
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

SHARING LINDSAY

 

THE PREACHER’S VIRGIN DAUGHTERS #2

 

 

 

 

KELLI WOLFE

 








Sharing Lindsay

Copyright © 2013 Kelli Wolfe

Published by Pink Parts Press

 

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

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

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








Summary

Two dominant, possessive males and one girl they both wanted.

Preacher’s girl Lindsay has been best friends with Tom and Nick practically forever, but senior prom is coming up and she doesn’t want to just go with friends. But the guys have no intention of letting anyone else near her, and they’re not content to be just friends any longer. They want her all to themselves and mean to claim her once and for all, even if it means they have to share her. Can Lindsay keep her innocence when her sexy best friends turn up the heat?
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Sharing Lindsay

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I was just making conversation.”

“Pathetic,” Tom said.

“Sad,” Nick echoed.

“And tragically hopeless,” Tom finished.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“They think they own me or something.”

“You mean they don’t?”

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

“What did they do this time?”

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

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

“Don’t you start, too.”

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

“Which one?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tom smirked. “Admiring the view.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Huh?”

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

“What are you talking about?”

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

“We’ve been through this before—”

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

“What are you doing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But it is right. And you know it.”

“No! Let me go.”

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

“But I don’t want that!” she wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

“You win,” she said.

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

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

“Not until we made you completely ours.”

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

“Who… Who’s going first?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you okay?” Nick asked gently.

“Yeah.”

“Scared?”

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

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

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

“Ready?” Nick asked.

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

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

“Fine.”

“One.”

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

“Two.”

“Tom—”

“Three.”

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

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

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

“I guess not. Lin, are you okay?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No way,” Nick agreed.

“I’ll go first.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The End

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Everything okay, Lin?” Nick asked her.

“I’m fine, guys. Really.”

“You want to grab something to eat?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Surprise.”

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

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

“Dude, that tux is rented.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Continue reading Pleasuring Lindsay…
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Built for Sin

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

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

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

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

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.

Enticing Erin

The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

Ever since they had moved in at the beginning of the summer, the three sorority girls had been a perpetual pain in the ass. Loud, drunken parties lasted until dawn, somehow the trash always managed to get thrown in Sean and Vicki's yard, and music blared out of the house even when none of the girls were at home.

But this time the girls have finally pushed things too far, and Sean and Vickie intend to teach them a hard lesson they'll never forget. Vicki has a plan for Sean to get even with all three of them in the best possible way - and she’s going to immortalize the whole thing on video.

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 was lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my sexy stories. Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at my blog. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

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

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