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Like any feline, Selena Kitt loves the things that
make her purr—and wants nothing more than to make others purr right
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Babysitting the Baumgartners
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[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_m66e1c357.jpg]Ronnie—or as Mrs. Baumgartner insists on
calling her, Veronica—has been babysitting for the Baumgartners
since she was fifteen years old and has practically become another
member of the family. Now a college freshman, Ronnie jumps at the
chance to work on her tan in the Florida Keys with “Doc” and “Mrs.
B” under the pretense of babysitting the kids. Ronnie isn’t the
only one with ulterior motives, though, and she discovers that the
Baumgartners have wayward plans for their young babysitter. This
wicked hot sun and sand coming of age story will seduce you as
quickly as the Baumgartners seduce innocent Ronnie and leave
everyone yearning for more!

 


EXCERPT:

I got out of the shower and dried off,
wrapping myself in one of the big white bath sheets. My room was
across the hall from the bathroom, and the Baumgartner’s was the
next room over. The kids’ rooms were at the other end of the
hallway.

As I made my way across the hall, I heard
Mrs. B’s voice from behind their door: “You want that tight little
nineteen-year-old pussy, Doc?”

I stopped, my heart leaping, my breath
caught. Oh my god. Were they talking about me? He said something,
but it was low, and I couldn’t quite make it out. Then she said:
“Just wait until I wax it for you. It’ll be soft and smooth as a
baby.”

Shocked, I reached down between my legs,
cupping my pussy as if to protect it, standing there transfixed,
listening. I stepped closer to their door, seeing that it wasn’t
completely closed, trying to hear what they were saying. There
wasn’t any noise, now.

“Oh god,” I heard him groan. “Suck it
harder.”

My eyes wide, I could feel the pulse
returning between my thighs, a slow, steady heat. Was she sucking
his cock? I remembered what it looked like in his hand—even from a
distance, I could tell that it was big, much bigger than any of the
boys I’d ever been with.

“Ahhhh fuck, Carrie!” he moaned. I bit my
lip, hearing Mrs. B’s first name felt so wrong, somehow. “Take it
all, baby!”

All?! My jaw dropped as I tried to imagine
it, pressing my hand over my throbbing mound. Mrs. B said
something, but I couldn’t hear it, and as I leaned toward the door,
I bumped it with the towel wrapped around my hair. My hand went to
my mouth and I took an involuntary step back as the door edged open
just a crack. I turned to go to my room, but I knew that they would
hear my door.

“You want to fuck me, baby?” she purred.
“God, I’m so wet… did you see her sweet little tits?

“Fuck, yeah,” he murmured. “I wanted to come
all over them.”

Hearing his voice, I stepped back toward the
door, peering through the crack. The bed was behind the door, at
the opposite angle, but there was a large vanity table and mirror
against the other wall, and I could see them reflected in it. Mrs.
B was completely naked, kneeling over him. I could see her face,
her breasts swinging as she took him into her mouth. His cock was
standing straight up in the air.

“She’s got beautiful tits, doesn’t she?”
Mrs. B ran her tongue up and down the shaft.

“Yeah.” His hand moved in her hair, pressing
her down onto his cock. “I want to see her little pussy. God, she’s
so beautiful.”

“Do you want to see me eat it?” She moved up
onto him, still stroking his cock. “Watch me lick that sweet,
shaved cunt?”

I pressed a cool hand to my flushed cheek,
but my other hand was rubbing the towel between my legs as I
watched them. I had never heard anyone say that word out loud and
it shocked and excited me.

“Oh god, yeah!” He grabbed her tits as they
swayed over him. I could see her riding him, and knew he must be
inside of her. “I want inside that tight little cunt.”

I moved the towel aside and slipped my
fingers between my lips. He was talking about me! The thought made
my whole body tingle, and my pussy was on fire. Already slick and
wet from my orgasm in the shower, my fingers slid easily through my
slit.

“I want to fuck her while she eats your
pussy.” He thrust up into her. His hands were gripping her hips and
her breasts swayed as they rocked together.

My eyes widened at the image he conjured,
but Mrs. B moaned, moving faster on top of him

“Yeah, baby.” She leaned over him, her
breasts dangling in his face. His hands went to them, his mouth
sucking at her nipples, making her squeal and slam down against him
even harder. “You want her on her hands and knees, her tight little
ass in the air?”

He groaned, and I rubbed my clit even faster
as he grabbed her and practically threw her off of him onto the
bed. She seemed to know what he wanted, because she got onto her
hands and knees, and he was fucking her like that, from behind. The
sound of them, flesh slapping against flesh, filled the room.

They were facing the mirror, but Mrs. B had
her face buried in her arms, her ass lifted high in the air. Doc’s
eyes were looking down between their legs, like he was watching
himself slide in and out of her.

“Fuck!” Mrs. B’s voice was muffled. “Oh
fuck, Doc, make me come!”

He grunted and drove into her harder, and I
watched her shudder and grab the covers with her fists. He didn’t
stop, though—his hands grabbed her hips and he worked himself into
her over and over. I felt weak-kneed and full of heat, my fingers
rubbing my aching clit in fast little circles. Mrs. B’s orgasm had
almost sent me right over the edge. I was very, very close.

“That tight nineteen-year-old cunt!” She
shoved into her. “I want to taste her.” He slammed into her again.
“Fuck her.” And again. “Make her come.” And again. “Make her scream
until she can’t take anymore.”

I leaned my forehead against the doorjamb
for support, trying to control how fast my breath was coming, how
fast my climax was coming, but I couldn’t. I whimpered, watching
him fuck her and knowing he was imagining me… me!

“Come here.” He pulled out and Mrs. B was
turning around like she knew what he wanted. “Swallow.”

He was kneeling up on the bed as she pumped
and sucked at his cock. I saw the first spurt land against her
cheek, a thick white rope of cum, and then she covered the head
with her mouth and swallowed, making soft mewing noises in her
throat. I came then, too, shuddering and shivering against the
doorframe, biting my lip to keep from crying out.

When I opened my eyes and came to my senses,
Mrs. B was still on her hands and knees, focused between his
legs—but Doc was looking right at me, his dark eyes on mine.

My hand flew to my mouth and I stumbled
back, fumbling for the doorknob behind me that I knew was there. I
finally found it, slipping into my room and shutting the door
behind me. I leaned against it, my heart pounding, my pussy
dripping, and wondered what I was going to do now…
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[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_42342c59.jpg]Tara’s husband has never shared a fantasy with
her, or even masturbated—that she knows of. However, this curious
wife discovers a phone bill full of phone calls to sex lines and
realizes her husband has been living a double life! Instead of
getting mad, Tara’s curiosity leads her to begin listening in on
John’s steamy conversations in hopes of finding out what he really
wants in the bedroom. After several failed attempts at bringing
fantasy to reality, however, a frustrated Tara turns to her much
more adventurous best friend, Kelly, for help. A quick psychology
101 diagnosis from Dr. Kelly marks John as having a classic
“madonna/whore” complex, and she quickly sets about making plans to
rectify this situation. Tara goes along for the ride, hoping that
Kelly may have the answer to bridging the seemingly ever-growing
gap in her marriage…

EXCERPT:

We ended up closing
the place down, John and I. Kelly and Chris headed home about
midnight, and I sat and finished another bottle of wine while I
watched John move among the tables, talking and laughing. He helped
me on with my coat when it was time to go, and held my elbow as we
walked to the car.

“Are
you drunk?” he asked me as he got into driver’s
side.

I looked over at him
in the dimness. “Are you mad?

“Am
I mad that you’re drunk? Or am I mad that you were out dirty
dancing with your girlfriend at my company Christmas party?” John
started the car and put it in reverse.

“Um…
that, or… whatever,” I said, struggling with my seat belt. I
couldn’t seem to find the slot to put it into. John accelerated
hard and I was propelled back against the seat. I was still trying
to get my seat belt fastened when John hit the brakes at a stop
sign and I jolted forward, reaching out my hand to the dashboard to
catch myself, but my reflexes were slow, and I
missed.

“What were you thinking?” John asked with a sigh, reaching
over and doing my seat belt up for me.

I felt tears sting my
eyes and looked out the passenger window so he wouldn’t see them.
“I don’t know,” I whispered. “I guess maybe that you might think I
was sexy.”

We didn’t talk again
until John backed the car into the garage. He always backed in, so
he could pull put in a hurry in the morning. Then he turned to me
in the dark of the car, his voice low. “Tara, do you know what I
wanted to do to you when you came downstairs in that
dress?”

I shook my head,
turning a little toward him.

John reached a hand
out and fingered the soft, satin hem that was riding high on my
thighs. “I wanted to tear it off you.”

“You
did?” I asked, my eyes wide. He was looking down at where my dress
ended.

“I
wanted to tear it off you and take you, right there, up against the
wall in the hallway.” His voice was hoarse, and I swallowed
hard.

“You
did?” I squeaked.

“Seeing you dancing out there with Kelly—you don’t know how
sexy you are, do you?” he asked, leaning over to me, his hand
running up from my knee to my thigh. His breath was warm on my
face, and I could smell the 7&7’s he’d been drinking all night.
My own head was still swimming with wine.

“You
two rubbing up against each other, seeing your red little dress
riding up and up,” he whispered, his hand pushing my dress up
further as he sought higher ground on my leg. “You looked just like
you do when you come, with your eyes half closed and your mouth
open and your legs quivering.”

I moaned, tilting my
face up to him, and then he was kissing me, his tongue forcing its
way past my teeth, down my throat, as he pressed me into the door.
“I wanted to fuck you right there on the dance floor,” he growled
against my neck, biting and sucking at my flesh. “I wanted to fuck
you both.”

I gasped, his hands
groping me in the dark, everywhere at once. My dress was pushed up
to my waist now, his fingers rubbing fast and hard between my legs.
We kissed, our mouths meshing together as he leaned over the
gearshift to get to me. When he pulled my panties aside and plunged
his fingers into me, I hissed, putting one foot up onto the
dashboard to give him better access.

He was trying to climb
over onto me but there wasn’t enough room—not in his little
Roadster. When I whispered that fact to him, he grunted, pulling
his hand away from me and moving to open his door. A moment later,
he was opening mine, and I was still sitting there with my panties
askew, my heels off, and my dress shoved up to my waist, struggling
with the seatbelt.

He leaned over me and
popped the button, pulling me out of the car and crushing me to
him, his tongue digging deep into my mouth. I clung to him,
wrapping my arms around his neck, feeling his hands roaming over my
ass, squeezing and lifting me, pressing my crotch to his. I could
feel how hard he was through his trousers.

Then he was turning me
around, pressing me over the hood of the car, shoving my dress up
higher on my waist. His hands moved over my ass, my thighs, and I
heard his zipper and the felt his cock pressing against my panties.
He shoved those aside, his fingers finding me again, moving in and
out of my wetness—and I was wet, soaking wet, my panties moist with
my heat.

He didn’t bother to
take them off, he just replaced his fingers with his cock, shoving
himself deep inside me with a growl. I moaned, pressing my cheek to
the metal, the engine still ticking as he started to fuck me, my
hands out in front of me, just letting him take me. I could see the
Christmas lights of the neighbor’s house across the street, a
blurred red and green glow as he rocked me against the Beemer’s
electric blue hood. He hadn’t even shut the garage
door.

“You
like that?” he whispered, grinding his pelvis into me, his cock
buried so deep it almost hurt. I couldn’t catch my breath to
answer, I just whimpered, but I arched my back and pressed against
him in response.

He reached over me,
grabbing my arms and twisting them behind my back. I gasped,
wriggling and moaning, as he held my wrists with one hand, still
fucking me, harder now, driving me against the cold side panel of
the car. He slapped my ass with the other hand, making me squirm.
The hot sting felt good in the night air.

I could see my breath,
panting out in white streams toward Mr. Klein’s house across the
way—and I could see Mr. Klein, walking across his living room. I
wondered if he might be able to see us, and the thought was beyond
exciting.

John was grunting with
every thrust, his breath ragged. My panties were snug between my
legs and every time he shoved into me, he pulled them up tight
between my lips and effectively massaged my clit, the friction
building up as he fucked me, really rapidly now, all the way into
me, working hard.

“Oh
god,” I cried, feeling his hand tighten around my wrists, pulling
me back against him and driving deeper, deeper still, into my
pussy. “John, make me come!”

I could still see Mr.
Klein, and I think he was at his window, but I didn’t care. I
ground myself back against John’s cock, wanting more and more,
until I couldn’t breathe, I couldn’t think. I was dizzy with
wanting, feeling the ache between my legs moving toward
release.

John grabbed my hip
with his other hand, forcing himself hard up into me, growling and
grinding, “Ahhhh god, baby, take my cum!” Feeling the first wave of
him, hot and pulsing, coupled with his hips pounding against mine,
forced me over, too, and I came hard, my pussy squeezing him,
milking him.

“Ohhh yes, ohhhh!” I moaned, thrashing on the hood of the car,
quivering beneath him.

He pulled out of me,
and the cold of the night rushed in, making me shiver. He didn’t
let go of my wrists, turning me around to kiss me, his mouth a
little softer now, but not much, his tongue still probing deep, his
bare thighs pressing me back against the car, my ass resting
against the cool edge.

“Now,” he whispered, keeping me pressed against him, his hand
still tight around my wrists wrapped behind my back. “Do you
believe me, that I think you’re sexy?”

I smiled, feeling
dizzy, wrapping my leg around him, digging my heel into the back of
his thigh. “Yes,” I breathed, kissing him and holding on
tight…
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Under Mr. Nolan’s Bed
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Leah and Erica have been best friends and
have gone to the same Catholic school since just about forever.
Leah spends so much time with the Nolan’s—just Erica and her
handsome father, now, since Erica’s mother died—that she’s
practically part of the family. When the girls find something
naughty under Mr. Nolan’s bed, their strict, repressive upbringing
makes it all the more exciting as they begin their sexual
experimentation. Leah’s exploration presses deeper, and eventually
she finds herself torn between her best friend and her best
friend’s father—but even she couldn’t have predicted the shocking
and bittersweet outcome of their affair.[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_46863928.jpg]

 


EXCERPT:

I always felt funny peeing in that bathroom
at night, knowing that Mr. Nolan was right on the other side of the
door, but I never locked them, because they were the push-button
kind of locks that made so much noise when you pressed them. I
never even turned on the light. I guess I hated the thought of
waking him up more than I feared getting walked in on.

Although it looked like he was still
up—there was a faint glow from under the bathroom door, and as I
stood there listening, I heard soft noises. The TV, of course. He
probably fell asleep with it on.

I lifted my t-shirt a little and pulled my
panties down to my knees when I heard his voice, low but clear as
could be: “Fuck her hard, yeahhhh!”

My eyes wide, I turned back toward the door,
where that light flickered underneath. Did he have someone in
there? Then I remembered the television, and something Erica had
mentioned this afternoon about his video collection. We hadn’t
gotten into any of that before he came home, but I knew then that
he must be watching something pornographic.

And masturbating. The thought made me
tingle. My hand went to the bathroom doorknob, the silver handle
cool against my flesh.

“Yeah, baby, that’s it,” he growled, making
me press my ear to the doorjamb. I couldn’t see anything at all
through the crack in the door, but I was desperate to see. “Fuck
that hot little cunt!”

His words made my knees weak and my mouth
dry. As carefully as I could, I began to turn the handle. I knew
the layout of his room almost as well as I knew my own—Erica and I
had been best friends since first grade and I’d spent countless
hours at her house. I knew that directly on the other side of the
door was a little alcove with a closet, and that the alcove opened
up into the larger space of his room, where his bed was
kitty-corner from the bathroom.

I could see him. The door slipped open
almost soundlessly, the latch only making the barest scraping
noise, the hinges not squeaking at all. I could see part of the
bed, and across from that, the television sitting on the dresser.
Mr. Nolan was facing away from me, stretched out naked. I couldn’t
see his face, but I could see his hand moving between his legs as
he watched the scene on the television.

It was the television that drew my eyes
first—two women, the dark-haired one on her back, the blonde
between her legs with her fingers pistoning in and out of the other
girl’s pussy as she licked her. The camera was close up, showing
her pink wetness, completely smooth. I stared, my fingers brushing
the softness between my legs, wondering what it would feel like
without hair.

Then the camera panned back to reveal a man
behind the blonde, his cock pounding into her from behind. He was
gripping her hips, squeezing and pulling them as he fucked her,
driving into her and making her moan against the other woman’s
pussy. The sounds alone were enough to make me wet, if I hadn’t
been already—the slick slap of their bodies, the moans of the
women, the grunts of the guy behind them.

A sound from Mr. Nolan drew my attention to
him again, and I saw that the hand between his legs had stopped,
and he was squeezing his cock head hard in his fist. I bit my lip,
watching him slowly pull the skin down tight as he moved his hand
toward the base, staring at the length of him. He wasn’t as big as
the guy on the screen—but almost! I was fascinated with the way he
touched it, now pressing it up against his belly and rubbing it up
toward his navel as he watched the threesome on the screen.

“Oooooh yeah,” he moaned, taking it into his
fist again as, on the TV, the three of them were rearranging
themselves, the blonde lying on the bed, and the dark-haired woman
lying on top of her, both of them on their back. The guy knelt
between their legs, fucking first the girl on top, then the girl on
the bottom, switching back and forth. Mr. Nolan’s hand was pumping
again, his hips bucking a little.

My fingers moved over the soft, wet hairs of
my pussy, and in spite of the fact that I’d just recently had an
orgasm, I started to rub my clit again, spreading my legs, my
panties still caught at my knees as I pressed my eye to the crack
in the door to see better. I’d forgotten all about having to pee—in
fact, the pressure to go just increased the pleasure as I worked my
clit in fast little circles.

The girls on the screen were kissing, their
tongues meshing, as the guy between their legs fucked first one,
then the other. Seeing his cock, so slick and wet as it came out,
the head of it bright red as he slipped it up and down before
sliding it back in again, was almost as good as watching Mr.
Nolan’s hand shuttling up and down the length of his shaft. I
couldn’t decide where to look, and my pussy was so wet I could feel
it spreading to my thighs.

“Fuck me, fuck me!” the girls on screen
begged. “No, me… me!” They were fighting over who got to feel his
cock inside of them, and I wondered what it would be like to be
fucked, to be pressed into, filled with that steady, rhythmic
pounding of my flesh.

I looked at Mr. Nolan, who was pumping very
fast now, the movement of his hand a flash up and down in the
ghostly light from the TV. His soft moans sent shivers through me,
making me rub my clit a little faster, matching his intensity. I
couldn’t help pulling my t-shirt up over my breasts and pressing my
nipples against the door.

“I’m gonna come!” It was the guy on screen,
pulling his cock out of the blonde on the bottom and aiming it
toward the dark-haired girl’s shaved pussy. She was spreading it
open for him as he began to come, grunting and moaning and shoving
his hips forward as huge, white-hot jets of fluid began spilling
onto her mound.

I almost groaned out loud when Mr. Nolan
grabbed the remote next to him, hitting the rewind button—I wanted
to see the rest! Back the tape went, back to when they all first
started rearranging themselves again. My fingers were slick with my
juices now, and I wanted to shove two of them inside me, but I was
afraid he might hear the noise, even with the TV on, so I just
focused on my clit, the hot, wet sensation between my legs growing
with every moment.

Mr. Nolan’s hand was moving even faster, and
I could hear his breath, the sound of it filling the room, panting
with his effort. I looked from the screen to him and back again,
the intensity of the experience pushing forward, upward, making me
rub myself off even faster, my forehead pressed against the door
frame, my nipples brushing there, too, hard and throbbing.

“Fuck, oh fuck, yeah, yeah,” he moaned, his
hand a blinding streak up and down his cock, his hips bucking on
the bed, and I could hear the bedsprings, just like I had with
Erica. On the screen, the guy was pumping hard into the blonde,
growling and bucking, too, and I heard him say it again like some
hot, delicious deja-vu: “I’m gonna come!”

“Fuck yeah!” Mr. Nolan groaned, his hips
really pressing up hard now, his hand pumping. My pussy was on
fire, and my fingers were taking me with him, so close, my breath
matching his. “I’m gonna come all over that pussy, baby!”

It all happened at once—the guy coming on
the screen again, the dark-haired girl spreading her smooth, shaved
lips so he could aim his cock right there, right against her clit,
shooting hot streams of white fluid onto her pussy. There was so
much of it, wave after wave, dribbling over her fingers spreading
her open, down the pink folds of her flesh.

And Mr. Nolan was coming, too, his cock
erupting over his hand again and again, a geyser of hot, white cum
spilling down his fist and onto his belly. I couldn’t take it—my
swollen clit was throbbing, aching for relief, and I came, too,
watching him thrust and grunt and spill even more cum as it slid
down the length of his shaft, my pussy contracting so hard I wanted
to scream, but I had to bite my lip to keep from making any sound
at all as I shuddered and bucked against the doorframe.

