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Chapter 1


"You're kidding, right?" I say to Luca, who responds by shaking the costume on the hanger from side to side again, a smirk on his face that he probably thinks is sexy.

Well, okay, I think it's a sexy look, too, but in the goofy way only Luca is able to pull off.

"Would I kid about something this important?" Luca says. He holds the costume up beside his face and winks at me.

It's a white v-neck sweater, the neckline plunging well lower than I would normally wear. Blue piping runs along the neck, around the bottom hem, and at the ends of the short little sleeves. Across the front is the word "CHEERS" in blocky red letters that look like they were plucked from a vintage yearbook. Clipped to the bottom of the sweater is a short, pleated blue and red skirt.

"I am not wearing a cheerleader outfit," I say, turning back to the box of clothes I've been unpacking and sorting into the dresser drawers. We've been in the new house in Milhawket for almost a week, but we're still swimming in half-empty boxes.

"But you'd look really hot in it," he says, sitting on the bed behind me. "Just think how inspiring you could be!"

"The only thing I want to inspire," I say, folding a t-shirt and laying in the drawer, "is efficient unpacking. I'm tired of living out of cardboard boxes."

Luca sighs.

"Fine," he says, "we'll do some more unpacking. But if we finish moving in, maybe you can reward me with some cheers? You sure did cure what ails me in that nurse's uniform the other night ..."

His fingers dance across my shoulders and brush my neck as he leans in to kiss the top of my head. I shiver at his touch, and at the memory of the night of the nurse's uniform ...

"We'll see," I say, bending my face back so he can kiss my lips. "But first, unpacking!"

#

It wasn't just the unpacking that made me reluctant to put on the cheerleader costume — it was also the night of the nurse's costume. I've been turning the events of that night over and over in my head all week, and I'm still unsettled and confused.

Luca discovered the costume closet our first night in the old Victorian house we bought on the outskirts of Milhawket. It's tucked behind a false wall in our bedroom closet and filled to overflowing with gowns, hats, skirts, uniforms, dresses, and suits — enough to keep a theater troupe decked out for several seasons. I don't know why he gravitated to the nurse's uniform, with its white cap and red buttons down the front, but I agreed to put it on for a little bedroom roleplaying the next night.

The roleplaying started off awkwardly — my acting career ended as "Girl #3" in my high school's production of "Bye Bye Birdie," where all that was expected of me was a convincing swoon on stage when the eponymous singer appeared. I had tried to find inspiration in a dirty paperback I had picked up at the BookSwap in town — "Insatiable Ingrid," about an oversexed Swedish nurse on her first overnight shift with Doctor Tikelmeister — but my acting chops definitely weren't up to Luca's fantasies.

That is, until Luca put on the hospital gown that had been clinging to the nurse's uniform hanger. Something happened, something not altogether of our devising. Suddenly I wasn't just trying to find inspiration from Ingrid's story, I had become Ingrid. Our bedroom turned into a hospital room, complete with beeping machines and a stethoscope hanging beside the bed, and I was helping poor Luca, whose broken, cast-bound arm was interfering with his self-pleasure, find relief from the desires that were keeping him awake.

When I close my eyes, I can picture myself riding Luca, wearing nothing but the white nurse's cap. One moment we're in our bedroom in Milhawket, and the next we're on a creaking, groaning hospital bed. Our familiar sheets and pillows are all around me, and then a scratchy wool blanket is bunched against my knees as I straddle Luca and grind myself against him. My head spins dizzily when I picture that night, flipping back and forth between the hospital and the bedroom, and I'm not fully myself again until after I reach a climax that shakes my body like a leaf in a storm and I collapse, sweaty and tingling, onto Luca.

Luca claims that it was just a really good fuck.

"You just got into character, honey," he says whenever I mention it. "Something about that cap, and the way the dress was clinging to your hips, and how you took charge of me — it was incredibly hot."

And it was hot — incredibly hot, I can't deny that. But it was ... strange, too, and I'm torn between wanting to experience that kind of strangeness again, and running away from it as fast as I can. Lightning struck once with that white dress with the red buttons — would the little white sweater and short blue and red skirt draw down the same electric jolt?

And am I sure I can hold up under the charge again?


Chapter 2


Belinda held her breath, willing herself to be absorbed into the dark shadows cast by the flickering candle held tightly in her shaking fist. The footsteps in the hallway continued their slow, steady progress past her closed door, pausing for one long, terrifying moment before passing on.

"There should not be anyone else in Dunmore Manor tonight," her mind insisted, though clearly someone else was here ...

"Oh, that's a good one," says a voice behind me, and I almost let out a shriek. I would not make a good Gothic heroine — unlike poor, brave Belinda, I'm not good at staying quiet when I'm startled.

"Um, yeah," I say, looking up from the paperback in my hands. The cover shows an old Victorian house, the turret similar to the one on ours, a single yellow light glowing in an upstairs window while a woman with flowing black hair in a long, pale nightdress runs barefoot down the cobblestone path between skeletal trees under a baleful full moon. The Dunmore Curse dances across the top in lurid red letters.

The Milhawket BookSwap is next to the grocery store. I popped in after picking up some food for the weekend, just to see if anything new had shown up on the shelves since my last visit. I still have a short stack of paperbacks sitting next to the chaise in the turret room I've converted into my reading lair, including a couple of the raunchy Dick Langer stories with half-dressed nurses, cheerleaders, and French maids on the covers that I snuck in among the more respectable looking Gothics and Regencies. But the BookSwap seemed to have pretty good turnover, with paper bags of old paperbacks flowing in and out on a regular basis, so it seemed worth a stop.

"I like most of Cassandra MacIntosh's books," the woman who surprised me says, turning to the shelf beside me to squeeze a couple of paperbacks into place. I recognize her as the older woman in a purple turtleneck who rang up my purchase on my last visit, though now she's wearing a black blouse with a silver chain around her neck, her gray and white hair piled in a loose bun on her head. "She spins a good spooky yarn."

"I like a spooky story," I say. Just last night I was lying on the chaise in the little round room, heart racing as I followed our heroine Lorelei through the secret door she had discovered behind the chest of drawers in her room in Tintagel Castle. It made me think of the false door to the hidden closet in our bedroom, though Lorelei stumbled upon a stone oubliette with rusted chains on the walls rather than cabinets stuffed with costumes.

