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Summary

She knew he could do anything he wanted to her, anything at all. And the most frightening thing was that some part of her wanted him to.

Kelsey is the preacher’s oldest—still so innocent that she’s hardly even kissed a boy before. When her ride gets pulled over for DUI after they’ve been out drinking with some frat boys from their college she figures it’s all over for her. The preacher has threatened to kick her out if she gets in trouble, and she’s sure she’ll end up in jail for underage drinking.

But blue-eyed Deputy Jack Thompson has other ideas. He’ll keep her out of jail and cover for her with the preacher—for a price. He wants her in his bed, and he’s not interested in taking no for an answer. Will Kelsey trade her innocence for an alibi?
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Taking Kelsey

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who have you got in here with you?”

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

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

“Where are you girls headed?”

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

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

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

“Out of the truck? Why?”

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

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

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

“Kelsey, are you all right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Have you been drinking, too?”

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

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

“I think so.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let’s go, before someone sees us.”

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

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

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

“For what?”

“Not taking me to jail.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She sniffled and hung her head.

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

“Really? You mean it?”

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

“I want something first, though.”

“From me? What?”

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

“Wh—what?” she stammered, eyes wide.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“All right,” she whispered.

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

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

“Copy your ten-seven, Thompson.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lovely.”

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

“Jack,” she whimpered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I want you to take them off.”

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

“Touch it,” Jack said hoarsely.

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve got a cure for that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you on the pill?”

“No,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good, good. We’ll see you then.”

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

To be continued…

Keep reading for a sneak peek at Kelsey’s next run-in with Deputy Thompson, Busting Kelsey, and links to more of my free books! 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: Busting Kelsey

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just step out of the car.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just as I thought,” he murmured.

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

“Don’t move.”

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

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

“Evidence,” he drawled.

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

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

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

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

Continue reading Busting Kelsey…
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About the Author

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

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

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

Kelli



OPS/image53.jpg





OPS/image10.jpg





OPS/image37.jpg





OPS/image61.jpg





OPS/image8.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Daughters

KELLI WOLFE |





cover.jpeg
The Preacher's\ikgin Daughters






OPS/image35.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image29.jpg
s hartd as | tried | coulda't forget him.






OPS/image78.jpg





OPS/image43.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image47.jpg





OPS/image17.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image12.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image68.jpg





OPS/image55.jpg





OPS/image41.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg





OPS/image19.jpg
AV
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image49.jpg





OPS/image84.jpg
/u‘ 4
srmeur
ST\)DENT

<l

| Wa






OPS/image71.jpg





OPS/image58.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters

> ‘\
"KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image83.jpg





OPS/image23.jpg





OPS/image4.jpg





OPS/image15.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image40.jpg
K’EL&M[OLFE





OPS/image66.jpg





OPS/image13.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image56.jpg





OPS/image21.jpg





OPS/image30.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image73.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image77.jpg
g
l 2
Noth1’r‘1g

KELLI WD.FE





OPS/image34.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image69.jpg





OPS/image39.jpg





OPS/image64.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Daughters

KELLI WOLFE |





OPS/image26.jpg





OPS/image51.jpg
vaw
Bea s Men

KeLl1 WoLre





OPS/image6.jpg





OPS/image81.jpg





OPS/image75.jpg





OPS/image62.jpg





OPS/image45.jpg





OPS/image32.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image28.jpg
IS an opportunity that might never come AgaIn...=

REIANEY GIEE





OPS/image79.jpg
o

e;s

Kﬂmmg





OPS/image44.jpg





OPS/image70.jpg
% ’
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image60.jpg





OPS/image52.jpg
Piate

of fthe,

Beast Men
y a

Kell1 Wolre





OPS/image38.jpg
VYT
Bt ofrondlc Dk
‘/\}\v

3 Y 3






OPS/image7.jpg





OPS/image42.jpg





OPS/image2.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters

> ‘\
"KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image18.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image48.jpg





OPS/image72.jpg





OPS/image24.jpg





OPS/image54.jpg
SIDONIES TALE.






OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image11.jpg





OPS/image67.jpg
ZLL) Wolgs






OPS/image36.jpg





OPS/image9.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters






OPS/image74.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image57.jpg





OPS/image31.jpg
MMMMMMMMMMMM

KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image59.jpg
“The Preacher's Vingn Daughters





OPS/image16.jpg





OPS/image65.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters






OPS/image3.jpg
“The Preacher's Vingn Daughters





OPS/image22.jpg





OPS/image25.jpg
!m 90N 10 take M. Perfect down a few pegs.






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



OPS/image82.jpg





OPS/image20.jpg





OPS/image50.jpg
Proy
Beast Ten

Kexti Worre





OPS/image63.jpg





OPS/image33.jpg
“The brai was or e e

PARRY'S
\

M o





OPS/image46.jpg





OPS/image76.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image14.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image27.jpg





OPS/image80.jpg





OPS/image5.jpg





