with those wide, innocent green eyes. Vicki had better be careful, or this was going to be over with in a hurry.

“And those sweet, firm asses,” she continued in a dreamy voice. “You’d love to stick your cock in those, wouldn’t you Sean? Mmm, I’ve seen you looking, you bad boy, and I know how you like to fuck a nice, hot ass. Think they’d wiggle and moan for you the way I do when I let you take mine?”

Oh, damn. That was it. He leaned in, balls on fire now, and hammered into her quivering pussy. Vicki’s moans turned into desperate whimpers as she ground her hips back against him, forcing him as deep as he could reach with each stroke. Her walls pulsed against him and with a sharp cry she jerked, arched her back and her fingers dug into the covers on the bed until her knuckles went white. Another wave of her slippery fluids gushed around his cock while her muscles tried to grip and hold him within her. Another stroke, then two, and he exploded with a hoarse gasp ripped from deep in his chest, muscles at his root spasming until he had nothing left to give and he sagged weakly against the side of the bed.

Vicki gave a contented sigh and gazed up at him through half-lidded eyes. “Sean?”

“Yeah?”

“When you fuck them, I get to watch.”

*          *          *

Vicki had already left for work when Sean came off his shift the next morning, and he was still sleeping soundly when she returned home that afternoon. She let him sleep while she changed into comfy pajamas and finished up dinner—a chipotle pork roast and seasoned new potatoes combination that was one of his favorites. Poor guy was usually wiped and ravenous after a shift, and she secretly enjoyed taking care of him. She smiled fondly as she thought of him asleep, the worry soothed from his face and his thick, black hair all mussy. She’d wake him up in the nicest possible way half an hour or so before dinner was ready.

The more she had thought about it over the last two days the more she liked Sean’s idea. While he might have said it as a joke, her roommate was enough of a hottie that she thought they might actually have a shot at pulling it off. A slim chance, to be sure, but a chance. And for the potential fun they could have it was definitely worth making the effort.

When the timer on the microwave dinged she turned it off and padded to Sean’s room. Vicki crept through his door into perfect darkness, the windows blacked out with aluminum foil so Sean could sleep during the day, and followed the long-memorized path to his bed. Gingerly she tugged the covers back and eased herself in beside him so as not to wake him. A cautious probe with her fingertips revealed that he was naked as she had hoped, and an inch at a time she slid her way down his body until his cock was right in front of her. He always took a long shower when he got in from a shift, so he smelled of fresh soap and the spicy body spray he used with just a hint of his own natural male scent under it—but that hint was enough to have her loose and slippery in moments. 

With practiced ease she took him into her mouth, slowly, so very slowly, letting her wet heat envelop him. It drove him wild when she did this, and she knew that he’d give as good as he got later on. Her tongue slid lightly against him, the tip lingering on the spots she knew were most sensitive along the bottom of his shaft and the base of the head, until his pliant flesh twitched inside her and slowly began to pulse and swell. She loved his hardness, his salty tang in her mouth, the ridges of his maleness gliding against the top of her tongue, loved most of all the power of being able to bring him to his knees through the pleasure she gave him this way.

When he was fully erect she took his balls in her fingertips and began to massage them as she worked her mouth along his length, wetted lips keeping up a suction on his skin. Sean stirred with a muted groan and shifted his hips, thrusting himself at her in his sleep, and she had to smother a giggle. He was so easy this way. Not that she had any room to talk—more than once she had woken up in the throes of a screaming orgasm to find Sean between her legs, a smug grin plastered on his face.

He moaned again, his cock trembling a little, and the first salty taste of his pre-cum hit her tongue. With a moan of her own Vicki pushed herself down on him until his head touched the back of her throat, working him in and out of her mouth in slow, deep strokes. Big hands dug under the blanket, found her head and buried thick fingers in her hair. She let him take over, let him control the pace even as she felt his balls tightening with his impending release, only using her tongue to help him along. His arms locked, hands holding her firmly to him as his cum boiled into the back of her throat, then with a deep sigh he released her and sank limply back into the mattress.

“That beats the hell out of an alarm clock,” he panted.

She laughed and slid up his body to snuggle into his warmth. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. Dinner is ready.”

“You cooked, too?” 

“And if you’re a very good boy you can have me for dessert.”

He hugged her briefly, releasing her all too soon. However little she wanted to admit it even to herself Sean had hooked her, and before long they were going to have to revisit her no dating policy. But first they had other things to take care of, and she really didn’t mind sharing him in a good cause. Especially if that cause involved paybacks.

She hopped out of bed and opened the door. “Come on. I’ll have dinner on the table by the time you’re dressed.”

As he wolfed down one helping and started on a second she filled him in.

“While you were otherwise occupied I did some checking up.” Her job at the bursar’s office at the university gave her access to all kinds of information on the students. “The older girl—the blonde—is Lesley. She’s a grad student in the Art department. One of the brunettes is her sister Erin. She’s a junior—psych major. The other brunette is Melinda. She’s a senior getting a BFA, and the work-study girls in the registrar’s office tell me that her older sister is Lesley’s best friend in the sorority, and that’s how she ended up as her roommate.”

“How cozy.”

She grinned. “My sources also say that Melinda has a scorching crush on Lesley.”

“Hot. Unfortunately, while it’s all interesting, I don’t see how any of that gets us anywhere.”

“Me either,” she had to agree. “We’ll just have to wait and see what comes up.”

The heat in his eyes made her insides quiver. “Oh, I don’t think you’ll be waiting long to see what comes up. I’m ready for my dessert.”

She squealed in mock indignation as he scooped her up and slung her over his shoulder to carry her back to his bed, but her body had throbbed all through dinner in anticipation of what was to come. Sean always repaid her sexual favors with interest.

Two weeks passed before she got the opportunity she had been waiting for. When she left the house to go to work one morning the sound of muffled cursing from next door caught her attention and she caught sight of a brunette girl—Erin, she guessed—under the open hood of a shiny new Mustang. Ignoring her instincts to leave the spoiled little snot to figure out her own problems, Vicki paused.

“Everything okay?” she called out.

The girl peered up at her. A little frown creased her forehead and she was gnawing her lower lip in agitation. “It won’t start and I’m about to be late for class.”

Gears whirled in Vicki’s mind. She could gloat, or she could try to turn the situation to her advantage. “It’s probably the battery,” she said. “Hang on a sec. Sean put cables in the trunk; I’ll give you a boost.”

Five minutes later the Mustang purred to life, and as Vicki unhooked the cables from their batteries her neighbor walked up and stuck out a perfectly manicured hand.

“Thanks. You’re a lifesaver. I’m Erin.”

“Vicki.”

“I’ve seen you around somewhere at school.”

“I work over in the bursar’s office.”

“Oh, yeah, that’s it. Well, thanks again. I’ve got to run—see you!”

Vicki watched her drive away with a small sense of satisfaction. She had wedged a crack in the door; now she just had to give it a good, hard shove or two.

Saturday the week after that Vicki stretched out by the pool to soak in the late morning sunlight. Sean had gone out to run errands, leaving her at loose ends until later, but she didn’t mind a little quiet time alone to herself. It had been a hectic week at the office, and she figured she had earned some peace and relaxation in the sun.

Next door someone took a hammer to the fence, the pounding echoing loudly between the houses.

“You have got to be kidding me,” Vicki groaned.

Silence returned, but just as she settled back into her chair something hit the fence with a loud thunk. Vicki took a deep breath and managed not to scream. A couple of hours of quiet; that was all she had wanted. Thunk. And she obviously wasn’t going to get it. Thunk. With a long-suffering sigh she went over to the ladder on the pool and climbed to the top so she could see over the fence.

Erin stood in the adjacent backyard wearing a disheveled black lace dress, a trio of metallic red darts gleaming wickedly in one hand. Thunk. Vicki’s eyes followed the bright blur to a spot on the fence where the picture of an attractive guy in his early twenties had been nailed to the boards. Thunk. A second dart sank quivering into his right eye. Ouch. Apparently somebody had screwed up big time. Thunk. This one landed dead center in the left eye.

Darts gone, Erin wobbled over to a table on her patio and took a long swig of clear liquid from a bottle. Vicki recognized the label. Ugh. Whipped cream flavored vodka at ten in the morning. The girl was going to be passed out or puking by lunchtime.

“He must have really pissed you off,” Vicki said, pitching her voice to carry.

Bleary eyes red-rimmed from crying and lack of sleep blinked up at her. “Men suck.”

“You won’t get any argument from me.”

Erin retrieved her darts and headed back to her bottle for another swig. Thunk. Another eye poked out.

“Remind me not to piss you off.”

Thunk. “I’ve ranked in the top of my league for the last two years.” Thunk.

“I can believe it.” Vicki winced as Erin threw back another slug of vodka. “Listen, why don’t you come over and tell me what happened? I’ve got a fresh pot of coffee—that vodka can’t be doing you any good this early in the morning—and we can sit out by the pool and talk trash about men.”

Eyes blinked quizzically at her. “Really? Okay.”

A few minutes later Vicki had her installed in a lounge chair by the pool with a steaming cup of coffee. The girl took a sip and slumped into her chair.

“Thanks.”

“Sure. Now, what did Mr. Wonderful do that got you so worked up?”

“My boyfriend. Last night I walked in on him in bed with two of the Little Sisters from his frat.”

“Yeah,” Vicki sighed. “That’ll do it.”

“He didn’t so much as have the decency to act embarrassed or anything. Bastard just smirked and told me I ought to join them.”

“Sounds like a real award winner.”

“I just don’t understand why he would do that. I mean, is there something wrong with me?”

“He’s a guy, Erin. Asking why they do stuff like that is like asking why the sun comes up. They just do, that’s all. It doesn’t make it right, and it doesn’t mean there’s anything wrong with you.”

“I guess so.”

Vicki sat up, eyes bright with a sudden thought. “What you need is a rebound guy.”

“Huh?”

“Find some smoking hot guy who’s better looking than your ex to have a fling with—and make sure your ex finds out. Nothing pisses a guy off more than punching him right in his ego.”

That earned a smile. “I like the sound of that. Now I just have to find the guy.”

“You really need someone like Sean.”

“Sean?”

“My boyfriend.” Saying it gave her a delicious little thrill that she’d have to examine more carefully later. “The guy I live with. You’ve seen him—dark hair, big puppy dog eyes, totally ripped. And a freakin’ tiger in bed.”

Erin’s eyes went wide. “Oh, wow, the guy practically oozes sex. He’s so not my type, but I’d be all over that in a heartbeat.”

“Not your type?”

The younger girl giggled. “He’s a fireman or something ,right? A little too blue collar for me. I mean, I can just imagine Daddy’s face if I brought him home. He and Mom would have a conniption fit because he wasn’t getting a degree in law or business or something.”

“I see. But you have to admit that a stud like Sean would make for great payback on your ex, even if you didn’t intend to take him home to meet your parents.”

“I’d definitely let the jerk know I was getting laid by a real man for a change.”

“Exactly. Not to mention you’d get to have great rebound sex.”

“Oh, yeah. I could sure use some of that.”

“Now you just need to find the right guy.”

“Yeah,” the girl sighed mournfully. “There just aren’t a lot of guys like that in the frats.”

“Well keep your eyes open. You’ll find one.”

As Vicki watched the wheels turning in the younger woman’s eyes she had to fight back a giggle. She had baited the hook. Now with Sean’s help she’d set it.

When he got back home that afternoon Vicki was in the pool waiting for him wearing a mint green bikini that was practically all imagination. The way his eyes widened and then went all dark and smoldering when he saw her sent tingles zooming through her center to her clit and left her aching with anticipation.

“Hey,” she called out. “How was your day?”

A lazy grin showed off his dimple. “It just got a lot better.”

“Mmm. It’s a little cool in here. Why don’t you come in and warm me up?”

“You certainly don’t look cold.”

“Oh?” She pointed to her stiff nipples, clearly visible through her bikini.

Breath hissed between his teeth. “Who am I to argue?” he asked, his voice husky with desire as he stripped off his clothes.

When he slid into the water Vicki pushed off from the side of the pool towards him and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling herself up until her mouth was by his ear. She gave it a quick lick then whispered, “We have an audience, big guy. Make this one good.”

“Whatever you say, babe,” he murmured.

Soft lips fastened onto the skin of her neck, the tip of his tongue tickling in the hollow behind her jaw. With a moan she let herself drift upwards in the water until she could wrap her legs around his hips and pull herself into him. Everything felt so much more intense in the water, every nerve alive and reacting as skin slid against skin. Sean was already hard, the steel of his erection an insistent pressure on her body where she molded into him, and her pussy trembled with desperate longing to have him inside of her. Oddly enough, knowing that Erin was watching them through the fence sent her excitement soaring to new levels, made her wild to have Sean take her hard and deep until the other girl dripped just from looking on.

Lips devoured her while deft fingers at her back untied her bikini top and tossed it aside so that her sensitive, bare nipples dragged across his skin with every movement. Deep below her belly heat exploded with an intensity that ripped her breath away and a low, demanding throb awakened between her legs. Could he feel her throbbing against his cock? It felt as though her whole body was a drum for her pulse to beat on. Big, strong hands skimmed down her sides to grasp her hips and move her against the length of his shaft.

“You warming up yet?” he growled. “I hear friction creates heat.”

As his cock rubbed against her clit through her bikini bottoms she gasped and clung to him while her muscles locked and a low mewl of pleasure crawled from her lips. Sean’s mouth left her neck to nuzzle against her ear.

“Damn, babe, you’re not just putting on a show, are you?”

She didn’t answer, instead turning her head to find his lips, greedy for more of him, for more sensation. His tongue slithered hot against hers and she clutched him as though she might drown if she lost her grip. Really, though, she was already drowning in him, adrift and floundering as pleasure rampaged through her body and her need for him swelled until it overwhelmed every other thought.

Frustration tore through her like a knife when he stopped, but it was only so he could work a hand between them and pull aside the crotch of her bikini. Deft fingers probed into her slick folds, teasing briefly against the hard knob of her clit before diving into her. Her head flew back and she cried out as two fingers pushed deep inside to scissor against her pulsing walls, fingertips brushing there just so. Sean was incredible, knew exactly where and how to touch her to wring every possible ounce of pleasure out of her. Hips rocked, her pelvis grinding against his hand sandwiched between them. The pressure on her clit almost pushed her over the edge, and she moaned against his tongue even as his kiss deepened.

“Not yet,” he breathed against her. “Not yet, babe. Hold on for me.”

Fingers fumbled between them, below her, and suddenly the heat of his cock glided against her bare skin, no longer held back by Sean’s boxers. Shivering and moaning, she let herself slowly drop in the water until his entire length had run between her legs and her clit nestled against the base of his shaft. She hung there suspended, still throbbing, her mouth pressed against Sean’s chest so that she could feel his heart softly beating, his skin smooth and slightly salty against her tongue.