"Have you read Mariane Gundersen?" the woman asks. She stands on her sneakered tiptoes and reaches for a book from the shelf above me, then puts a tattered paperback in my hands.

"I haven't," I say, turning the book over in my hands. The front cover has another Victorian house with a turret and ornate porch situated on a dark hill, a cloud-shrouded moon shining behind it. A ghostly face peers from an upstairs window. The Secret in the Tower, the blocky title letters say. Spine-chilling thrills and sensuous secrets await in Mariane Gundersen's newest tale of terror and betrayal!, proclaims a squiggle of yellow letters across the bottom.

"She was a local gal," the woman says, tapping the author's name on the cover. "Lived out toward Sutter's Creek Road, in a house that looked a lot like the ones on her covers. Lovely lady, not nearly as gloomy as her books would have you think."

Hmmm, I think, fanning my thumb along the top of the yellowed pages. We live south of town, near Sutter's Creek Road ...

"I should warn you, though," the woman says, "old Mariane's books are also a touch spicier than your usual Gothic. But I don't suppose that will bother you too much."

"Oh? Why's that?" I ask, turning the book over to scan the back cover.

"You're the one who left here last week with that little stack of Dick Langer books, right?" she says with a wink and a grin.

My face goes red and I feel my ears burn. I had actually bought more books than I intended that day, trying to make the ratio of smut to literature appear less problematic.

"Oh, don't be all embarrassed, dear," she says, patting my arm gently. "I'm not an old prude. Dick's books are a cut above the average dirty paperback. My husband and I definitely got some ideas from them in our younger years."

She winks at me, and I give her a weak smile. Maybe it was just the craftsmanship of Dick Langer's "Insatiable Ingrid" that has my brain fogged and buzzy after the night of the nurse's costume? That seems unlikely ...

"I think I'll get this one," I say, my voice crackly. "It's getting to be the season for a good ghost story."


Chapter 3


Yvette could not pull herself away from the keyhole on the turret door, nor from the vision of pure debauchery she spied through the tiny aperture. Bodies writhed and twisted on the sumptuous red and violet velvet cushions scattered across the floor, and upon the rich upholstery of the settee. A statuesque, dark-haired woman, naked but for her high leather boots and a silvery mask that covered her eyes, strode regally amongst the sinuous limbs and ecstatic faces, pausing from time to time to prod the tangled forms with a long black riding crop.

Mariane Gundersen's prose is certainly on the purple end of the spectrum, and the spice level is well above my wildest expectations for a Gothic mystery-romance. It starts off as I would expect a story called "The Secret in the Tower" to begin: Yvette is an innocent young woman hired as a housekeeper by a dark and brooding duke, who has been warned to keep her chamber door locked at night and to never, ever enter the turret room on the mansion's top floor. Had she followed those instructions, she would never have discovered the sinister Satanic sex cult that roams the shadowy hallways on nights of the new moon; but a good Gothic requires that such instructions be ignored by the curious, plucky heroine.

I don't mind a little purple prose in my paperback reading. Most of the day, I'm reading dry as dust technical documents, unintelligible corporate babble, and barely grammatical emails from colleagues: some lurid descriptions of dark orgies in a turret room are a welcome respite.

And when the turret room sounds so much like the room where I'm reading Gundersen's story — well, that makes it even more intriguing.

I flip the book over to look at its cover again. The house looks very much like ours: the same porch with its turned wooden posts and delicate carvings, the same high windows around the ground floor, the same little windows capped with dark eyebrows at the top. The turret appears a little larger than ours (I suppose it would need to be, to host so many carnal rites), and it's on the opposite side of the house, so the Victorian on the cover isn't exactly a twin of our house, but it's certainly a sibling, or at least a close cousin.

Most of the city's property records have been digitized and posted online, so it's easy to trace the history of a building. But not Milhawket's — the sales and tax records are all kept in big black binders in the basement of the town offices. Our realtor had copies of a few pages about our house as part of the disclosures for the closing, but they didn't provide any revelations: for the last ten years, the house was in a trust owned by the bank, and before that the owner was "the Estate of William and Ethel Martinsson" for about five years.

It certainly felt like the house had been empty for fifteen years when Luca and I moved in: there was dust everywhere, and cobwebs clung to the ceilings in fine lace curtains. We drove up to Milhawket every weekend for a month, spending our days sweeping and scrubbing, and our nights crashed on a leaky air mattress in the living room. Even now, with our furniture in place and our belongings slowly making their way out of cardboard moving boxes, the old house can feel derelict and dank. I'm sure that a fresh coat of paint on the walls and some new carpets when our budget recovers will make it feel less like a haunted house. Or like the setting of "The Secret in the Tower."

I flip to the copyright page. This paperback is the fourth printing of Gundersen's dirty Gothic masterpiece, three years after it was published almost forty years ago. It gives off the rich, vanilla scent of mellowing paper, and the pages feel soft and a little bumpy under my fingers. The cover artist isn't credited, but when I squint at the lower right corner, under the fleeing woman's bare foot, I think I see the curves of the initials "WM" woven into the roots on the path.

Could our house have belonged not to the author Mariane Gundersen, but to the artist William Martinsson? Maybe the closet of costumes Luca discovered were for Martinsson's models to wear? I had assumed they were for a theater troupe, but an artist who makes covers for pulpy paperbacks could certainly use a wildly varied wardrobe — though if so, I wish Luca had found a Gothic heroine's flowing gown and cape instead of a cheerleader's outfit. I'm pretty sure I could rock a Gothic heroine look a lot more easily than I could a cheerleader.

I was never a cheerleader — I was too busy with the math and debate teams in high school and college for that sort of nonsense. And Luca warmed the JV football team's bench his freshman year at the university for about two weeks before he dropped a weight on his foot, ending a not-very-promising athletic career before it even began. Why he wants me to put on the little white sweater and blue and red skirt is a mystery to me.

Though the nurse's costume was a surprise, too, and that had worked out well. Or so I think ...

Yvette gasped in shock, pressing a hand against her mouth to stifle her cry of surprise. Standing at the far end of the turret room was Duke Giacone himself, his tousled black hair and cruel smile recognizable in spite of the velvet mask that hid his eyes. He was dressed in the black trousers and white shirt that he often wore when he visited the servants' meal room beside the kitchen on his way to his own sumptuous, if lonely, table in the grand dining room.