My ears were ringing and my breath was
coming so fast I could barely control it. Mr. Nolan was rubbing his
softening cock against his belly and on screen, the blonde had
wiggled out from under and was licking the cum off the dark-haired
girl’s pussy. Feeling guilty now, I shut the door as quietly as I
could, making sure the latch didn’t make that tell-tale “click” as
it closed…
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[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_63cc87f3.jpg]Tasha convinces her husband, Max, to buy her a
Sybian, but he only agrees if she can come up with a business plan
to pay for it. Determined to keep her promise, she creates The
Sybian Club and begins bringing women to the basement room set up
just for her new toy. It becomes so popular, she has to enlist the
help of new friend, Ashley, to keep up with the demand, and the
women enjoy an exciting ride as the business thrives. But Tasha has
developed feelings for Ashley, and doesn’t know how to tell her
husband that she wants to add more to their sex life than just a
new toy…

 


EXCERPT:

“It will blow your mind!”

That’s what Nicki had said. Kim sat in her
car contemplating the average looking suburban house, tempted to
turn the key in the ignition and just take off again. What am I
doing here? She glanced down at the hands in her lap, her nails
ragged, and sighed. Marriage therapy, individual therapy, various
serotonin-altering drugs, even a weekend away at some swinging
couples resort, and still, since the second baby, there had been
nothing, not any hint of a spark. This is my last resort.

“Hi!” The woman who swung the door open
smiled warmly. Kim admired the way her short, dark hair curled like
two commas, one on each cheek. “You must be Kim?”

“Tasha?” Kim returned the woman’s smile with
a hesitant one of her own, suddenly all too aware of her mousy
brown mommy’s ponytail and her unstylish sweats and hoodie
combination.

“Come on in!” Tasha was dressed to the
nines, her heels clicking on the stairs as she led the way down.
“Nicki told me all about you.”

Kim flushed, following the dark-haired woman
into the room. “All… about me?”

Tasha smiled, offering her a seat. Something
about her made Kim feel immediately comfortable. “Listen… we’re
both women. We know what it’s like, right?”

Tucking her purse under the chair, Kim sat,
frowning. “I guess so…”

“Our bodies are like fine tuned machines,”
Tasha said, picking up a remote and sitting next to her guest. “We
need all sorts of revving up and tinkering with to get to our
destination, you know what I mean?”

Kim cleared her throat and couldn’t help but
smile. “Yeah, sure.”

“And it isn’t always easy to be interested,
when you’re already tired, and you’ve spent all day picking up
after the kids and cooking dinner…” Tasha went on, and Kim stared
at her, nodding encouragement. “It isn’t easy, especially when…
well, you know most guys… I mean, some of them… the numbers on the
clock don’t even change by the time they’re done, right?”

Kim let out a sigh of relief. She knew Nicki
must have told this woman everything. “I just need time, you know?
Like… some build up…”

Tasha nodded sympathetically. “Or… you need
a ride on the Sybian.” She started the video, and Kim sat,
transfixed. They had tried all sorts of things, including watching
porn together, to get her interested in sex again, and this was
rather tame in comparison. But there was something about it… the
look of sheer ecstasy on the woman’s face! It made her feel weak
and a little dizzy just watching.

“Does it feel as good as it looks?” Kim
asked, feeling a tingle between her legs.

Tasha smiled. “Better. Ready to try it?”

Kim was already toeing off her shoes and
pulling her sweats and panties down over her hips, unmindful of
stretch marks or her cesarean scar. Tasha didn’t even raise an
eyebrow when she stripped off her hoodie, too, unhooking her bra
and letting her breasts, full and slightly pendulous from still
nursing her six month old, swing free. She climbed up onto the
machine completely nude, except for a pair of purple socks.

“Can I have that one?” Kim asked, pointing
to the life-like penis. Her eyes were bright, and whatever
nervousness she’d been experiencing had been replaced by
anticipation.

Tasha fitted the insert onto the machine and
squirted a little clear lubricant down the shaft. “These are the
controls, like you saw in the video. This one is vibration, this
one is rotation.”

Kim looked down at the box in her hand,
suddenly doubtful that it could do any more than the hundred other
sex toys they had tried over the years. Still, the look on the
woman’s face in the video kept coming back to her. What the hell?
It’s worth a shot. She positioned herself over the plastic cock,
using the black box in front of the Sybian to steady herself as she
slid down onto the slick length of it.

“Once you get the hang of the controls, I
can go, if you want me to,” Tasha said.

Kim flicked the switch marked “vibration,”
smiling at the sensation between her thighs. “Mmm… nice.”

Tasha sat down in the chair, smiling. “The
good thing about the Sybian is that you don’t really even need a
lot of foreplay… it takes you right there.”

The woman riding the machine closed her
eyes, rocking her hips against the flesh-colored ridge pressing up
between her pussy lips. The hair there was light brown and trimmed
neatly. Tasha watched Kim’s face, fascinated by what she saw there.
It happened to all of them—that look of surprise that changed to
awe and wonder, and eventually, carried them away.

“Oh that’s so good,” Kim murmured, rocking
and rolling with it.

“Don’t forget the rotation,” Tasha reminded
her. Kim opened her eyes, surprised out of her blissful state, and
looked down at the box. “Trust me, you’ll love it.”

Doubtful, Kim flicked the switch. She had
never had any luck finding that mysterious “G-Spot,” and had
serious doubts about the veracity of women’s claims about having
one. She was pretty sure it was all something women made up to get
men off and make them feel like having a penis rubbing up inside
the vagina actually felt good. For Kim, back when they were having
sex and she was into it, even a little, it had always been about
the clit.

Frowning, Kim wiggled on the machine. There
was pressure deep inside her as the plastic penis began to slowly
rotate. The vibration was sending lovely waves of pleasure through
her, and she turned that knob, making it hum faster.

“It takes a few minutes for the rotation to
start to feel good,” Tasha explained. “But once it kicks in…”

Kim nodded, not really hearing her. The
sensation was increasing, and her pussy responded to the buzz of
the machine, clamping down on the cock between her legs. She
couldn’t believe it, but she was going to come—so fast! No vibrator
ever had made her come so fast! Moaning, she gripped tightly to the
machine, her thighs quivering as her orgasm began, her clit making
circles over that slick, vibrating ridge.

Tasha watched, crossing her legs and feeling
that dull ache between them. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and
she had just climbed off the machine not an hour before Kim had
arrived. Her pussy was spasming, though, like the ghost of a
memory, longing to feel it again.

“That’s good,” Tasha whispered, wiggling in
her seat, as she watched the woman come. The dark points of her
nipples were hard, and she noticed that tiny beads of milk were
forming there as Kim moaned and rocked her climax to the brink and
beyond.

“Oh my god,” Kim gasped, brushing the stray
hair out of her eyes that had fallen from her ponytail. She looked
at Tasha through half-closed eyes. “That’s incredible!”

Tasha nodded, smiling. “Keep going, sweetie…
turn it up.”

Kim shivered, turning the knob on the
rotation a little higher. She didn’t think her clit could stand any
more vibrating. The cock inside her turned faster, forcing her
flesh to move and give with each pass. It made her feel a little
like she had to pee, and she glanced down guiltily at the wetness
between her legs, wondering if she had.

“Keep riding the wave,” Tasha urged, seeing
the woman’s eyes close again as the machine worked its magic.

Kim’s pussy had never felt so good. Her
whole body felt as if it were on fire, and the pressure building
between her legs was intense. She leaned into it, letting the cock
inside her do the work, the rising shake and hum of the machine
working once again on her clit. Her breath came faster and faster,
and her moans filled the room.

“Ohhhh please!” Kim was begging, now,
although there was no one to plead with. The machine was
relentless. “Oh fuck, oh yes, oh what… what… is… that?”

Tasha smiled at the confused look on the
woman’s face, realizing what was coming—her first g-spot orgasm.
Kim’s body stiffened, her eyes flying open, and then they closed,
her face twisting, almost as if she were in pain.

“Oh FUCK!” she cried, bucking her hips on
the machine, her back arching, her ponytail completely gone now,
her hair falling down her back. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

Kim’s nipples weren’t just beading milk,
now, they were streaming thick white rivulets down her belly as she
came, running down to join the pool of sticky wetness between her
thighs. Nothing had ever felt as good as this, and although she
never wanted it to end, the sensation was so intense that she
almost couldn’t stand it.

“Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god,” she
whispered over and over, quickly turning the machine off and
climbing down, as if she couldn’t get away fast enough. “What is
this thing?”

“Heaven,” Tasha sighed, smiling at the woman
as she leaned against the table, wiping hair off her sweaty brow.
“Don’t you think?”

Kim stared at the dark-haired woman, still
too shocked to speak. She hadn’t had an orgasm since before the
baby was born, and she didn’t ever remember coming so hard, or like
that, before. She wasn’t sure, but she thought that the machine had
actually found that fabled g-spot.

Tasha was beginning to clean up the room,
and she offered Kim a warm washcloth.

“I want to do that again,” Kim confessed,
using the cloth to wipe the milk from her belly and breasts.

Smiling, Tasha handed her a card. “Well…
you’re in luck. We’re starting a club.”
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[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_m705736e5.jpg]David has been
brightening up his gray Surrey, England days with the porn
collection hidden in his parents’ shed, but when he finds that his
older sister, Dawn has discovered his magazine collection, things
really begin to heat up. Their parents insist that their
just-graduated son look for a job, but their daughter has the week
off and is determined to work on her tan. Distracted David finds
himself increasingly tempted by his seductive older sister, who
makes it very clear what she wants. Her teasing ways slowly break
down the taboo barrier between brother and sister until they both
give in to their lust… but what are they going to do about the
feelings that have developed between them in the
meantime…?

 


EXCERPT:

If my mum and dad found out about my
collection of porn in the shed, I knew they’d both kick-off and I’d
be sleeping under a bench in the Underground, buying papers to keep
me warm—instead of buying them like I was now, looking for a job.
As it was, they were on at me to find something, and fast. I didn’t
get why I had to figure it all out, what I wanted to do with the
rest of my life. What was the rush?

My sister, Dawn, got to preen around the
health club at her summer job. So why was I supposed to find
something “responsible?” Dawn had been living at home since she
finished school, aside from a couple of disastrous attempts at
living with a roommate that my parents had ended up paying more for
in the long run, anyway.

My parents made all sorts of exceptions for
her. I had hoped that her laziness, or as my mother put it, her
“lack of focus,” might pave the way for me to spend some time
loafing off after I finished school, too, but no—apparently, Dawn
got the welcome mat, but I got threatened with the boot. I didn’t
get it.

I shut the back door and looked up at the
sky. We didn’t get days like this in Surrey very often—so bright
and blue and clear. We spent most of our time walking around in the
usual London grey, looking at a hazy kind of film over the sun.
Days like today made me remember being a kid, endless summers with
no responsibilities, no cares, no worries. So much for that, I
thought, flopping the paper down on the patio table and glaring at
it.

I sat in one of the folding chairs and took
a highlighter out of my pocket. The first thing I circled was a
construction company. Maybe I could find something working
outside—get a tan, build some muscle. That might lead to getting a
girlfriend, I thought hopefully. That got me to thinking about
Julie Entwistle, the girl rumoured to wear nothing under her skirts
in sixth form. She sat right next to me in English, but I never did
see anything—not that I didn’t try. For a girl who was supposed to
be a slag, she sure kept her legs together a lot.

Thinking about Julie’s skirt, and more
importantly, what might be found under her skirt, made my jeans
uncomfortably tight. I shifted in the chair, shoving at my crotch
and turning the page of the newspaper, re-focusing my efforts. The
ad that caught my eye read: Exotic dancers wanted to perform at
private, solo, and bachelor parties… I snorted—so much for trying
to focus. Now my cock was officially hard. I glanced over at the
shed, thinking of the boards my dad stored in there that “might
come in handy” some day. They came in handy for hiding my porn
collection.

I folded the paper up and tucked it under my
arm, heading toward the shed. My dad’s toolbox doubled as a step
stool and was perfect for sitting on. I dug under the boards,
pulling out my meagre collection. Two Playboys and a Penthouse,
although the latter was a “Letters” edition, and the stories were
pretty hot. The last one was my favourite, a magazine called
Naughty Bits, which was way more hardcore than the others. I’d
never seen another one before or since, although believe me, I’d
looked.

I opened it up to my favourite page, and
there she was. Blonde, although clearly dyed because her pubes were
dark, a full-breasted and full-bodied girl—really unusual for most
spreads nowadays where the models were like stick figures. This
woman was, well… a woman.

The next best part was the layout itself—a
girl all alone on her bed looking at porn. Did girls do that? I
loved how she rolled over and spread her legs, revealing that there
was nothing under her skirt. She started masturbating, and would
you look at that, next page, here comes her brother. Probably it
was her boyfriend, but I had this fantasy in my head that it was
her brother. And the next thing you know, she’s sucking him off.
God, how I wished it was that easy. Hi there, whoops, didn’t mean
to interrupt, but since I’m here, zzziiiip, flop, here’s this hard
cock you can suck…

I unzipped my jeans and tugged them down a
little, slipping my hand into my boxers. Nowhere near as big as the
guy positioning his cock at her pink little hole (I loved that
picture, her fingers spreading herself open for him like that. Gah!
Did girls do that?) but respectable enough—nice and thick, and most
definitely stiff. She did it for me, every time. I started
masturbating, my eyes skipping from the wet pink of her cunt to her
thick, dark pink nipples. I spent some time there, wanking away and
staring at the slit between her legs. She spread it open with both
hands, and there was a little hole there, right where I wanted to
slide my cock, a small dark hollow leading to heaven.

I got myself good and worked up before
starting to turn the next page, because it was my favourite, and it
was the image I always came to—her ass up in the air, his cum
sliding down her asshole and cunt. I was looking forward to that
image, still staring between her legs. I only stopped for a moment,
breathless, to turn the page, and I saw something that made my cock
jump and my heart race. There was writing in the margin, near the
page number. An arrow toward the girl (god, look how that thick cum
slid down that pink slit!) and the words, “She looks like me.”

That was Dawn’s handwriting—the fat, curly
letters, the heart over the “i.” My sister had been looking at my
porn? Why, I wondered? If she wanted to get me in trouble, she
could have taken it to my mum. Instead, she just wrote in the
margins. And what she’d written! I flushed. I knew the girl looked
remarkably like my sister—the dyed blonde hair, the full body, the
mischievous eyes, the slanted smile—that was Dawn. Was she just
making an observation? Was she implying that I lusted after
her?

I didn’t have any more time to think about
it. Someone was knocking on the shed door! I stood, tucking my cock
back in and zipping up, shoving the magazines back under the pile
of boards.

“David!” It was Dawn. Of course, who else?
My parents wouldn’t be home for hours—it was only ten in the
morning.

“What?” I called, trying to sound impatient.
I tucked my paper back under my arm, grabbed a can of insect spray
off the shelf and opened the door.

She was standing there in a white bikini,
the flesh of her breasts spilling over the top. My cock, with
barely enough chance to wane as it was, jumped to life again at the
sight.

“Jesus, Dawn!” I made a face. “Put some
clothes on.”

“It’s gonna be sunny and warm all day.” She
put her hands on her hips and drew my eyes there. “I’m spending my
time catching rays!”

“Whatever.” I stepped out of the shed into
the fresh air.

“What were you doing in there?” She smirked,
peering into the dim shed.

I waved the insect repellant at her.
“Big-arse spider out on the patio table.”

“Sure there was.” She moved toward the
lounge chair where she had spread a towel. How long had she been
out here, I wondered?

I put the can on the table. “There was. It’s
obviously crawled off somewhere. Maybe it’s on your lounge
chair.”

She stuck her tongue out at me. “Quit being
such a pain in the arse. I’m in a good mood and you’re not going to
spoil it.”

Dawn positioned her chair, looking up toward
the sun as she did, and then crawled on. Her bikini bottoms rode up
between her cheeks and I flashed on the picture in Naughty Bits
that I’d found the writing on—her arse up in the air, cum sliding
down her slit. I sat down at the table, putting the paper in my lap
to cover my erection.

“What’s got you so perky?” I scowled.

She was lying on her back, now, and she
lifted her sunglasses to look at me. “It’s my first day on holiday,
you git! Two whole weeks off work!”

I turned my chair away from her, opening my
paper back up. My cock was still throbbing and watching her oil
herself up out of the corner of my eye wasn’t helping. She was
slathering lotion all over, rubbing it into the creases, even
between her toes. I could smell the stuff, like coconuts, as if a
tropical smell was supposed to make you turn darker.

“You find anything in there yet?” She
dropped the lotion next to her chair and leaned back. Her breasts
jiggled in the white bikini top when she did, and I couldn’t help
watching. Seeing real flesh move was different from looking at a
picture in a magazine. I found myself wondering what it would feel
like to touch her there, just the top of her breast, all shiny from
the oil. I flushed.

“No.” I turned my eyes back to the paper.
“There’s nothing out there.”

“Well, mum and dad won’t let you scrounge
off them forever, you know.” She threw an arm up over her head.

“Sod off!” I rolled my eyes. “I’m not the
one who’s still living with my parents at twenty-five.”

I stood up, deciding to go into the house.
Maybe take another shower. I felt hot and sweaty, although it
wasn’t really that warm out here, yet.

“Hey.” Dawn lifted her sunglasses again. Her
eyes were soft, and so was her smile. “You wanna do something for
me?”

“If it involves lotion and your back, forget
it.” I reached for the back door. “I’m your brother, remember?”

She stuck her tongue out. “If you’re going
in the house… maybe you could bring out one of dad’s bottles of
wine?”

I raised my eyebrows at her. “The good
stuff?”

“Yeah.” She grinned. “Why not? Let’s
celebrate my holiday…”

 


Sound Good?

HBuy
it today!

 



http://excessica.com/store/catalog/product_info.php?manufacturers_id=14&products_id=222&osCsid=4b73e6ada890f77053c25030a6e84b32


Back to the Garden

By Selena Kitt

eXcessica

[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_m6877aae7.jpg]


Discover the deliciously taboo lure of an
incestuous siren call with four stories bundled into a wickedly hot
anthology that’s determined to keep it all in the family!

 


When Patrick's father went off to war in
1944, he told his eighteen-year-old son, You’re the “Man of the
House” now. Patrick’s mother has struggled to keep them afloat, and
he does what he can to help. He knows she’s tired, sad and very
lonely, but when circumstance brings a young woman into their lives
for a brief time, it alters everything between he and his mother
forever. Will Patrick become the real “man of the house” before his
father returns from the war?



In “The Garden of Eden,” Libby has lived her whole life with her
father, Ed, in a nudist colony. It’s a very open, natural life, and
they’ve never had an issue—until Libby’s mother, Kim, re-enters
their lives. Kim is appalled by their living and sleeping
arrangements and wants to take Libby away from the nudist life.
Libby, still devastated by her mother’s abandonment, wants to have
nothing to do with the shopping trips and material things her
mother is offering, but the longer Kim stays, the more everything
—everything—becomes a greater temptation.



In “Lassoing the Moon,” Leila knows she’s always been closer to her
son, Rich, than most mothers, since Rich’s father left when he was
just a baby. He’s been the man in her life forever—but now he’s
really a man, and his coming-of-age is a test for both of them.



In “Lost Souls,” eighteen-year-old Lily, raised by her
fundamentalist preacher father, Adam, isn’t allowed to date or do
anything against church “law.” Asked to the Halloween dance by a
boy she really likes, Lily defies Adam. But when they are caught in
a compromising position by her father, what will her punishment and
repentance be?

 


EXCERPT:

She was going to hell. There was no getting
around it—do not pass go, do not collect $200, she was going
straight to hell without any little orange “Get out of hell free”
card.

“Your turn.”

Leila rolled the dice, moved her little
shoe, and bought Baltic Avenue for a song. She could start putting
houses on it now, since she owned Mediterranean as well. But she
wasn’t thinking about Monopoly. She couldn’t think about anything,
watching her twenty-year-old son home from college, sitting out in
the living room in his boxers watching The Ultimate Fighting
Championships on ESPN.

She was so going to hell.

“Ha! You owe me!”

Leila glanced up at her niece, startled, and
forked over the money. Small price to pay for a little bit of
freedom. If she just kept rolling the dice, moving around the
board, no one would notice that she was watching him out of the
corner of her eye, looking at the tight, ridged muscles in his
stomach, the dark line of hair that disappeared below his boxers,
dreaming about the hard cock she had accidentally caught him
stroking in the bathroom that morning…

“Don’t you want to put hotels on!?” Chloe
nudged her aunt under the table, making a face. “You’re not paying
attention!”

Damn. Caught. Leila bought four houses,
arranging the green plastic pieces on the board, glancing at the
clock. Her sister should be back soon to pick up Chloe, anyway.
There was no way they were going to finish this game.

Rich was making fake punches in his seat,
watching the fight. “Oh, man, he opened himself up for the leg
sweep!”

“Boardwalk!” Chloe squealed, bouncing in her
seat and waving an orange five-hundred dollar bill. “Gimme,
gimme!”

Leila, as banker, gave over the property and
her a hundred dollar in change.

“Dude!” Rich yelled, jumped up in his seat.
“Fucking choked him out!”