Hard, smooth muscles rippled under skin like bronze satin as he lifted her up again to position her hips over his waiting manhood. His hungry mouth claimed her first, his tongue roughly invading her mouth to take her even as he lowered her onto his cock, the head nudging its way surely into her waiting heat. Breath caught as he entered her and she stretched to fit him, suspended somewhere in a blissful state between pleasure and not-quite-pain. She wanted it to go on forever and Sean must have known somehow because he drew it out, easing her down with an agonizing slowness until her lungs screamed for her to take a breath.

No sooner had she managed to suck in a gasp of air than her clit ground against Sean’s pubic bone and all the oxygen fled her lungs again in a sharp cry. He seemed huge inside of her, and her muscles spasmed and squeezed down on him even further. Sean shook lightly against her, his whole body quivering from pent-up desire as he began to rock her up and down on his shaft. With every motion he made inside of her slow pulses of warmth radiated out from the depths of her pussy to fill the swelling tightness of her breasts and the aching knot at her root. The rhythmic echoes of her moans off the fence were the only way that she knew she was still breathing as burning need consumed the rational parts of her mind.

Sean thrust, and in one bright instant the tension in her strained unbearably tight—and broke into a million slivers of pure ecstasy which seared through her veins as her moans became a drawn out cry that left her limp and shaking. She came to herself with Sean’s arms wrapped tightly around her, holding her up from the water.

“Oh, damn,” she panted, wrapping her arms around his neck to take some of her own weight. “That was… something else.” Her eyes widened in alarm. “Did you even get to finish?”

His soft chuckle reassured her. “Yeah, right about the same time you did.” He gave her a final squeeze as she unwrapped her legs and drifted back into the water beside him. “So what was this all about?”

She had completely forgotten about their voyeur in the next yard. “Oh,” she replied with a sly little smile, “I think you’ll find out in the next couple of days.”

The bait was on the hook now, and all that was left to do was let it dangle in the water for a while, until a certain little fish came in for a nibble.

*          *          *

Sean glided slowly through a patch of sunlight that sent shimmering reflections through the pool like a thousand tiny mirrors. Just as his lungs began to protest he twisted, shot up and broke the surface, water droplets arcing in a glittering rainbow as he threw his head back. When he pulled himself up the pool ladder he noticed a face watching him over the fence—a very pretty face with wide green eyes framed by light brown hair that fell in loose waves around slender shoulders.

“Hello,” he ventured.

Her smile came out, flickering for a moment like the sun teasing behind a cloud before turning on him full force.

“Hi. You’re Sean, right?”

“That’s right.”

“I’m Erin. Vicki told me all about you. She’s lucky to have a boyfriend like you.”

What the hell? “Really?”

“Yeah. I was kind of having a bad day last Saturday and she talked me down. So you’re off today, huh?”

“And tomorrow.”

“Oh. Do you know if Vicki’s going to be around?”

He raised an eyebrow. What in hell was going on here? “No. Actually she’s supposed to spend the day at her mom’s.”

Erin brushed a loose strand of hair back from her face and nibbled the corner of her lower lip with perfect, white teeth. “That’s too bad. I was going to ask her if she wanted to go shopping and hang out for a while.”

“I’ll be sure and tell her you asked about her.”

“Nah, it’s cool. I’ll catch her next weekend.” She ducked her head with a shy smile and peeked back at him through her thick lashes. “It was nice to meet you, Sean. I’ll see you around.”

Her head disappeared behind the fence and Sean let out a long breath, then after a minute he wrapped himself in a towel and stalked inside. Picking up his cell phone he punched in a number and waited for it to ring.

“So. Why is Erin from next door asking about you, and why does she think I’m your boyfriend? And why did I tell her you were going to be at your mom’s when your mom lives three states away?”

Peals of wicked laughter was the only response he got for a long time.

Mid-morning the next day Sean was at his computer working his way through a third cup of coffee and the latest sports news when the doorbell rang. He smiled as he sipped from his cup; it didn’t take a psychic to guess who it was. Sure enough, when he opened the door Erin stood there waiting for him in a tiny denim miniskirt and a cropped, emerald tank top that made her clear, green eyes practically glow. His gaze slowly traveled down miles of perfect, tanned legs and back up again to linger over perky, round tits before meeting her eyes. Damn, but she was a hot little thing.

“Morning,” he drawled, leaning against the door frame. He wore a pair of black sweatpants and a tight, gray t-shirt with the fire department logo because Vicki had told him that whenever he wore it all she could think about was taking it off of him. With any luck it would have the same effect on Erin. A smirk fought its way to his lips as her eyes wandered along his arms, down his chest, and then got lost somewhere around his midsection where his sweats outlined the bulge of his cock.

“See something you like?”

Eyes darted back up to his and she gulped, the tip of her pink tongue darting out to run nervously along her lips.

“Um, I guess I missed Vicki, huh?”

“Sorry. She’s long gone. Took off a couple of hours ago.”

“Oh.”

“Is there anything I can help you with?”

“Well…” She gulped again, took a deep breath, and tossed her hair back. “Could we talk inside for a minute?”

Without a word he turned aside and gestured for her to go in. As she brushed past him his cock gave an insistent twitch; that sweet little ass in that tight little skirt was enough to drive any man to the brink, and the rest of her looked every bit as luscious. He intended to verify that for himself in the very near future, up close and personal.

“So, what’s up?”

Even now, standing in his living room with pebble-hard nipples straining under her tank top, she dithered. Was she having second thoughts because she was nervous, or maybe her conscience was nagging her because she thought he was Vicki’s boyfriend? It didn’t matter either way; he already knew she was going to push through it. It was there in her eyes.

“I’ve got a boyfriend problem,” she said, and slowly walked towards him. “See, I caught him cheating on me and I’d really like to one-up him.” Her hand reached out, brushed tentatively against his chest. “If I could find a totally hot and sexy guy—a real man, not an overgrown boy like my ex—I’d show him just what an idiot my ex was.” Fingers traced along his pecs, down his stomach and stopped just short of Sean’s swelling groin. “I’d be willing to let him do just about anything he wanted to me.”

The muscles in his stomach tightened as her fingertips grazed lightly along his straining rod, and she smiled as she felt it jerk against her in response. “Seems like he’s in favor of the idea. Let’s see if I can convince the rest of you.”

Erin whipped her tank top over her head and tossed it onto the sofa, leaving her firm little tits bare. They were just as perfect as he had imagined with tight, creamy skin that made his mouth water; he wanted to taste and lick every bit of them, to suck and nibble those pink nipples until she couldn’t stand the sweet torture of it any longer and begged him to stop. While his attention was focused on them she loosened her skirt and worked it over her hips to let it fall at her feet. No panties, either. With a look of tense anticipation in her eyes the girl stood there utterly naked in his living room like some kind of gift from the gods.

Or rather from Vicki.

He gave her one last chance. “What about Vicki?”

Erin wrapped her arms around his neck and leaned into him, bathing him in an intoxicating mix of honeysuckle and spice. “She doesn’t need to know, does she? It’s not like I want to take you away from her or anything; I just want to borrow you for a while.” She giggled. “Besides, she sort of suggested it.”

“Did she?”

“Yeah. She bragged about how awesome you are in bed. Then yesterday,” she continued, grinding her pelvis deliberately against his hard-on, “I saw you two in the pool. That was so hot, and if you could do that to her… Any woman would want that, Sean.”

He slid his fingers into her hair to tug her head back so he could look down into her eyes. “Are you sure that’s what you want? I’m not one of your pretty little frat boys, and I’m not going to treat you like a fragile flower or something. If you want to play this game, you’re going to play it by my rules.”

“Make me come the way Vicki did in the pool yesterday, and I’ll play by any rules you want.”

“I’ll see what I can do.”

His hands went to her waist, pulled her hard against him so he could feel her softness, the warmth of her through his clothes, then slid down to her ass as his mouth descended on hers. She gasped when his fingers clenched in her naked flesh and he took that opportunity to slide his tongue into her mouth, running the tip across her smooth teeth then exploring their sharp edges before pushing onward. She met him, hesitantly at first because he was a stranger, but she quickly warmed to him and they twined together, slick and hot as they twisted and dove in shared need, and Sean felt his pulse pounding in his cock where it was squeezed between their bodies.

As he explored her mouth his fingers buried themselves in the softness of her ass, pried her open to bare her most private places. She shivered in his grasp, moaning against him as cool air brushed across ticklish skin unused to such exposure. Already he could smell the musky tang of her arousal and knew that she was getting wet in preparation for him. It would take nothing to push aside his sweats and bury himself in her sweet pussy, pound her until they both found release.

But he couldn’t do that just yet.

Abruptly he broke off their kiss, took a step back. Erin’s skin was flushed, her nipples crinkled and dark, breasts heaving as she drank cool drafts of air. Eyes heavy with passion stared at him in confusion.

“Come on,” he told her, and headed towards the back of the house. He shed his clothes as he went and by the time he entered the bedroom Sean was as naked as Erin. She glanced around the room, obviously puzzled.

“It’s Vicki’s room. She has a bigger bed,” he explained, “and most of the toys.”

“Toys?”

A wicked grin stole across his face. “I told you that you were going to play by my rules. Getting cold feet already?”

She shook her head.

“Good.” He stepped close to her, let his hands roam across her smooth curves, skin so soft he wanted to wrap himself up in her. “I take good care of Vicki because she’s a giver. No matter what I do for her, she always gives me a lot more in return. How good are you at giving, Erin?”

Her eyes dropped to the quivering rod that jutted eagerly towards her, and she slowly sank down onto her knees and tucked her hair over one shoulder.

“No hands,” he whispered. “Don’t use anything except your mouth.”

The soft caress of her tongue answered for her, swirling slowly along the tip to lick away the sticky drop of pre-cum glistening there and then circling down the spongy, purple flesh of the head to curl around the flared base. Sean couldn’t suppress a moan, desire flashing through his loins as she slowly and deliberately explored him with her tongue, seeking out those places where the slightest touch would send him up the wall. It was obvious to him that she hadn’t done this often before, but whatever she lacked in experience she made up for in determination to please him. 

Without warning she sucked his head between her lips, her tongue cupping and licking as she enfolded him with her mouth. The sudden intensity of it almost loosened his knees and he took her head in his hands to steady himself, but that threw her off balance and to prevent herself from falling forward into him she braced her hands against his thighs.

“I said no hands,” he admonished.

“But—”

“Nope. No excuses.” It wasn’t really fair, but he didn’t care. Pulling his aching cock from the sweet embrace of her mouth he moved to rummage through one of Vicki’s drawers. When he turned back to Erin he held a bright orange silk scarf. “Hands behind your back.”

For a second he thought that she might balk, but then she did as he ordered and let him wind the smooth fabric around her wrists. It was crazy for her to do that, to trust him this way, and the power he felt at it was almost as intoxicating as having her kneeling naked at his feet. How far would she let him go?

“Open your mouth.”

Obediently she did so, and he eased his cock between her lips to rest it on the top of her tongue, its moist heat sending tingles rocketing through his shaft to tighten his balls. As she sucked him deeper Sean’s eyelids drooped and he let himself float on weaving swells of pleasure. Her tongue stroked, teased, while her lips held him in place with a gentle suction and she began to work him in and out. At first she moved slowly, getting used to the feel of him in her mouth, but as she grew more confident she sped up and swooped her mouth up and down almost his entire length.

“Careful,” he breathed.

As Erin slowed, he buried his fingers in her hair and pulled her closer. He wanted more, wanted to press deeper into her hot little mouth. With a whimper she froze, the head of his cock far along the back of her tongue now, and just little further and he felt her throat squeezing on him. His hands eased her back, then forward once more, back and forward until he felt her relaxing into their rhythm and he was able to ease deeper still into her. Her mouth was perfection, and he loved the way she looked up at him with those big green eyes while her lips wrapped around his cock; he could have happily shot off right down the back of her throat, but he had other plans.

“You’re a natural,” he told her as he drew his twitching manhood from her mouth. “A little practice and you could be amazing.”

“So when is it my turn?” she asked plaintively.

“One moment.”

Vicki kept her toys in the drawer of her nightstand, and Sean quickly pulled out a small assortment of vibrators and dildos. When he turned back to Erin, her eyebrows shot up in alarm.

“Umm, I don’t think so.”

“You want to come like a freight train the way Vicki did yesterday?”

“Well…”

“Then you’re going to have to trust me.”

For a long moment she stared at him, but then she finally dropped her gaze.

“Good girl. You’ll like this part—I promise.”

He was going to like it, too. Without untying her arms he lifted her to her feet and led her to the bed. A gentle press into the small of her back folded her so that she bent double over the edge, her upper body resting solidly on the mattress. He took a second to savor the view—the sleek swell of her narrow waist into her succulent ass, the delicate curves of her back and shoulders—and then he knelt behind her and eased her legs apart.

With one finger he traced the edges of her nether lips which were already damp with her moisture. That and the strong musk of her sex told him that despite her attitude afterwards she really had gotten turned on sucking his cock. He would make sure to pay her back for that, with interest. Her breath hitched as a finger landed on her clit, then breaths turned to soft little moans as he wooed it out of its hiding place, sketching slow little whorls across that taut skin with one slickened fingertip. A twist of his hand positioned his thumb at her entrance, where he teased her by circling along the edges before dipping slightly into the clinging heat of her tunnel and then withdrawing again. He repeated this until she fell into his pattern and her hips began to rock in time with him in an attempt to capture his probing thumb.

Moans grew louder, and Erin’s pussy flowed with her sweet cream until his whole hand was wet and slick. It drew him in like a bee to honey; he bent, nuzzled in close and flirted his tongue across pink, glistening skin. Her taste exploded in his mouth with a tart, tangy bite that set his hormones raging so that he wanted to bury himself in her dripping pussy and lick her until she ran dry. Withdrawing his hand he pressed his face into her folds, tongue arrowing deep into her furrow until he found her clit. Erin whimpered as he rasped the rough surface of his tongue across her hypersensitive nub, and he lashed her until her legs sagged and she feverishly jammed her whole crotch back against his face.

“Oh, please,” she begged, her voice a rough whimper that jerked him back to his senses.

Damn. She was close—he could feel it in the way her thighs trembled, hear it in the wet, sucking noises of her pussy as she rotated her hips. She had almost passed the point of no return, but he couldn’t let her come yet, wasn’t nearly done with her yet. With one last, lingering lick he dragged his face away and climbed to his feet.

“Soon,” he promised her.

Positioning himself between her legs he lifted her hips until she was at just the right height and shoved his cock beneath her. It slid against her slick skin, popping away from her opening to glide forward and nudge against her clit. Erin sucked in a sharp breath and pressed herself down onto him to grind her stiff lump against his hardness. For a few seconds Sean let her pleasure herself, but then he drew back and pressed his head firmly against the opening of her pussy until he penetrated her. 

“Condom,” she gasped.

He gave an evil chuckle. “Not today. I told you that you were going to have to play by my rules. You’re just going to have to take your chances.”