The woman in boots approached him, snapping the riding crop against her thigh, her stride slow, sensual, and determined. Her fingers went to the buttons on the Duke's shirt when she reached him, deftly moving down the line of pearl closures until she had revealed the smooth olive skin of his broad chest.

The Duke's hands, meanwhile, traced a line down the woman's narrow back and came to rest on her bare ass. His fingers plied the sumptuous flesh of the woman's muscular globes, eliciting a sigh that made Yvette's core shiver. She could imagine the Duke's hands on her own flesh, those thick, strong fingers exploring her sensitive crevices, his warm palms pressed against her breasts, her belly, her thighs ... Yvette closed her eyes and bit her lip to keep from moaning in imagined delight.

"Ah, I see you've found the turret room," said a deep, silky voice behind her.

Yvette gasped, falling against the door as she turned on the cold floor. She pulled her dressing gown around her knees, trembling uncontrollably as she looked up into the dark, smiling face of Duke Giacone.

"But ... but you ...," Yvette stammered, her throat closing in alarm.

The Duke merely smiled, his dark eyes sparkling beneath his tangled ebony locks.

"Appearances are often deceiving," he said as he reached a hand toward Yvette.

I hear a banging noise from downstairs, and nearly let out a yell. A glance at my watch tells me that it's probably Luca coming home, and not the Duke's mysterious doppelgänger or a masked and booted dominatrix roaming about our house. I fold down the corner of the page I'm on, set "The Secret in the Tower" under the pillow on the chaise, and leave the turret room to its mysteries, for now.


Chapter 4


"You look incredibly hot," Luca says when I enter the bedroom. He's lying on the bed, his head propped up on one hand, wearing a blue and red football jersey with the number "69" on the front in white.

"I feel incredibly ridiculous," I say. My ears are burning and my heart is racing, and the tight white sweater feels itchy against my stomach. The blue and red tassels of the pompoms in my hands rustle against my bare legs. I have my hair pulled back into a ponytail, which tickles the back of my neck when I move my head.

Luca rolls over onto his belly and rests his chin on his hands, smiling at me. His green eyes glisten with playful humor. He's wearing a pair of short white pants that stretch tight across his ass, and I can't help but smile at how delicious his butt looks in them.

"Let's have a cheer," Luca says.

"Let's not," I say, putting my fists on my hips. The pompoms rustle, the sound much louder than it should be in the quiet room.

"Oh, come on, Callie," Luca says, sticking out his bottom lip in a playful pout. "It's part of the fun!"

"Fun for you," I say.

"Please?"

Luca's lips turn down in a sad little frown and he cocks his head, giving me his best pathetic puppy look. I can't help but giggle.

"Okay, maybe one cheer," I say, lifting the pompoms in front of me and giving them a light shake. "If it will help the team's spirits."

"A good cheer always helps," Luca says, his smile returning.

#

After a few minutes of shaking the pompoms and dancing in front of the bed, I'm actually starting to enjoy the silliness. The handful of times I went to a football game in high school and college, I thought the cheerleaders were ridiculous, but I must have been paying better attention than I thought, because once I'm warmed up, the moves and cheers are flowing naturally.

Somehow I've decided that our team is the Devils — maybe because of Luca's red jersey, or maybe inspired by the sensuous Satanic cult from "The Secret in the Tower." I start with a simple and half-hearted, "Go Devils!" accompanied by a shake of my pompoms. When Luca grins, I raise my voice a little more and make up a little chant about how "The Devils bring the heat, they're the team that can't be beat!"

Soon I'm dancing around the room, shaking the blue and red pompoms as I improvise moves and cheers. I nearly trip over myself when I try a high kick, but Luca cheers and claps, which encourages me to try a couple more kicks. My movements are hardly fluid — math and debate club didn't require a whole lot of coordination — but I feel a little less clumsy as I get warmed up.

After a chant about how we're going to push the other team "back back back WAAAY back," I turn my back to Luca and bend at the waist, flipping the little blue and red pleated skirt up to show the tight red panties that are stretched across my ass. Luca puts his fingers to his lips and whistles, and I laugh, giving my ass a shake before dropping the skirt down and starting another cheer.

I can feel the sweat trickling down my neck and dribbling between my breasts. The sweater is made of some sort of stretchy acrylic that traps all of my body heat, and it feels itchy against my skin. I pull at the hem and fan it out, feeling the sweat trickle to my belly.

"Is the team inspired yet?" I ask, brushing a strand of hair out of my eyes. My ponytail has come loose, stray hair sticking to my neck.

"Oh, I think the team is just about ready to go for the first down," Luca says. He pushes himself up to a cross-legged seat, and I can see the shape of the bulge between his thighs through his tight pants.

"Time for the big finale cheer, then," I say, and take a couple of quick running steps so I can jump onto the bed beside Luca. I wobble unsteadily for a second, shifting my weight from foot to foot to keep my balance, and then throw my arms up over my head.

"D - E - V!" I shout. "I - L - S!" I shake my pompoms and bounce on the mattress, knees bent. "We're the team that's the very BEST!"

On "BEST" I spring into the air, shaking my pompoms enthusiastically. Luca cheers and claps, then reaches toward me. My left foot comes down funny, and I slip on the sheets, letting out a surprised "Oh!" as I lose my balance and fall backward, arms spiraling.


Chapter 5


Callie could still hear the crowd cheering from the bleachers and rushing onto the field as she slipped past the heavy glass doors that led to the Peterson University Devils' locker room. Her heart pounded in her chest, and she glanced warily over her shoulder every few steps, certain that someone — an assistant coach, a custodian, a wandering player — would catch her and demand to know why a cheerleader was snooping around the football team's most private spaces.

She wasn't "snooping," though: Callie was on a mission. A mission of lust.

Before the game, the other cheerleaders had been swooning over several of the Devils' star players. There was Bryce, the running back, who had just scored the winning touchdown, and who had a reputation for all sorts of other scores off the field. And Damien, the quarterback whose spiraling throw had landed in Bryce's arms with pinpoint accuracy: with those sinewy shoulders, that high, tight ass, that wry, devilish grin, it was clear that Damien always hit his mark, no matter what game he was playing.

Not to mention Mickey, the massive wall of linebacker flesh who had proven to be an impossible obstacle for the visiting Thundercats to bypass. Becky, the squad captain, claimed she'd caught a glimpse of what Mickey kept hidden under his towel when she walked past the locker room after the last home game, and that it was definitely in proportion to his oak trunk legs and broad barrel chest.