“Rich!” Leila warned, nodding her dark head
toward Chloe.

“Whoops,” he said, walking toward the
kitchen table. “Sorry, punk.” He ruffled Chloe’s hair as he went
by, heading for the refrigerator. “Nothing you haven’t heard
before, right?”

“Not the point,” Leila said, watching him
standing in front of the open door, the light casting a glow over
his strong jaw. Sometimes, like now, he looked so much like his
father that it made her heart hurt…

Sound Good?

HBuy
it today!

 



http://excessica.com/store/catalog/product_info.php?manufacturers_id=14&products_id=188&osCsid=4b73e6ada890f77053c25030a6e84b32


Escaping Fate

By Selena Kitt

eXcessica

 


S[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_613d4390.jpg]am has an unusual interest in humans—well,
considering she’s a fairy of fate whose profession it is to
determine their futures, it’s no wonder! But it isn’t just Karma
she’s curious about… Sam has what her fairy-pal Alex thinks is an
inordinate and rather wanton interest in certain biological aspects
of human behavior—most notably, s-e-x.

When Sam’s job leads her into the path of a
handsome man who rocks her world, Sam’s interest becomes obsession.
Alex reminds her that fairies get one Christmas wish – will Sam
consider using hers to become human to experience one night of
bliss?

When things become even
more complicated—Sam discovers that Drew, the sexy stranger she’s
been fantasizing about, can actually see her—Sam finds herself immersed
in a complex and tangled web of human experience. She has to make a
choice that will teach her a twisted lesson in fate, ultimately
change the course of human existence and even reveal the origin of
Santa Claus!

EXCERPT:

Cats are the worst. It’s the wings. They
love to play with the damned wings. I can’t count how many times,
out of nowhere, I’ve become some feline’s personal play toy. You’d
think I’d been rolling in catnip, the way they come after me!

One minute, I’m just sitting here minding my
own business—okay, so I’m minding someone else’s business—perched
on the footboard and watching the show, and the next minute—wham!
Now I’m rolling around on the bed with Anna and her new Beau,
except they’re having a good old time, and I’m trying to save
myself from Fluffy’s claws!

“Beau, put him out,” Anna begs.

Brilliant idea! The damned cat’s got my wing
pinned and he’s about to pounce on my head! I’m flopping like a
landed fish and the cat’s tail is swishing like mad when Beau grabs
him by the scruff of the neck. Just in time! I stick my tongue out
at the cat and shake off my wings while he hisses and spits and
sails out the door.

“Where were we?” Beau climbs back into bed
and dives under the covers, making Anna giggle wildly at first,
until she begins to moan.

Damned comforter! I give her a little
“push,” and she kicks off the covers, revealing the spread of her
hips under his hands and the swell of her breasts with their hard,
dark nipples. His face is buried between her legs, and he’s making
those noises, like he’s eating something sinfully delicious.

Anna is rolling her hips, her eyes closed,
her fingers gripping his head, guiding his tongue. The cat’s mewing
on the other side of the door, but they’re both oblivious, of
course. I’ve got that funny feeling in my belly again, and I’m
thinking about what Alex said the other day. I haven’t gotten up
the nerve to go back… to the man who could see me. Okay, so I flew
by his window and peeked in, but it was dark, and I couldn’t see
anything.

“Beau, yes, oh god!” She gasps and squirms,
spreading her thighs wider and pressing up against his mouth in
fast, rhythmic thrusts. Her head goes back and forth, side to side,
and she’s making this noise in her throat, not unlike the cat
outside of the door. When her body stiffens and threatens to buck
right out of his hands, he grips her ass, his mouth fastened tight
between her legs, his eyes dark and full of lust as she shudders
and quakes.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” she breathes as he
kisses his way up her belly. She clutches him tight, reaching
between them to find his cock. I can’t see well enough, now, and I
float down toward the mattress, moving off to the side so I can
watch them join together. She strokes him, squeezing, and I watch
his face—that look of bliss as she slides him between her pussy
lips, guiding him inside.

Their eyes meet, and there it is, that low
communication, something passing between them, unsaid, but
completely understood. It hasn’t even been long, a few weeks since
they met, but they are deeply connected in this moment. Is it
possible, I wonder, watching them move, their hips rocking in a
slow-building rhythm. Is it possible to feel it so quickly, to have
that instant feeling of euphoria with someone you hardly knew?

The cat’s scratching at the door now, still
mewing like mad, but they’re kissing, completely oblivious to
anything but one another, whispering things, urging each other on.
His thrusts become deeper, faster, and her nails dig into the flesh
of his back, making him arch into her…
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artist in a small efficiency apartment in dangerous downtown
Detroit, but more dangerous than her surroundings are the men to
whom she pays rent.

Denied help by her prosecutor father, who believes
his daughter is wasting her life in art school, Ellie finds herself
in a precarious position and surrenders helplessly to her
predicament.

However, a strange twist of fate gives Ellie a
chance at revenge.

EXCERPT:

The entire apartment was one corner of a
large old house in a poor and fairly dangerous section of Detroit.
The most she could say about it was that he kept it clean, and so
far, bug-free. That was the reason she had taken it, aside from the
incredible light that came into the kitchen. It was one of the only
places in her student price-range that didn’t have a roach or a rat
included in the décor.

“Nothing like being a poor student, huh?” He
flashed that smile again. “I know what it’s like. I was there
once.”

She leaned against the table, hugging her
arms over her belly. She realized she was still wearing her apron,
and it reminded her of the world she had been flowing through only
moments before. That world seemed impossibly far away. She untied
the apron and tossed it behind her onto the table.

She regretted uncovering herself a moment
later as she turned to find his eyes locked on the light blue
tank-tee she was wearing. With a swallow, she watched as those eyes
slid down her form to the faded jeans that hugged her slight hips.
If she could have stepped back, she would have, but the table
stopped her. His eyes flicked back and forth between her breasts,
as if trying to decide which to settle on. He reached his left hand
out, a large hand with a thick gold and diamond band on the ring
finger, but she rounded her back like a hissing cat, crossing her
arms over her chest.

This had all been negotiated last time. He
wasn’t to touch her. This was a simple barter agreement. He
withdrew, his eyes flickering with some sort of heat that Ellie
could almost feel.

“All right, come on then, starving artist.”
He took the few strides to the futon and settled himself down onto
the black cushion over the sweeping white oriental symbol for
“prosperity.” He looked out of place here, as out of place as she
might look at a cocktail party, she imagined. She found herself
gnawing the inside of her cheek as he leaned back and unzipped his
trousers. “Let’s see if we have something for you to eat.”

That first time, it had been no surprise to
her that his cock was as slick and smooth as he appeared, his dark
pubic hair neatly trimmed. What had surprised her was the texture
of him, unlined and unveined, with the smoothness of velvet around
the tip, and even more unexpected was the benign taste of him, a
bland shock, like a bowl of oatmeal or cream of wheat. As she knelt
before him, the carpet digging into the tender flesh of her knees,
she watched him stroke that unwrinkled shaft emerging from the fly
of his finely pin-striped Montefino trousers, his eyes slipping
closed, his nostrils flaring in anticipation. She leaned in,
careful not to touch him too much, balancing herself with one
paint-stained hand on the edge of the futon between his legs, still
startled by the lack of aroma as she slipped the head of his cock
between her lips…
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[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_61d50aba.jpg]Midwife Anne gets pulled over in the middle of
the night on Cherry Hill Road. She’s on her way to a birth, but her
urgency doesn’t sway the unsympathetic officer. When the cop
discovers something suspicious on Anne’s driving record and insists
she get out of the car, she knows she’s in real trouble. When he
cuffs her and bends her over the hood, things go beyond
trouble…

But the surprising outcome of this tale
gives both Anne and the reader a jolt they never could have
anticipated…

EXCERPT:

My stomach lurched when I saw the red and
blue flashing lights appear out of nowhere behind me. I pulled over
onto the grass on the side of the dirt road. I hadn’t seen one car
since turning down here, but that wasn’t surprising—it was four in
the morning and I’d been watching for a break in the farms and
fields, looking for my next turn.

I rolled down my window, letting in the cool
night air with just a hint of dampness. It was a relief after the
heat of the day. I dug through my wallet for my license, hearing
his boots crunching the gravel as he came up to my car, waving his
flashlight in through my window. It was the only light out
here—there were no streetlights at all.

“Ma’am,” he said, bending down to look into
my window. I glanced over at him, my heart leaping as it always did
whenever I faced someone in authority. “License, registration and
proof of insurance?”

I handed him my license, flipping my glove
box open and digging through. The papers were buried under fast
food napkins and packets of ketchup and taco sauce.

“Here you go,” I said, managing to keep my
voice from quivering, but unable to stop the way my hands trembled.
“Officer, I’m sorry, but I’m really in a hurry. I’m on my way to a
birth.”

He dipped his head back down, frowning. “A
birth? Are you a doctor?”

“Midwife,” I corrected, adding softly,
“Apprentice midwife.”

His gaze was level and cool, disbelieving.
“There isn’t a hospital around here for miles, ma’am.”

“It’s a home birth,” I explained, pleading
at him with my eyes. His face had that square, chiseled look that I
always associated with cops. “I have the address. I swear I’m
telling you the truth. There’s a woman in labor about half a mile
from here who’s waiting for me to deliver her baby.

He fixed his eyes on me for a moment,
assessing. It was close to the truth, but not quite, and I swear he
could tell. Without a word, he took my paperwork, turned around and
went back to his cruiser.

I grabbed my cell phone out of my purse,
ducking down a little in the seat, hoping he couldn’t see me.
Charlotte’s number was three on my speed dial, after “home” and
“Charlie’s cell.” I pushed the button and waited, but nothing
happened.

“Fuck,” I swore, looking at the “Searching
for service” screen illuminated on my phone.

I was in the middle of nowhere, of course
there was no service. Charlotte had called me at three-fifteen to
tell me that Katie’s water had broken and told me to meet her
there. This was only the fifth birth we’d done together, and I
couldn’t believe I might miss it because of some cop!

I heard his boots kicking gravel again and
shoved my phone back into my purse, looking up at him as he leaned
over to talk to me. “Do you know why I pulled you over, ma’am?”

“No.” I shook my head, seeing him raise his
eyebrows at me under his hat.

“You have a headlight out,” he said,
pointing to the front of my husband’s car. I always took his car
when I went to a birth, because he had to take the kids to the
sitter, and the car seats were in the minivan I usually drove.

I sighed, closing my eyes in frustration. I
thought it had seemed darker down here than the last time I’d
traveled this road. Charlie had sworn he was going to have it
fixed.

“I didn’t know, officer,” I insisted. “This
is my husband’s car.”

He frowned again, his eyes narrowing just
slightly. “It’s registered in your name.”

“Both of our cars are in my name,” I
explained, leaning my arm on the window. “Officer, there’s a woman
in labor, I really have to—”

He took off his hat, revealing dark,
close-cropped hair. “Ma’am, do you realize you’re driving on a
suspended license?”

I stopped, staring at him, blinking fast.
“No,” I replied, incredulous. “That’s not possible.”

“Can you get out of the car, please, ma’am?”
he asked, taking a step back.
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[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_30050798.jpg]Maya’s heart yearns for romance and adventure,
so that’s what she writes about - but James Reardon, her college
creative writing professor, insists she’s wasting both time and
talent. Determined to prove him wrong, Maya stumbles onto the fact
that her professor’s been keeping secrets - not the least of which
is his attraction to her. Faced with a choice, she will have to
decide whether or not to reveal his secret to the world–and her own
desire for a man nearly twice her age.

 


HManic
Readers Review from NicoleH

“…A heartfelt
love story…characters…well developed…the sex is hot and explicit.
The professor’s secret is a nice twist… Kitt earns a well deserved
pat on the back for Paperback Romance.”

EXCERPT:

She heard him come in, and she found herself
hesitating to go back out, staring at herself in the mirror. Her
eyes were bright, her cheeks flushed, and her whole body tingling,
like a limb that had gone to sleep and was just waking up.

What was happening seemed so out of
character for both of them—it seemed too fantastic to be real. Was
she really sitting in her Ancient History class right now, looking
out the window, chewing on a pen cap, and dreaming all of this?
Part of her thought that must be the case. When she opened the
door, he was standing by the open window, looking out at the lake.
He smiled at her and held out a hand. She took it, still marveling
at his touch, and joined him. The sun was brilliant on the water as
it rippled toward shore.

“Look.” He pointed toward the mallards that
were paddling toward the reeds. As she watched, she saw a mother
duck leading her little downy ducklings all in a row for a swim out
on the lake.

She watched them in wonder, all too aware of
James’ body, his hip against her hip, his hand moving around her
waist. “I wonder which one is going to grow up to be a swan?”

He smiled down at her, his attention
shifting, his eyes falling to her mouth. “This one.” He tilted her
chin up and kissed her. This wasn’t like the tentative kiss in the
car. This one was full of passion and an eager longing that matched
her own. She whimpered against his lips, seeking his center with
her tongue.

He breathed her in—she could feel the
expanding of his chest as he pulled her in tight, his hands seeking
the bare skin of her back under her t-shirt. The bed seemed miles
away as they kissed and touched their way towards it, peeling off
clothes and exploring each other as they went. His mouth seemed to
want to devour her and she met him like a lifetime of pent-up
breath until they were gasping, collapsed, his body pressing her to
the floor still five feet short of the bed.

Her t-shirt was pulled up, his jacket off,
shirt unbuttoned, and they were pressed belly to belly, but it made
the thickness of her jeans too much—she couldn’t feel the heat of
him like she wanted. Her fingers fumbled with the snap and zipper,
wiggling out, and the writhing of her under him as she exposed her
panties and bare thighs brought a growl from his throat that sent a
shiver through her.

She toed her jeans the rest of the way off,
wrapping her legs around him when they were free, digging her heels
into his lower back and arching. He fumbled with the front hook of
her bra and she brushed his hands away, impatient, rolling on top
of him and sitting. His eyes were full of lust as he looked up at
her peeling off her t-shirt, unhooking her bra and letting her
breasts spill out into his hands as she leaned forward to kiss him,
her mouth hungry.

She rocked her hips, her thin panties
rubbing against the material of his trousers, the bite of his belt
a shock as he grabbed her sides and slid her up so he could lick
and suck at her nipples like a man who had never tasted flesh
before. The eagerness of his mouth made her hips rock hard and she
wanted more still. She slid up his belly and sat on his chest,
pulling her panties aside to show him the red fuzz between her
legs. The groan that elicited was so gratifying that she gave him a
little more pink, spreading her lips open so she could rub her
clit…
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find more than enough amusing mishaps and uproarious situations to
tickle your funny bone–and more!–in this delightfully wicked and
delightfully sexy anthology from Selena Kitt.

 


EXCERPT:

It was the dog’s fault.

That I was out until 3 a.m. was, perhaps, an
issue, but I personally didn’t feel my odd hours should really
factor into the equation. Wouldn’t any rational human being be
bothered by the high pitched yelp of the Yorkie-gone-mad next door?
Was it really just me? I couldn’t be the only one considering
playing my noise-ordinance card with the local authorities, could
I?

Still, I didn’t. I rolled around in bed,
made sure the windows were shut completely, turned on two fans, the
air conditioner, and covered my head with pillows, but that dog’s
little yap pierced through them all. Eventually, my lack of sleep
started to affect my work.

Granted, bar tending wasn’t brain surgery,
and while the clientele didn’t mind an occasional on-my-feet nod
and subsequent heavy hand, Tilly, The Rusty Nail’s owner, was going
to catch on to me eventually. I knew it was getting bad when the
sound of the blender could start to lull me to sleep.

And the most objectionable thing was, the
Yorkie was adorable. When I yanked the drapes, ready to open the
doorwall and go out on to the balcony in a fit of temper, there it
was—the little canine seemed sure that it was his duty to run the
perimeter of their privacy fence, barking nonstop all the while—but
it was so cute, I just couldn’t say anything.

In my limited experience of pets, I didn’t
know what calling the authorities would do. Did they take away
barking dogs? I couldn’t subject the animal to some ominous threat,
no matter how much it yelped. The guilt of living with that
wouldn’t afford me any sleep, either, I reasoned—like some twisted
Wizard-of-Oz version of the Tell-Tale Heart, I knew that little
Toto-face would haunt me. I couldn’t be the masculine version of
the Wicked Witch of the West, as much as I wanted to when
Barkapalooza began every morning at six.

Then, one day, there was no more barking…
and I didn’t even realize it until I was singing in the shower some
time around one in the afternoon, feeling blissfully rested and
content. Frowning, I dried off and headed back to my darkened
bedroom, wincing at the bright sunlight that poured into the room
when I tugged the drapes back to look down into the neighbor’s
yard.

I was actually worried about the little guy.
Was he sick? Were the neighbors on vacation? I didn’t know much
about my neighbors in the condo complex. The couple on the other
side of me didn’t have pets—that much I knew. On the Yorkie side,
since I’d only seen the one woman, so I assumed she and the Yorkie
were it.

When I opened my drapes, there was the
neighbor, stretched out bare-assed on a chaise lounge—and what an
ass it was!
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[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_m5d194a8f.jpg]Lizzy’s friendship with her older boss, Sarah,
turns into something deeper and much more exciting one rainy day
after work, and Lizzy finds herself drawn into a world she never
knew existed. Sarah has a dominant streak, and as she leads Lizzy
into the role of a submissive, the two women become closer than
they ever thought possible. But while Sarah, hurt too many times,
wears a ring, and tells guys she’s “taken,” Lizzy knows she
secretly longs for a man. Determined to find one for them both to
share, Lizzy is just about to give up when a dark, handsome, virile
answer shows up right under her nose. Lizzy may think she and Sarah
are going to seduce David—but she underestimates their handsome
co-worker, and David turns the tables on them both. But will he be
able to tame the untameable Sarah?

HReview
by Regina from Coffeetime RomanceH

“A very hot
romance…I enjoyed reading it. The love between Lizzie and Sarah is
very real… I liked the element of the unknown that adding David to
the mix of their relationship brought to the story. All in all this
is a story worth reading.”

HManic
Readers ReviewH

“Selena Kitt,
one of romance writing’s bright new stars, goes supernova with her
story about self discovery and change.”

EXCERPT:

We found our way to her apartment, which was
as familiar to me as home now. Sarah told David to make himself
comfortable and we went to change. Her work clothes gave way to a
pair of blue sweats and a U of M t-shirt. I noticed she wasn’t
wearing a bra, and her nipples were still hard from her run through
the rain.

She offered me her robe while my clothes
dried. I was struck with an eerie sense of déjà vu as I slipped on
her old terrycloth robe, pale pink and fraying at the edges, the
most un-sexy thing I could imagine. I sighed as I tossed my blouse
and skirt—which I’d been so sure would entice home some young
hottie tonight—into the dryer.

Sarah slipped her hands under my robe before
I tied it, one hand kneading the sensitive flesh of my belly just
above my pubic hair, the other slipping behind me to my lower back.
I knew everything I was feeling showed in my eyes because I could
see it reflected in her own, and she kissed my eyelids closed and
then kissed my mouth, a gentle, tender and reassuring kiss.

I breathed a shaky sigh and she spent a
moment feathering kisses on the sweet spot on my neck, just below
and behind my ear, which she knew made me instantly wet. Her hand
on my belly kneaded lower, slipping under the elastic of my panties
and through my pubic hair.

I heard and felt her breath quicken with my
own when she found and parted my pussy lips, slipping two fingers
through my slit, one on each side of my already swollen clit. I
moaned when she wiggled her fingers and she stopped the sound with
her mouth against mine. I wondered at her boldness, and glanced
toward the door, which was open, but out of the line of sight of
the living room where we’d left David.

Her two fingers moved easily—so wet
already!—and found the thin and sensitive sheath of skin covering
my clit. The sensation was exquisite, her touch practiced and deft.
She applied just a small amount of pressure to the tiny bud of
flesh, not so much directly on my clit, just allowing that sweet
layer of skin to do the work, rubbing it in slow and easy circles
with the flat of her fingers.

Her hand on my lower back allowed her to
guide me, support me, and I let my head fall back, pushing my hips
forward to meet her hand. She pushed me back against the wall,
making faster circles now, easing me gently upward. She pressed her
mouth to my ear so I could feel her breath and I whimpered. My
nipples rubbed against the terrycloth as I rocked my hips, and I
sighed when she slipped both fingers down and pressed them into me
as deeply as she could.

“He’s got a big, hard cock for you, Lizzie,”
she whispered, stretching me open even further with both fingers,
and then slowly sliding in a third. My eyes flew open at the
sensation and the thought. “Do you want it?” She moved her fingers
in and out of me, deeply. I rocked rhythmically with her, trying
not to make too much noise.

“Do you want that cock, Lizzie? Tell me,”
she demanded, fucking me harder. My eyes were slits, my mouth open,
my head back. I imagined his cock sliding into me like that and
flushed at the intensity of my own greed.

“Yes, yes, Sarah, please,” I begged in a
whisper. She pulled her fingers quickly from me and rubbed them
against my mouth. The smell and taste of me made me suck and lick
her fingers eagerly. She watched, delighted, her mouth making a
perfect little “o” that I ached to kiss.