One quick push and his shaft sank deep, buried in her sodden heat from behind. She gasped, froze as her body tried to adjust to this sudden intrusion. She was so incredibly tight, but also so wet now that it didn’t matter. Her walls parted for him, slick as glass as he pushed further inside, and felt so wonderful on his throbbing cock that he could hardly stand it. Shoved to the hilt in her his only thought was of somehow driving deeper still, and he could scarcely hear Erin’s moans over the pounding of his own heartbeat in his ears. Then slowly, savoring every moment, every motion, he began to move inside her.

At first Erin simply lay there limply as his cock pumped in and out of her pulsing tunnel, but before long her hips began rolling to match his strokes, her motions growing wilder as the burning flutter in her depths drove her on. Each frenzied movement caused her buttocks to spread and gave Sean a glimpse of the delicate rosebud hidden within. It was more than he could resist; without thinking he rested a hand on her ass and slid his thumb down into her valley to bump against that tempting, pink ring.

Erin bucked against him as she felt his touch.

“No,” she whimpered. “Not there. I don’t do that.”

The hand on her ass pushed her back down onto the bed. “Easy,” he said. “Just relax.”

Caught up in her own pleasure she quickly seemed to forget his thumb was there, and he continued to massage her until she fell back into their old rhythm. As she bounced helplessly back against him he applied a little pressure, then a little more and felt her giving way before him. Now, now he had her.

He dug through the rumpled bedclothes until his hand came upon the small vibrator he had pulled from Vicki’s nightstand earlier. One-handed he flicked it on and then aimed it at Erin’s clenched little anus. She whined, thrashed as the vibrations sent electric shocks jolting through her lower body, the muscles of her pussy clamping down onto him in reaction. Despite her moans of protest, the buzzing toy proved too much for her and Erin slowly melted into its seductive kiss. As his cock drove into her she pushed back eagerly, now not only against the stiff rod of his manhood but also the humming vibrator as it bored own on her still-virgin ass.

This time when the tip of it penetrated her tiny hole she simply gave a small yelp without flinching and allowed Sean to cautiously explore the outermost edges of that ring of muscle. Breaths turned into gasping cries as her back arched and her fingers clenched into the comforter, and her hips swayed and rolled over Sean’s manhood like a ship in a stormy sea.

Vicki’s purple dildo caught his eye then, peeking out of the covers by Erin’s hip. Roughly the thickness of his thumb and six inches long, the soft rubber tool would do nicely for what he wanted next. He moved his hips faster, spearing his shaft to the balls into Erin’s sloshing hole to distract her while he tossed aside the vibrator and snatched up the dildo instead. It took only a second to slip it into the vibrator’s place against her ass, only a little effort to push past the barrier of her now-loosened sphincter. He eased it into her, a little deeper into her ass with each thrust of his erection into her dripping pussy. In only a minute he had it in far enough that he was able to feel the tip of it bumping against the shaft of his cock through the thin membranes which separated them.

Erin felt it too, and she humped back harder against him, her cries growing still louder. Each time his cock rammed into her he could feel her getting wetter, her body responding ever more strongly to the dual stimulation of being penetrated in both holes at once. Harder and faster he thrust, alternating between tools, until Erin’s cries turned into a shriek and she crushed her pussy down on his cock to engulf him completely and then held him there as her muscles pulsated and quaked, the purple toy wedged immobile in her ass.

Massaged by her smooth muscles, Sean could hold out no longer. Thighs stiffened, buttocks clenched, and his cum boiled up in thick, hot gobs that turned immediately to liquid in Erin’s soaking tunnel. The force of it left him gasping, tingling all over, until he was able to sink back and slide his wet, twitching member from her hole. A moment later the purple dildo slipped from her ass and clattered to the floor beside them, and Sean untied her wrists and flopped onto the bed beside her.

Eyes closed, she lay there panting for breath, damp strands of her brown hair stuck to her sweat-streaked forehead. Sean grinned to himself in satisfaction.

“Well? Did I live up to your expectations?”

One eye opened to regard him blearily. “I thought my heart was going to stop.”

“I haven’t killed anyone yet,” he chuckled.

Her body shuddered with a long sigh. “Um. Is Vicki the jealous type?”

“Afraid so.”

“Shit.”

“Sorry. Besides, I’m the rebound guy, remember? You just used me for sex; you don’t want me hanging around.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right.” Her voice was oddly wistful. “But if you ever break up with her, well, you know where to find me.” She rolled over and sat up. “I should probably go. With my luck she’ll come back early, and they’ll find me floating in the river Monday morning.”

He watched her gather her clothes and get dressed, then with a final wave she vanished out the front door. After a moment he turned and went back to Vicki’s room and collapsed on the bed.

With a creak the closet door opened and Vicki stepped out, a digital camera in one hand. Her face was flushed, her chest heaving with deep breaths.

“Oh my god, that was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Did you get it all?” he asked her.

“Every last second. Although some of it may be a little wobbly—I’m only human, you know, and that got pretty intense. But it’s all there, and I can’t wait for what comes next.”

To be continued…






Luring Lesley

SHE STILL COULDN’T BELIEVE SHE WAS DOING THIS.

In the darkness of her closet Vicki held her breath and tried to keep the digital camera steady while she watched the events unfolding in her bedroom on the tiny LCD screen. The idea had sounded good when she came up with it—get Erin, the sexy little coed next door, to try to seduce Vicki’s roommate and “boyfriend” Sean—but she had to admit that she had never really expected it to actually work. Yet somehow her plan had succeeded beyond her wildest dreams and was playing out right before her eyes while she recorded it in breathtaking, high definition detail, and Sean was making sure that she had a perfect view from her hidden vantage point.

The one problem was that watching them was getting her seriously hot and bothered. By the time Sean bound the girl’s wrists behind her back with a silk scarf Vicki’s clit and nipples had hardened to aching knots, and when he went down on her Vicki’s pussy began to drip in sympathy. What made it so exquisitely erotic to watch was Sean. Vicki knew that body, knew every inch of him by touch and taste, knew exactly how every little thing he did to Erin felt. She could practically feel every touch, every lick on her own flesh. Every instinct demanded she shove a hand inside her pajama bottoms and rub herself until she exploded in satisfaction, but she managed to keep both hands on the camera and only shook a little as she fought her body’s need.

It never would have occurred to her that she could get so turned on watching someone else having sex, and she almost felt guilty about her voyeurism until she remembered the show that she and Sean had put on in the pool a few days ago for Erin. Had the girl been as excited watching them as Vicki was now? Had she fingered herself while she watched, struggled to hold in in her moans as she came so they wouldn’t hear her on the other side of the fence?

Vicki bit her lips to quell a moan of her own as she watched Sean take one of her small vibrators and slide it against Erin’s tiny, pink anus. From the girl’s reaction it was obvious she was a novice at this, and Vicki watched fascinated while Erin whined and writhed as Sean slowly penetrated her virgin ass. The simmering heat below her belly throbbed, and the quiver between her legs threatened to loosen her knees while the pressure of the thin silk of her top on her nipples became so unbearable she hardly dared to breathe.

She held it together, barely, while watching Sean fuck the girl in both holes at once until they finally came and collapsed together onto the bed. Every nerve in Vicki’s body strained to the breaking point, screamed for her own chance at release, but with the girl right there she didn’t dare touch herself. When she finally did get to come she wasn’t going to be able to hold back, and having a screaming orgasm in the closet would put an end to the rest of her plan in a hurry.

The heat boiling inside almost made her miss their last byplay.

“Um. Is Vicki the jealous type?”

That little bitch. She could see the longing in those big, green eyes—it wasn’t enough that she had just screwed the man she thought was Vicki’s boyfriend. She’d steal him if she got the chance. Vicki breathed a silent sigh of relief as Sean shot that idea down, but couldn’t help feeling a twinge as the two of them left the room together in search of Erin’s discarded clothes. What if he changed his mind and decided to take Erin up on her offer? It wasn’t like she could complain—Sean wasn’t really her boyfriend, despite what they had both led the young coed to believe.

She was going to have to change that, and soon.

After a few moments he came back to the room and fell backwards onto the bed. As Vicki stepped out of the closet he looked up at her with his soft, brown, puppy dog eyes aglow and a fresh pulse of heat flooded all the way down to her toes.

“Oh my god, that was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Did you get it all?” he asked.

She grinned back at him. “Every last second. Although some of it may be a little wobbly—I’m only human, you know, and that got pretty intense. But it’s all there, and I can’t wait for what comes next.”

“And that would be?”

“This.”

She crawled onto the bed between his legs to hover over his cock. The sharp smell of sex hit her and she shuddered under the onslaught of another wave of desire, then lifting her eyes to his she bent low and drew his flaccid member between her lips. Vicki had tasted her juices on Sean’s cock before, but now for the first time she experienced the taste of another woman—tangy and a little bitter, a wild flavor with a hint of hot metal biting against her tongue. It made her hungry for more so she sucked him greedily, her tongue bathing him from head to balls as she lapped up every drop Erin had left behind.

The hard muscles of Sean’s thighs tensed and he moaned and let his head drop back onto the bed. Already his cock was stirring in her mouth, filling and stiffening against her tongue. She couldn’t wait to get him inside of her. Her tongue swirled around his shaft then she sucked him far down the back of her mouth before pulling back so that his length slid against the rough surface of her tongue. For a moment the suction of her lips held onto his head before he sprang free with a pop!

“God, Vicki,” he moaned as she wrapped her hand around his slick shaft and began to stroke him

“I loved watching you fuck that hot little piece of ass,” she purred. “I’ll bet you would have liked it even more if I had been underneath her licking her clit while you hammered her from behind.”

His cock jerked and swelled in her fist and she smiled. Maybe she’d come up with a way to make that little fantasy come true for him. She had never had a thing for girls, but that taste of Erin made her itch to give it a try. Later, though. She had her hands full with Sean, and that was what she really craved at the moment. The crotch of her pajama pants was soaked and she was dying to get him inside of her. Sean was ready too, his manhood straining in her grasp and hard enough to pound nails.

But he’d just have to settle for pounding her.

Quickly she skinned out of her pajamas and tossed them onto the floor. At the sight of her bare breasts Sean drew a ragged breath. She loved how easy he was with her, how quickly she could turn him on and get him hot and hard even when he had just had an orgasm only minutes before. Throwing one leg over his thighs she straddled him and inched her way up his body, hands exploring his firm slabs of muscle while her thighs tingled as his skin brushed against hers. Wet folds found his shaft, sank down to embrace him then lifted away to tease before returning to settle more firmly against Sean’s pulsing manhood. A quiver shook her entire body at the feel of him pressing so close to her pussy. So close—it would only take one tiny movement to capture him.

A quick shift of her hips and Vicki dropped down and backwards, impaling herself on his thick rod. He slid straight in, deep into her core in one thrust, her walls stretching out around him to swallow him whole. She flung her head back with a cry of relief, of fulfillment. One hand on his chest held her upright as she rocked wildly astride him, and after the long build-up the pressure on her clit flung her straight over the edge. She held it for a few seconds then shrieked as she exploded in a flare of pleasure that grayed her vision, her hips continuing to swivel as she tried to draw it out, wanting that feeling to go on and on forever.

*          *          *

As Vicki went limp above him after her orgasm, moans slowly turning to kittenish whimpers and only barely managing to hold herself upright, Sean moved his hands to her hips and took control of her body. His powerful arms worked her up and down on his cock while her slippery pussy rippled against him, clutching and squeezing with every stroke and driving him right back to the brink. He could hardly believe that despite just coming inside Erin less than fifteen minutes ago Vicki had him at the verge of popping off again already. His roommate was simply amazing.

Through half-closed eyes he watched her sway, her eyes far away and dreamy, soft lips parted to let in deep gasps of air. Her thick chestnut curls danced against slender shoulders as she bounced against his hips, and a light flush darkened the golden tan of her skin and left her nipples and aureolae a deep pink that made his mouth water to taste them.

She was quite simply the sexiest thing he had ever seen in his life.

The excitement of watching Erin while her silken cunt clamped onto his manhood was more than he could take. With a moan he bit his lip and forced her hips down while he thrust upwards to bury himself fully in her steaming depths. Despite her weight on him his hips arched up to force his cock still deeper, and he shot jets of cum into her still-quivering tunnel until the burning tension in his loins subsided to a dull tingling.

Slowly his hands loosened their hold on her hips and Vicki let herself sink down to rest against his chest without releasing her grip on his manhood. They lay together like that for a while, sweaty and panting, until their breaths and heartbeats slowed to normal once more and she finally rolled off of his body with a sigh.

Sean admired her perfect, supple curves as she stretched sinuously and smiled up at him. “Oh, god how I needed that,” she purred.

“Glad I could be of assistance.”

She smirked. ‘I’ll just bet you are. Probably can’t wait to be of assistance to our other two neighbors, either.”

Oddly enough the thought hadn’t even crossed his mind. “I’ve been a little too preoccupied to give them a thought.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

Sean pushed himself over and bent to suck one of her nipples between his lips. He let his tongue swirl around it until she moaned and shivered, then let it slip away. “I’m having trouble thinking of anything except for a certain very sexy, naked roommate.”

“Well, I’m certainly not going to complain.”

Damn but she was sexy, and that just-fucked look really suited her. He wanted to see it on her a lot more often. Actually, what he wanted was to put it there a lot more often. While Erin had been a fun romp, she was no competition for Vicki in bed and he doubted that Erin’s roommates would turn out to be a big improvement. He was perfectly willing to devote all of his time and effort to Vicki—if he could only get her to give up the “friends only” policy she had towards him.

Unfortunately changing Vicki’s mind once she had made it up was a labor fit for Hercules, and he didn’t want to spoil things by nagging her about it again. Maybe he should just count his blessings, take her advice and enjoy what she offered while taking advantage of the opportunity she was throwing his way with the little bitches next door. As she said, he was a guy and ought to feel like he had died and gone to heaven with a sweet setup like that. It was too good a chance to pass up, and maybe while she was scheming out the next phase he could work on changing her attitude about their relationship. Subtly, of course. 

“So that’s one down,” he said. “What say we go out to lunch to celebrate?”

“I’m game. What did you have in mind?”

“There’s a certain Japanese steak house I seem to recall that you like,” he said, grinning as her eyes lit up. “My treat.”

“Really?” she squealed. When he nodded she hugged him then jumped out of bed. “I need to hook you up with hot coeds more often. I’m going to go shower and get dressed.”

The sight of her as she bounced away was enough to get his blood flowing all over again, and that cemented his resolve to convince her to give them another chance as a couple. Anyone who could affect him that way after he’d already had sex twice that morning was worth pursuing, even if she seemed determined not to be caught.

“Would you care for a salad, Miss?” the waiter asked Vicki as he collected her menu.

“No, thank you.”

“Are you sure? It comes with the meal.”

Vicki wrinkled her nose. “Then feel free to donate mine to homeless bunnies or something.”

The waiter stalked off in a huff and Sean grinned at her. “Homeless bunnies?”