"It was as big around as my wrist," Becky had whispered, holding up her arm in illustration, "and it wasn't even hard!"

"Who do you fancy on the team, Callie?" asked June, who had been extolling the virtues of Damien's tight end. ("I'd like to sink my teeth into that juicy steak," she had said with a chuckle, conjuring a visual that made Callie's stomach growl.)

"I don't know," Callie said, looking shyly down at her feet. She could hear the pep band warming up, and the hum of the crowd filling the bleachers. "I guess they're all pretty good looking, but ... well, Luca is kind of cute ..."

"Luca?" June asked, her brow furrowed.

"The placekicker," said Callie. She felt her ears getting hot.

"The placekicker?" Becky cackled. "I mean, he's got nice hair, I guess, but he's kind of scrawny, especially compared to Mickey."

"He could be a grower instead of a shower, Beck," June said. "I dated a guy freshman year who had a skinny little unit when I unwrapped the package, but when he was ready to go, darned if that thing didn't grow from a twig to a log!"

"I hadn't thought about that," Callie said quietly.

And she really hadn't. She had definitely thought about Luca's ass a lot — he was in her morning calculus lecture, and she always sat near the top of the lecture hall so she could watch him making his way to his typical seat near the front, the muscles of his lean, firm butt stretching his chinos taut. And she had thought about his fingers, too, long and delicate when they fiddled with his pencil during the lecture: they were certainly sensitive and talented, eager to explore a willing and delicate body to find all its most pleasurable places. Now she imagined what his cock might be like: thick and strong, or long and nimble? Shrouded by a tangle of hair like the black curls on his head, or shaved clean so his olive skin glistened with sweat above his growing erection? Callie squirmed and bent to tie her shoes, picturing her fingers roaming over Luca's skin, her tongue tracing the line of his hip on its southward journey ...

The pep band's cacophonous squawking suddenly coalesced into the Devils' familiar fight song, loud and brassy. Callie straightened, heart pounding in part from the excitement of the game about to start and in part from the images that had been flitting through her mind as she thought about Luca.

Becky let out a shout, picked her pompoms up from the bench, and ran toward the field. Callie, June, and the rest of the squad followed after, and were quickly enveloped in the bright lights and roaring crowd that made an autumn night on the Peterson U playing field so magical.

#

All through the game, Callie's mind kept returning to visions of Luca. She imagined her fingers gripping his ass as she pressed her body against his, his hands roaming over her body. She pictured his lips — moist, firm, needy — locked around her nipple, drawing down fire that raged through her body. And she pictured the moment of unveiling, her nervous, shaky fingers tugging at the sweaty waistband of Luca's shorts until his erection sprang up just inches from her hungry mouth. Callie almost jumped out of her skin when Becky kicked her shin to remind her to get up for the next cheer, just as her daydream self was about to take Luca's velvety tip between her lips.

Luca only took the field a few times during the game: at the initial kickoff, for a field goal attempt in the first quarter that went wide (a sad groan rippled through the Peterson U side of the bleachers), and for an extra point in the third quarter that evened the Devils' score with the Thundercats'. Callie was rapt with attention each time, cheering her loudest at that extra point and absolutely devastated at the missed field goal. She couldn't pull her eyes away from Luca's graceful form, his nimble legs and rippling back.

The game remained tied into the final minutes of the fourth quarter, when Damien launched the ball, high and arcing, into Bryce's hands for the touchdown that brought the Devils to victory. The bleachers erupted in cheers, and Becky led the squad through raucous routine before the first fans started to rush onto the field and the game ended in the usual boisterous chaos that followed a home team win. Out of the corner of her eye, Becky caught Luca walking slowly away from the crowd and toward the field house, his helmet dangling from his fingers by his hip, his tousled black curls shiny under the bright lights.

She felt a catch in her throat, and looked back toward the rest of the squad, who were all leaping into the fray of celebration. Damien had hoisted June into the air and was spinning her in circles, her giggles audible over the shouts, her skirt rippling in the night air. Becky was riding Bryce's shoulders as he jogged a victory lap. And there were two cheerleaders hanging on a grinning, red-faced Mickey, whose hand was very clearly sliding over the skirted ass of one of them.

Callie rolled her eyes: clearly their official cheering duties were coming to an end, and she suspected that some private celebrations were going to follow shortly. She glanced again toward Luca, who was disappearing now behind the doors leading to the Devils' locker room, back toward the celebrating cheerleaders one last time, and then ran across the field in pursuit of the kicker.


Chapter 6


"Icould have left at halftime," Luca grumbled to himself as he made his way across the field. His helmet, dangling from his fingers, bounced against his thigh in time with his steps.

He was still annoyed with himself for missing the field goal in the first quarter: his plant foot had twisted at the last moment, sliding on a wet patch of turf, and he knew the instant his right foot connected with the ball that it was going to fly wide. But the extra point kick had been good — solid, high, and right down the center of the goal arms — and had lifted Luca's spirits. It wasn't a game winner like Bryce's touchdown — Luca was used to the glory passing him by — but it had come at a crucial point in the game, lifting the Devils' spirits and spurring them to victory.

Being the kicker gave Luca ample time to sit with his thoughts on the bench through the game. Usually his thoughts turned to coursework — mulling over tricky calculus problems, planning out his English comp thesis. But tonight his eye was drawn to the cheer squad, and his thoughts — filthy, filthy thoughts — followed.

He knew that the stars of the team — especially Bryce, the showboating running back — had their pick of the Devils' cheerleaders at after-game festivities. Luca was pretty sure Bryce and Becky, the cheer squad's captain, were hooking up at the Kappa Gamma house after most games, though there were some rumours that quarterback Damien had her attention, too. But in his imagination tonight, as he watched the cheerleaders leap and kick, flip and shout, they were all suddenly enamored of the placekicker for once, seeing at last his skillful ways and debonair charms.

From his spot on the end of the bench, Luca had an unparalleled view of the squad and took full advantage of it. Becky's dark hair glistened under the lights when she was lifted high on the squads' shoulders, her skirt flying up to show a glimpse of the tight red fabric stretched across her perfect ass. And he loved the way the little blonde, June, jumped when she cheered, her surprisingly large breasts bouncing under her tight white sweater.