“Good girl,” she encouraged. She pulled my
robe closed and tied it, a little roughly. “I rented ‘Henry and
June.’” Her eyes were dancing, and I groaned. Sarah and I had
watched it just three weeks ago, an incredibly erotic story of the
love affair between Anais Nin and Henry Miller, and we’d had to
stop the movie twice to play! I smiled to myself. Poor David didn’t
have a clue what he was in for tonight…
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M[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_m40c9fc11.jpg]other Earth is one hot, sexy Mama, and in this tribute
to nature and the environment, Selena Kitt pays homage to her
beauty, her grandeur — and her conservation. Who else could tackle
topics like global warming, strip mining, animal endangerment and
environmental toxicity, all while making it hot, hot, hot?

This anthology includes six sexy and environmentally
provocative stories that will rock your world—and arouse and raise
more than your environmental awareness.
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At first he thought it was a moose or a
wayward caribou. If Mia knew I had mistaken her for a moose… The
cabin door opened, letting in the cold air, and Luke breathed in
her scent—no caribou or wayward moose—but the bright, fresh smell
of night and of Mia, shaking off the chill and putting down her
pack.

“Luke?”

He rolled toward her, pulling the down
comforter with him, but didn’t answer. He listened to her shrugging
off her coat and unzipping her boots in the dark. The wood stove
burned low, giving off a little light, but not much. He waited
until she came to the bed, sitting on the edge, before he
spoke.

“It’s not safe to cross.”

He felt more than saw her shrug. “I made
it.”

“Do you have a death wish?”

Mia stood, pulling off her shirt and
dropping it to the floor. “Probably.” Her jeans followed, and she
slid under the covers beside him naked. “But it’s colder at night—I
thought the ice would be a little more frozen.”

“And no one to save you if you fell
through.” His hands found her in the dark, touching someone else’s
flesh for the first time in a year. His fingers sank into the
softness of her hip, pulling her belly to belly with him.

The silence stretched long and Luke felt the
weight of it before she finally spoke. “You know as well as I do
the current would take me before anyone could reach me.”

He pulled her close, wanting to melt the
sudden chill. Mia softened against him, letting him hold her. Her
skin was cold and he rubbed her to warm it. “I missed you,” he
admitted. It was always this way, every time he touched her. The
constant rat wheel in his head stopped spinning the minute she slid
her slender fingers over his chest. “I don’t want anything to
happen to you.”

“I’m okay.” She touched her forehead to his.
Her breath smelled sweet, like carrots.

“No you’re not.”

She smiled against his mouth. “I know.”
Their first kiss in a year—it was like starting kindling under a
log, slow to catch at first, but growing brighter the more they fed
it. Her lips were soft and warm, but trembling, and she stiffened
when he slid his thigh between hers, rolling her on top of him in
the darkness. He wanted to keep her—that was his desperate, secret
wish, one that he didn’t want her to know and tried not to convey
in the way he advanced…
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HParanormal
Romance Review by StacyH

Selena Kitt does a great job bringing these
eight stories together into one book. Each story will have you
reading furiously to find out what is about to happen and just what
it will hold for the characters. Each story has its own form of
erotica or horror and some have a bit of both. Anyone that enjoys
erotic horror will enjoy this collection of intense stories.

 


EXCERPT from

“Advent Calendar”:

 


“So, seriously, what’s the joke?” I
asked.

She was hanging her head off the end of my
bed, watching the tail end of A Charlie Brown Christmas Special
upside down.

“Don’t you love the way they talk? Wah,
wahhh wahhhhh. Isn’t that totally how you used to hear grown-ups?”
She lolled her head off the corner and put her bare feet up on the
wall, crossing them at the ankles.

“I still hear grown-ups that way,” I
snorted, pulling my t-shirt on. “Come on, Betz, give.”

“Oh, this wasn’t enough for you?” She teased
me, opening her thighs and pointing between them. Her pussy lips
were still a little swollen and they glistened. I sat next to her,
my hand inevitably drawn to the wetness, rubbing the moist and
slightly sticky skin with my thumb. God, she’s intoxicating.

“Everything isn’t about sex, you know?” I
tried to sound serious, although my fingers betrayed me and slid
through her slit as my cock began to throb against my thigh.

She laughed—god, I loved her laugh—it
tinkled, like ice crystals forming in midair. Rolling off the bed,
she grabbed for the remote and started to flip channels. “Do you
have CNN? I have to see if they’re broadcasting any other signs of
the apocalypse.”

“Ha.” I said. “Ha.” She grinned up at me,
sprawled naked on my floor, her hair like dark chocolate streams
covering the generous swell of her breasts. “Well, if you’re not
gonna tell me what it’s all about, I’m not opening any more of
those stupid doors.” I grabbed a new pair of briefs out of my top
drawer, shoving the advent calendar aside to do it. It toppled
toward the wall and balanced there, its first five black doors
hanging askew showing five decidedly blank white spaces.

Every morning I felt like a fool, opening a
new door in the hopes that this time, something would appear. I had
noticed a different odor each day—first the oranges and cloves,
then cinnamon, then something I couldn’t identify at all, then
something that smelled faintly like pumpkin pie. I joked with her
on the phone that she had invented the world’s first “Scratch ‘N
Sniff” advent calendar. She just laughed. There was a different
smell today, like those red and white pinwheel peppermint candies
my grandmother used to keep in her pocket to keep us quiet in
church, but it didn’t linger long. I was getting really tired of
whatever game Betsy was playing.

“Nice ass,” she commented softly. I didn’t
reply, tugging my jeans on. God, she pissed me off sometimes.

“Is that all I am to you?” I tossed her
jeans off my bed and into her lap. Her eyes were bright, dancing,
as she looked up at me, incredulous. I stopped, my jaw as slack as
hers. “What the fuck?” I said softly, out loud, rubbing my chin
thoughtfully. What the hell am I saying? What the hell do I
care?

“I’m gonna go home.” She started to get
dressed. I couldn’t see her face as she bent to slide her panties
on. I felt bad all of a sudden and then I was pissed that I felt
bad. This wasn’t good at all. I watched her slide her jeans on, her
back to me, her panties caught slightly in the crack of her ass. My
cock jerked reactively, just seeing her bent over and sliding denim
up her shapely thighs. I sat on my bed, uncertain.

“You don’t have to keep opening them if you
don’t want to.” She kissed my cheek and smiled softly before
opening my bedroom door. She must have been chewing gum because she
smelled like peppermint.

“There’s no point!” I called after her.
“It’s not funny!” I heard her laugh and gritted my teeth. This
wasn’t gonna fly. I was done. I don’t care how much she gets my
dick hard, no girl is worth this kind of hassle and
game-playing…
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the erotic kind or it’s just a fast and furious read, here is a
pulse-pounding twenty-five story anthology, promising to take you
on a headlong express to ecstasy.  Join Selena Kitt on a
swift, delightful ride, from stories of heart-racing sex in
elevators or across office desks or in dressing rooms, to the
impatience and excitement of the first time experience - you’re
sure to have a blissful ride on the these racing rapids of
erotica!

 


EXCERPT from “Learning Experience”:

 


I’m kissing my high school
English teacher. It was the thought that
still came first, even after they’d been doing this, what, a month
or more now? His mouth was soft, open, a little too eager. She
pressed both her hands to his chest-he was incredibly tall, but she
was just a little over five foot. He’d told her he liked small
girls. She’d seen his wife-a pretty, Asian woman, even shorter than
Cassie-and she believed him.

“I’m hungry,” she murmured as his hands
groped their way down to the seat of her jeans, lifting her toward
his mouth again.

“So am I.” His tongue probed this time,
sending shivers through her, making her nipples hard under her
blouse. When he got a good grip on the back of her thighs, he
pulled her up, wrapping her legs around his waist, putting them on
more even playing field, so to speak. But now, she was at his whim,
and she had a feeling she knew where this was heading.

“God, I want you,” he murmured against her
neck, nibbling there, sucking. She’d have hickeys all over in the
morning, but there would be no one to hide them from, so she didn’t
care. “I want to be inside you. I’ve been thinking about it all
day.”

So had she. As much as they had done, so
far, had been quick fumblings in one car or another, but they’d
never had enough time or been in a private enough place to do
enough to truly satisfy themselves. Truly, she was surprised he’d
gone on with the pretense of dinner at all, and hadn’t just met her
at the door naked with his cock in his hand. The thought made her
smile.

“What’s more pressing?” Cassie tipped her
head back as his mouth moved down the V of her blouse. “Dinner,
or…?”

“You tell me.” He shifted her weight-he
could throw her around like a rag doll if he wanted to-and pressed
her crotch into his. She felt the length of him, hard and ready.
Christ, he was big! That was promising…

“Well, you do have a microwave.” She rolled
her hips, grinding her pelvis into his, and he groaned.

“To hell with dinner.”

 


Sound Good?

HBuy
it today!
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[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_76f3ece2.jpg]Lindsey is a bad girl, and she’s determined to
stay that way. She’s been called a slut enough to know it’s true,
and she’s not ashamed of the fact anymore. She makes it known to
every man she comes in contact with that she’s available for the
taking—the rougher, the better. When she meets Lieutenant Zachary
Davis on one of her many trips to the principal’s office, she
finally finds a man who refuses to treat her like the trash she
believes she really is. But can Lindsey change her wayward,
dangerous ways and learn to value herself the way the Zach seems
to?

 


EXCERPT:

“Why don’t you stay in the car?” Her mother
asked, but the tone wasn’t a question, it was a demand. “I’m just
going to pick up your father’s dry cleaning.”

“He’s not my father.” Lindsey pulled at her
tube top—this one was red, but she was wearing the shorts, white
satin, no panties. Her stepfather was out of town for business and
hadn’t been around to put the kibosh on her clothing choices. It
was the outfit that she was sure her mother didn’t want anyone to
see.

Her mother sighed. “I’ll leave the keys, you
can listen to the radio.”

“Fine.” Lindsey turned it up full blast,
closing her eyes, leaning the seat back and putting her feet up on
the dashboard. The air was on in the car, but the sun was still
warm on her bare legs. The seam of her shorts was rubbing between
her thighs and it felt good, making her squirm in her seat. She
couldn’t wait to get home from “running errands.” She wanted to
call Brian and see if he could meet at the tree fort, because she
was so horny she could barely stand it.

She thought she might have dozed off. A
different song was playing when she leaned up and peeked out the
window to see if she could see her mother.

“What the hell is she doing?” Lindsey
grabbed the keys out of the ignition and her purse off the floor,
storming barefoot across the parking lot. The bells over the door
tinkled as she swept it open, finding her mother standing at the
counter talking to the owner.

“They’ve lost your father’s blue blazer.”
Her mother gave a frustrated sigh.

“No lose!” The man was clearly foreign,
trying to explain something to her mother in two different
languages.

“Whatever!” Lindsey waved her mother’s words
away. “And he’s not my father.” She turned to the kid behind the
counter. He was about her age, kinda cute, she noted, and most
definitely staring at her bare midriff and long legs. “I have to
pee. Do you have a bathroom?”

“In the back,” the kid offered. Lindsey
padded after him, leaving her mother and the owner to work things
out. He pulled open a door that said: Employees Only.

“Gee, I must be special, huh?” Lindsey
flashed him a smile as she turned on the light and tossed her purse
on the floor.

“We don’t usually let customers—” the kid’s
voice trailed off and he stood open-mouthed as he watched her pull
her shorts down and sit on the toilet to pee.

“What’s the matter?” Lindsey pulled toilet
paper off the roll and wiped. “Never seen a girl pee before?”

He shook his head, eyes wide and staring
between her legs as she pulled up her shorts and flushed the
toilet. Lindsey washed her hands at the sink, glancing at him in
the mirror. He was still standing in the doorway, transfixed.
Plucking her purse from the floor, Lindsey shuffled through and
found some lip gloss. She leaned way over the sink to the mirror,
up on her tiptoes, rolling the tip of the tube over her lips.

“Uh… I guess I should get back up front…” He
cleared his throat, moving to shut the door. His eyes were still
between her legs and Lindsey could feel the pull in the seam of her
shorts and knew they were riding up between her pussy lips. It all
felt too good to stop.

“Or…” Lindsey smacked her lips together,
tossing the lip gloss into her purse and turning to face him with a
smile. She slid up slowly onto the sink and swung her bare feet.
“You could come in, shut the door, and fuck my brains out.”

“I… uh…” His hesitation told her everything
she needed to know. Lindsey hopped off the sink and came toward
him, reaching past him to shut the door, forcing him fully into the
room. His eyes were still glazed, stunned, and he licked his lips
as he looked down at her. “I don’t even know you.”

“I’m Lindsey.” She cupped the bulge she knew
would be in his jeans. “Who are you?”

“Fred…” His eyes widened even more the
moment her hand began to rub at his stiff cock.

“Now we know each other.” Lindsey dropped to
her knees and unzipped his pants. “Let’s fuck.”

“Oh my god,” he groaned when she freed his
cock and put it into her mouth. She sucked him completely hard,
until he was bouncing back up the moment she let him go, and then
turned around and bent over the sink.

“You want to pull down my shorts?” She
looked back over her shoulder at him.

“Yeah,” he said hoarsely, glancing toward
the door with his cock in his hand. “Shit, I could get fired for
this.”

Lindsey grinned, meeting his eyes in the
mirror. “And my mother’s out there waiting for me. Aren’t we just
so bad?”

His hands moved over the silky material,
rubbing it between her legs. Lindsey bit her lip and arched against
his probing fingers.

“Come on.” She reached between her legs and
pulled her shorts aside to show him her shaved pussy. “Just put it
in and fuck me.”

He cocked his head to peer between her legs,
his hand moving up and down his shaft. Lindsey sighed, reaching her
hand back and spreading her lips with two fingers.

“Here, Fred!” She whistled, as if she were
calling a dog, sliding one of her fingers into her pussy. “Right
here, boy.”

The head of his cock touched her pussy,
nudging her finger aside. Their eyes met in the mirror and he
frowned, swallowing hard.

“I…” he started, and then cleared his
throat.

“Let me guess.” She wiggled back against his
cock head, feeling the tip easing its way between her lips. “You’ve
never done this before?”

He shook his dark head, looking down to
where his cock was disappearing into her flesh. “Got close, a
couple times, with a few girls, but…”

“Well just think of the story you’ll have to
tell all your friends.” Lindsey went up on her toes and arched
back, feeling more of his shaft slip into her. “How for your very
first time, you fucked some hot little slut in the bathroom at
work…”

Fred gasped as Lindsey reached around for
his thigh, pulling him completely into her pussy and squeezing him
there.

“Fuck me, Fred!” She grabbed onto the edge
of the sink, her eyes bright as they met his startled ones in the
mirror. “Fuck me until you come inside my tight little cunt—and you
better hurry, before your boss or my mommy decide to come looking
for us.”

“Condoms?!” Fred squeaked, and Lindsey used
her not inconsiderable pussy muscles to squeeze his cock hard,
making him jerk inside her and eliciting a low groan from his
lips.

“To hell with condoms, Fred.” She rolled her
eyes, rocking her hips back against him, moving his cock in and out
of her wetness. “I can’t get pregnant…”

“But…” His hands went to her rolling hips,
his eyes looking down between them, where his cock was spreading
her wide.

“Worried about diseases, Fred?” She sighed,
slapping her ass back into him, making him gasp and clutch her ass.
“Let’s just live fucking dangerously, what do you say?”

“Oh hell!” His eyes closed as his hips began
to move.

“That’s right.” Lindsey pulled her top down
and squeezed her nipples. “Fuck me good, baby… give me that hard
cock.”

His movements were jerky and unsure and
Lindsey sighed again, working her hips back into his. Her pussy was
swollen and soaking wet, but she knew it would be over far too soon
for her to come. He was already panting and gripping her ass so
hard his knuckles were white.

“When a girl tells you to fuck her…” Lindsey
reached back for his thigh again, driving him deep inside. “She
means it. Now, fuck me!”

He groaned and shoved her into the sink with
his next thrust.

“Yeah!” She spread wider. “Come on, Freddie,
do it hard!”

Finally, he gave her what she wanted, his
hips bucking her against the sink, burying his cock in her to the
hilt again and again. Wouldn’t be long now, she knew, seeing his
eyes in the mirror. He was watching her tits bounce through
half-closed eyes as he fucked her, and she was glad she had pulled
down her top.

“Oh god!’ he moaned, leaning forward onto
her as he came. She felt the surge and swell of him, a thick pulse
inside her tight, wet hole. She bit her lip and squeezed him,
slowly, rhythmically, making him gasp and squirm against her as she
milked him for all she was worth. She wanted every last drop of his
cum.

“That’s a good Freddie.” She tilted her hips
forward and felt him slip out of her. She turned and patted him
lightly on his flushed cheek. He leaned back against the wall for
support, gasping for breath, his eyes glazed. “Now you can say that
you fucked a girl… how about that?”

Lindsey pulled up her top and grabbed her
purse. Yanking the door open, she peeked around the corner. Her
mother was still haggling with the owner! Adjusting her shorts, she
strode back out front, past them both.

“I’ll be in the car,” she told her mother on
the way by, straight-arming the door…
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[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_m5a8ec4f8.jpg]Charlie lives an average life in an ordinary
home, and she isn’t complaining. Jack is a good husband and they
have beautiful children—but when she discovers her penchant for a
secret taboo, she finds that it suddenly turns her sex life from a
mundane distraction into a mind-blowing, transcendent experience.
This is the story of a woman’s exquisite unfolding, as her sexual
discovery and yearning for something more pushes she and her man to
the edge, testing boundaries and forcing her to surrender to
something much deeper than herself.

 


EXCERPT:

When Jack said, “We’re taking a vacation,” I
just stared at him like he had three heads. Vacation? What was
that? We hadn’t taken time off or gone anywhere alone since before
the kids were born. Who would take care of the house, the dog, the
kids, water the plants, how would we get time off work?

“Tomorrow.” Jack hid a grin behind his
coffee mug.

I turned from the dishwasher, standing there
dripping water from a plate onto the floor, open-mouthed.

“It’s all arranged,” he said. “We’re not
going far. Friday through Sunday, so we don’t have to take time off
work.”

“The kids—” I started, but he shook his
head, really grinning now.

“All handled, I told you.” His eyes were
shining. “All you need to do is pack.”

I put the plate in the dishwasher, grabbing
a towel to wipe up the floor, absorbing everything he had said. It
wasn’t like Jack to be spontaneous or cryptic. I was both excited
and anxious, and when I looked up from the floor, he was still
grinning.

“What kind of weather do I pack for?” I
asked faintly.

Standing, he stretched and winked at me. “If
I were you, I’d pack a lot of underwear.”

I could feel a heat creeping through my
chest as his dark eyes met mine and I fully understood his
meaning.

He turned to go out to the living room and
said over his shoulder, “Oh, there’s a little present for you
upstairs on the bed.”

It was in a huge round black velvet-covered
box—almost like a hat box—except what I found inside wasn’t hats.
There were four different panty and bra sets—black, red, white and
pink. There were also thigh highs to match, including a pair of
black fishnets that caught my eye and made my breath catch. So this
is what he meant by underwear. There was also a pair of black, four
inch high heels.

The real surprise was at the bottom of the
box—a clear gel-like rabbit vibrator, a glass/latex butt plug, and
five tubes of K-Y. Five! I sat on the bed, pressing my hands to my
cheeks to cool them. My pussy twinged and my ass clenched. Now I
knew why it didn’t matter where we were going, or that we weren’t
going far. We were obviously not going to leave the room very
much!

* * * *

I didn’t carry the velvet hatbox into the
hotel. I packed everything into my rolling bag, including the new
toys and the KY. (I was careful to seal those in two Ziploc bags,
just in case!) I was wearing an outfit that Jack had requested
before we left, a white t-shirt and a black skirt that didn’t quite
come my knees—no bra, no stockings and no panties.

Rolling my bag behind me, I felt completely
naked, my four inch heels clicking on the tile as we paused to
check in. I felt a little like Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman, minus
the blonde Cleopatra wig, as I followed Jack in his suit up to the
counter. I couldn’t count the looks I’d gotten on the way in, and
it was only about seventy feet from the valet to the desk.

“Here you are, Mr. Thompson.” The young
clerk handed Jack two pass cards. His eyes were on my chest, and I
knew my nipples were hard after coming in from the heat into the
air conditioning. “I hope you and your lovely wife have a nice
stay.”

I smiled, flushing. “Thanks.”

Jack slipped his arm around my waist,
steering me toward the elevators. Upstairs, he told me to go into
the bathroom and change.

“What color?” I asked with a smile rolling
my bag behind me.

He sat on the bed, contemplating. “Come
here.” He crooked his finger at me.

I walked over to the bed, still getting used
to the height of the heels, and stopped in front of him. Pulling me
between his thighs, his hands ran up the smooth, bare skin of my
legs, under my skirt, squeezing my ass.

“Ready for your vacation?” He rested his
chin on my belly and lookied up at me.