“You know I don’t eat rabbit food when there’s steak coming.”

“True. Getting between you and meat isn’t a good idea.”

She winked at him and wet her lips with the tip of her tongue. “I do like my meat.”

“You keep that up and we’ll be taking lunch home.”

“You can take lunch home. I’m not moving out of this chair until I’ve eaten. I worked up an appetite this morning.”

“Yeah. Me, too.”

Her smirk let him know what she thought of that. “I’ll just bet you did. Don’t worry; I’ll make sure you’re satisfied. There are more coeds where that one came from.”

Erin’s roommates were the last thing on his mind just then, but he couldn’t exactly tell Vicki that he was only really interested in someone closer to home. Funny, smart, and sexy enough to make a dead priest howl—how could anyone else possibly measure up to her? Fortunately the waiter interrupted them with their lunch and distracted Vicki with a steaming steak before Sean had a chance to say anything stupid. The fireman sipped his beer and watched as his roommate popped a juicy hunk of teriyaki-flavored beef into her mouth. The expression of pure bliss on her face was almost the same beatific look she got after she had a really good orgasm. 

If he kept thinking along those lines he’d forget all about his own lunch. Best to get the conversation on another subject before his erection came back full-force. Vicki’s statement about their neighbors left him a good opening, since she had never filled him in on the details of her plan past getting Erin into his bed.

“So as for those other coeds, exactly what did you have in mind? We’ve got that video of Erin, but I can’t believe her sister is going to just give it up over that.”

She swallowed and licked her lips again, sending another pulse of heat surging through his loins, and he wondered if she’d be ready for another session after lunch. Maybe screwing their other two bratty next door neighbors would be the best thing for him. At least it would take his mind off his roommate for a while, before he really started to obsess over Vicki.

“Well, here’s my plan,” she said.

As she began to lay it out for him Sean found himself grinning. “Remind me never to piss you off.”

Vicki patted his hand with a wink. “Smart boy.”

Later that afternoon after a swim and languorous hours soaking up sunshine by the pool Vicki unveiled her secret weapon—a wireless camera that would record directly to her computer.

“Hiding in the closet won’t work twice,” she explained as she led Sean into her room and showed him where his camera, which they had used to record his adventure with Erin, was now mounted on a tripod in the closet. “She’ll be expecting it, so we’ll let her see what she expects to see and she won’t think to look further.”

It took them half an hour to get the new camera installed in the ceiling vent over Sean’s bed to Vicki’s satisfaction, and afterwards she fiddled with the picture from it on her computer while Sean watched over her shoulder. When she had it just the way she wanted it she turned towards him with a triumphant grin.

“That ought to do it. There’s just one thing left to do.”

“What?”

“We’ve got to test it out and make sure it works, silly.”

She grabbed his hand and tugged him back to his own room, where with a quick glance over her shoulder towards the hidden camera she stripped off her t-shirt. Tossing it playfully at Sean she stood before him and arched her back a little to show off her tits in her skimpy bikini top.

“See anything you like?”

He growled in the back of his throat and tossed her t-shirt somewhere behind him. She knew quite well how he loved her tits and could never get enough of their perfect, satin creaminess. In a second her top joined the t-shirt on his floor and his mouth fastened on one stiff pink pebble. Vicki moaned as his tongue thrashed against her and pressed her body closer to his. He slid one arm around her slim waist to capture her and hold her steady while his mouth took turns licking and sucking her nipples. Low moans and coos of delight rewarded his efforts and Sean could almost feel the heat rising beneath her skin. She was on her tiptoes now, straining to give more of herself to him. And that was exactly what he wanted.

His hands skimmed down her sides and snagged the thin strings of her bikini bottoms to drag them down past the curve of her hips. Without letting go of her nipple Sean managed to skin them halfway down her thighs, but that was as far as he could reach. Reluctantly he let the puckered gumdrop slip from his lips and bent lower, sliding his cheek down Vicki’s bare stomach until his face was level with her belly button. The bottoms dropped away to land around her ankles, so Sean moved his hands back up to her ass and pulled her closer. With the tip of his tongue he drew slow, wet circles around her navel until her stomach muscles quivered at his touch, and then he poked in to nudge against the sensitive part inside.

“Sean!” she squealed, bucking against him. “That tickles!”

He only laughed, his mouth muffled against her belly. Already the faint aroma of her excitement teased his nostrils; she was aroused and getting wetter by the second. Damn, how he wanted her, could never seem to get enough of her. A quick shove against her hips tumbled her backward onto his bed where she sprawled with her limbs flung wide, her glistening, pink slit spread in invitation.

Quickly he shed his own clothes and climbed onto the bed, his rigid cock bobbing as he crawled over her. Deep blue eyes met his, sparkling with excitement, and Vicki lifted her hips to rub herself against the pulsing steel of his manhood.

“Hi there,” she murmured. “It looks like someone is glad to see me.”

Sean bent his head and took her in a hard, demanding kiss. Below him Vicki’s eyes drifted closed and she opened for him at the first brush of his tongue against her lips. She didn’t wait for him but pressed forward to meet him, their tongues twining as they explored each other once again in a now-familiar dance. Sandwiched in the heat between them his cock throbbed relentlessly with his pulse while the passion of their kiss ramped up. By the time he pulled his lips from hers Sean’s heart was racing and he burned with need for her.

Pressing a knee between her legs he wedged himself into the gap, but she stopped him before he could lower himself onto her.

“Wait,” she told him, turning her head back to look over his shoulder at the vent concealing her video recorder. She twisted beneath him and slim hands pushed and pulled at him until he moved the way that she wanted. “Got to get the angle right,” she told him.

“You missed your calling,” he said as he ducked his head to nibble on her earlobe. “Should have gone to film school and been a director.”

“Mmm,” she moaned softly. “Directing porn. My parents would be so proud.”

“Sexy as you are you really belong in front of the camera, though, not behind it..”

“Flattery will get you everywhere.”

His fingers settled on her clit and gently kneaded it until she moaned again. “What will that get me?”

“What do you want?”

“You from behind.”

“I think it can be arranged.” She squeezed out from under his weight and crouched before him. “I think this will look better on camera anyway,” she said and wiggled her ass at him provocatively.

Waves of desire pushed him forward, his hands stroking the satin curves of her bottom as he positioned his erection between her legs. At the first touch Vicki reached back and wrapped her fingers around his shaft and gave him a squeeze. Her gentle pull left him pressed against her ass while she slowly rubbed the tip of his cock back and forth through the sopping entrance to her pussy. Raw sensation flooded through him and her low moans and sighs had him halfway at the brink before he ever made it inside of her.

When he was nice and slippery her hand angled his shaft up so that she could slide his swollen head into the groove above her clit, where she swirled the tip around and around her hard little nub. His fingers clenched in her creamy flesh and his breaths went ragged as she pressed him harder against the moist heat at her center. An ache started between his own legs with a twinge that tightened his balls, a need to pull back and drive himself into her sopping hole and find release, but he clenched his teeth and concentrated on simply holding onto Vicki’s rocking hips. 

“Now,” she whispered, and guided his head back so it was again poised at the entrance to her tunnel.

With her hand guiding him Sean plunged into her tight heat, his cock sinking home in one easy thrust, and as his head pierced her deepest levels the two of them moaned in unison. The pleasure as her clinging heat enfolded him was almost more than Sean could bear, and he had to hold himself still for several moments or risk it being over far too quickly. Finally Vicki grew impatient and swiveled her hips to piston back and forth on his shaft, her slippery walls gliding easily along his length while she snaked a hand between her legs to work her clit.

Something about knowing that every second was being recorded imparted an extra thrill of the taboo and both of them soon found themselves hovering at the edge. Vicki went first, her smooth back arching in a rigid curve as she burrowed down and muffled a cry in Sean’s comforter. Her walls clutched at his manhood, quivering and pulsing as they squeezed down on him. One more quick thrust was all he managed before his cum boiled out and he bit his lip to contain his groans of pleasure.

Only moments later Vicki scooted across the bed and bounded to her feet.

“Come on,” she urged him breathlessly, “let’s go see how we did.”

*          *          *

The next morning Vicki leaned back in her chair while her computer began to burn the video of Sean and Erin to a blank DVD. Watching Sean screw the young coed silly had gotten her moist and throbbing all over again and she knew she was going to have to finish herself off if she didn’t want to deal with a raging case of blue clit all day—and for who knew how many days to come. Unfortunately for her libido Sean was now off limits. His erection might be needed to perform on cue at any moment, so they couldn’t afford for her to wear him out until after her plan for Lesley played itself out.

Even though it had been her idea she couldn’t picture that without a jealous twinge. Old Sean had definitely set his hooks into her, whether he knew it or not. Sharing him—even for a good cause—wasn’t going to be as easy as she had first thought. Hot as watching him with Erin had been, she preferred having him to herself.

With that thought she pulled up the video of him fucking her from behind that they had recorded the previous afternoon. Sean was so gorgeous, like some sexy porn god—all bronzed skin and rippling muscles forming a body which was practically a machine built for sex. Watching him set her on fire, liquid heat pooling in her center while tongues of prickling flame caressed her swelling nipples and clit. Deep below her belly the root of her pussy quivered, and her clit awoke with an ache of need that she felt all the way down to her fingers and toes.

Breath hissed between her teeth as her fingers brushed against the thin cotton of her boxers, sliding over the hidden knob of her clit. Vicki let her eyes closed and sank back into the thick cushions of her office chair. Just a couple of minutes, that’s all it would take. She pictured Sean in her mind, his perfect body hard and ready for her. How would he touch her? Where would his fingers go first?

She sat bolt upright with a shriek of surprise as a pair of hands cupped her breasts.

“You asshole! You scared the crap out of me!”

Her roommate tossed her an unapologetic grin. “Someone has a guilty conscience. And no wonder. Such a naughty little girl, looking at dirty movies on the computer and touching herself. I think someone needs a spanking.”

“No,” she objected, twisting away from his hands. “If we start that it will lead to all kinds of other things, and you’re not allowed.”

“What?”

“You’ll have to take a rain check. You’re not allowed to touch me—or yourself. You have to save it for Lesley.”

His eyes narrowed. “I don’t recall that being part of the plan.”

“Come on, Sean. We’re only going to have one shot at this. You want it to be perfect, don’t you? It will all be worth it. You’ll see.”

With a sigh he sank down to the floor beside her chair. “Are you sure you want to do this? I think I’d be just as happy sticking with you.”

A wave of warm tingles completely different from the ones she had been feeling a few moments ago swelled within her chest. He wasn’t just totally hot, he was sweet, too. But she was on a mission, dammit. They had to make sacrifices.

“It’s a one time thing,” she reassured him. “And it’s for a very good cause—getting even.”

“If you say so.” His eyes turned towards her monitor, where a message had popped up to announce that the video had finished copying to the DVD. “Are we really going to post that up on the internet?”

“Of course not. But the little brats next door won’t know that.”

“Do you really think that will be enough to lure Lesley over here? Seems a bit thin for that.”

Vicki smiled down at him. “Leave that to me. I’ve got an ace up my sleeve.”

The next day while Sean was at work she made herself ready. Four years of theater arts in high school would simply have to be enough to prepare her for the role she was about to play, a role that would only work if she could pull it off flawlessly. If Lesley didn’t buy it, if she had the slightest doubt that Vicki wasn’t on the level, the whole plan would fall apart. Hopefully she remembered all the tricks she needed.

Vicki spent half an hour rubbing her eyes and pretending to cry until her eyes were red-rimmed and her face puffy and blotchy. With her eyes on the clock she quickly dressed in a pair of pale blue printed shorts with a white sleeveless top that made her look younger and more innocent than she could ever remember being. Over the last week she had memorized the schedules of the girls next door, and when she was certain that Lesley was alone she squared her shoulders and peered into the mirror. A tiny dab of mentholated petroleum under each eye soon had her tearing up for real as her eyes burned at the irritation. She was as ready as she was ever going to be. It was show time.

The bright morning sun drew a few more tears while she strode to the house next door, DVD in one hand. At the front door she paused for a moment; the place was quiet as a tomb. Undeterred she knocked smartly on the door and waited. A long minute passed without any response. She knocked again, pounding as loudly as she could.

Finally the door cracked open and Lesley poked her disheveled head out.

“What the hell do you want?”

Vicki sniffled loudly and thrust the DVD towards her. “You need to see what’s on this.”

“Why should I care?”

“Because it’s your sister Erin.”

“Fuck. Okay, fine.” The blonde girl fumbled with the chain on the door and then almost fell onto the porch as it finally came free. “Come on in.”

Vicki followed her into a living room which probably should have been plastered with biohazard stickers. Every surface sported dirty dishes and fast food containers, while dirty clothes strewed the stained carpet and the breakfast bar was buried beneath a pile of pizza boxes and beer cans. As her eyes widened in disbelief, Vicki silently promised herself that she’d never complain about Sean being a neat freak again.

Lesley snatched the DVD from her outstretched fingers and managed to get it into their DVD player. It took her a while to find the remote for the television, and when it powered on the video had already started. Stunned, the girl watched the action for a few seconds then hammered the “Off” button.

“Oh my god!” she shrilled. “What the fuck was that?”

“That,” Vicki replied in a cold and brittle voice, “was your little sister fucking my boyfriend.”

“Well why the hell show it to me? Take it up with her; I’m not her keeper.”

“I came over here because I intend to get even. I can’t steal her boyfriend because he dumped her. The only way I have to get to her is through you.”

“Me?” Lesley squeaked.

“That’s right, you. You are going to fuck my boyfriend Sean and make sure that your sister knows about it.”

A sputter of laughter answered her. “I don’t think so.”

“Oh, yes you will.”

“Why would I possibly do that?”

“Because it would be a real shame if that video accidentally got out and spread to the far corners of the internet.”

The blonde girl snorted. “Well too bad for Erin, then. If she was stupid enough to make a sex tape she deserves whatever she gets.”

Vicki nodded. “I thought you might feel that way. But once it becomes public knowledge it will probably get her kicked out of your sorority, which will reflect badly on you since she’s your sister.”

The other girl blanched. “Hey, wait a minute…”

“And,” Vicki continued relentlessly, “it would certainly screw up your application as a live-in advisor at the sorority house if the chapter leadership and alumni somehow got hold of copies, wouldn’t it? Even a breath of scandal and you can kiss that position goodbye.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Maybe not. But then you just never know, do you?”

A steady stream of heartfelt curses echoed through the house for long minutes before Lesley finally ran out of steam. “Damn you Erin,” she growled towards the ceiling, then turned her furious glance on Vicki. “What the hell do you want me to do?”

“Sean is off on Thursday. While I’m at work you go over there and make yourself agreeable. By that I mean you do anything he asks. I’ll know if you follow through, and if you do a good job I’ll lose the video.”

“How do I know that you’ll actually get rid of it?”

“You don’t. You’re just going to have to trust me.”

Lesley brushed a tangle of hair from her face. “I guess I don’t have much choice,” she sighed.