But it was Callie, one of the newer girls on the squad, who drew Luca's eye tonight. The sway of her blonde ponytail and the swish of her skirt did something to Luca's pulse rate. He caught her eye once, shortly after his successful extra point kick, and gave her a grin and a wink; she smiled back, but then quickly turned her eyes away, her ears glowing pink. Luca spent the rest of the game imagining how her lips would feel against his, and mentally running his hands up and down her thighs, his thumbs brushing the tight fabric of the little red shorts that flashed under her skirt when she bounced on the balls of her feet.

Luca dropped his helmet on the bench in the locker room; it made a loud, clattering noise in the quiet space. He peeled off his jersey and threw it into the empty laundry hamper that would soon be overflowing with sweaty uniform parts, then sat down to untie his cleats. Callie came swirling and leaping into his mind again, her skirt flying up as she took to the air, and he closed his eyes, picturing every move in slow motion. His cock pulsed uncomfortably inside the confines of his protective cup, and he shifted his ass on the bench to relieve the pressure.

The noise of celebration outside came faintly through the field house's thick walls. Luca supposed that by now Callie had been swept up in the celebration, was probably already hanging on the arm of some big, sweaty linebacker — maybe even Mickey himself, that horse-donged mountain of flesh. He shook his head to clear it of the vision of Mickey's meaty cock swinging like a pendulum as he made his way to the shower, trying to replace it with the glimpses he'd received of Callie's red panties.

When he slipped off his trousers and loosened the elastic strap holding his cup in place, Luca let out a sigh of relief; his half-hard cock had been bent nearly double behind its hard plastic wall. Now it pulsed freely, straightening and lengthening in its new freedom. Luca gave it a gentle stroke, then wrinkled his nose at the sweaty smell his cock and balls gave off. It was definitely time to shower off.

#

The spray was hot and strong against Luca's back. He was glad to have snuck off the field early to grab a shower alone — the pressure was strong, the temperature high, and the only sound was the splash of water on tile and his own breathing.

Luca turned so the water poured against his chest, sluicing away the thick lather of soap he had rubbed on his skin. He looked down at the rivulets running down his belly and around his cock, which was still half erect, suds clinging to the curly hair on his groin and to his tight, heavy balls. Luca cupped his balls in one hand, testing their weight, and slid the other from the base to the tip of his cock, pushing the suds along its length. His cock swelled in his grip, and he gave it another long, slow stroke.

Callie returned to his thoughts. He conjured up the sway of her ponytail, the swirl of her skirt, the turn of her lips. He imagined those lips against his, soft and warm and pliant. And then he imagined them slipping down his throat and over his chest, pausing to lick his nipples before working their way lower, over his belly, kissing and nipping, her nimble fingers trailing down his hips and around to his ass, pulling him closer to her warm, eager mouth. With his hand moving faster now, gliding along his wet, hard shaft, Luca imagined Callie taking his erection in her fingers, pointing it skyward, and then licking along the sensitive underside, from base to tip, teasing the weeping eye with her tongue.

"Oh fuck, Callie," he whispered, eyes closed and one hand braced against the tiled wall as he leaned into the shower, stroking himself to the fantasy of Callie teasing and licking, nibbling gently up and down his length, before taking him into her mouth.

The water drummed in his ears and splashed against his shoulders. He wanted so badly to come, to abandon himself to his fantasies and release the tension building inside his balls. Any minute now, the celebration on the field would end and the locker room would be filled with whooping, cheering Devils. Luca reluctantly released his cock and pressed both hands against the wall, letting the water run down his back as he panted and let out a frustrated groan. If he was caught stroking off in the shower, it would be the end of his days with the Devils — he'd never be able to face his teammates again. It was best to move this fantasy back to his bedroom, where he could enjoy it in private.

"Oh, Callie," he sighed again, reaching for the faucet.

"Yes?" said a quiet voice behind him, and Luca nearly let out a shout of surprise before he turned around.


Chapter 7


Callie paused at the door to the locker room, her heart pounding and her hands trembling. From behind the door, she could hear the sound of running water — Luca must be in the shower. She imagined the water coursing down his naked back, splashing on his bare, firm ass, and bit her lip.

The hinges squeaked as she pushed the door open, and she almost fled back to the cheering crowd and bright lights outside. Callie was balanced on the perfect edge of terror and lust, two yawning abysses opening below her — step in one direction and she was flying away into the night; step in the other, and she was plunging into a world where desire controlled her every movement and she was a mere passenger to her lust.

With a deep breath and a hammering heart, Callie stepped into the locker room, choosing the chasm of lust.

The locker room was empty and dim. She passed rows of lockers and benches, painted the Devils' blue and red, her sneakered footsteps surprisingly loud. As she neared the shower room, from which she could see wisps of steam curling under the door, Callie saw a single red helmet sitting on a bench.

"Luca," she whispered to herself, running a finger over the helmet's smooth surface.

Callie lifted her skirt and reached her fingers underneath to the waistband of her little red panties. With one tug, they were around her knees. She quickly stepped out of them and tucked them through the helmet's white face mask. In the dim light, it looked like the helmet was grinning up at her with the red fabric clenched in its teeth; Callie felt an electric tingle rush from her toes to her scalp. She patted the helmet again and then stepped toward the shower room.

The shower room door was warm to the touch, its window fogged over. It made no sound as Callie pushed it open and stepped into the white-tiled space. The running water roared in her ears — or was that the roaring of her own pulse? — and she blinked against the steamy air.

Luca stood at the far end of the shower room, his head bent toward the wall and his back turned toward Callie as the shower poured over his glistening skin. Frothy white lather stood out in contrast to his smooth olive skin, clinging to his shoulders and the dimple at the small of his back. Luca's ass was just as tight and smooth as Callie had imagined, and her stomach spun at the thought of pressing her fingers, her lips, her tongue against that muscular flesh. She took a tentative step closer, and then froze when she caught a glimpse of Luca's moving hand.

His hip hid most of the movement, but the steady, rhythmic motion of Luca's elbow left no doubt to what his current focus was, and it wasn't just washing up. Head resting against the wall, feet braced wide on the tiled floor, Luca was clearly running his hand up and down the length of his cock, stroking himself to a slow, steady beat. Callie pressed a palm to her mouth to stifle a gasp while her other hand toyed with the hem of her skirt, pulling it up her thigh.

She felt her pussy tingle at the sight, aching to be touched. As if pulled by a magnet, Callie's fingers slid through the neat little tangle of hair beneath her belly and down between her legs, dancing lightly across her sensitive folds. She was wet already, and her clit tingled, throbbing with need. Callie teased herself, fingertips light and nimble, tickling her delicate skin, drawing her heat toward her hand.