“I’m not sure.” I bit my lip. “I still don’t
know what you have in mind.”

He smiled. “I’m going to fuck you until you
can’t walk out that door. They’ll have to bring in an ambulance
with an IV just to re-hydrate you.”

“Really?” I gasped, feeling his fingers
working between my pussy lips, seeking the moist heat there.

“But I’m not just going to fuck this pretty
little cunt.” He slipped his fingers inside and forced my thighs a
little further apart. I gasped and wiggled, feeling speared on his
hand between my legs. Then, he moved his fingers, dragging the
wetness with him through the crack of my ass.

“I’m going to fuck this hot, tight little
asshole.” He searched for and found that soft, humid crease,
sliding one finger into my ass, making me moan. “We’re going to use
every bottle of KY that we brought and have to go buy more.”

“Are you ready for that?” His finger moved
in and out of my ass, up to the first knuckle, his eyes on mine. I
nodded, gasping, clenching my ass and squeezing his finger.

“Yes,” I moaned, spreading my legs as wide
as my skirt would allow.

“Good.” He grinned and I groaned when he
slid his finger out. “Go get changed. Black bra, white panties,
black fishnets, and the shoes.”

I stumbled back, catching myself on one of
the dressers and grabbing the handle of my bag, rolling it with me
into the bathroom. My hands trembled as I pulled out the clothes he
requested, wondering at it. The panties were just white cotton with
a lace edging and a little satin bow on the front. The bra,
however, was a black lace thing that just screamed “whore.”

It seemed a strange combination, but I put
it all on, glancing at myself in the mirror over the sink. It was a
three-way thing, and I could see myself from every angle as I
turned, red curls falling around my flushed cheeks as I made my
adjustments.

When I came out of the bedroom, he was naked
on the bed, a few pillows tucked behind his head. His eyes lit up
when he saw me and he let out a low whistle.

“Where’s the KY?” he asked.

I smiled, bringing the bag out from behind
my back. I was more than ready. I tossed it toward him and he
caught it, opening the Ziploc bags and fishing out the tubes.

He threw one back at me. “For the bathroom.
Leave it on the counter.”

I walked back to the bathroom, still just a
little unsteady in the heels, peeking around the corner to put the
KY next to the sink. When I turned back, Jack was pacing, tossing
pillows around the room. He threw a bottle of KY next to the two
pillows on the floor, one on each side of the bed. He put one on
each night table.

“What are you doing?” I put my hands on my
hips and cocked my head at him.

“Tactical maneuvers.” He looked over at me
with a grin. “Reinforcing my supply lines.”

I laughed, shaking my head. He sat on the
bed, crooking his finger at me again, and with a sense of deja-vu,
I came to stand between his thighs. His hands moved over my hips in
the white cotton panties and then slid up to my breasts in the
black lace bra, pushing my flesh up until it threatened to spill
over the top.

“Angel and slut.” His breath was hot against
my belly as he kissed me there, and I finally understood his choice
in garments. His thumbs rolled over my nipples through the lace and
I sighed, arching my back toward him. He licked them through the
fabric, making fat circles around and around.

Slipping my hand through his hair, I pulled
him closer, moving forward and sitting on his leg, rubbing my pussy
over his thigh. I’d been wearing the panties less than five minutes
and they were already damp. His cock was hard, brushing against the
lace top of my thigh high as I ground my hips against him—the heat
of it was incredible.

I reached down and tugged on his shaft,
rubbing my thumb over the tip, making him groan against my breasts
with his face buried there. Slowly, I slid down his thigh, kneeling
between his legs and looking up at him. His cock was pointing
straight at my mouth, as if it knew just what it wanted, and I
reached my tongue out for it, licking all around the tip, making it
wet.

Jack made a happy noise in his throat,
looking down to see himself disappearing into my mouth. I loved
sucking his cock, and I knew just what he liked, teasing and
licking and even nibbling at first, just at the tip, until he
started leaking pre-cum. Then I opened my mouth wide, taking him in
as far as I could go, usually about halfway at first, working him
deeper and deeper with every pass.

I put my hands behind my back as I sucked
him, crossing my arms at the wrists. It was my version of “see, no
hands!” and he loved it, grabbing my hair, growling and thrusting,
using my mouth and throat for his pleasure. There were times when I
could, and did, do this for hours, in various positions, bringing
him to a near-boiling point again and again, only to back off for a
while, licking his thighs, his balls, his belly, and then starting
all over.

Today, though, he clearly had other things
in mind, because he grabbed my hair, pulling my lips off his cock.
It made a wet pop when it came out of my mouth, and I reached for
it with my tongue, whimpering, still wanting that thick thrust in
my throat.

“Hungry little slut.” He smiled, taking his
cock and rubbing it over my eager lips and tongue. “Is your pussy
hungry, too?” I moaned, nodding, touching the crotch of my panties.
They weren’t damp anymore—they were soaked.

“I know what else is hungry.” He pulled me
to standing. Still wearing the heels, I wavered a little as he
stood, turning me and pushing me face forward onto the bed. He
spread my thighs wider and then I could feel his hands on my ass,
running over the white cotton panties, squeezing the firm, rounded
globes of my cheeks.

“You’ve got a hungry little asshole, don’t
you, baby?” he whispered, and I moaned when he used his palms to
spread my cheeks wide, the panties slipping between the crack.
There was something so wicked about it. The shock of it was part of
what made it so appealing…
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wild ride through nursery rhymes like you’ve never heard them
before. Set in a fantastical world where the privileged few own and
raise sex slaves like beloved pets, Mother herself is the star of
the show, wielding a riding crop and taking care of and training
her young charges with a firm and skillful hand. But where has
Father Goose wandered off to, and who will take Mother in hand when
she ventures too far?

 


EXCERPT:

 


Little Bo Peep

Little Bo Peep has lost her sheep

And can’t tell where to find them.

Leave them alone,

And they’ll come home,

Wagging their tails behind them.

 


“Peep!” The voice shook the room and the
startled girl looked up as Mother came in. “Do you know where your
sheep are now?”

“No, Mother.” The girl looked up from her
position, kneeling on the floor, her blue eyes wide. “I penned them
before I left, I swear it.”

Mother Goose came toward her, the high heels
of her soft boots clicking on the floor. She squatted down before
Peep, whose hands were bound behind her to her feet with pink satin
sashes.

“You are a pretty little one,” Mother said,
lifting the girl’s chin and studying her face. Mother’s eyes moved
over the girl’s body, the pink and white corset drawn tight, her
blonde curls spilling over her shoulders, partially hiding Peep’s
rosy little nipples. “Sometimes I think you’re just playing
dumb.”

“No, Mother,” Peep implored, shaking her
head. “I penned them, I promise you.”

“Is that so?” Mother asked, standing again.
Peep looked up Mother’s long legs, encased in black fishnet
stockings and garters, the dark triangle between her legs exposed,
as it always was, for easy access.

Mother had taken to wearing black since
Father had crossed over, and her mood was ever changeable, but
lately she seemed often cross and hard to please. Mother tapped her
toe in front of Peep’s knee, folding her arms over her ample
breasts that were pushed up high in her black corset, but covered
with the sheer, lace peignoir that she always wore, unbuttoned to
the floor.

“Mother, please,” Peep pleaded. “I will go
tend them, if you let me.”

Mother walked over to the cabinet and the
girl moaned, the sound caught halfway between regret and
anticipation. “I think we need a little correction, don’t you?”
Mother’s voice drifted over her shoulder as she chose a small cat
o’nine tails from her collection.

“Please,” Peep pleaded again, her eyes
downcast. “I’ll be a good girl.”

“Yes,” Mother murmured, coming to caress the
her cheek with her soft hand. “You will.”

Mother reached behind the girl and began
untying the pink satin ribbon that bound her. Peep sighed in
relief, rolling her tired shoulders once her arms were free. She
leaned forward onto her hands and knees as Mother began to untie
her feet, but then the older woman stopped.

“No… this is good,” Mother said, tightening
the sashes at the girl’s ankles, chuckling. “Turn around, Little Bo
Peep, who’s lost her sheep, and doesn’t know were to find
them.”

Peep did as she was told, turning her face
toward the wall on her hands and knees, using her hands to slowly
work herself around. She felt Mother’s hand caressing her ass, and
she shivered, looking back over her shoulder at the older woman.
Mother was squatting down behind her, beginning to drip the many
straps of the cat o’nine tails over Peep’s behind like a little
leather waterfall.

“Peep’s little puss,” Mother whispered,
parting the dark blonde fuzz with her fingers to peer in at the
pink treasure. “I love peeping at Peep’s little puss.” Mother
giggled, wiggling her fingers through and finding the girl’s
clit.

“Oh, Mother!” Peep moaned, lifting her
bottom in the air as much as she could with her feet tied together
at the ankles.

“That’s right, Peep,” Mother encouraged,
with her finger and her voice. The girl’s clit was swollen and
pulsing. “You like it so much, don’t you?”

Peep nodded, glad her long blonde hair was
covering her red, flushed face. Mother’s fingers were rubbing
there, making her moan with pleasure. Peep’s little puss was
incredibly responsive, her lips swelling, the pink color deepening
to a rosier shade.

“You’ve been a naughty shepherdess, haven’t
you, Peep?” Mother asked, standing behind her. The girl nodded, her
blonde hair falling in waves falling over the stone floor. She felt
the first blow from the cat o’nine tails, almost a gentle thing,
with just a little sting. She twisted and squirmed.

“Oh, Mother, please,” Peep whispered. Her
pussy was still throbbing from the older woman’s attention.

“Yes, tell me.” Another blow, and then
another. Mother waited.

“I lost my sheep,” the girl sobbed, feeling
another blow, and then another. Her bottom felt hot. She cried out
as she felt three more stings from the cat o’nine tails in quick
succession. “Oh, Mother! Please!”

But the older woman was catching a rhythm,
now, and Peep could hear her working hard. She lashed the girl
again and again, until Peep’s bottom felt red and raw and huge, and
her pussy—it was on fire, throbbing with longing. She hid her
shamed face behind her curtain of hair, her tears falling onto the
stone floor.

“Now, are you going to find those sheep,
Miss Peep?” Mother asked, grabbing the girl by the hair and pulling
her head back, looking down at her tear-stained face. Peep nodded,
moaning softly, looking dazed, her eyes glassy. “But first, you are
going to do penance, aren’t you? On your knees.”

Peep nodded, tears still streaming down her
rosy cheeks. “Yes, Mother.”
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question, “Did that really happen?” The thought that there might be
a glimmer of truth behind the fiction seems more titilating in
erotica than any other genre. The truth is, most mystery writers
have never experienced anything like a real murder, but almost all
erotica writers have presumably had sex,
and have certainly been shaped by early experiences. In light of
that, what is contained here is a series of short scenes titled
“Confessions”—because that’s just what they are, a few of the true
stories that shaped my own sexual being.

 


Are they all completely factual?

 


I don’t know if a fiction writer ever writes
anything that is ever completely fact. Even when we’re journaling,
we’re not journalists, after all. Nor are we poets. Fiction writers
tell stories, we elaborate, we give the truth scope. So while I
will say that most, if not all, of these stories did, indeed,
happen, in some sense of the word—I have certainly, as most writers
do, taken liberties, and changed names to protect the innocent. Or
not so innocent.

 


But these are my
confessions, told in the same, secret whisper I might tell them to
you if we were alone, sharing the heat of memory in the
dark. These stories were written
specifically for audio and recorded by the author. So if you
literally want to hear me confess my experiences, you also have
that opportunity. I have heard from readers in the past that their
own experience was greatly enhanced by the audio version, so you
should know that it is available for purchase on audio as well as
being available in this ebook version.

 


 


EXCERPT from “Confessions: Babysitter”:

 


When I checked out the movies, I was
surprised to find that two of them were porn movies! And this
wasn't soft core stuff. How did I know? Well, I put them in, of
course. I knew when they'd be home, and I knew I had a few hours
before then, so I put the tape in the VCR and started to watch.

It was even more of a turn on, knowing he
wanted me to watch, imagining him thinking about me, my jeans
crumpled in a ball on the floor, my panties down to my knees, my
legs spread and my fingers working my hot little clit as I watched
women putting their asses in the air, begging to be fucked,
watching huge, hard cocks sliding into wet, open pussies. I came
once, fast and hard, but feeling guilty, I turned off the movie and
quickly got dressed.

I tried to distract myself. I checked on the
baby. He was fine. I ate some of their ice cream and watched MTV.
But my eyes kept going to those cases on top of the entertainment
center, and the ache between my legs just grew... and grew... Until
I couldn't resist, and I put the movie back in again.

I wasn't going to touch myself. That's what
I insisted when I put the movie in and sat on the couch. I just
wanted to see... but as I watched, I felt myself getting wetter, my
whole pussy throbbing.

I rubbed my hand over my jeans, laying back
on the couch pillows, twisting with lust as I watched the blonde on
the screen sucking his cock, his fingers playing with her hard
nipples.I touched my own nipples, making them hard, watching as he
bent her over and began to lick her pussy from behind. I couldn't
help it.

I unzipped my jeans and slipped my hand
inside, my pussy incredibly hot and wet under my fingers as I began
to touch myself. He stood behind her, sliding his cock up and down
her wet slit, and I wondered what it would feel like. At sixteen, I
still hadn't had a cock inside of me yet, although I'd had one in
my hand and in my mouth. What would it feel like to be fucked, I
wondered?
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[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_m5b12db38.jpg]Mousy little Heidi is a wanna-be designer who
works as nothing more than a glorified go-fer for one of the
largest and most well-known companies in the world of fashion. When
she accidentally stains CEO Warren Kaiser’s pants, she gets two
things she didn’t expect—a spanking… and a job. Kaiser hires her as
his assistant, and her “training” proves to be quite a test of
surrender.

 


From Simon Lowrie, author of Journey
Round a Darker Sun

This is a little cracker of a story…The
characters are so engaging, and so convincingly drawn, that I read
the whole thing through in one sitting as easily as eating ice
cream…some of the most scorching scenes I've ever read, and better
yet, their relationship unfolds within an involving storyline of
high fashion and intrigue.

 


From Seriously Reviewed, 17/20
STARS!

YOWZA!! A totally hot, steamy BDSM that will
leave you quivering and your ass stinging! Gives a whole new light
to “Thank you sir, may I have another?" If you like a good 'spank
me' then this is a good one for you.

 


From AlexJouJou, Manic Reader Reviews,
5/5 STARS!

Heidi and the Kaiser does steamy in
spades…Heidi and Kaiser...compel you to devour each page as if it
was connoisseurs chocolate. Rich, decadent, and arousing—a heady
wine for your head—the story explodes off the pages…It is like a
much spicier and steamier take on the whole Cinderella story.
Highly recommended!

 


From Anthurium, Whipped Cream Reviews,
4/5 Cherries1

“…a very engaging story that takes place
within the back drop of high fashion and modeling…a very hot read,
with a great story line to boot…for fans of strong D/S stories this
one is a winner.”

 


From Gabrielle, You Gotta Read Reviews,
4/5 STARS

Selena Kitt writes an entertaining story
keeping the reader engrossed from start to finish. Faced paced and
definitely a hot read this book should not be missed.

 


From Patrice F, Joyfully
Reviewed

Selena Kitt is mistress of her craft, most
expressly at bringing to life unique characters and placing them
together. She always adds a meaningful touch, along with an
incomparable understanding of the mind, spirit, and flesh through
her writing. I plan to keep reading her work for a very long time
to come…

 


EXCERPT:

 


Kaiser’s office building was downtown, and
between traffic and finding parking, it was 11:58 a.m. by the time
she burst through the main doors of the skyscraper to ask where she
could find his office at the front desk. It wasn’t until that
moment, with the security guard staring at her bare legs, that she
realized she was still dressed for the beach in shorts and a
t-shirt.

“What floor?” the woman in the pinstriped
suit with the short dark bob asked as Heidi slipped onto the
elevator.

“Forty-eight,” she murmured, still out of
breath.

The numbers seemed to take forever to tick
by, people getting on, getting off, and every time she looked at
her watch, another minute had passed. By the time the elevator
opened at her floor, it was 12:05 p.m. No one got off with her, and
as the doors closed behind her, she looked around for a
receptionist, but there was no one at the desk.

She adjusted her backpack on her shoulder—to
her left was a closed door, and to her right was a hallway. As she
stood, shifting from foot to foot and considering, the door to her
left opened, revealing Mr. Kaiser looking at his watch.

“Five minutes late, Heidi.” He waved her in.
“Come in, please. Take a seat.” Her belly did a little flip as she
brushed by him, putting her backpack on the floor at her feet as
she sat in one of the leather, wing-backed chairs facing his
desk.

“I’m sorry.” She was still a little
breathless as he shut the door and sat across from her. “Lenny
didn’t give me your note until this morning.” Digging into her
pocket, she pulled out the folded paper and held it out to him—her
invitation to be here. He just leaned back, tenting his fingers,
looking at the note, and eventually she let it flutter to the desk,
clasping her quivering hands in her lap.

“Do you know why I asked you here?”

She shook her head, feeling her ass clenched
in the chair, her thighs damp and sticking to the leather.

He frowned. “When you answer me, Heidi, I
would appreciate either a spoken ‘yes’ or ‘no,’ followed by ‘Mr.
Kaiser’ or ’sir.’ Do you think you can comply?”

“Oh.” She flushed, nodding, and said, “Yes,
sir.”

“Now, about the reason I asked you here…”
His eyes moved over her face, down to her outfit, very similar to
what she had worn the day before. “It is my general impression that
you don’t enjoy your job.”

Heidi opened her mouth to deny it and saw
him raise his eyebrows, as if he knew what she meant to say. “Yes…
sir. That’s true.”

He gave a brief nod. “I thought perhaps we
might find something better suited to you at Kaiser.” She stared at
him, all the breath gone from her body. Was he going to offer her a
job in design?

“Can you type?” he asked, immediately
dashing her hopes.

“Yes, sir.” She frowned.

He leaned forward in his chair, folding his
hands and resting his arms on the desk. “You may have noticed that
I don’t have an office assistant out front? My last secretary was
with me for eight years, and I have yet to find a replacement for
her. It’s been several months, now, and I admit, I’m becoming
frustrated and I really do need someone.”

Heidi took a deep breath, glancing around
the office. “I’ve never been anyone’s secretary.”

He shook his head, smiling. “Irrelevant. You
have what I need.”

“I… do?” She met his eyes, her breath coming
a little faster as she squirmed in her seat. His eyes were dark,
moving over her, and she couldn’t help remembering the incident in
the bathroom.

“I need someone who can follow orders.” He
leaned back in his chair again and she could see the memory of
yesterday in his eyes. “Who would be willing to do whatever I
asked. You showed me yesterday that you are… quite willing.”

Heidi swallowed, pressing her damp palms to
her shorts. “I’m not sure I know what you mean?”

“Yes, you do.” His eyes were smiling. “I
compensate very well. You would be my assistant, answering my
calls, handing my correspondence and taking care of my professional
and personal needs during the day. Would you be interested in such
an arrangement?”

It wasn’t the promise if money or the
poshness of his office, or even the fact that he was the head of
one of the richest fashion companies in the world—it was the way he
looked at her, with nothing concealed or disguised. His eyes saw
directly through her, and there was no smugness in the way it
appeared as if he had her figured out, because he had. They both
knew it, and there was only one answer she could give him.

“Yes.” She squeezed her hands together, her
legs, too. “Sir.”

He gave her a nod. “Good. I think we’ll both
be satisfied with the arrangement.”

Opening the top drawer of his desk, he
withdrew a large white envelope and slid it across the blotter.
Heidi didn’t know if she should take it or not, so she kept her
hands clasped, just looking from him to the envelope.

“This contains general information about
Kaiser, which you have already, of course, since you are
essentially already in my employ,” he explained. “There is also a
contract and information about duties as well as your salary and
benefits.”

She nodded, looking at his hand, the buffed,
square nails, resting on the stark envelope. Her bottom tingled,
remembering how red his palm had been after he spanked her.
Shifting in her seat, she crossed one knee over the other, trying
to make herself more comfortable with the yearning ache between her
legs.

“If, for some reason, you read those over
and change your mind…” He nodded toward the envelope. “You simply
need to tell me, and you will consequently stay in your current
position.”

“I can’t imagine why I would object.”

“No.” He smiled. “I don’t imagine you will.
In spite of the apparent haste of my offer, I actually choose my
assistants quite carefully.”

Standing, he leaned his palms on the desk
blotter, his eyes moving down the front of her t-shirt, looking at
her hands in her lap. “Now, there is just the matter of your
tardiness.”

Her heart leapt and she met his eyes,
feeling faint. “My… tardiness?”

Mr. Kaiser reached underneath the desk and
Heidi heard the door behind her lock. The sound made her mouth go
dry.

“One of the things that I cannot abide is
lateness.” He reached down and unbuckled his belt. She felt faint
as she watched it slipping through the loops of his pants. “And you
will find that I am quite unorthodox in my methods of
discipline.”