“Thursday,” Vicki repeated as she turned on her heel and stalked to the door. “Or else Erin’s video debuts to the public.”

*          *          *

Sean almost felt guilty when his doorbell rang early on Thursday afternoon. He should have known that Vicki would be able to pull this off, but it had all seemed so far-fetched at the time that it was hard to believe. Now it was time for the follow-through, and he was pretty sure he’d be up to the job.

So to speak.

With no time to waste he dashed into Vicki’s room and turned on the video recorder from her computer then flipped off the monitor so there would be no indication what they were up to. He forced himself to a slower pace as he went to open the door so that when he pulled it open his breathing and pulse were back to normal. Lesley stood waiting for him with a defiant gleam in her eyes, fists on her hips.

“Yes?” he drawled.

“Is Vicki here?”

“Nope, she’s at work until five.”

The tip of her pink tongue darted nervously out to wet her lips. “I… Well, I…”

“Want me to take a message?”

She shook her head. “No! I want... That is, I know about you and Erin.”

Sean narrowed his eyes and folded his arms across his chest. “So? She’s a grownup. I don’t think she needs you to chase off the guys she decides to sleep with.”

From the growing confusion in her eyes he could tell that this wasn’t going at all the way she had imagined. Make her work for it, Vicki had said. Pretend to be clueless and confuse her and she’ll be so off-balance that she won’t know if she’s coming or going. Except that he intended to make damned certain that she knew when she was coming.

“That’s not it,” she blurted.

He quirked an eyebrow and waited.

“Oh, hell. Wouldn’t you rather be with someone who was more, you know, experienced? Erin’s nice and all, but she isn’t exactly worldly when it comes to guys.”

“I assume you have someone else in mind?”

She stepped closer to him until they were practically touching, the top of her head almost even with his chin and he could smell the green apple scent of her shampoo. Sean had to admit that she would have been tempting under any circumstances—long, tawny-gold hair with lighter sun streaks fell in shining waves down to her collar bones, and her lush curves were the kind that drew every man’s attention. Intent brown eyes darkened as she met his gaze head-on and turned up the heat.

“I’m not innocent,” she murmured, “and I’ve done things Erin hasn’t even thought of yet. We could have a lot of fun playing together.”

She edged forward so that her breasts brushed up against his arms and a shiver of desire slid down his spine. In his shorts his cock stirred, eager for action after their stretch of enforced abstinence.

“What do you say? Want to invite me in?”

Sean gave it a couple of heartbeats then motioned her inside. “Please. Be my guest.”

As she walked past him she let her fingers graze against the growing bulge in his shorts, sending a pulse of heat rushing through his loins. When the door was closed he walked straight up to her and slid his arms around her waist to pull her tightly against him.

“We can play, but we do it by my rules. I’m in charge. Got it?”

Her body relaxed against him in response as she looked up at him, the dark heat in her eyes a promise that she was going to let him do anything he wanted and enjoy every second of it. Those soft, pouty lips parted slightly in anticipation and he didn’t keep her waiting. His mouth sought hers, greedy and demanding, his tongue teasing against her lips until she let him inside. For a few moments she let him wander, then she met his kiss with a passion that surprised him, seemingly just as eager to explore as he was. When her arms went around his neck he loosened his grip on her waist and slid his hands down to cup her succulent ass.

She moaned against his tongue as he squeezed those fleshy globes, and she rubbed herself wantonly against the rigid heat of his erection while her nipples puckered under her t-shirt. They pressed into his chest like firm gumdrops when she moved, leaving little trails of fire on his skin even through his shirt and his heart began to thud with the force of his arousal. Abstinence definitely wasn’t his thing. He pulled away and they looked at each other from only an inch apart, breaths mixing as they panted together.

“Bedroom,” he said, and pulled her along towards his room.

As they passed Vicki’s room Lesley dug her heels in and broke free from him. “Wait a second.”

She darted into Vicki’s room and quickly checked the closet and under the bed. When she was satisfied the room was clear she shrugged and returned to the hallway. “Just making sure.”

Once inside his room she checked again, but finding nothing of concern she stood before Sean once more. With her eyes locked on his and a wicked smile on her lips she gripped the hem of her t-shirt and slowly pulled it over her head to reveal a pair of plush, round tits that made Sean’s mouth water.

“See something you like?” she asked, throwing back her shoulders to display them to best effect.

“They’re very nice,” he agreed, then bent down to suck one stiff nipple between his lips.

Lesley drew a sharp breath as his tongue sawed back and forth against that swollen flesh and she threw an arm around his shoulders while her back arched to give him better access. He sucked hard then released her and let his teeth lightly graze her as she slipped from his mouth. He could easily have spent an hour doing nothing but playing with those gorgeous tits, but his cock had other ideas and was growing more insistent by the second.

Fingers found the waistband of her shorts and made quick work of stripping them over her hips along with her panties. A neatly trimmed patch of short, golden curls glistened in the V of her mound, fine and silky under his fingertips. Pushing further he grazed the root of her furrow and noted the way that she froze then trembled as he came close to her sex, her breath quavering in anticipation. She was going to be easy after all.

With gentle pressure he eased her onto his bed then removed his swim trunks and t-shirt. Lesley’s eyes widened as his erection sprang free and he smiled back at her. 

“See something you like?”

She motioned him towards the bed then grabbed his hand and pulled him down to her. Before he knew it he was flat on his back with her straddling him, eyes alight with mischief. Sean could have flipped her off and reversed their roles in a second, but instead he folded his arms behind his head and gave her a lopsided smile.

“Now what?” he asked.

In response she slid down his body and knelt astride his knees. Tossing her head to whip her hair back over her shoulders she took his throbbing cock in one small fist and bent low. Her pink tongue swept across her lips, slow, teasing, her eyes never leaving his as she brought her lips down to his swollen, purple head and gave it a long, lingering kiss. Velvety lips caressed him while her tongue flickered and danced around the flared edges and sensitive underside. Nerves sizzled and tingled and Sean’s eye’s fluttered at the sudden overload of his senses. When she saw his eyes droop Lesley swooped down on him and swallowed half of his length at once, enfolding him in the wet heat of her mouth.

“Jesus,” Sean moaned as she worked her mouth and tongue around his shaft.

As he grew slick with her spit Lesley stroked his cock with her fist as well, cupping and massaging his balls when she reached the base. Each time her mouth reached his head she sucked hard for a moment before swallowing him once more so until the tip pushed into the back of her throat.

Erin might have been just as enthusiastic, but Lesley was far more skilled and Sean had to force himself to relax and sink into the bed so as not to risk ending things prematurely. Mind carefully blank he tried to drift while still allowing himself to feel, to enjoy the way she pleasured him with her mouth. It didn’t help much—the little witch was a fantastic cock sucker, and brought him closer and closer to the brink.

“Let’s try something else,” he suggested hoarsely.

The knowing gleam in her eyes told him she knew exactly how close he was as she sucked hard on his rod one final time before letting it pop from her mouth. “What did you have in mind?”

She looked incredible poised above him, nipples hard and dark on her round full breasts, face a little flushed and her pouty lips moist. It was tempting to just pull her forward to sit on his cock and make her ride him while he sucked and fondled those luscious tits, but he was never going to get this chance again and wanted it to be special. Besides, Vicki would be pissed if he didn’t deliver better visuals.

In preparation for this second encounter he and Vicki had transferred a number of their toys and props to his room, and so he edged across the bed so he could reach his nightstand and pulled a handful of silk scarves from the drawer. Lesley cocked an eyebrow and regarded him skeptically, and he gave her a lazy grin in response. Without warning he shifted his legs under her and tipped her forward while he twisted so that he ended up on top of her, his hands on her wrists holding her arms outstretched. It came to him then, and he knew exactly what he was going to do. Vicki was going to love it.

“I’ll bet you like being tied up,” he breathed against her cheek as he nuzzled her ear with his nose. “I’ll bet you get all wet just thinking about about some guy having you helpless, being in his complete control.”

“Maybe,” she whispered.

He didn’t give her a chance to change her mind. Swiftly he hopped off of her and turned her over then pulled her legs off the bed so she was bent over the edge, face down on his blanket. With practiced ease he tied her wrists to the far bedposts with Vicki’s silk scarves, but as he knelt between her legs to secure her ankles Lesley cleared her throat.

“Where’s your condom?”

“Oh, no,” he said, shaking his head. “This ride is bareback only.”

“But…”

“You’re on the pill, aren’t you?”

“Yes, but…”

He reached up between her legs and she gasped as his fingers found her clit. “My rules, remember? If you don’t want to play by them you can go home. No condoms; you take your chances.” One finger plunged into her sopping hole and pumped slowly. “Just think of how much more exciting this will all with a little bit of danger for spice. Besides,” he added as he gazed at her mouth-watering ass, “I’ll bet you’re one of those women who looks gorgeous pregnant.”

She whimpered deep in her throat at that, but made no further objections.

Moments later with Lesley’s ankles bound to the bedposts as well she lay helpless and spread wide open before him. His cock twitched hard at the sight, and a thick drop of pre-cum oozed from the tip at the thought of what was to come. Sean had one scarf left, though, and he used it to cover her eyes, gently knotting it behind her head.

“No peeking, now,” he told her.

The drawer to his bedside table was still open, and his hand hovered above the toys inside for a moment before pulling out a leather crop. Spanking her was probably a bit more than she would go for, but the long, blue and green feather attached to the handle ought to keep her warmed up and would certainly look good in the video. As gently as he could he ran the gossamer edge of the feather along the swollen pink lips of her slit. Lesley trembled at the touch, her thighs quivering visibly as he drew the tip lightly up along the tender crack of her ass.

He continued to tease her with it until she began to relax, then he set it down on his nightstand and selected a small purple vibrator. Lesley jumped at the buzz it made when he turned it on, but at its first touch against the swollen knob of her clit she seemed to melt straight into his bed. As he slowly circled it around her nub her knees sagged, and her low coos and whimpers encouraged his efforts. Before long her juices began to flow, coating Sean’s hand and the vibrator with tart, glistening stickiness, and her hips rotated back and forth to match his motions between her legs. He almost stopped there, but decided instead to turn the vibration up a notch and continued massaging her clit with it. Lesley’s moans grew louder, her movements more frantic as the buzzing toy pushed her closer and closer to orgasm. With a startled squeak that turned into a loud cry she bucked against her restraints, her thighs squeezing his hand against her as a gush of hot liquid erupted from her pussy to drip down his wrist and forearm.

“Oh, god,” she moaned when she finally went limp once more.

Sean turned off the vibrator and moved around to the other side of the bed where he held the purple plastic close to her face. Her nose wrinkled slightly, but she didn’t turn away.

“Lick,” he ordered. “Clean it off.”

Hesitantly she flicked her tongue out, backing away at the first taste of her own tangy nectar, but after a moment she tried again and took a longer lick.

“Good girl,” he told her as she slowly swiped away the thin film of juices which coated Vicki’s toy.

He was willing to bet that Vicki would get all kinds of hot and wet watching that scene. It certainly had his cock rock hard and straining again, and he was more than ready to do something to relieve the growing tension in his balls. Standing behind her again he eased the head of his cock into the furrow between her legs, holding her hips while he pushed against her slick lips until he slid partway into her tight opening. Lesley gasped a little at the sudden intrusion, but from the way she rocked her hips back towards him he guessed that it wasn’t because she didn’t like it.

He pushed in slowly; Lesley had already come once and he wanted to see if he could get her there again while he savored every bit of her for as long as possible so he eased into her wet heat a fraction of an inch at a time. The pressure on his head as he pierced her tight depths sent excruciating waves of pleasure rippling through his length until his hips were flush with her ass and he could go no further. Buried to the root he held himself there for a few moments while he allowed himself to simply enjoy the whole experience.

When he finally began to move it was with a slow, regular rhythm that withdrew almost his whole length before plunging back into her. Fresh juices from her orgasm squeezed out around his shaft to soak his balls and wet their bare skin where they came together, smacking wetly as she humped her ass back to match his thrusts, her slushy pussy swallowing his entire length greedily. Even bound hand and foot she fucked him with the same enthusiasm she had given to sucking his cock earlier. Sean really thought he might be in Heaven.

Lesley’s exuberant movements bounced her buttocks apart to reveal the hidden crevice between, tantalizing him with glimpses of her dainty, pink rosebud. That was Sean’s weakness—he could never resist a hot ass. Vicki teased him about it, but since she indulged him he didn’t mind. Without slowing his strokes into her, he wet a finger and slipped it into that tight, taboo crack.

While he expected a reaction from her, he didn’t expect her to press her ass back against him with a loud moan. His fingertip slid inside her past the first knuckle while her sphincter muscle pulsated against him with a heat that made his cock jerk wildly inside of her.

“You dirty little slut,” he breathed. “You like anal? You like a nice, hard cock in your ass?”

Her low moan of pleasure as he slid his finger deeper was almost enough to make him explode right then, but he got himself under control and forced himself to back down. If he was going to do this he would have to be quick; there was no way he’d last long in her clinging nether hole. He pulled free of her pussy and positioned his slippery head against her twitching, pink ring.

“Oh, yeah,” Lesley moaned. “Shove it in my ass. Make me feel like you own me.”

Sean shook his head in disbelief, but he wasn’t about to miss a chance like this. His head pierced her, spread her open, and the first part of his rod slid inside. He would have gone slowly, not wanting to hurt her, but Lesley drove herself back against him, impaling her bottom with his whole shaft in one motion. Her rectum gripped him, enveloped him with its clasping heat and held him there.

“Jesus,” she whined, “you feel like a baseball bat.”

That didn’t stop her from wriggling against him, though, or from squeezing down even harder with her sphincter muscles. All he could do was hold on as she fucked herself on his straining erection, her ass thrashing wildly while she whipped her head back and forth, her moans growing louder and louder until they merged into a single drawn out cry of ecstasy and she came once more.

The twitching of her inner muscles as they pulsed and quivered around him was more than Sean could take. He rammed his cock balls-deep into Lesley’s ass and shot out gob after gob of simmering cum until he ached from it and his knees threatened to give way. Panting, heart hammering, he eased himself out of her and sank backwards to the floor where he lay while his throbbing erection slowly subsided.

At last he got up and untied Lesley, who had waited patiently for him to recover. Neither of them said a word as they gathered their clothes and got dressed, and when she left it was without a backward glance at him. He couldn’t help grinning at the sudden awkwardness in her walk as he watched her heading home, though. After a fucking like that her ass was probably going to be sore for a while. His manhood jerked in his shorts at the thought. He couldn’t wait to watch the video.

After dinner that evening he and Vicki curled up on the couch and watched it together. Before it was halfway over she had his stiff cock in her hand, and she climaxed astride him in a reverse cowgirl position just before the video ended.

“That was even better than the first one,” she gasped. “If you ever get tired of fighting fires I think you’ve got definite potential in the adult film industry.”

“Only if you promise to be my partner,” he replied, hands stroking the satin skin of her back. “Today was fun, but I would rather have been with you.”