Luca was fully absorbed in his own sensations. Callie took another step toward him, moving toward his side she could get a better view. His fingers were wrapped loosely around his shaft, the rich purple head angled up toward his belly. She could see his balls, tight and heavy, pulled tight to his body; Callie shivered at the thought of running her tongue over them, pulling them into her mouth and rolling them on her tongue. Her pussy clenched as she took another step.

Luca's eyes were closed, and his mouth was open, jaw slack. He must be close, Callie thought, her eyes running over his broad chest, his muscled shoulders, and down his arm to his hand. She could see a pale, quivering drop of liquid at the end of his cock, thicker than the water coursing over his hips. Callie let her fingers slide across the tip of her quivering clit and had to bit her hand to keep from crying out.

Luca's movements suddenly stopped, and he took a deep breath as he lifted his face toward the showerhead. Callie nearly turned and ran — if she didn't think she would trip over her feet, slip on the wet tiles, and crash into a puddle on the shower floor, she surely would have. Instead she froze, one hand on her mouth and one under her skirt, her thumb poised a fraction of an inch above her pulsing nub.

"Oh, Callie," Luca sighed as he released his stiff cock and reached for the faucet.

Callie? Callie's brain shouted. Callie? Did I really hear him say my name?

Luca's cock pointed straight ahead, trembling in the air without the support of his hand. Callie let her thumb graze her clit, making her knees tremble. She closed her eyes and somehow found her voice where it had been hiding in her chest:

"Yes?" she said, inching closer to Luca as he turned his surprised face toward her.


Chapter 8


"Holy shit!" Luca gasped.

His hands flew between his legs, shielding his still-pulsing cock behind them, and he hunched over into a protective crouch. Callie stopped a few feet from him, hands on her hips, with a bright smile on her pretty face. Her eyes roamed up and down his body, unashamedly taking in every inch, and Luca suddenly felt very cold and more exposed than he had ever been.

"Wh-what ... what are you d-d-doing here?" Luca asked through chattering teeth. Despite the chill, his erection refused to subside, and he turned so his thigh could help his hands shield it from Callie's suddenly very hungry eyes.

"I wanted to show my appreciation for your performance tonight, Luca," Callie said, giving her ponytail a shake. Luca wondered if she knew that little move made his heart race; the way she smiled at him suggested that she did. "The guys running the touchdowns get all the praise, but I know it's those extra points that put us over the top."

"Th-thanks," Luca gasped, feeling his face redden, "b-b-but I did miss that f-field goal ..."

"Probably just because we didn't cheer hard enough for you," Callie said, putting a little pout on her lips. That was a move that sent an extra jolt straight to Luca's cock, making him press his palms even harder between his legs. "We should have a special cheer just for that, don't you think? Like we do for the quarterback?"

"M-maybe ..."

"I've been working on one," said Callie, taking a step toward Luca. "Want to see it?"

Luca very much wanted to see it.

"M-maybe ..."

Callie's pout turned to a smile again, and she clapped her hands together. In an instant, she was in cheer mode again, feet in a wide stance, fists on her hips and her shoulders thrown back. Luca could see the swell of her breasts beneath her tight white sweater, making the red letters in "DEVILS" stand out sharply.

"It goes like this," she said, suddenly throwing her fists in the air and shaking her hips in time with her chant:

"Look at him run! Look at him kick! Our guy Luca has a big —"

She paused with a playful grin on her lips, then jumped into the air as she shouted, "FOOT!"

Callie landed with a splash on the wet shower floor, her face flushed and eyes flashing.

"Do you like it?" she asked.

When Callie had jumped, her skirt swung to the side, revealing, just for an instant, bare skin all the way up her hip. It was the briefest of flashes, but it was enough to make Luca's heart race.

"It was ... c-c-creative," Luca said.

"Want to see another?"

"S-sure ..."

Callie clapped again, then cocked her hip to one side, raised both arms, and yelled, "Right between the posts! Right between posts! Our kicker Luca always scores the most!"

She jumped and shimmied again, her skirt swirling around her thighs and her breasts moving beneath her sweater. Luca let out a quiet groan, twisting his hips in a pointless effort to conceal his erection. The sparkle in her eyes told Luca that Callie knew exactly the effect she was having on him, and was taking great joy in his discomfort.

"I've been working up a little dance routine, too," she said, panting a little as she bounced in place. "Want to see that?"

Luca's heart was pounding, and he felt a little dizzy — maybe from all the blood flowing to his erection was starving his brain of oxygen? All he could manage was a nod, his eyes fixed on the shimmy under Callie's sweater when she sprung up and down on the balls of her feet.

Callie clapped and then started a side to side shuffle, swinging her hips and waving her arms. She added some high kicks, and Luca felt his pulse quicken at the sight of her creamy thighs and shapely calves beneath her swinging skirt. Callie suddenly pivoted on one foot, turning her back to Luca, and folded over at the waist, feet spread wide and hands gripping her ankles. She smiled up at him from between her legs, her ponytail brushing the wet floor.

Her skirt had flipped up to her waist, revealing the soft, bare skin of her naked ass. Luca could see the pouting lips of her pussy, and he let out an involuntary moan, imagining his tongue exploring that warm, glistening seam.

"Like it?" Callie asked, deepening her bend so her ass rose higher.

Luca squeezed his hands against his throbbing erection. It was all he could do to keep his fingers from reaching for the creamy skin and soft flesh on display in front of him. He nodded in response, his voice trapped in his throat.

Callie released her ankles to press her palms to the floor, then gracefully lowered herself to a seat and swung her legs around to face him. Her cheeks were bright, her eyes sparkling, and her ponytail hung wet and tangled on her shoulder.

"It probably needs more practice," she said.

"It ... it was v-very good," Luca said.

"I just want you to know how much I appreciate your performance," Callie said. She lowered her hands to the floor and started to move toward him on all fours, her face turned up toward him. "You played a really good game, Luca, you should be proud."

"Th-thanks, Callie." His ears burned at her praise.

"I think you're very talented. And very handsome, too."

She stopped when she reached his feet, then knelt before him, her face level with his hip. Luca cupped himself tighter, aware that he was doing a very poor job of hiding his erection. His cock strained against his hands, bent uncomfortably behind his fingers.