He snapped the belt in his hands and she
jumped, gasping, her hand going to her throat as she stared at him.
Doubling it over, he slapped it against his palm, the belt
whistling and then smacking his flesh. Heidi sat and wondered how
much it would sting and she wiggled her bottom against the
chair.

“It’s a Vincente.” He gave her a small
smile. “Italian. Calf-skin, medium weight. Makes a nice sound,
doesn’t it?” She couldn’t speak, she couldn’t move, all she could
seem to do was stare at the belt in his hands as her whole body
flushed with a trembling heat.

“Heidi?” He cocked his head, reminding her.
“I asked you a question.”

“Yes, sir.” She drew a shaky breath.

“Come here,” he instructed, and she
recognized the tone immediately and obeyed, moving around to his
side of the desk, amazed that her legs were holding her weight at
all given how much they were shaking.

“You remember this?” He tilted her chin up
and she met his eyes, nodding. “Everything pulled down and bend
over.”
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[image: tmp_6c1870554ce34e903e11f7c71ba0b00b_kzIAn3_html_m67dddbd.jpg]Ronnie (or “Veronica” as Mrs. B always insisted
on calling her) is all grown up with a family of her own, and the
Christmas she babysat for the Baumgartners is just a pinpoint in
her memory. That is, until a persistent suggestion of a threesome
by her husband, T.J., brings it all flooding back. When she reveals
how the Baumgartners and the nanny, Gretchen, had seduced her
during her time in Key West, her husband takes it upon himself to
make some phone calls. Opportunity, or perhaps fate, presents
itself, and Ronnie and her husband get an invitation to join
Gretchen and the Baumgartners on their vacation. Ronnie finds
herself torn, once again, between what she wants and what someone
else wants for her - or are they, after all, one in the same?

 


EXCERPT:

There wasn’t any preparing myself, even if I
told myself there was as I stood in front of the mirror and
double-checked my hair and make-up, smoothed the brown silk skirt
and tucked in my blouse. I was glad I was upstairs when she rang
the doorbell. Just hearing her voice made my hands tremble and I
pressed them to my thighs to keep them still as I paused at the top
of the stairs.

“So nice to meet you!” Gretchen’s smile was
for TJ, but her look was just for me, and I knew it. She took a
step toward the stairs, meeting my gaze with hungry eyes. I
couldn’t help my smile, even though it felt goofy on my face as I
came the rest of the way down.

“Gretchen!” Her name felt familiar in my
mouth, even after all this time. “You cut your hair!”

She laughed, snaking an arm around my neck
and pressing her cheek to mine. “All of them—probably several
hundred times since you last saw me, sweetie.”

It was a very brief thing, that hug, but I
could smell her hair, still white-blonde but cut into a short bob
now, making her thin, pale face look fuller. She smelled fresh and
sweet, like clover and oranges. How old was she now? I was doing
the math in my head and came to the sum of thirty-four. Five years
older than I was. There were the faintest lines around her eyes
when she smiled, but she was still Gretchen.

“Come on in out of the cold.” TJ shut the
front door against the wind and snow, offering to take Gretchen’s
coat. Her dress was short, shimmering black in the lamp light as
she shrugged her shoulders and let her coat slide off into TJ’s
hands. I knew she’d dressed for me, just like I’d dressed for
her—and I think she knew it, too, the way her eyes moved over my
blouse, unbuttoned into a suggestive V. She still had much more
than I did in that department, the black fabric gathered between
her breasts showing quite a bit of cleavage. I noticed TJ noticing
as he poured wine and we sat around the kitchen table.

“Oh my god, Ronnie, you look so amazing.”
Gretchen smiled a thank you as TJ handed her a glass of wine. “I
don’t think you’ve changed at all.”

“You haven’t seen my stretch marks.” I
laughed, wrinkling my nose when TJ handed me a glass and setting it
aside. “You look the same too—except all your hair is gone!”

“I got too old to get away with it anymore.”
She winked, taking a sip and turning appreciative eyes to TJ. “Mmm,
this is good!”



“It’s a petite syrah,” TJ said with a
nod.

Gretchen raised her eyebrows at him and
lifted her little snub nose into the air in a delicate sniff. “And
something smells fantastic.” Her eyes were the same bright green,
just as mischievous and not likely to miss a thing. Every time she
looked my way, I felt it, like a familiar ache.

I took a long drink of wine and grimaced.
“TJ’s famous spaghetti—secret recipe, straight from his grandmother
in Sicily.”

“I’m so glad you called.” Gretchen sat up
and reached over to touch TJ’s hand. It was brief, just a squeeze,
but I noticed her long, manicured nails, painted bright red, an
uncharacteristic color for her, and it reminded me sharply of Mrs.
B. She turned her gaze to me again, and there it was, that feeling
like someone had just reached their hand into my belly and twisted.
“I’ve thought about you so often.”

I held my empty glass out to TJ, who poured
with a raised eyebrow. “I’ve thought about you, too.”

It wasn’t a lie. When I’d first ended things
with Gretchen, I thought about her all the time, and I knew it
would drive me insane if it didn’t stop, so I did what I needed to
do. Vince, the guy I was dating at the time was a personal
trainer—gorgeous, ripped, he had a brilliantly rational mind but
was more than a little OCD and he taught me how to get rid of
Gretchen for good. I’d put a rubber band around my wrist, and every
time my thoughts turned to her, I snapped it—hard. Really, really
hard. Sounds silly, but it worked. Between that and the incredibly
huge eleven inch cock Vince presented me with to handle at every
possible occasion—I’ve never had bigger, before or since—it was
enough of a distraction to get me through. But the truth was, while
it worked to keep me distracted, it didn’t work all the time. No,
not all the time.

Both of TJ’s eyebrows were raised at me now
and I tried to change the subject. “So, how are the Baumgartners?
What’s everyone up to?”

“Oh Ronnie, you wouldn’t believe how big the
kids are!” Gretchen smiled, shaking her head. I nodded, remembering
them frozen in time: Janie as a gawky almost-twelve and Henry as a
typical nine year old boy. Mrs. B had sent me a Christmas card that
first year after Gretchen and I broke up, but then I moved, and the
mail only got forwarded for so long. I still had that last photo
tucked away in a box full of old diaries and journals marked:
“Ronnie’s Private: Keep Out.” I remembered Janie’s big front teeth
and honey-colored ponytail, Henry’s lopsided smile. Gretchen was
still talking “Janie’s just gorgeous, she’s got boys following her
around like puppies. And Henry’s huge, like his dad. You’ll
see—you’re coming to Key West with us, aren’t you? Carrie said she
invited you…”

TJ and I both said “Probably,” and “I don’t
know” simultaneously. Gretchen sipped her wine and looked between
us, her eyes sharp.

I held my glass out for more wine. “I still
can’t think of her as Carrie. To me, she’ll always be Mrs. B.”

TJ poured me half a glass and then got up to
check the sauce. I watched him stirring it, feeling warm and
flushed and buzzed from way too much wine for me in too short a
time. I noticed Gretchen watching him, too, and felt a twinge of
something—jealousy?

“So how are Mr. and Mrs. B?” I asked
Gretchen as TJ came to the table with a bowl full of spaghetti.

“Doc’s practice is going gangbusters, as
always.” Gretchen held her plate out as TJ started to serve dinner.
“With that bedside manner, though, go figure, right?” She winked at
me and I smiled, remembering Doc’s easy-going teasing, but mostly I
remembered his eyes and the way they would follow me around a room
wherever I went, as if he could see right through me. It suddenly
occurred to me, as TJ sat down, that he and Doc shared a great deal
in common when it came to looks and temperament. Funny how I’d
never thought of it before.

“Carrie’s real estate business hasn’t done
as well recently,” Gretchen sighed. “The market is so bad right
now. It’s one of the reasons… well… things are changing for the
Baumgartners. And me, too. Kids don’t stay kids—can’t be a nanny
forever.”

I nodded, feeling TJ’s knees touch mine
under the table as he sat and I gave him a smile. “Still, Gretch,
you’ve been with them a long time.”

“I couldn’t turn down the money they
offered, Ronnie.” She shrugged, twirling noodles on her plate.
“And, you know… all the fringe benefits.”

That hung there, and I wondered if TJ
understood as well as I did what she meant. It wasn’t just the
trips to Key West and Aspen and the New England Sound. There was so
much more to working for Mr. and Mrs. B…

TJ cleared his throat, his eyes moving
between us. “So why did you two break up?”

“TJ!” I nudged him under the table, my eyes
wide.

“I’m curious…” He shrugged. “Are we not
supposed to talk about it?”

“I don’t mind.” Gretchen smiled, but her
eyes were pained, and I looked down at my plate, spearing a
mushroom. “Ronnie found a boyfriend.”

“The guy I dated before I met you,” I
explained, wondering if Vince even remembered my name anymore.

“You know how we girls have a tendency to
abandon our girlfriends when a guy shows up,” Gretchen teased. I
wanted to say something, but the wine made my head feel fuzzy, as
if it were too full.

“What about you, Gretchen?” TJ asked. “Did
you find a girlfriend?”

“Or a boyfriend?” I chimed in, feeling
desperate.

“Oh several.” Gretchen winked at TJ but the
look she gave me was full of a meaning I didn’t understand.
“Nothing lasting, though. I could afford to be picky, living with
the Baumgartners.”

I tried to imagine what it might have been
like, if Gretchen and I had never broken up. Would she have stayed
their nanny, then, I wondered? Would we all have been one big,
happy family? The thought filled me with a mixture of longing,
regret, and a deeper feeling I didn’t even recognize at first—it
was anger.

“This is the best spaghetti I’ve ever
tasted.” Gretchen’s compliment made TJ blush and I smiled.

“He’s a much better cook than I am.”

“Like Doc?” Gretchen winked.

“Better.” I touched my knee to TJ’s under
the table and he looked up at me, his eyes tender. “Although I
admit, Doc could make a hell of a sandwich.”

“Mmm god yes.” Gretchen’s tone changed and
she gave a low, throaty moan that reminded me immediately what it
was like between us. Her eyes met mine and they said it all. “He
still can.”

The double entendre didn’t escape any of us.
I couldn’t help but remember—not only the night Doc and I snuck
downstairs to make sandwiches and, while Mrs. B slept upstairs, he
fucked me on the kitchen counter, but also there was the clear
memory of being sandwiched between Doc and Mrs. B in more positions
than I had ever imagined.

Gretchen’s hand found my knee under the
table and squeezed. She leaned forward, eager, earnest. “You are
coming aren’t you?”

I shrugged, not looking up. “I don’t know,
Gretch…”

“Oh, Ronnie, you have to come,” she pleaded
with both voice and eyes. “This is the last summer we’re all going
together. Henry’s graduating this year, and I’m… well… things are
changing. It would be so good, like old times…”
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The Baumgartner series continues, this time
exploring Janie’s world as she moves to New York to try to make it
as a writer, all the while serving as part-time lover in a
polyamorous relationship with Veronica and TJ and full-time nanny
to their daughter, Beth. Janie’s life is already incredibly full
when she—literally—runs into an agent one morning who sees great
potential in her—and not just as a writer. As Janie’s relationship
with Josh blooms and her career takes off, Ronnie’s happy surprise
turns into a problem that even a vacation in a mountain cabin with
the Baumgartners can’t fix, throwing everyone’s life off-kilter.
Janie, especially, is spread thin, trying to please everyone while
keeping Josh from finding out the true nature of her relationship
with her benefactors. She knows she has to tell him eventually, but
fear holds her back. Will she lose him? Will she be forced to make
an impossible choice? Or will she, perhaps, find that the capacity
for the human heart to love is, indeed, endless?

 


Angelique, HEA Reviews, 5/5
CUPS!

… “(W)ickedly sexy,” “deliciously
complicated” and “an erotic masterpiece” … Ms. Kitt expertly weaves
a tale that is as realistic as it is compelling. It is truly
amazing to watch as the story of Janie and Josh unfolds before your
eyes…(D)o not read this book unless you are reasonably close to
your significant other, have a large class of ice water to dump on
yourself or keep another type of fire extinguisher
handy!

EXCERPT:

 


“I think you might have the best job in the
world,” Josh said as he opened my door for me.

“She’s a great kid,” I agreed. It was hard
to think with him standing so close.

“Are you cold?” He looked down at the front
of me. My white sundress had become suddenly see-through, my
nipples standing straight up in the cold. “Do you want my
coat?”

“I can think of better things to keep me
warm.” I turned my eyes up to him, aching to be kissed. His eyes
lingered on my mouth, but instead he smiled and stepped away, going
over to the driver’s side.

I sighed, getting in beside him as he
started the car and turned on the heater.

“So did you have a busy day today?” I asked
as he backed out and shifted the car into gear.

“No more busy than usual,” he replied,
turning into traffic.

“Oh.” I wrapped my arms around myself,
shivering in spite of the heater. I slipped off my heels and tucked
my feet under me.

“Why?” He glanced over at me, frowning.

I shrugged, not looking at him. “I just
wondered why you hadn’t called…”

He was quiet for a moment, weaving through
traffic. “Do you want to know the truth?”

I nodded, turning to look at him. His hair
was wet, drops of water beading there. I resisted the urge to touch
him.

“I didn’t trust myself,” he said as the
Mustang snarled to life when he headed onto the freeway.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I want you too much, Janie.” He sighed.
“Every time I look at you, every time I hear your voice, I just
want to…”

I smiled, turning fully toward him now. “To
what…?”

“To do very, very naughty things.” He
glanced at me as I moved toward him.

“I do, too.” I leaned over the console to
press fully against him, my breasts crushed against his arm.

“Do you?” His mouth was almost touching mine
when he turned his head toward me, and I closed the gap, kissing
him quickly.

“You have no idea,” I breathed.

He took a deep breath, turning his eyes back
to the road. “So, right now, you’re thinking about it?”

“I’ve been thinking about it since dinner
last night.” I slid my hand up the leg of his trousers, finding
just what I was looking for, distended and rising fat and stiff
under the material.

“Well, I can beat that.” He drew his breath
in sharply when I massaged him, making delicious friction with my
palm through his pants. “I’ve been thinking about it since I found
you in my living room.”

“So what, exactly, have you been thinking?”
I couldn’t help myself. His cock throbbed stubbornly against my
hand, demanding attention. I couldn’t resist, slowly beginning to
unzip him. I felt his whole body stiffen when I slipped my hand
down to grasp him. Oh god, yes. He was solid in my hand.

“I’d rather show you.” His voice grew low as
I began to stroke him, lazy, up and down.

“I know.” I leaned over the gearshift to
take him into my mouth.

“Ahhhh Janie.” One hand moved in my hair as
I swallowed his length, the other stayed on the wheel. The console
dug into my hip as I turned and stretched across to suck him, but I
didn’t care.

“Oh god.” He groaned as I licked the head,
teasing, enjoying the taste and feel of him. “Baby, ohhh… I’m not
sure this is the time…or place…”

“I want you,” I insisted as his hand moved
over the front of my dress, manipulating my breast through the
material, pawing at the hard pebble of my nipple. I grabbed his
hand, guiding it down between my legs where I wanted it most,
quickly pulling my dress up and my panties aside. His intake of
breath was audible when he felt my cunt under his fingers, pure wet
heat, as humid as a greenhouse, and I shifted against him. “You
just concentrate on driving and don’t kill us,” I instructed before
taking him into my mouth again.

“Okay,” he breathed, his fingers exploring
my fleshy crease, my tongue making flat circles around the head of
his cock. “Oh god, Janie, your mouth is so good…”

I made an eager noise in my throat as I
sucked him, using both my mouth and hand now, washing him with my
saliva. The sound of his breathing, harsh and heavy, filled the
car.

“Put your fingers in me,” I begged,
spreading my thighs wider for him. “Finger my pussy. Fuck me.”

He groaned and slid two fingers in, pumping
his hand against my cunt. “Like that?”

“Mmmmm!” I responded around his cock,
feeling the length of him swell as I fucked him back, thrusting his
fingers in deep. “Hard! Harder!”

He got even more rough, his hand driving,
relentless, making me go crazy on his cock. God I wanted to climb
him like a tree and ride him, but what we were doing was dangerous
enough. The car was barreling along the highway, thundering
underneath me as I sucked him, his cock like velvet granite,
tasting his pre-cum and slaving for more.

“Oh fuck, Janie, baby, if you don’t stop,
I’m gonna come!”

Why in the world would I stop? There was no
way—the meaty onslaught of his cock in my mouth made my pussy beg
for release. His fingers curled inside me, his hips vaulting
upward, and I sucked him, tight-fisted, gulping, faster, more.
“Ahhhhhh!”

The sound he made when he came, like a snarl
caught in his throat, was a sweet, staccato symphony to my ears as
he flooded my mouth with cum. I swallowed all of it hungrily,
wiggling over the console, trying to get even more of him. His cock
grew fat with every fresh throb and I worked him with my fist, too,
draining him dry.

“Oh damn,” he whispered as I sat up, wiping
my mouth with the back of my hand and looking over at him with
half-closed eyes. “That was…”

His eyes widened when he looked over at me,
leaning back against the passenger door and putting one bare foot
up on the console. My dress was pulled up to my hips, my panties
tugged aside, my pussy exposed.

“Josh, the road,” I reminded him, noticing
we were swerving into the next lane.

“Right.” His gaze shifted and he adjusted
the vehicle, sighing as he glanced at me again. His fingers found
his way to his mouth, sucking my juices as he watched me reach down
and spread my red and swollen lips. “Now I just want to return the
favor. You taste so fucking good.”

“Do I?” I dipped my fingers into my honey
and brought them to my mouth.

He groaned. “Don’t make me pull this car
over, young lady.”

“Promises, promises,” I teased.

He turned the wheel, heading for the
shoulder of the road, and I laughed. “No! Don’t you dare!”

Sighing, he righted things, working the
gearshift to send us rocketing even faster down the highway. “If
you knew how much I wanted you…”

“Show me.” I reached for his hand, guiding
it between my legs, sliding down to give him easier access.

I saw him swallow, but his eyes were on the
road as his fingers began to explore, making me moan when he nudged
my clit.

“Rub it for me,” I purred, working the
buttons on my sundress from the top down. He did as I asked,
stealing glances as he made circles with his thumb against my
clit.

“Jesus, Janie,” he whispered as I pulled my
bra down, exposing my breasts and playing with my nipples.

“The road,” I murmured, moaning as his
fingers slipped inside, his thumb still working my clit.

“I can’t concentrate,” he groaned, turning
his gaze half-back to the highway. “You’re so fucking
beautiful.”

“Don’t stop,” I begged, rocking against his
hand, biting my lip. “Oh Josh, please, please, make me come.”

He sank his fingers into me, faster, harder,
the wet sound of my pussy being fucked filling the car. I asked for
more, more, and he fingered me, hammering my cunt until I wailed
and careened against the seat, finally throwing my head back and
howling as I came, knowing I was getting the leather upholstery
soaked, saturating his hand with the sticky copious sap of my cunt.
My pussy clamped down again and again as I keened and twisted,
completely at the mercy of my climax, lost in the pure pleasure of
my orgasm.

“Oh. My. God.” I opened my eyes, first
seeing the sky, the color of gun metal, still raining down silver,
and then catching the sight of the guy in the semi-truck driving
next to us, staring down at me with wide eyes and a huge grin on
his face. “Oh! God!”
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On a bus trip to California to live with her
sister, Lexi meets an intriguing man who is visiting (sacred spots
all across the U.S. The connection between them is undeniable, and
when Lexi's painful past is revealed, William makes her an offer
she finds hard to refuse. Together they embark on a journey that
takes them to a place of connection, healing, and infinite
mystery.

 


EXCERPT:

"Sacred spots." He whispered it like he was
revealing something secret.

I laughed. "Like polka dots?"

When he turned his face toward the window, I
could still see his reflection, how tightly drawn his mouth and
brow were now. He was so strange, wearing his three-piece suit and
sneakers and carrying an old leather briefcase that he kept tucked
between his legs and the seat. I was tempted to end the
conversation there, but I had to admit that I was getting bored
with this cross-country trek, even armed with a slew of paperbacks
and my journal. He was strange, but he was interesting.

"I'm sorry." I put my hand on his arm. He
turned at my touch. "I was just kidding. What do you mean, sacred
spots?"

"Places of power." His voice was
conspiratorial again. "Extraordinary things can happen there."

"Really?" I couldn't help smiling, and all I
could do was hope it looked friendly and interested rather than
mocking. "So, has anything extraordinary happened to you at one of
them?"

"Well, not yet," he admitted.

"Where have you been?"

"So far, the Monk's Mound in Cahokia,
Illinois, and the Angel Mounds in Indiana."

"Never heard of them." I slipped a piece of
gum out of my purse. "What's next?"

"The Bear Mound in Iowa."

"Iowa has a sacred spot?" I nearly choked on
my gum in an effort not to laugh.

"Yes." He looked very earnest. "Most of the
sacred spots in the U.S. are actually native in origin."

"You mean they were made by the
Indians?"

He laughed, and when he did, there were
creases next to his eyes that made them seem even kinder. "Oh, not
the Indians you study about in school. Native peoples from far, far
back."