“Oh, no,” she said. “That’s only two out of the three. You’ve still got to do one more.”

He sat up and pulled her back against his chest, hands curling around her front to cup her firm tits and roll her nipples between his fingers. “I doubt you’ll be able to pull that one off anyway. She’s harder to get a handle on than the others.”

The answering squeeze she gave Sean’s cock inside of her made him moan. “Don’t be too sure of that,” she said. “If everything goes the way I planned Lesley will do most of the work for us.”

To be continued…






Misleading Melinda

VICKI MOANED AND ROLLED OVER as a bar of bright sunlight slapped her in the face through a crack in the blinds. Morning already? It felt as though she had just gotten to sleep. Of course that was probably because she and Sean had been up half the night going at it like a pair of bunnies after a meal of Viagra-laced carrots.

She flung out an arm but Sean’s side of the bed was empty, the sheets already cool. A smile flickered across her face—he was such a sweetie, always so considerate about not waking her up. It was a pleasant change from her other boyfriends, who had seemed to think that if they were up she needed to be as well to see them off. That seemed backwards to Vicki. Shouldn’t they be more interested in having her awake and glad to see them come home rather than dead on her feet and happy to see them leave? Thank goodness Sean had better sense.

As sleep loosened its fogging tendrils from her mind Vicki’s eyes popped open and she sat bolt upright. Sean’s side of the bed? Her other boyfriends? She muffled a sigh. Drat the man. He had weaseled his way in despite her best efforts and now she was caught. Of course he wouldn’t complain since he had been hounding her for months to give their relationship a second chance, but she had managed to hold him off until now. Flopping back onto the bed she made a face at the ceiling. It had probably been inevitable; they were good together, made a great couple in general, and the sex was beyond fantastic. She had no reason to complain if they became an item.

There was just one problem—they still had to get even with Melinda, the third sorority brat who lived next door. There was absolutely no way she was letting Sean anywhere near a hot little piece of ass like that once they were a couple, so they had to finish up Vicki’s plan for revenge before they could move forward. Erin, the first of the brats, had been easy. All Vicki had to do was dangle Sean in front of the little coed and stand back to watch. Literally. Vicki had hidden in the closet with a video recorder while Erin tripped over herself to seduce Sean as a means to get even with her boyfriend. Armed with that sex tape Vicki was able to convince the second brat, Lesley, to agree to a session with Sean as well. And now they had a second sex tape, this one of Sean with Lesley, to hold over the girls’ heads.

Melinda was more of a challenge because Vicki didn’t have the same kind of leverage on her that she’d had with Lesley, but she had something that she hoped would work just as well. Rumors around campus suggested that Melinda was in love with Lesley. Vicki knew how far she’d be willing to go to protect Sean, although she hadn’t yet even fully owned up to how much she cared about him. So how far would Melinda be willing to go to protect Lesley? That was the question, and it was the linchpin of Vicki’s plan to finish up their paybacks because she hadn’t found another angle she could use to put the college girl in her place if this one didn’t pan out.

For a second her conscience twinged, but she pushed it aside. For months they had tried to be reasonable, had been patient and understanding, had let incident after incident with the little bitches next door slide. In return the situation had grown steadily worse, the girls getting more arrogant and careless by the day. If they had shown the slightest remorse or made any attempt to clean up their acts Vicki would have let it go, but enough was enough. They needed someone to teach them a lesson about not screwing with other people, and since no one else had stepped up to the plate Vicki had taken it on herself to dispense a little much-needed justice.

No, Melinda was going to get hers, just the same as Erin and Lesley already had.

Vicki crawled out of bed and stumbled for the shower, her body still worn out from the wild night of sex with Sean. Fortunately the university offices closed early on Fridays, so she could come home and rest up. Not for too long, though, since she was itching to watch that tape of Sean and Lesley again. She’d probably have it memorized by the end of Sean’s twenty-four hour shift at the fire department, but she would try not to wear her clit completely out before Sean got home to put out her fire. Still, Saturday morning was a long way off.

Warm, rapturous waves rocked slowly through her pelvis, drifting out through her limbs on tingling currents that left her whole body buzzing with bliss. She drifted up and her body floated through golden swirls of desire that whipped and teased her, then gently curled between her legs to tug and probe at her quivering sex. With a primal moan of need she stretched to open herself, to bare the pulsing knot which wound up the glorious tension building inside her like some tightly coiled spring of desire. Now the waves lapped at her, hot and wet against her aching flesh as she writhed in delicious agony and tried to soak in every drop through skin thirsty for such pleasures. 

Warmth crept up her skin and drowned her in a silky embrace while low in her belly the knot grew, bright and twisting inside of her. She whimpered—when that tangle broke free the force of it would shatter her, rend her to the bones. Already the torment of it drove her deeper into herself until it seemed that her entire being consisted of the throbbing pink pearl between her legs. Then with an incandescent blast of color sensation ripped through her and tore a ragged cry of relief from her throat.

Vicki sat up with another cry, naked breasts heaving, her whole body a-tremble with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Wet, she was so wet, moisture pooling in tiny drops to leak down her backside and coat her lips while deep inside her walls fluttered like a captive bird.

Sean smiled up at her from between her shaking thighs, puppy-dog eyes dark and heavy-lidded with desire. “Good morning, beautiful.”

“Jesus, Sean,” she gasped, still trying to find enough air. “I think my heart stopped.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“Good until it kills me, anyway.”

He licked lips still glistening with her dew. “If you’ve gotta go…”

With a contented sigh she sank back into the bed and closed her eyes to enjoy the purr of her body in the afterglow. Still between her legs Sean drew soothing little patterns on the skin of her thighs with his fingertips until she thought she would melt straight into the bed. What had she ever done to deserve a guy like him? Finally she cranked her eyes back open, afraid that she’d drift off to sleep once more if she didn’t get up.

“How was work?”

“Quiet. Certainly not as exciting as being at home.” A grin tugged at his lips. “I could taste the sex on you as soon as I got between your legs. You started without me.”

For some reason that made her blush. It was ridiculous after all the things they had done together, but still the heat swept over her skin and she hoped he would miss it in the dim light. She sat up, drew her knees close against her, and wrapped protective arms around her shins.

“Like you won’t get yourself off watching those videos while I’m at work.”

Brown eyes regarded her levelly. “I’d rather save it until we can watch them together.”

The earnestness of his gaze tugged at her. Damn him, he meant it. How could she fight this? “Yeah,” she sighed, looking away, “I’d rather do that too.”

“Hey.” A large hand captured her foot, his thumb caressing the soft skin of her arch. “I wasn’t being critical or anything, Vick.”

“I know.” That slow, gentle touch against her bare skin was making her throb again. “How about I pay you back for waking me up so nicely?”

His grin returned. “You think tasting you, feeling you move that way against me, wasn’t payment enough?”

“I can do better.”

She walked across the bed to him on her knees and tugged his t-shirt over his head. As it came free the smell of freshly soaped man enveloped her; always considerate, he had already showered before he came to her bed. Hands glided across velvet-wrapped iron muscles toned to perfection from endless hours in the gym and pool, and with a sly little smile she ducked her head to brush her lips across a tiny, red nipple. It turned to a pebble against her tongue and she felt a quiver run through Sean’s torso. God how she wanted him.

Wasting no time she pushed him backwards and dragged his shorts down his legs. Desire quickened inside, her pussy slick and loose with hot juices pumping for him. Before her his cock strained upwards, a pale monument to raw desire carved from finely veined pink marble. Fingertips feathered along his length to feel him pulse and twitch, his need a living thing struggling to break free.

Her own desire a gnawing hunger between her legs, Vicki slid over Sean’s supine form and carefully lowered herself onto his manhood. She took him easily, eagerly, her body accepting him as an old friend, fitting to him as though she had been made for him and him alone. As her bottom came to rest against his hips they both uttered a mutual sigh of fulfillment, and Sean’s hands moved to lightly grasp her hips. With her own hands on his chest she levered herself up, lifting her hips up until only his head remained inside her and the sudden absence of him inside of her was an agonizing loss. Just as quickly she swallowed him once more, the thick rod sliding home and filling that dreadful emptiness.

Bodies melded, his hands subtly guiding her hips as Vicki lost herself in bliss once more and her movements became wilder and more frantic. Eyes closed, head flung back, she rode him in silence as molten pleasure flooded her loins and the pressure between her legs swelled to torturous levels. Beneath her Sean stiffened, hands locking on her waist to drive her down onto the hot spike of his manhood and he came within her with a ragged groan. Pressed against him she ground her hips forward, rubbing her swollen clit against him until that sensation mixed with the heat of his cum filling her drove her past her limits and she clamped her legs tightly to his sides. She shook with the force of it, chestnut curls tangling in eyes that saw nothing but haze, sharp cries proclaiming the ecstasy which seized her in a grip of iron.

At last her shivering subsided and she dropped against his chest, where she pressed a soft kiss before she laid her head against him.

“God, how I needed that,” she murmured.

Laughter rumbled in his chest. “I couldn’t tell.”

*          *          *

She let him sleep after that, and worn out from a twenty-four hour shift and satisfying Vicki it was mid-afternoon before he roused. Not that he was complaining. Sean slipped on a pair of swim trunks and padded into the kitchen, where he chugged half a carton of orange juice. Faint splashes from outside informed him that Vicki was in the pool, so he stepped out into the bright sunshine and dropped into a deck chair.

Vicki blew him a deliberately provocative kiss. “Did you sleep okay?”

“You’d better believe it.”

She laughed and pulled herself from the water to sit beside him, water pattering onto the hot bricks around her as she leaned her damp hair against his arm. “Glad I could help. Is there anything special you’d like for dinner?”

“How about if we just order pizza? It’s getting kind of late to cook, and you could probably use a night off anyway. We can relax and watch a movie or something.”

She peered up at him with an impish grin. “Which movie did you have in mind—Erin or Lesley?”

“Jesus, woman—you’re insatiable. Don’t you ever think of anything else?”

Eyes half-closed she turned her lips up for him to kiss. “Not with you around.”

“Well how can I argue with that?” he growled, and bent down to taste her.

The fact was she had the same effect on him—he could never seem to get enough of her. As his mouth found hers Vicki pulled away, teasing, sending her tongue to frisk across his lips, then her teeth nipped playfully at his bottom lip before she drew back once more. Sean’s pulse drummed in his groin with a heavy, bass rhythm until his cock jerked and stretched awake to writhe in his shorts like a snake uncoiling. The little witch had his number, that was for damned sure. Just one teeny kiss from her could set him off like a skyrocket.

With a low growl he scooped her into his arms and headed for the house. Vicki laughed and squealed, water-slick skin enticing against him as she writhed and bucked in his grasp.

“Oh, no,” he told her. “You’re not getting loose. If you tease you have to pay the penalty.”

“But I’m hungry!” she wailed as he carried her through the door into the house.

“Should have thought of that sooner.”

Vicki butted her head against his chest. “At least let’s call and order the pizza first. Then it ought to be getting here about the time we’ve finished.”

With her bottom lip stuck out and her eyes wide and pleading she looked ten years younger and too damned cute for words. Would waiting ten minutes kill him? As badly as he wanted her just then it was certainly a possibility. But maybe he should let her have her way since it was almost dinner time, after all.

She took advantage of his distraction to twist hard and managed to kick her legs loose. In an instant she had freed herself and streaked towards the phone in the kitchen, maniacal giggles bubbling along in her wake. Before he could reach her she snatched up the phone and hit the stored speed dial entry for their favorite pizza joint, and then undismayed by his glare she stuck her tongue out and plopped down on a stool at the breakfast bar.

In a little girl’s sing-song voice she relayed their order, all the while blatantly wetting her lips and using her fingertips to toy with stiff nipples jutting starkly against the sheer, rose-colored fabric of her bikini top. By the time she hung up Sean was boiling.

“There,” she proclaimed smugly. “We’ve got thirty minutes. Think that’ll be enough to satisfy you?”

“Hell no,” he replied as he reached for her, “but I’ll have to take what I can get.”

Later that afternoon while they munched on pizza and an 80s movie marathon Sean worked up his courage to broach the topic that he’d been waffling over for days.

“Maybe we should quit while we’re ahead,” he suggested.

Vicki turned her deep blue eyes towards him. “What do you mean?”

“The girls next door. We’ve bagged two out of three, now. Maybe they’ve learned their lesson?”

“Those three? Not damned likely. And Melinda’s the snottiest one of the bunch, if you ask me. Erin was actually halfway decent when she figured out that we were real, live people and not just cardboard cutouts she saw through the windows. Whenever Melinda sees us she gets that expression like we’re something nasty she scraped off the bottom of her shoe.”

“True,” he agreed with a sigh.

“We need to finish what we started.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

“But Sean, remember back when this all started that I said I wanted to watch you fuck them?”

He nodded.

“I changed my mind. I think I want to play, too.”

She giggled as his eyes widened. “Look, I’ve never been with a woman before. I’ll admit that I’m a little curious, and after I tasted Erin on you I kind of got a craving. Now, before you start to panic I’m not about to give up on men—I’m way too fond of that nice, hard cock of yours for that. I’d just like to see what all the fuss is about, you know?”

“Can’t really blame you,” he said. “If I was a woman I’d be a lesbian.”

She snorted. “If you were a woman you’d lay in front of a mirror all day and night feeling yourself up. I just want to test the waters and cross this off of my bucket list.”

That piqued his interest. “And just what else is on your bucket list?”

“Never mind that, now. You just focus on the task at hand.”

Like he was going to argue. “You get her over here and we’ll play it however you want. I suppose that just this once I can share you if I have to.”

“In the meantime,” she said, holding up a silvery DVD, “I spent a couple of hours cleaning up the video of you and Lesley while you were snoozing. Want to see if the sequel is as good as the original?”

“If I say yes then I’m a narcissist.”

“Then I’ll say yes,” she stated, and hopped up to slide the DVD into the player. “I could watch these all day. If you ever get tired of working for the fire department I have no doubt you could have quite a future in the adult entertainment industry.”

She shucked her robe before the movie started playing and pushed the coffee table aside so she had room to go to her knees between Sean’s thighs. Eager fingers slipped inside his bathrobe to find his cock, and soon her hot little hands were wrapped around him in a massage that had his balls tingling with renewed desire.

“I think he likes me, mister,” she said in the same sing-song little girl voice she had used to order pizza. “He’s sure friendly, isn’t he?”

“A little too friendly, maybe,” he replied hoarsely.

On the television screen Sean watched as blonde-haired Lesley from next door went down on his cock. His roommate watched curiously, her head cocked to one side.

“Does he like kisses, mister? I bet he does, huh? Let’s see.” 

Vicki’s hands continued to knead his flesh while her soft lips embraced him, wrapping gently around his head and brushing deliberately over the sensitive flare at the base. Her tongue swirled slow circles around the tip until his rod went rigid as steel and it pulsed with need in her grip. After a moment she let him spring from her lips with a loud pop!