Callie's fingertips brushed his waist and tickled up and down his hip, making Luca squirm. She grinned up at him, sliding herself even closer, resting her head against his thigh. Her fingers danced up and down his leg, flitted across his belly, then moved along the backs of his hands, seemingly helping him hide his erection.

Except they weren't helping, not at all. Callie suddenly pried one of his fingers up, revealing the base of his cock, and giggled when he tried to slide his hand to better shield himself. She pried at another finger, making Luca squirm and twist.

"Don't be shy," Callie said, almost in a whisper. She pressed her lips against his belly, her fingers still tussling with his in an effort to pull his hands away. "We're on the same team here ..."

Luca's efforts were no match for Callie's — not that he was trying especially hard at this point. He tried to keep his hands in place, but Callie was insistent and determined, giggling as she tugged at his fingers and grabbed at any exposed flesh when his hands slipped. She cupped his balls and nipped at his belly, then reached around suddenly to squeeze his ass.

Luca let out a gasp and released his grip on his cock, letting it bounce free; it swung toward Callie, almost slapping her cheek, and she caught in her fist it with a laugh. Her hand was warm and soft, and when she dragged it from the base to the tip, Luca groaned, leaning back against the shower wall.

"Wow, Luca," Callie said. She slid her hand back to the base of his cock and Luca trembled. He could feel her warm breath as she bent her head toward his erection. "This is a lot to try to hide."

"Th-thanks," Luca gasped. His teeth were no longer chattering — a warm glow spread through his body, radiating from his pulsing erection trapped in Callie's hand — but his voice was still unsteady.

"It's really pretty," she said, tracing a finger around the flared tip and then gently touching the weeping eye, her fingertip coming away with a strand of pearly liquid. "And I'll bet it tastes good, too."

Luca's hands slapped against the wet tile wall as Callie's warm lips slid over the tip of his cock and her tongue ran down its length. He closed his eyes and groaned, lost in the sensations of her soft, wet mouth.


Chapter 9


Callie's fingers kneaded Luca's ass as she urged his cock deeper into her mouth. He pushed his hips forward, fingers tangled in her hair, until the velvety tip brushed the back of her throat, and then backed away, the head's prominent ridge catching on her teeth. Callie willed herself to relax, trying to take more of his length with each stroke.

Luca's breathing was fast and shallow, and his fingers tightened, drawing Callie's face closer. She squeezed his ass and braced herself for the explosion she expected to arrive at any moment. His cock throbbed between her lips, a bomb on the verge of bursting.

And then they heard the crashing sounds in the hallway beyond the locker room, accompanied by shouts and cheers and stomping feet. The wall of noise was approaching fast, faster even than Luca's climax. Callie's heart raced, and she felt rooted to the shower floor.

"Oh fuck fuck fuck," Luca gasped as he staggered back against the wall.

Callie tried to follow his retreating erection with her mouth, determined to bring him to climax now no matter what the consequences, but he pushed her head away. She looked up at his face — wide eyed, slack jawed, terror-stricken — and reluctantly released her hands from his ass.

Luca looked around wildly. The sounds were getting closer, and any second now the locker room doors would burst open and the rest of the Devils football team would pour in and be met by the sight of Callie on her knees in front of Luca's raging erection, which even in his panic had not subsided.

Callie braced herself for the inevitable discovery, the shock and jeers and humiliation that would surely follow; she could imagine the rumors and jokes that would fly around campus, growing ever more lurid with each retelling. How much lurid than reality could the rumors get, though? Part of Callie wanted to push the boundaries of her approaching infamy — why be the cheerleader caught on her knees in front of the placekicker when she could be the cheerleader riding the placekicker's cock, legs wrapped around his waist with his hands gripping her ass? Or bent double on hands and knees, facing the oncoming crowd with ecstasy twisting her face while Luca knelt behind her, his hips slamming into her upturned ass?

She started to stand, struggling to her feet, ready to embrace Luca and drag him into her filthy visions of scandalous shame. He reached for her, and suddenly heaved her off her feet, one arm sweeping behind her legs and one behind her back. Luca stumbled as Callie threw her arms around his neck — she could feel his heart pounding against hers.

"This way," he gasped, his feet slapping against the wet tiles as he ran from the shower.

He carried her toward the sound of the approaching crowd, and Callie felt her heart in her throat. They passed the first row of benches, and then he made a sudden turn. There was a windowless door behind a row of lockers, and Luca swung his hip to push it open. Together they plunged into the darkness behind the door just as the shouts and cheers burst into the locker room.

#

Luca grunted as he dropped Callie onto what felt like a padded bench and then hurried back to the door. Her eyes adjusted slowly to the dim light. She saw they were in the team's weight room: racks of dumbbells and weights lined the walls, machines and benches and mats filling the space. Luca was pushing a bench against the door, and then piling weights on top of it. Callie sat up on her elbows and watched the muscles in his back ripple as he worked; she felt arousal pushing away the fear and shame that had gripped her in their flight.

When Luca turned back to face her, Callie saw that his erection had lost little of its stiffness despite their narrow escape. She licked her lips as she watched it swing from side to side as Luca walked toward her.

"Holy fuck, that was close," Luca whispered as he threw a leg across the bench, straddling Callie's feet. His hands gripped her ankles and slid slowly up and down her shins; her belly tightened.

"Luca," Callie said, her voice cracking. She watched his hands slide past her knees, tickling their way up her thighs. His eyes locked on hers, hungry and wild, and she felt the heat of his touch burning through her body.

"Callie," Luca whispered, his fingers brushing the hem of her skirt.

She shifted her ass on the bench, moving closer to him, bending her knees and letting her feet drop to the floor. He gripped the red and blue fabric of her skirt and flipped it up to her belly, exposing her bare, pouting lips. Callie let out a little gasp and followed his eyes down to the strip of blonde hair between her belly and her pussy. His tongue darted out to wet his lips, making Callie tremble in anticipation.

"You look delicious," he purred as he slid back and lowered his face toward her. Callie lay back, hands reaching for his curly hair, and melted into the bench when his hot, insistent mouth made first contact.

Callie could hear the noise from the locker room, the splash of the showers and the slam of the lockers, the hum of conversations interspersed with laughter and shouts, but she was lost in the sensation of Luca's lips and tongue. He devoured her like a starving man presented with a sumptuous feast, loudly slurping and sucking at every morsel she offered him. His hands roamed over her body, pushing her sweater up over breasts, while his mouth roamed greedily between her thighs.