I nodded like I knew what he was talking
about. "Before Sitting Bull and all those guys?"

He was still smiling at me. "The Effigy
Mounds were constructed somewhere around 500 B.C."

"That's a long time ago." I stated the
obvious as I offered him a piece of Juicy Fruit.

"They are truly ancient." He eyed the gum
for a moment, and then slid a silver-foiled stick carefully out of
the pack. "They are the belief system of a whole people built up
right there on the landscape."

"So, wait, effigy, that's like a symbol,
right?" I watched him carefully unwrap his gum and inspect the
beige rectangle before putting it into his mouth.

"Correct." He looked pleased that I knew
that. "Effigy mounds often look like certain objects.

"So let me guess, the Bear Mound—"

"Looks like a bear, yes." He nodded, and I
watched with interest as he started to fold his little silver
wrapper into some shape on his thigh. "Although you might not be
able to tell at first glance. The one in Iowa is one hundred and
thirty-eight feet long and sixty-five feet wide."

"That's huge!" I tried to figure out what he
was doing with the gum wrapper.

"You can see it better in aerial photos." He
paused in his origami project to set it on the window ledge and
reach under his seat for his briefcase. He unlatched it and pulled
out an eight-by-ten photo, handing it to me. I studied it. Someone
had outlined the mound with white, and it looked like a child's
drawing.

"Are they sure it's a bear?" I handed it
back over. "It looks like a bloated coyote to me."

His hand touched mine as he took the
photograph. That's when he saw the scars on my arm. It was too late
for me to hide them. He frowned and grabbed my wrist, yanking my
shirt up to my elbow, revealing even more of them. Shocked at his
audacity, I gasped, jerking my arm away, my jaw tightening.

"Excuse me." I pulled my shirtsleeve down
and stood. His eyes followed me, concerned, and I cringed at the
look of compassion on his face. "I need to use the bathroom."

In the tiny cubicle, I rolled up my sleeves,
looking at the scars on my arms that matched the set on my thighs.
I never wore shorts or short-sleeves anymore. I hid them fairly
well, most of the time. Most folks didn't even ask. I'd seen them
glimpse the angry red marks below my shirt cuffs, but they just
looked away. People were too polite, believing it none of their
business.

What was he thinking, pulling my sleeve up
like that? I wondered. It had surprised me, but the look in his
eyes had jolted me more. There was too much honesty there. I pulled
my curly brown hair back into a thick ponytail and washed my face
in the little sink. I made sure to roll my sleeves down and button
the cuffs so they couldn't be pulled up too far.

When I got back, I found a folded, silver
bear sitting on my seat. It was the gum wrapper. I picked it up and
sat down without a word, digging my book out of my pack and opening
it.

"I'm sorry."

I looked over at him. His eyes told me he
really was sorry. I sighed. "Thanks for the bear." I rubbed my
finger over the shiny surface. "It's really neat."

"Can I ask what happened to your arm?"

I sighed, closing my book. "I happened."

He gave me a puzzled look.

"Do you really want to know?" I asked as I
turned the silver bear over and over in my hand.

He nodded. "I don't ask questions that I
don't want to know the answers to."

I believed him. Biting my lip, I looked at
the bear in my hands. "I cut myself."

He paused. "It clearly wasn't an
accident."

Taking a deep breath, I unbuttoned my other
sleeve, pulling it up to show him the scars there. Some were still
an angry red. Others had faded to a silvery-pink.

"It must hurt." He touched my arm, fingering
a few of the more prominent marks. His touch was gentle, almost a
caress. I couldn't remember the last time someone had touched me
with such kindness. It made me want to cry, but I swallowed that
feeling, putting on a happy face.

Shaking my head, I gave him a smile as I
buttoned my cuff. "Not anymore."

"No, I mean the reason you cut yourself in
the first place." His eyes were on mine, dark and knowing, and I
looked away.
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drags her husband, Rick, to a couples workshop. But Laura gets a little more than she bargained for when the
workshop leader proposes a rather unorthodox experiment, leaving
her helpless to her husband’s whims. She finds herself wondering,
will her man be a caveman or a gentleman—and which one does she
really want him to be?

 


EXCERPT:

“Hungry?” he asked. She nodded, eager, and
he smiled, reaching for the banana. He peeled it back a quarter of
the way and offered it to her. She took a bite, moaning as she
mashed the sweetness against the roof of her mouth. Her throat felt
raw and tender as she swallowed.

“More?” he asked. She nodded and opened her
mouth. He fed her another short length, and she moaned again as she
swallowed it, her stomach clamoring. A banana had never tasted so
good. She opened her mouth once more, waiting as he peeled it
further, feeding her bit by glorious bit.

When it was gone, she made a happy,
satisfied sound, practically a purr, and then watched him toss the
peel on the night table. She stretched out beside him, smiling. He
stroked her hair and kissed the top of her head. His cock had
fallen to half-mast but it was still pulsing and slick with her
saliva.

“Are you still hungry?” he asked and she
nodded against his chest. Her stomach was happy with the banana,
but she was nowhere near satisfied. “Go get the peach.”

She leapt off the bed and went to the
dresser, getting the soft, ripe peach and bringing it to him. He
took it from her, laying it on the other side of him again where
the banana had been.

“I want you to undress,” he told her. She
raised her eyebrows but started unbuttoning her blouse from top to
bottom, pulling it out of her skirt so she could undo the lower
buttons. Her hands were trembling, and she told herself it was
because she was hungry as she peeled her blouse off her pale
shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.

Her bra was a front-hook, and she unclasped
it, dropping it next to her blouse. Her flowered skirt unzipped in
the back, and Rick watched as she struggled with it, finally
getting it far enough down so she could wiggle it past her
hips.

Last were her panties, and she hooked her
thumbs under the elastic to peel them off. She couldn’t remember
the last time she had stood in front of him like this, completely
exposed. His cock was hard again, pulsing skyward.

“Put your arms above your head.” He watched
her breasts lifting as she did. They were sweetly pear-shaped with
dark brown nipples that ripened into fat buds when they were
sucked.

Rick got up from the bed, grabbing his tie
off the chair. His wife would have been a small woman next to any
man, but next to him she seemed almost doll-like. He could easily
grasp her wrists in one hand, and he did, wrapping the tie around
them. He made a knot, wrapping some more and then making
another.

“Does that hurt?” he asked. She shook her
head, her eyes wide. “Good. Can you lower your arms?” She tried,
finding that she could, leaving her wrists crossed in front of her
navel.

He sat on the edge of the bed, reaching back
for the peach.

“Kneel.” He tossed a pillow on the floor in
front of him. Laura struggled to her knees, finding it harder than
she thought it would be without the use of her hands. “Look at
me.”

“Bite.” He offered her the peach. His hand
brushed her hair out of her eyes, flipping it back over her
shoulders and out of the way as she sank her teeth into the fruit,
tearing off a piece and moaning at its sweetness. The juices ran
down her chin and although she tried catching them with her tongue,
it was impossible.

“Suck.” He pulled his shirt tails back to
expose his hard cock. She chewed the rest of the peach flesh,
swallowing before taking him between her lips. Her mouth was cool
and sticky from the fruit as she ran her tongue up and down his
shaft. Rick watched, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Bite.” He offered her the peach again, and
she took her mouth off him to take a large bite, juice flowing down
her chin this time, running in rivulets between her breasts. She
chewed happily, her eyes on him, flickering from his face to his
cock. Her hands, crossed over her belly, longed to slide further
down. She could feel the heat of her pussy, growing wet and swollen
between her legs.

Her face was full of juice now, and he
watched her swallow the peach flesh and lick her lips before
saying, “Suck,” again. She obeyed, leaning in to take his cock
between her sticky lips. He tasted like peaches now, and she moaned
around him as she tried to take it all, working her head up and
down his shaft.

“Yeah,” he murmured, the hand not holding
the peach going to her hair, pulling her in tight. She heard him
groan when she opened her throat to take nearly all of his shaft,
much more than she’d ever gotten into her mouth before. He pulled
her head back slowly, looking down at her open mouth and eyes
looking up at him as if she could devour him. That was just how she
felt.
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Nova in the school shop, but unless she passes her classes to get
into a prestigious college, her stepfather, Ted, won’t let her
drive it. Unfortunately, math is not Cat’s subject, but while her
stepfather hopes David, the older, British tutor he finds for her,
will help her find a way to navigate geometry, Cat finds herself
wishing he would teach her something much more interesting. Note:
This story originally appeared in the anthology Coming Together
V3

 


EXCERPT from A DIFFERENT ANGLE:

 


“Well, let me say this then… we will go
slow… and I will stop, whenever you want me to stop. I don’t want
to hurt you, it’s the very last thing I want to do.” He brushed a
tendril of hair away from her forehead.

“Ok,” she breathed, grateful and
simultaneously more afraid and more eager than she had been
before.

“And Catherine… if I do nothing else in the
time we spend together, I am going to convince you of one thing…”
His mouth against her ear made her nipples harden immediately.

“Yes?”

“Those shop apes are daft, because you are
beautiful.” His eyes trailed down her body. “Every glorious inch of
you…and I’m desperate to see all of you.” The urgency in his voice
made her tingle. She slid off the couch and stood, turning her back
to him. He settled back into the sofa, watching. She eased her
t-shirt up over her head, looking back over her shoulder at him
with a wicked little grin, and then tossed it at him. He held it to
his face for a moment, breathing in the smell of her, then dropped
it to the floor.

Pants were next and, with her back still to
him, she found the snap and zip and slide of them over her hips
more challenging with his eyes on her. She wiggled the jeans down
and toed them off, tugging at her panties to keep them up. She bent
over, one hand over her chest, and tossed her jeans behind her. He
grinned, catching them, and dropped them to floor.

She hesitated, half turned toward him, and
he eyed her panties, yellow—like her t-shirt—with little white
flowers. He nodded, and she noticed his hand moving down to cup the
bulge in his jeans. That made her flush, and she shook her head,
shy now.

He curled his finger at her, and she moved
closer, still sideways, until he could touch her. His hand moved
over her hip and thigh, tugging at the elastic of her panties.
“Come on, sweets,” he said hoarsely. “Take your knickers down and
show me your naughty bits.”

Her eyes widened slightly, but she smiled,
turning to face him, his hand easing over the angle of her hipbone
to rest on the soft inward curve at her navel. She hooked her
thumbs in her underwear, giving him a full view of her breasts and,
within moments, all of her, as she dropped her panties down onto
his chest.

He picked them up, his eyes never leaving
hers, and lifted them to his mouth and nose. She flushed, seeing
his hand moving over his growing erection, his face buried in the
crotch of her panties. He dropped them to the floor and sat up,
moving her back with his hands on her sides, arranging her. Her
hands went immediately to his head, lost in his dark, thick hair,
as he kissed her belly—soft, light kisses that made her stomach
flutter and her insides burn.

“Catherine, you are so beautiful.” He slid
his mouth up further to capture one of her small, dark nipples. She
gasped when he did, clutching at him, pressing, and tried to crawl
into his lap. He chuckled, sucking her other nipple into his mouth,
his fingers finding the wetness of the first, making her whimper
and claw at him. She found his mouth with hers, eager and hungry,
and he kissed her openly, running his hands up and down her body as
if to warm her.

“I want to see all of you,” he reminded her,
pressing her to stand again. “Open your legs,” He slid one hand
between her thighs. She did, trembling slightly, her eyes seeking
his, finding the approval she was looking for. His fingers eased
open her flesh, parting her soft down, exposing her pink heat. His
breath was coming faster as he explored her, pressing a finger up
inside. “Has anyone ever kissed you here?” His eyes moved over the
mound in front of him. She shook her head. A few boys had touched
her there, unzipped jeans and groping hands in the dark. One had
even rubbed her until she was gasping and shaking and begging for
relief, which had followed soon after like a tidal wave, an
immediately shocking release.

He smiled a little, and then leaned forward
to ease his tongue slowly through her slit, working just at the top
of her mound with the flat of his tongue, back and forth. Cat found
she couldn’t control her breath or the way her fingers dug into his
shoulders or the arch of her back. Finally, she put her leg up on
his shoulder, wanting to give him more access. She heard his groan,
felt the shift of him moving to take her weight. She was unsteady,
but didn’t care, and she grabbed his head and pressed him into her
further, moaning his name again and again.
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another one—and she just doesn’t know if she’s ready to deal. Dr.
Mary Rennalls looks at beautiful Claire with more than pity and
compassion, but will the two women find solace in each other’s
arms, or will Claire’s fear of losing yet another loved one keep
her from trusting again?

 


EXCERPT:

"Listen," Mary whispered, and I noticed that
her breath was coming faster, like mine. "I don't think we should
be doing this."

"I'm tired of should," I told her, sliding
my thigh up between hers. "I'm tired of supposed to, I'm tired of
have to, I'm just... I'm just so tired of closing my eyes so tight
all the time."

Her face was inches from mine and I could
feel how taut her muscles were, as if she were holding something
back. I wanted it. I wanted everything, all at once, and I wanted
it now. I wanted to take and to have—and to hold. Definitely to
hold.

"Claire, we—" I pressed my fingers to her
lips, and then I pressed my lips there, too.

"I want you to help me," I whispered as I
slipped my arms around her. "You said you wanted to help me. You
brought me home so you could help me. I'm asking you to help
me."

"How?" she asked, holding onto me.

"Just... just make me feel alive again," I
whispered, my hands seeking her warmest, softest places in the
dark. She gasped and sighed when I touched her, and I felt her
longing. I hadn’t felt so close to someone in so long. "Please.
Touch me. Make me feel."

I don't know if it was my words or my hand
rocking between her legs that convinced her, but I felt her give
into it, to me, moaning softly against my mouth and kissing me,
long and deep. Her tongue moved in a slow exploration as she rolled
over me, the heat of her body against mine a warm shock. She kissed
my throat, my collarbone, her mouth moving downward while her hands
pressed my shirt up.

I closed my eyes and let her, helping her
remove my shirt, tugging and pulling at hers until she took it off.
When our panties were tangled up on the floor, the feel of her skin
against mine reminded me immediately that I had a body, that my
body was as hungry for touch as my soul was for answers. I couldn't
find answers, no matter how long or how hard I looked, but I could
satisfy this craving.
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But she just can’t help herself. From those big hands on her body
to the sexy sheen of his dark, shaved head, Del is simply
irresistible. When the younger man suggests a private shaving
session, Sam finds herself under his spell once again in this
modern, sexy and delightfully reversed Samson and Delilah.

EXCERPT:



I slid up on the counter and watched him
take out his razor, the shaving cream and a towel. I loved to watch
him shave, to see him leaning over the sink to look into the
wall-to-wall mirror, long-legged and slender, razor poised in
mid-air. It was such a masculine thing, shaving, something that
made me feel more a part of him.

I watched him lather the top of his head and
thought of the picture in his bedroom of him and Tracy. I
remembered her arm around him in such a casual air of ownership.
That bothered me. The picture itself bothered me, and what bothered
me more was the absence of my own picture in that mirror. It was
crazy, I knew—impossible.

It wasn’t the first time that I’d been back
to his room, or the first time I’d seen those pictures, but I think
it was the first time I realized what they meant. They held the
sweet promise of a future, something he and I didn’t have. He said
he loved me, and I believed him, but it was a foregone conclusion
that the relationship would be over when I went back to Japan and
he went to college in the fall.

So, what did I expect? I knew, when we’d
started seeing each other, I was going to be the “other woman.” I
knew it all along. He didn’t lie to me. There was no future for us.
There was only right now. I realized that he was looking at me,
half-shaved, razor poised, giving my face a long and interested
search.

“Should I ask?” He raised one eyebrow in my
direction. I loved that.

“Ask what?”

“What you’re so lost in thought about.” He
raked the razor over his scalp, looking back in the mirror. “You’re
usually chatting a mile a minute when you watch me shave.”

I just shrugged, planting an elbow on my
knee and resting my chin on my cupped hand, my eyes following the
razor’s path, my mind wandering. I hadn’t planned on getting
involved. I was home to take care of some things with my parents’
estate, just a few months, and hadn’t planned on meeting Del—or
falling in love. It just wasn’t the right time or place. Still,
things had happened as naturally as breathing, his seeping into my
life, filling the cracks, dulling the cutting edge of my
loneliness. I hadn’t planned on any of it, but how could you plan
to fill a void that you didn’t even know existed?

“Are you going to see her tomorrow?” I
slanted him the question.

He hesitated and I wondered if he was going
to play dumb. He didn’t but, as usual, he didn’t give me a straight
answer either. “You have a beautiful cunt, you know that?” His eyes
fell to the triangle between my legs.

“Thank you.” I smiled, knowing he was trying
to distract me, and I let him. I put my feet up on the counter,
opening my thighs, giving him a better view. “So, are you going to
see her?”

“Samantha.” He said my name with a sigh. I
didn’t reply but just watched him instead.

“I might.” He used the razor over the few
spots he’d missed. I waited. “Probably.” I just gave him more
silence as he wiped his face clean with a towel. “Yeah, I
guess.”

“I figured.”

He put some shaving cream on the tip of his
finger and touched my nose with it.

I rolled my eyes. “Jerk!” I wiped it off
with my hand, dabbing it onto the tuft of my pubic hair with a
grin.

His eyes lit up and he reached over and
opened the top drawer under where I was sitting, pulling out a pair
of manicure scissors.

“I was kidding!” I grabbed his towel and
wiped off the shaving cream.

“I’m not.” He snapped the scissors open and
closed, his dark eyes flashing, his grin devious.

“I thought you liked it!” I cried. He had
often said how much he liked that I was a natural redhead, the hair
between my legs just a shade darker than the strawberry-blonde hair
on my head. Our physical differences, the natural contrast, the
strawberry cream and black coffee of our skin together, only served
to drive our passion to further heights.

“Mmm, I do.” He knelt on the floor so he was
eye-level between my legs, leaning in and kissing all around my
pubic hair. “But I’d love to lick your pussy when it was
shaved.”

I touched the curly, wiry mass of hair. I
had never trimmed or shaved there. “I wonder what it would feel
like…?”

“Want to find out?” He showed me the
scissors again. Seeing him eyeing my bits with a sharp implement in
his hands was quite of a shock.

“I don’t know.” I bit my lip. “Do we have
time?”

“Plenty.” His lips brushed my thigh as he
breathed in my scent. The sight of his dark, smooth, newly shaved
head between my legs elicited an immediate response and I felt
myself opening to him. “Don’t you trust me?”

I sighed. “Should I?”

“Yes.” His fingers probed my slit, spreading
it open. He kissed my clit, his lips soft against my flesh.

“Okay,” I breathed, leaning back against the
mirror as his tongue moved through my wetness.

Sound Good?
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do anything— thanks to the suffocating love of her mother, Demeter.
Sephie is being carefully groomed to follow in the footsteps of the
two “virgin” goddesses, Athena and Artemis, and while they sure do
have a lot of fun together, she longs for something deeper—and
darker. When Aidon, the God of the Underworld—generally known as
Hades—appears in his chariot to claim Persephone for his bride, the
young goddess gets more than she wished for.

Held captive in the Underworld, she suddenly longs
to return to the safety and security of her mother’s protection,
but the dark and commanding Aidon binds her to him, claiming her
bit by glorious bit as his own. Her coming of age is one of sexual
awakening as she learns the bondage her new master imposes fulfills
her darkest desires. Persephone finds herself submitting to and
obeying Aidon’s command and discovers being taken and consumed in
the heat of passion by a man—a god—is what she was truly made for.
Persephone can’t deny her own nature, or her growing feelings for
Aidon, as she submits to his domination and surrenders as his wife
and prepares to rule as his Queen.

As she finally admits her own feelings, Persephone
faces the looming specter of her history, which threatens to
shatter the newly formed bonds between the couple. She must now
face not only her past, but her present, and her future—no longer
only the Goddess of Spring, but also as the wife of Aidon and Queen
of the Underworld—and the choices she will be forced to make will
change the world forever.

EXCERPT:

Consciousness returned slowly to Persephone.
The bed beneath her was firm but not uncomfortable. Shaking her
head to clear the fuzz, she moved to sit and found her wrists
shackled above her head. She felt a strain under her arms, in her
ribs.

How long have I been like this? She opened
her mouth to speak, but her lips felt so dry she could barely part
them.

She managed a low moan as a strange, yet
familiar face bent over her. It was a dark figure, his cheeks gaunt
and pale, his mouth red and smiling. She had dreamed about him. His
eyes reflected like large, violet pools, and she found herself
transfixed in them. Her breath slowed, her heart’s murmur tamed to
an easy, steady beat. He lifted a bottle full of tiny luminous
crystals, like glowing sand, and began to open it.

“No, Hypnos.” Aidon’s voice came out of the
darkness. “No more. Leave us.”

The figure frowned but stepped back into the
shadows and was gone. Persephone strained to see Aidon, noticing
her wrists bound but her ankles free. She recalled everything—her
abduction, her trip into the Underworld, her desperate run toward
the Pool of Lethe to purge herself of her memory. Yet she still
remembered…

“Please.” Her voice was a thick croak.
“Release me.”