“He does like kisses,” she announced with obvious satisfaction and settled back to watch the show once more, one hand still pumping his shaft in a steady rhythm.

As his on-screen self tied Lesley spread-eagled to his bed Vicki turned wide eyes towards him. “Wow! She must’ve been really bad, huh mister? Did you give her a spanking?”

“Not exactly,” Sean said. It was a major effort to keep his voice normal.

“You sure have a lot of toys, mister. Do you let little girls play with those?”

“Only if they’re very, very good.”

“Oh, I can be really good, mister,” she murmured. “You’ll see.”

“I’m sure you can.”

The squeeze she gave his aching, swollen balls sent him rocketing towards the edge and he had to spend a minute focusing on anything but Vicki or what was happening on television to get himself back under control. When he looked back at the movie Lesley was licking her own juices off of one of Vicki’s vibrators, and then he moved around behind her and slid his cock up to her waiting hole.

“Oooh,” Vicki breathed. “You’re putting your cock in her nasty place.” Her fingers slid a little faster on his shaft. “I bet you’d like to put it in my nasty place, too, wouldn’t you?” She squeezed harder, her fist lubricated with his pre-cum now so that it glided smoothly along his length. “Or maybe my ass. Would you like to put your hard thing in my tight, little asshole, mister?”

Without releasing her hold on his manhood she stood up and bent over before him with her glistening pussy poised right over his erection then carefully she eased herself back until he pushed against her lips. Having her so close—her wet, steamy tunnel only an inch away, was pure torture. Sean ached to lift his hips and drive hard into her, but he wasn’t about to spoil her game. She was having far too much fun with her role-playing. Breath hissed through his teeth as she ran his head along the slippery length of the valley between her lips and then ground back against him when she rubbed him over and over the hard little knot of her clit. 

“That feels so good, mister,” she moaned.

Her hips swung back and the head of his cock pressed into the sopping opening of her pussy. Small movements of her pelvis let her fuck herself against him a fraction of an inch at a time and tease him with the barest taste of the relief he craved. With every movement hot juices leaked from her to drip down onto his straining cock and he was so slick she could barely keep her grip on him.

On the screen yesterday’s Sean worked a finger into Lesley’s squirming ass. “You dirty little slut. You like anal? You like a nice, hard cock in your ass?”

Vicki thrust back against him, harder now, and his head squished wetly against her hole while the wild, tangy scent of her sex filled the air and drove him wild. Little whimpers escaped her every time his cock head nudged against her clit to blend with the noises Lesley made in a raw, animalistic harmony.

“Oh, yeah,” she groaned as Sean’s dick slid into the girl on the screen, so overcome with passion that her persona slipped for a moment. “Take it, you little bitch.”

With one hand holding him steady she lowered herself to bury his rock-hard pole in her tunnel. A shudder rippled through Sean’s body as her velvet grip claimed him, and his hands moved to her hips to help guide her. She only allowed herself a handful of slow strokes before pulling away again, though, and her hand reached back between her legs and wrapped around his girth. This time she guided him higher, up past the sodden entrance to her pussy until his head nudged against the puckered rosebud of her ass.

“Don’t you want to put it in there, mister? Like you did that other girl?”

That was a no-brainer of a question, but still he hesitated. “You sure, Vicki?”

She answered by pressing back against him so that the tip of his cock squeezed into that tight little ring. He swallowed as incandescent pleasure hammered at his senses, and his fingers clenched in the flesh of her hips. Despite his body crying out to ram home and hammer her until he finished Sean forced himself to ease in slowly, inch by tantalizing inch. Vicki didn’t make it any easier on him. With every movement she wiggled against him and uttered a moan or a sigh, and every time he paused she clamped her muscles as tightly around him as she could. By the time he sank fully into her ass a fine sheen of sweat on his forehead served as a testament to his powers of self control.

Vicki’s hand slithered between her legs, fingers dancing frantically against her clit while he slowly fucked her ass. As she warmed to him she grew wilder, flinging her head from side to side, and her moans turned into deeper grunts. The molten heat of her spread to his root and down into his balls where it boiled and simmered until it felt like an electric current running through him.

To his surprise Vicki’s grunts turned to a long, low whine and then with a strangled cry she flung herself backwards on him. Her ass tightened, clenched with a spasm, and then quivered around him while deep inside her a flutter pulsated against his shaft. It was too much; he gave a cry of his own as a flood of hot cum burst from his cock and left him trembling all over in reaction to the sudden release of the tension which had held him.

After a moment Vicki looked back over her shoulder at him. “Did you like that, mister?”

“Jesus, you’re a kinky little thing,” Sean panted.

A smug grin settled on her flushed face. “But I’m your kinky little thing. Besides, you think I’m going to let myself be outdone by a couple of college girls? No way.”

She rubbed her ass suggestively against his slippery, still-hard cock. To Sean’s surprise he pulsed, twitching at the friction with more life than he would have thought possible after an orgasm like that.

Vicki grinned. “In a minute we’re going to go clean up in the shower, and I want you to fuck me until I come so hard I can’t see straight.”

“Again? Right now? You think maybe you’re giving me too much credit?”

Her eyes went wide and innocent and when she spoke it was in her little girl’s voice. “Would you like to play with me again, mister? Maybe next time I should call you daddy. I’ll bet you’d be a real good daddy.”

Kinky little witch. What the hell—if he keeled over from exhaustion he’d at least die happy.

*          *          *

Although she had intended to go next door to confront Lesley the following day, the college brat’s car was missing from their driveway so Vicki amused herself with Sean instead. By the time she finally allowed him collapse into sleep Sunday night she was sure that he’d be looking forward to going to work so he could get some rest. For her part she felt wonderfully taken care of and content, if a little sore in a couple of places. Vicki looked down on her roommate’s sleeping face with a fond smile. One more time; one more girl and then she’d close the book on the brats next door and focus on seeing where this thing with her and Sean went.

Quietly as she could she went to her desk and burned a copy of the video of Sean and Lesley onto a blank DVD. Best to go ahead and do it now rather than not have it when she needed it. As soon as the disc was done she returned to her bed and curled up against her roommate’s broad back, where she closed her eyes with a tired but happy sigh and soon drifted off into the dreamless sleep of exhaustion.

When she returned from work the next day Lesley’s car was parked next door. This was it. Do or die time. Adrenaline cranked up her heartbeat until she could feel her pulse thumping at her throat, and she ran inside to get the DVD before she could chicken out.

At the first sight of Vicki standing in her doorway Lesley blanched and peered out at her with suspicious eyes.

“Oh, it’s you. Now what do you want?”

“We need to talk. I’d suggest you ask me inside.”

The blonde girl shook her head vehemently. “Oh, no. We’re done. I did what you wanted. We’ve got nothing else to talk about.”

With a sweet smile Vicki held up a DVD. “I think we do.”

Lesley frowned. “Are you reneging on our deal?”

“Not at all. You have my solemn promise that no one will ever see that video of Erin.”

“Then what’s that?” The other girl nodded towards the shiny disc.

Erin’s grin turned feral. “I’ll give you one guess.”

It only took a second before it hit her. “Oh, shit,” Lesley growled through clenched teeth. “Not again. How did you do that? I checked the place out.”

“Never mind.” Vicki waved that away. “Right now we need to talk about what has to happen so that this stays private, because with you as the star this one will have you in a lot more hot water than Erin’s.”

With a curse the sorority girl stepped aside so Vicki could come in. As she slammed the front door shut she snarled, “You two are unbelievable.”

“You know, that’s exactly what we said about you girls more times than I care to remember,” Vicki replied. “Karma, darling. What goes around comes around. So be more careful of who you go around trying to fuck over in the future.”

“All right, all right. What do you want?”

“Melinda.”

“Great. Have her. Just leave me out of it.”

Vicki smiled and shook her head. “But I need you to help me get her.”

“How the hell am I supposed to do that? She doesn’t even like guys.”

“She’s in love with you—or at least she thinks she is, which is just as good. So if you want to keep what’s on this disc quiet you need to find a way to persuade her.” She batted her eyelashes suggestively. “I’m sure you can manage, hon.”

Long, perfectly manicured fingernails drummed against the breakfast bar. “I get her over there and we’re through?”

“You get her over to my place willing and ready to do anything Sean asks and that video of you will go away forever. No one else will ever see it. I swear.”

Lesley gnawed at her lip. “Fine. Anything to be done with you two.”

“Good. Sean is working today, but he’s off tomorrow and Wednesday so we’ll be expecting her sometime then.”

The blonde girl raised an eyebrow. “We?”

“Figure of speech.”

“Whatever. I don’t really care what you sickos get up to. I just want this over with.”

“Oh, lighten up. It’s not that bad.” Vicki turned towards the door then looked back. “Neither was the video, for that matter. You looked good, hon—put on quite the show. It was very… stimulating.”

“Get out!”

Vicki giggled all the way home. She had done her part; now they just had to wait and see if Lesley would deliver.

*          *          *

Wednesday went by without any sign of Melinda. On Thursday the hours ticked off; lunchtime passed and then Vicki cooked dinner. They knew that both Lesley and Melinda were home next door because both cars were in the driveway. Together Sean and Vicki cleaned up and washed the dishes then settled onto the couch to watch television.

When Sean gave her an inquisitive look she shrugged. “Maybe Melinda’s not as in love as everyone seems to think.”

Another hour slipped by and then the noise of the doorbell jolted them up off the couch.

“All right—just like we planned it,” Vicki told him then vanished into the other side of the house.

Sean squared his shoulders and opened the door with an electric thrill of anticipation. Melinda stood waiting, her dark, reddish-brown curls gleaming in the warm glow of the porch light. Full, red lips curved upwards in a smile that never came anywhere close to her icy gray eyes.

“I believe you were expecting me?”

He gave her a mock bow. “Do come in.”

The skinny jeans hugging her legs might have been painted on, and he couldn’t help but admire the way they showed off the sweet curves of her perfect ass. While her body wasn’t as lush as Lesley’s she was perfectly proportioned and had the tan and tone of a tennis player. She rounded on him as they reached the living room and it took a supreme act of will to tear his gaze away from the narrow band of her tummy that was visible below the hem of her t-shirt.

“Mistress Lesley told me that I belong to you for the night, and I am to obey you as I would her. I’m not sure why she would do that,” she said, the hurt plain in her voice, “but here I am.”

Mistress Lesley? How very interesting. “All right. The rules are that I call the shots. You do what I tell you to, how I tell you to. If you can’t do that then the door is that way.”

She twitched her shoulders. “I’ll do what I’m told.”

“Come on, then.”

He led her back to Vicki’s bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed.

“Strip,” he told her. “Nice and slow. Make it look good.”

Her nose wrinkled but she took a deep breath, stepped out of her sandals, and began a striptease. Slim fingers dipped under the edge of her shirt to skim against the bare flesh there, teased just beneath the waistband of those sinfully tight jeans. Rising onto her tiptoes she stretched, baring still more golden skin, hands moving higher under the shirt to slide up along her ribs and reveal her flat stomach and the most perfect belly button Sean had ever seen. The shirt rose higher until Sean glimpsed the hot pink of her bra then she twisted away to face the door.

Nimble fingers gathered in the hem of the t-shirt and worked it upwards past her shoulders, her body weaving sinuously as she slowly drew it over her head and let it slip from her fingers. Arms lowered, and although he couldn’t see from behind Sean knew that her hands were cupping her ripe breasts, squeezing them in a gentle massage that made his cock jerk in his shorts. Her hands slid around her back to deftly unhook her bra without allowing it to fall away from her, and one arm held it firmly in place over her tits when she turned back towards him.

Defiant eyes clashed against his while her body teased, one hand tantalizing along the smooth skin of her belly and tracing the curves of her hips while the other arm continued to protect her breasts. She took a step closer to him, daring, and allowed the bra to fall away. Sean’s mouth watered. From the uniform honey-colored skin it was apparent she sunbathed topless, and he was dying to lick those satin globes and suck her dark pink nipples until they hardened in his mouth.

Melinda read his expression and returned it with one of pure disdain. That was something Sean wasn’t used to seeing in the eyes of the women who looked at him, and a sliver of anger twisted its way through his guts. He was going to enjoy the hell out of bending this stuck-up bitch to his will.

Fingers popped the button on her jeans and dipped inside to brush along panties the same hot pink as her bra, arcing along the edges of her mound before sliding around to peel the pants down her hips. Her body curved from side to side as she skinned them slowly down her long legs, her eyes never straying from his. When the jeans reached her calves she stepped daintily out of them and straightened, clad now only in those tiny, hot pink panties. She made sure he was looking then ran the tip of her tongue over her pouty lips until they glistened before pushing her fingers through the waistband of those panties. Once more she turned away, this time so she could give him a perfect view of her ass while she stripped away the last scrap of her clothing.

Sean feigned boredom, but his heart thundered in his chest and his cock strained to be free of the confines of his shorts. For all she was a snotty bitch, Melinda was smoking hot and sexy as hell. Of the three girls she was the only one who could give Vicki a run for her money in that department. He couldn’t wait to see if it was all show or whether she could actually deliver.

“Well?” she asked him.

“That was all right,” he replied with a dismissive shrug, smiling inwardly at the look of irritation that flashed across her face. “Get on the bed on your hands and knees.”

She obeyed him, although with a deliberate slowness that was obviously meant to annoy. Not that he cared—it just prolonged the time he had to watch that sweet ass of hers in motion. He could watch that for hours—and very well might once Vicki finished with the video. Once she was positioned the way he wanted her he dug through Vicki’s bedside table and tossed a pair of handcuffs onto the bed along with a black velvet blindfold followed by an assortment of Vicki’s favorite toys.

Melinda raised an eyebrow. “Kinky little fucks, aren’t you?”

“Says the girl whose mistress sent her over to be my sex toy.”

She gave him a chagrined little smile. “Touché.”

“Crouch down now, hands together.”

Swiftly he locked the handcuffs around her slender wrists and then tied the blindfold securely over her eyes. It wouldn’t do at all for her to be peeking out.

“There, that’s better.”

“Speak for yourself,” she grumbled.

“Oh, I was.”

But he was also speaking for his roommate. Only moments after he finished with the neighbor girl Vicki tiptoed into the room, naked as the girl on her bed, grinning so broadly that he was afraid her face would split. Quiet as a mouse she sank down into her chair and watched with gleaming eyes as Sean began to undress. Sean wasted no time; every nerve in his body was screaming at him for relief, and the burning tension in his loins drove him to hurry. Not too quickly, though. He had to stick to Vicki’s script. This one was for her, after all.

Once he was naked he climbed onto the bed and rose to his knees so that he straddled Melinda’s outstretched hands.

“Now take me in your mouth,” he ordered.

Distaste suffused her face and she hesitated for so long that he thought she might actually refuse, but finally she lifted up and with tentative fingers reached out until she found his manhood. Bold as she had been during her striptease, when faced with the reality of his cock Melinda became nervous as a virgin. Holding it as though afraid it might bite her, she awkwardly drew his swollen head towards her mouth. Once more her tongue flickered out and Sean held his breath as her lips parted to accept him.