"Oh fuck," Callie gasped when she felt her climax building in her belly, a coiled spring ready to explode. "Oh fuck, Luca ..."

Suddenly his mouth was pressed to her belly and sliding up while his hands pushed her thighs apart and his fingers pressed firmly against her sopping pussy. Callie let out a moan of complaint — she was so close! — and then a sigh of delight when his fingers slid inside her. She lifted her hips toward his hand as he slid his body up hers.

When his lips found her mouth, she could taste her tart, tangy nectar on him. Her tongue found his, and they danced together from mouth to mouth as the weight of Luca's body pressed her into the bench. She reached her hands down between their hips and found his erection, still stiff and throbbing.

"Fuck me," Callie gasped. "Fuck me, Luca ..."

Luca responded by lifting himself with his hands gripping the bench on either side of Callie and moving his hips so he hovered above her. Callie held his cock and guided it toward her aching core. With one thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely, and she shuddered, raising her legs as high as she could.

With her ankles above his ears and her knees over his shoulders, Callie was bent double beneath Luca, helpless under his thrusting hips. Her hands slapped against his back in time with his thrusts, sliding down to grip his muscular ass, urging him deeper, harder, faster. Luca panted against her throat, his breath hot and wet. The noises beyond the weight room blended into a rumbling roar as Callie surrendered to the waves of pleasure sweeping through her.

"Callie," Luca groaned, "Callie ... Callie ..."

He repeated her name on each thrust, a mantra of desire. She could feel his arms trembling around her, the muscles of his ass clenching tighter on every stroke, his breath hot and hard against her throat. When he came, Luca let out a moan, and Callie joined him in his breathless cry of delight.


Chapter 10


The throbbing in the back of my head is nothing compared to the burning in the backs of my thighs. I feel like I've been running uphill for hours, and it hurts to bend my knees.

"Holy shit, Luca," I gasp. "I wasn't that flexible in college, and I'm sure not that flexible now!"

"You seemed pretty flexible to me," Luca says into my hair with a laugh.

I'm lying on the bed with my back to Luca, stretching my legs as far as I can, while he curls himself against me, hands on the bare skin between my sweater and my skirt. When I close my eyes, I can hear the voices in the hallway getting closer, and I feel my heart race at the danger of being caught. At the desire of being caught ...

But that's not possible! We're in the bedroom, lying together on the twisted sheets after the most energetic fuck we've had in months, not splayed out in a football team's weight room. The only sound is the wind outside and the occasional creak of the old house settling its bones for the night; we are alone in our house on the edge of Milhawket, not hiding among exercise machines while a football team strips down and showers just beyond our barricaded door.

"This is ... this is strange, Luca," I say, turning to look at him over my shoulder. He kisses my chin and slides his hand under my sweater. His cock is still somehow more than half hard and getting harder, pressing into the small of my back.

"This is sexy," Luca whispers in a husky voice. "You're like some wild thing when you get into these costumes. I can't wait to try them all ..."

Luca's fingers push the bra I'm wearing under the sweater up over my breasts and find my nipples, still stiff and sensitive. I close my eyes, enjoying his touch, but my head is spinning. The last thing I remember is taking a tumble off the bed in the middle of a silly cheer. No, the last thing I remember is Luca carrying me from the shower to the weight room and dropping me on the bench. But that can't be ...

"Something's ... " Wrong? I don't know if what I feel is wrong, exactly, but it's ... "weird, Luca, something's weird about these costumes."

"I think they're just unlocking your inhibitions," Luca says, guiding my shoulder until I've rolled onto my back. He straddles my waist, cock fully erect again above my belly, and starts sliding my sweater up.

"You don't think it's ... weird?"

"I think it's hot." I raise my arms so he can pull the sweater free, and lie back as he works the clasp between my breasts. "It's like we're not us but still us, and we can do anything."

I reach for Luca's cock, still slick and warm from my nectar, and glide my fingers along his length. The costumes clearly are having an effect on Luca, too. He's always been an enthusiastic and generous lover, but tonight was one for the record books. I'm afraid I won't be able to walk tomorrow.

"You don't think it's weird?" I ask again. "It's not ... scary?"

"It's hot," Luca says, his fingers trailing down my belly and gripping the hem of the little skirt that barely covers me. He teases the fabric up and down my thighs. "Whatever it is, it's hot, and I plan to keep visiting the closet until we've tried every costume at least once."

I sigh, the ache between my legs stronger than the burning in my thighs or the anxiety gnawing at my mind.

"Okay," I say as Luca lifts my skirt and lowers himself onto me, his fingers dancing across my slick folds. "Okay, but I get to pick the next costume."

"It's a deal," he grunts as he enters me, and I let out a sigh, surrendering to our mutual desire.


Night Nurse
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Night Nurse

Callie and her husband Luca discover a secret room in the old house they just bought on the outskirts of Milhawket, stuffed to overflowing with a stunning variety of costumes. Luca thinks that nurse's costume would look pretty sexy on Callie, but Callie's not so sure -- her acting career ended when she was Girl #3 in her high school production of "Bye Bye Birdie."

But there's something about the look in Luca's eyes, and the way the costume hugs her hips, that gets Callie's engine revving ...


"Night Nurse" is the first in a series exploring the joys of bedroom roleplaying and the magic of imagination!


PURSUED
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PURSUED

Things are getting spooky in Callie's Costume Closet ...


Callie's head is still spinning, and not just from the sexy romp she and her husband Luca had when they put the cheerleader costume they found in the mysterious closet to use in their bedroom. Something strange happens every time they play with the costumes -- it's as if they're transported into a new world where their fantasies become reality and their sexiest dreams come true.


Puzzled, intrigued, and a little frightened, Callie goes in search of clues. She finds little hints in the attic, at the BookSwap in town, and in the turret room she's been transforming into her reading nest. And she also finds a velvet cloak and linen gown that look suspiciously similar to the outfit on the cover of the Gothic paperback she's currently reading.


After the nurse and cheerleader outfits, it's Callie's turn to pick a scenario for their next bedroom play date. Callie expects to find mystery and passion when she puts on the velvet cloak and insists that Luca become a dark and brooding duke. But has she taken an unwitting step into a world of peril, with danger around every dark corner and escape tantalizingly out of reach?


About Cornelia Quick
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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