She took him slowly, only working him into her inexperienced mouth with some difficulty, but little by little the wet, velvet heat swallowed him. In her chair beside the bed Vicki’s fingers had moved down to her clit to slowly massage her sensitive knob, and she stared in rapt fascination as the girl sucked down Sean’s cock. It felt a little awkward to be performing for a live audience, but at the same time her attention excited him. He wanted to turn her on, to get her wet and aching to have him inside of her.

Melinda jerked and coughed as the tip of his cock nudged against the back of her throat and would have pulled away if he hadn’t gripped her head.

“Easy,” he whispered. “Go slower, and don’t try to take it so deep when you’re not used to it. Now suck while you slide it back out.”

The rough surface of her tongue slithering against the most ticklish parts of his shaft as she drew away blasted him with jolts of pleasure so intense that the muscles of his stomach and ass clenched. When she started to suck and her hot little mouth clamped down on him he thought he just might die of ecstasy.

“Oh, that’s it,” he breathed in a hoarse whisper.

Vicki rose silently and glided over to the bed for a closer look, her fingers never slowing as she watched his glistening shaft emerge from the embrace of Melinda’s lips. When only the head remained inside Sean used his grip on the girl’s head to stop her and press himself deeper. Melinda froze for a second then took his length back into her mouth as far as she could.

While he had received far better blowjobs in his life, Melinda’s inexperience and Vicki’s entranced stare rapidly pushed Sean to the edge. The muscles in his jaw bunched as he clenched his teeth and tried to hold on for a while longer, but already there was a buzzing heat building in his balls and the tension at his root was becoming unbearable. A sharp pulse ran through his member and he knew that his pre-cum was leaking into Melinda’s mouth. Hands tightened on her head and he started to pull away when he caught Vicki frantically shaking her head.

With a sigh he let himself go, submerging his mind in the soft, heavy billows of pleasure washing over him. In and out he rocked, the wavelike motion gliding him through her mouth, twisting him tighter and tighter until his eyes closed and his breath caught and his whole body hovered teetering on the knife’s edge for one infinite brilliant second. All at once it snapped and he gushed into her, his seed running down her tongue to the back of her throat.

“Swallow!” he gasped, refusing to allow her to back off now and holding himself firmly inside her until he felt her throat convulse and knew that she had taken his whole load.

Her throat worked again and her tongue licked against him in a hard swirl as she tried to push him out. With a sigh he released his grip on her head and allowed her to expel him. Chest heaving he sank backwards to rest against the headboard. Melinda shook her head and worked a jaw sore from being used in such a fashion.

“You are such an asshole,” she coughed.

“Tsk, tsk,” he said. “What would Mistress Lesley say?”

“She said I had to do whatever you said. She didn’t say I had to like it!”

“Too bad. She certainly seemed to like it when it was her turn.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

He laughed. “She begged—pleaded—for it, and writhed on this very same bed like a cat in heat while I gave it to her.”

Vicki’s fingers wrapping around his throbbing cock brought him back to earth. He’d gotten his—at least his first. Now it was her turn. He let her pull him from the bed and stood off to one side to watch and see what she was going to do next.

*          *          *

“Where are you going?” Melinda called as Sean’s weight left the bed.

“You’ll see in a sec,” Sean said.

Vicki gave him a quick smile while she looked over the toys scattered on the side of the bed. It was time to see if she could get a reaction out of Melinda. As wonderful as he was in bed she doubted that Sean could manage it; but Vicki was a woman and understood how her body reacted on a completely different level.

She would at least have a lot of fun trying.

Heart thrumming in excitement she crawled onto the bed behind Melinda. Unlike her roommates the girl had shaved or waxed herself smooth as an egg—Vicki couldn’t see so much as a patch of stubble anywhere, and all that creamy satin skin begged for her touch. At the light brush of fingertips against her sex the girl flinched and froze. Vicki’s fingers knew their job, though, and under their sure but gentle touch the sorority brat began to relax.

Skin smooth as silk, warm and soft as a dream flowed beneath her fingertips as Vicki explored her. Was this what Sean felt when he touched her? In her kneeling position the girl was slightly spread to reveal a hint of the pink furrow between her legs. It tugged at Vicki, drew her fingers like bees to clover. Vicki knew how she liked to be touched herself, what would send her right up the wall whenever Sean did it. Would Melinda react the same way? Her fingers probed the edges of sleek, pink lips, traced their edges with a feathery touch that made the neighbor girl shiver, slid deeper. There. The pad of her middle finger settled on the pearl of flesh hidden right at the root of the girl’s slit and gently eased it free of its hiding place. With a curious smile quirking up one side of her lips Vicki swirled her finger over it and held her breath waiting to see what would happen.

Melinda gave an almost inaudible gasp and in only a few seconds that lump had stiffened into a hard little marble. So the ice maiden could be warmed up after all. For long seconds Vicki focused all her attention on that clit until Melinda’s hips shifted to rub back against her fingers, and the girl’s exposed nether lips grew puffy and darkened with arousal. Moisture gathered between her lips, at first only a faint dew but then a drop splashed onto Vicki’s forearm. From where she knelt Vicki was close enough to smell Melinda’s growing arousal, the tart musk of her sex rising like an exotic, exhilarating perfume, and Vicki’s pussy quivered in sympathy.

Intrigued she drew her fingers back, ignoring Melinda’s whimper of protest, until they were poised right against the tight, wet opening of the college girl’s pussy. Gingerly she pushed the tip of her index finger inside and gave a little shiver as Melinda’s velvety tunnel enfolded her. Wow. Somehow it was a very different experience from doing it to herself, and she pressed in until she was buried to the second knuckle. Melinda gave another whimper and Vicki stroked her smooth inner wall with her fingertip. Her finger made a sucking noise as she slowly eased it in and out of the girl’s sopping tunnel, the girl seeming to grow wetter by the second until Vicki’s own pussy went liquid.

The scent of her was intoxicating, and Vicki was dying for a taste. She pulled her hand free and gave her finger a delicate lick. Tangy flavor exploded against her tongue, a taste of raw sex that she found wildly erotic. Craving more she popped her glistening finger into her mouth and sucked it clean, then plunged it back into Melinda’s pussy. After a few pumps she sucked it back between her lips. This was heavenly—no wonder Sean liked to go down on her so much!

Still she wanted more, and this time she decided to go directly to the source. She pressed her face against Melinda’s slit and drove her tongue straight into her leaking fount. Could she ever get enough of this? Licking frantically she sucked droplets from around the edges and from Melinda’s lips as well, and then dove deep once more to lap up as much of that fresh honey as possible.

From behind she felt Sean’s fingers slide beneath her, tease against her opening to see how wet she was and she spread herself wider to give him better access. As his thicker fingers slid inside of her a warm bubble formed in her core and grew a little bigger with each beat of her heart. But even as he lit the fires of her own pleasure Vicki continued to eat Melinda’s sweet pussy, her tongue never slowing its sensuous dance over that slick, pink flesh.

The girl’s swift orgasm surprised Vicki with a sudden gush of hot juice that overflowed her tongue and dripped down her chin. She licked wildly and covered Melinda with kisses, desperate that she not miss a single drop. Clit and nipples hardened and ached with the force of her own arousal, and Vicki wondered if maybe she hadn’t been a little hasty in telling Sean that this was a one-time deal. She could see where this could get addictive in a hurry. Sated at last she pulled her face away, gathering a few stray drops from her chin with a finger and licking them away. Fuck, what a turn-on! She could hardly wait to have Sean cram his cock inside of her and pound her until she found her own release. Not quite yet, though. She still had a couple more things planned for the lovely brunette still kneeling on the bed before her.

Speaking of Sean… She turned her head towards him and beckoned him with her eyes, lifting her face up for him to kiss. His tongue darted along her lips to gather a taste of Melinda from her skin, then she opened for him and their tongues met and twined together. For a moment Vicki forgot all about the sorority girl as Sean’s kiss went hard and deep and his tongue ravished her mouth. It left her lightheaded and her body a mass of swirling, hot tingles that seemed to pool low between her legs. Her lungs were burning when he pulled away at last, his eyes burning dark with his desire for her, and a deep quiver rippled through her pussy at the thought of what he would do to her later. 

“Hello?” Melinda said, catching her attention again.

“One second,” Sean told her in a voice rough with suppressed need.

Vicki winked at him then turned back to the task at hand. The toys Sean had pulled from her nightstand still lay scattered on the side of the bed, and Vicki’s hand hovered over them while she considered. After a moment her fingers settled on a fleshy-tipped vibrator and with a deft movement of her fingers she flipped it on. Melinda started at the sudden buzz, but then relaxed as she realized what it must be.

It slid easily between her slippery lips, guided up through that furrow to rest against her clit where it hummed with a happy buzz. With a low mewl of pleasure Melinda sank lower on the bed, back arched, her ass thrust high towards Vicki. That gave her another idea.

With her free hand she pushed aside a couple of dildos and grabbed a vibrating anal plug. The thick, pink toy ought to be just the thing to give Melinda a little lesson, so Vicki gripped it by the base and moved it between the girl’s legs. Aiming the tip at the girl’s juicy entrance she eased it inside. Melinda gave a little squawk at this sudden new intrusion, but wet as she was the jellied plastic entered easily into her tunnel. A few thrusts had it nice and slippery and Vicki pulled it out and slid it higher until it rested against the girl’s tightly clenched anus.

“Whoa, wait!” Melinda exclaimed. “What are you doing? No way, nothing goes in there.”

Instead of answering Vicki turned on the vibrator. For a moment the only sound in the room was the loud buzz coming from the pink toy, but then a shudder ran through Melinda’s bottom and she groaned.

“Oh, dear god,” she breathed in wonder. “That feels amazing.”

Vicki held it there for a few seconds to let her get used to it and then slowly increased the pressure against the girl’s sphincter while continuing to massage her clit with the other vibrator. Slick with her juices the tip pierced the entrance and Vicki carefully eased it into that hot, narrow passage. She went slowly, pausing frequently while Melinda moaned and whined, but the girl never asked her to stop. She understood—the pain of stretching that slowly turned into a delicious heat that spread through your whole lower body, attenuated by that constant low buzz which penetrated to the very root of your pussy and made you throb until you thought your body would explode from it. Sometimes she put the plug in while she did housework on the days Sean worked, and then attacked him when he came in the door. There was no denying the seduction of it.

When it sank fully into the girl’s ass Vicki turned off the other vibrator and tossed it aside. It was time for the grand finale. At a sharp gesture Sean handed her a toy that Melinda had not seen—a large strap-on dildo. With trembling fingers Vicki fastened it onto her hips and eased up behind Melinda. The girl’s moans filled the room now, and she bucked a little as Vicki pressed the head of the latex cock into her pussy. Vicki had to hold onto her hips to steady herself before giving a shove that thrust her up and in to bury the whole thing inside Melinda at once. With a sharp cry the girl writhed and squirmed among the bedclothes.

“Too full!” she groaned. “Oh, fuck.”

Vicki watched in fascination as Melinda’s ass flexed and bounced before her. Poor Sean must be totally jealous that he wasn’t in her spot! With a wicked grin she smacked one perfect ass cheek with the palm of her hand. Melinda squeaked in surprise, but before she could protest Vicki began fucking her hard with the strap-on. It was a little rough at first, but the girls soon moved into a steady rhythm and it became easier. When Melinda had settled Vicki began to toy her ass with the butt plug as well, and before long the college girl jerked and shuddered under the onslaught of a second overpowering orgasm.

Before Melinda calmed down Vicki jerked the latex cock free and hopped off of the bed. Sean took her place, ramming his iron shaft into the girl’s waiting pussy with a hiss of satisfaction.

“Sorry,” he murmured to cover for their change, “I slipped.”

In a flash Vicki unfastened the strap-on and shoved it deep into her own tunnel, her juices mingling with Melinda’s. Timing her thrusts with Sean’s she fucked herself wildly and had to bite down hard on her lip to keep from crying out. She saw Sean’s muscular ass clench, heard him gasp and groan as he released a new load of hot cum into Melinda’s pussy.

A sharp pulse of heat washed through Vicki to beat at her with rolling waves of pleasure until she could barely see. She lasted only seconds more and then it crashed into her, searing along every nerve in her body so that she went rigid with the plastic pole still buried in her fluttering pussy. Again and again the orgasm crushed her until finally it relented and she was able to take a breath.

When she opened her eyes Melinda was stirring on the bed and Sean was gesturing at her to get out. Quickly as she could she slid the dildo free and scampered silently into the hall and into the spare room, where she collapsed to the floor and struggled not to pant too loudly. A few minutes later the front door opened and closed then Sean poked his head in and grinned down at her.

“Was it good for you?”

He helped her to her feet and together they went back to her room. Even though she had been there she could hardly believe what had just happened. Shaking her head she sat down at her computer to pull up the video while Sean started to gather up their toys. With a few clicks of the mouse she rewound the video to watch Sean come again, and then to watch herself as one of the most powerful orgasms of her life ripped through her body. In-fucking-credible. Fresh hints of desire sizzled in her core. Once Sean had a chance to recuperate she was going to need him to work his magic on her.

Suddenly she sat up and paused the video, eyes going wide.

“That little bitch,” she breathed.

“What?” Sean asked.

“She stole my favorite butt plug!”

*          *          *

A few months later she and Sean watched from their porch as a new trio of girls unloaded a moving truck into the house next door. Other than hair color and style there wasn’t much to set them apart from the bunch who had moved out at the end of the school year. Sean shook his head and sighed.

“I hope this bunch isn’t as big a pain in the ass as the others.”

Vicki gave him a squeeze. “Well, if they are you’re going to have to find a different way to get even with them. You are off the market, mister.”

His grin made her stomach go fluttery, and when he pressed his lips to her hand beside the new diamond solitaire ring he had given her six weeks ago she melted like butter.

“Maybe we can just slash their tires or something,” he said.

The End
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Sneak Peek: Built for Sin

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who are you?” she demanded.

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

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

“Huh?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Continue reading Built for Sin…
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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?

Double or Nothing

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

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

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

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.

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?
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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 discovered that I really enjoy writing romance, and I’ve been lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my romantic erotica/erotic romance. In 2015 I began publishing two major serialized works—the companion series My Wildest Fantasy and Obsessed. Now that these are finished, I’m about to start a student/teacher erotic romance titled Relentless.

I’ve also begun publishing romance under the pen name Olivia Blake. My first novel, With One Word, was released in November 2015. After completing my eight-part billionaire romance series, Winter’s Heat, I’ve moved on to a contemporary Gothic romance called Dark Bargains. The story is about the son of a casino magnate who falls in love with his brother’s mistress. It has a mansion on a lake, a dead wife, a ghost, and of course lots of secrets.

Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at http://kelli-wolfe.com. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

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

Kelli
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