He came out of the darkness to stand beside
the huge bed. “How is your head?” His fingers rubbed through her
hair and she winced when he caressed a knot there that throbbed
dully with her pulse under his touch.

“What happened?”

He frowned. “You fell before you reached the
Pool of Lethe. Your memory is intact, although you’ve got quite a
bump there. I had Hypnos give you his pain-sleep until you were
healed.”

“How long have I been here?”

His fingers trailed down her cheek. “A
day…no more.”

“Please, I’m begging you. Take me home to my
mother.” She implored him with her eyes, but he didn’t see her
pleading orbs as his gaze swept over her body, uncovered against
the black velvet bedclothes.

“Do you know what you look like, lying
here?” His finger traced the velvet around her body, not touching
her skin. She shook her head, feeling her hair brush her cheeks
with the motion.

“The brightest jewel in my kingdom.” His
smile was determined, almost cruel. She shivered as he continued,
“Did you know I own all of the riches below the earth? All the
gold, the silver, the diamonds...they all belong to the ruler of
the Underworld.”

She shook her head again, not trusting her
voice. He knelt beside her and she saw he was naked. Swallowing
hard, she looked up to his face. “You shine brighter than any
diamond. I had to have you, Sephie.”

Persephone closed her eyes, shaking her head
and feeling tears slip down her temples. Shocked by the weight of
him next to her on the bed, she stiffened. His palm stroked the
skin of her belly, neutral ground between two sensitive poles. The
warmth of his hand was like a brand, setting her skin afire.

Persephone sought to distract him and
perhaps delay the inevitable. “Water. Please, Aidon.” He reached
out and retrieved a chalice, lifting it to her lips. She drank
greedily, the liquid spilling down her chin.

“Easy, now…” His eyes lingered over the
droplets on her throat.

She tilted her head, indicating she’d had
enough. “Thank you.”

“Now, try this.” He reached for a second
chalice, this one containing an amber liquid, and held it to her
lips. She took a hesitant sip, then closed her mouth and turned
away. The liquid burned her throat. She made a face, coughing.

“It’s an acquired taste.” He chuckled.

Her thirst abated, she felt warm, though her
head felt a little fuzzy again. “Can you untie me?”

“I don’t think so.” He shook his head, his
admiring gaze running up the slope of her arms raised above her
head. “Only a falconer knows when it’s time to untether the
falcon.”

She looked at him, tears brimming. “Where
can I go? I’m in Hell.”

Aidon frowned and then sighed. He reached
above her head and untied her arms. She groaned, rubbing her flesh
to let a little feeling back. They tingled and throbbed as they
came back to life.

“Thank you.”

Aidon lifted her hand, kissing the marks on
her wrists from the binding. Persephone watched him, his tongue
flicking the inside of her wrist, making her shiver. Her skin was
as soft and delicate as papyrus and she bruised very easily. Their
eyes locked and his glowed a deep, warm amber in the darkness,
something she hadn’t noticed before.

“It hurts…” She rubbed at her wrist. His
hands swallowed her forearm as he massaged her. He bent to kiss the
inside of her arm up to her elbow. Persephone’s breath came faster
as she observed him. He pressed himself against her, tracing her
mouth with his finger, his eyes following the line of her lips.

He kissed her lightly, licking the corner of
her mouth. “You taste like liquid sunshine.”

She giggled and blushed. He kissed her
again, his tongue pressing between her lips, tasting her more
deeply. Persephone pushed against his chest with her hands,
fighting his passion, but it was a useless gesture. He slid his leg
over hers, the weight of him crushing her.

“No!” She turned her head and gasped for
breath, twisting beneath him. Her refusal made him rougher and he
took her wrists in his hand, lifting them above her head as he
sucked at the tender flesh of her throat. She felt the hard heat of
his manhood against the soft flesh of her thigh and she shuddered,
struggling for her freedom.

She willed herself to hold still while he
tongued his way to her breasts. His mouth covered her delicate pink
nipple, sucking hard. She arched her back, moaning, and she felt
him smile. He let her wrists go so he could fill his hands with her
breasts, kneading them, pressing them together.

Persephone held her breath, her eyes
scanning the perimeter of the darkened room, looking for the hint
of a door. She glimpsed a large bowl brimming with fruit on a table
next to the bed.

His tongue traced circles down her belly and
she opened her legs for him. He looked up at her in wonder, and she
smiled. Grabbing her hips, he breathed in the scent of her before
leaning in to taste the sweet nectar flowing between her legs.
Persephone whimpered, ignoring the thought that she didn’t want
this. With his tongue moving there, she forgot everything. When his
finger found the entrance to her heaven, she remembered, and found
her strength.

Persephone’s legs had all her leverage and
she used them, planting her heels against his shoulders and pushing
hard. She didn’t succeed in moving him, but her body launched
upwards on the bed. Rolling to the side, she bolted in the
direction where Hypnos had disappeared. She heard him behind her as
the handle slid in her hand. Locked! She turned, breathless,
frantically searching for another exit. Then Aidon was upon her,
his eyes blazing the color of fire.

He caught her arm, twisting it behind her
and pressing her hard against the door. “Don’t move!”
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The irresistibly beautiful
Eurydice is bound by her domain—in her case, she is a Naiad, nymph
of a gentle, rolling stream. It’s a simple, solitary existence, and
although her mortal friend, Melina, is the best friend a girl could
have, Eurydice longs to find a man who is willing to settle down
with her. Opportunity knocks when Apollo, God of the Sun, holds a
festival nearby to celebrate the choosing of a bride for his son,
Aristaeus. Eurydice’s good friend, the centaur and oracle, Chiron,
insists she come with him to the festival in search of her heart’s
longing.

 


Eurydice is drawn instantly to
Orpheus, the God of Music, a dark-haired minstrel with a golden
voice and hands like magic and he, like most men, finds her
irresistible. Her friend, Melina, a bee-tamer, finds a kindred
spirit in Aristaeus, demi-god of husbandry and beekeeping, and it
seems as if both women have finally found the men of their dreams.
Then Chiron, the oracle, regretfully speaks up to inform Eurydice a
marriage with Orpheus will end somehow in tragedy.

 


To make matters worse, Hymen, the
God of Marriage, led by his prejudice against the coupling of
“half-breeds” with “pure gods,” makes a decision which leads to
cataclysmic results for Eurydice’s friend, Melina. Now each woman
faces a serious hindrance to ultimate happiness, and must choose
whether or not to follow her heart toward portentious, possibly
ominous ends. With the Fates against them, will love be worth
making the ultimate sacrifice?

 


EXCERPT:



“Let them go.” Eurydice felt a huge weight
lifting off her chest as she watched them together. Yesterday she
had felt as if she were in the middle of some puzzle, which
wouldn’t fit together, but today all the pieces were falling
effortlessly into place. Orpheus smiled down at her, his face
quiet, but his eyes watchful and deep. She turned her face up to
him and asked, “Would you like to see my stream?”

He took her hand and squeezed. “I would love
to.”

When they passed Melina’s cottage, Eurydice
heard them laughing inside and her chest loosened even more. She
thought she heard Orpheus breathe a sigh of relief as well, and
smiled up at him. His hand still clasped hers; swinging casually as
they walked and he whistled a tune. Even that was beautifully
melodic, a gift to the ears.

“What song is that?”

He shrugged. “Something I made up. I make up
hundreds a day in my head.”

“Hundreds?”

“A gift and a curse, I suppose.” He sighed.
“I have enough music in my head for a hundred men.”

She nodded in understanding. “I suppose we
all have them.”

“Gifts?”

“And curses.” She sighed.

“What’s yours?” He smiled down at her as
they veered off the path, Eurydice leading the way.

“This is.” She nodded at the stream in front
of them, her little cottage on the other side.

“It’s beautiful,” he breathed, looking
between it and her.

She sighed. “Yes, it is.”

“But you can never leave it?” Orpheus
unstrapped his lyre and set it aside, sitting on the bank and
patting the place beside him.

“You know about Naiads?”

“Cyrene, my half-brother’s mother,” he
reminded her. “She is a Nereid.”

“Oh, yes.” That made Eurydice remember
overhearing Calliope and Hymen the day before, and she debated
whether to tell him what she’d heard. “But she has an entire sea to
span.”

He nodded sympathetically. “Still…it could
be worse—you could be a Dryad.”

“A tree nymph?” She shuddered.

“This doesn’t seem like such a bad life.” He
leaned back, tucking his hands behind his head and looking up
through the trees.

“No…” She sighed happily, assuming the same
posture. “I guess it isn’t, really.”

“There are worse places to be tied to.”

Eurydice swallowed. “It’s the being tied
down, I think, that’s the sticking point.”

“For whom?” Orpheus rolled to his side to
look down at her. The feel of his body next to hers made her forget
the question, and it took her a moment to remember it as she tried
to memorize the lines of face with her eyes.

“I guess for me…and…well…whoever I’m
with?”

He chuckled, running a hand through his dark
hair. “Wandering men?”

“Don’t they all have wanderlust?” She
teased, nudging him with her knee.

You’re asking the wrong man.” He shook his
head, looking off into the distance. “It’s all I’ve ever done.”

Wander?” Her heart jerked in her chest.

It’s in the life of minstrel.” He smiled
down at her. “Have lyre, must travel.”

She tried to imagine his life. Would she fit
in there? A new town every week, staying in strange places…she knew
she could never survive it, even if her body would allow her to go
so far. “Do you get tired of it?”

Traveling?” Even his eyes looked heavy at
the question. “Yes. Very weary.”

His answer relieved her, and she studied his
face, the strong line of his jaw, as he watched her stream flowing
over the rocks. “This is almost as beautiful as you are.” His words
made her smile. “This would be the perfect place to settle
down.”

But what would you do?” She didn’t know if
she wanted to play this game. It made her stomach flip and her
heart race. “A minstrel needs an audience.”

“Not if he’s not singing anymore.”

“Orpheus!” She gasped. “You wouldn’t give up
singing!”

“Wouldn’t I?” His eyes narrowed, and his
fingers traced the line of her cheek. ""Well, not singing perhaps.
But performing…yes.”

“Why?” she implored, frowning.

His thumb moved over her lips, rubbing
there. “For the right reasons, it would be easy.”

“But what would you do?” She knew he wanted
to kiss her—she wanted it too—but she was scared Melina and
Aristaeus might come along and find them at any moment.

“Make lyres.” He grinned.

“Like that one?” She nodded toward the lyre
beside him and he reached behind him to retrieve it.

“Hermes made this for me.” He half-sat,
fingering the strings. “Out of a turtle shell. It’s the best lyre
I’ve ever had.” The music he played on it seemed effortless, and
the sound was like heaven. He glanced at her. “We’re very near the
sea here, aren’t we?”

“Yes.” She nodded, longing to hear him sing.
“This stream runs to it.”

He smiled dreamily, still strumming. “I
could become a turtle fisherman and a lyre maker.”

“The God of Music—a turtle fisherman?” She
laughed at the thought.

“Why not?” A frown creased his brow as he
looked down at her.

“I don’t know why not.” Her eyes softened at
the thought.

“I can’t think of one good reason.” His
fingers plucked the strings, the music flowing from them. “But I
can think of one to stay.”

She didn’t think she could get the words
out. “You can?” His answer was a kiss, soft but not hesitant. He
kissed her as if he knew she wanted kissed, confident and sure, his
lips playing over hers as his fingers still strummed his lyre. It
was over far too soon, and he played in earnest now, the music
rising in the clearing.

 


The red beauty of the rose deepens

When thorn enters flesh,

Freshness fades and fades then

Into Death’s stilling breast…

 


Each bloom in my grasp would fall

If I were to never let go

So I carry the sweetness on and on

And do not look back…road upon road to
follow…

 


The last note echoed, a perfectly
bittersweet end.

She couldn’t help it—her hand cupped his
cheek, her fingers trailing there. “That’s so sad.”

His smile was sad, too. “Story of my
life.”

“Sadness?”

He nodded. “Bittersweet, remember?”

“But you must be like the sailors,” she
teased. “A woman in every port.”

“Yes.” His admission made her feel as if she
couldn’t breathe all of a sudden. The thought of him with another
woman… “But never just one.”

“Do you want just one?”

“I do.” He put his lyre aside and slid his
big body next to hers. “This one.”

“How do you know that?” It was hard to trust
her feeling, her instinct, and believe he wanted her. Not because
she was an irresistible nymph, not just because she was beautiful,
desirable…but because she was meant to be his. It felt crazy,
completely irrational, but that’s what she wanted to believe.

He touched his forehead to hers and his
breath was sweet—like honey. “I just know.”

This kiss was long and lingering, and she
gave herself to it completely. She didn’t want to pretend anymore.
All of her longing and feeling went into the kiss as she wrapped
her arms around his neck, pressing her body full into his. Her
passion ignited his and he groaned against her mouth, his tongue
slipping between her lips, exploring the soft corners of that
orifice. Her body hummed with wanting him and she gasped when he
rolled full onto her, pressing her down into the ground with his
weight. I dreamed this. She remembered something so like this—even
the sound of the stream and the call of the colorful birds, the
strange “bryyitt” call of the birds they had named bee-eaters from
tree to tree, were all the same.

His mouth moved down her neck, his teeth
raking there, and she moaned, feeling his knee pressing between
hers, the material there riding up between her legs. The heat was
incredible, and she rocked with his thigh between hers, nails
digging into the skin of his upper arms. He didn’t seem to mind or
notice as he kissed his way down to her breasts, pulling the
material down to expose them to his mouth, his hands.

She wanted to give herself to him completely
right there at the edge of her stream. She wanted to give herself
and be taken at once, rolling around until they were wet and filthy
and arching with their lust in the wet recesses of her stream. She
knew if it went much further, that’s just what was going to happen,
and there would be no stopping. His lips covered her nipples, one
after the other, back and forth, driving her to distraction. She
couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t do anything but want
him.
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of innocence and youth, want more than their rural Midwest home can
offer. During this tumultuous Vietnam era, Rosie is excited to
accept a scholarship to college.

But Billy reveals his defiance of his pacifist,
preacher father by declaring that at the end of summer he will
enlist to fight in the war.

With the realization looming that all they may ever
have is this one last summer together, Billy Ray and Rosie explore
their youthful love and passion. Rosie swears to wait for his
return from Vietnam.

But only Fate knows how long Rosie’s promise will
keep her waiting in bittersweet vigil—and what the consequences of
their actions might mean for their future.

EXCERPT:

“Oh, speaking of picking…” Mama poured
lemonade over a glass of ice she set in front of the preacher.
“Rosie, will you run out back and pick me… Let me think…” She
frowned, looking up at the ceiling as if the answer were written
above her head. “I’d say…fifteen…fifteen ears of corn should do
it.”

I couldn’t believe my luck. We were gonna
have the opportunity to be alone twice in one Sunday?

“Sure, Mama.” I didn’t bother with my shoes
and I tried to make it sound real casual when I stopped with my
hand on the screen door, looked back and asked, “You wanna help me,
Billy Ray?”

He slipped behind me, pushing the door open
as an answer.

“Your daddy don’t care, does he?” I glanced
back at the preacher man on the front stoop drinking Mama’s
lemonade and talking with my daddy as Billy Ray and I made our way
through the field.

“Oh, he cares.” Billy Ray picked a piece of
long sweet grass and stuck it between his teeth to suck on. “He
just trusts me, is all.”

I lifted my blue eyes to his dark ones and
we both smiled. “We got a new lamb. Wanna see him?”

“Sure.” He followed my change in trajectory
as we cut toward the barn.

It smelled like hay and manure inside and
the earthy odor of animals. I stopped to give my horse a nuzzle,
rubbing my cheek against his silky black nose. Jupiter nibbled at
my long, brown hair looking for goodies, and I giggled, pushing him
away.

“Not today, Jupiter.” I noticed Billy’s eyes
on me as he leaned back against one of the stalls, his arms
crossed, just watching.

“He just wants a little sugar,” Billy Ray
noted with a slow smile. “Don’t see as I blame him.”

My cheeks blushed even pinker as I moved
past him, hearing his boots fall on the concrete behind me as I
made my way to the sheep pen. The new lamb was sleeping curled by
his mother’s side but he looked up and bleated as we approached.
His mother nuzzled him and bleated back as if to say, “All’s well”
and the lamb closed his eyes again.

“Ain’t he sweet?” I squatted down to peer
through the wooden slats.

“Yep.” Billy Ray leaned over the rail,
chewing on his blade of grass. “Not as sweet as you, a’course.”

I snorted, putting my hands on my knees and
rocking back, rolling my eyes. “You think I’m stupid, Billy Ray
Harris?”

He smiled down at me. “Why would I think
that?”

“I know what you’re doin’.” I stood,
brushing my hands over my dress as if squatting next to the pen had
made it dirty, and put my feet up on the first rail to peer over at
the lamb, making me just as tall as the preacher’s son.

“Yeah?” Billy Ray did the same, bringing his
height to a full head taller again. His shoulder brushed mine as he
reached up to tip his hat back. “What am I doin’?”

“You’re no better than Jupiter.” I nudged
him with my knee. The lamb was blinking, swinging its head back and
forth between us. “You’re just looking for some sugar.”

“Aw, come on, Rosie.” He tilted his head
when he smiled at me. “Can you blame me? Pretty girl like you…you’d
just melt in my mouth like sugar…”

“Billy Ray!” I pushed him with my shoulder,
meeting solid resistance. He didn’t budge an inch. “What you’re
talkin’ ’bout is a sin. What would your daddy say?”

He snorted. “What Daddy don’t know, don’t
hurt him. Besides, I told you, he trusts me.”

I hopped off the rail, brushing my hands
together. “Well, now, that was his mistake, wasn’t it?”

Billy Ray stepped off the wooden slat and
stood in front of me. “Don’t you trust me, girl?”

I met his eyes, trying to decide if the
question was genuine. “Should I?”

“Wouldn’t hurt ya.” He brushed a stray hair
off my cheek. It tickled. His fingers lingered over my jaw, his
thumb rubbing there.

I glanced nervously past him, clearing my
throat. “I don’t know ’bout that.”

Billy Ray frowned, stepping back. “You act
like I’m Lucifer come to tempt you with a nice shiny apple.”

“I didn’t mean—” I stopped as he turned and
started toward the barn doors. “Hey, Billy Ray, wait up…”
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Celia is in Paris trying to acclimate while
she explores “green building” for her American company. She meets
Ronan, a true Frenchman, and gets an up close and personal lesson
in the French language...and love.

 


Four Blue Ribbons from
Romance Junkies!: "I admit it, I remember
very little from the foreign language classes I took in high
school. Maybe with lessons like this I would have had incentive to
retain a little more of the information!"

 


EXCERPT from French Lessons:

“Ma belle,” he murmured against my ear as he
swept me against him when I stepped off the train. The heat and
strength of his body were always so thrilling to me. “Es-tu
fatigué?”

“Yes, I’m exhausted,” I agreed after my
brain slowly translated his French. “Why, do I look tired?” I’d
made an effort to squeeze into the bathroom before they announced
Paris, straightening, tucking in, re-touching make-up and combing
my hair, but a three-hour train ride, even on the Eurostar, was
enough to make anyone tired, and I’d already been up for too long
the night before with Don and Jo in London.

“You are beautiful, delicious, good enough
for eating.” As always, when he spoke English (which, with me, was
most of the time, since my French was still unbelievably slow) with
his sweet accent and curious translations, it sounded so earnest
and genuine that I always believed him.

“Eating?” I smiled, touching his lips with
my finger as if to shush him. “Mmmm, I could use something to
eat.”

“Es-tu faim?” He looked concerned. “Did you
not eat your biscuits on the train?” He always called the
never-ending supply of Fig Newtons in my purse “biscuits,” no
matter how many times I tried to get him to say “cookies.”

“They’re all gone, before I even left
Waterloo,” I admitted, pressing fully against him, as someone with
a luggage cart moved in behind me. His eyes brightened and his
hands went to my waist to pull me in closer. “Besides,” I purred,
“I was thinking of something a little more…filling.” I slipped my
hand between us to press the seam of his jeans, and he smiled, his
dark eyes growing even darker.

“Ahhh, mon Dieu, I missed you, ma chérie!”
His mouth found mine, the entire station disappearing into his
kiss.

I left my hand where it was—it had taken my
American sensibilities some time to differentiate between prudish
London and wanton Paris!—feeling him respond, growing harder
against the denim, my hand creating a slow, tantalizing friction.
He buried his face in my neck, pulling my long dark hair back with
one fist so he could find that tender, sensitive spot just below
and behind my ear with his tongue and growled, “Tu es vachement
bandante!”

“I’m what?” I was dizzy from the feel of his mouth and the hard,
throbbing pulse beneath my hand. He chuckled, nuzzling me near my
collarbone.

An older man passed us and I saw his smile,
his appreciative glance, and that unmistakably French
lasciviousness. He saw two young lovers and was delighted. So
different from America, where I imagined anyone at a train station
witnessing our fervent petting would bump by and growl, “Get a
room!” I kissed the corner of Ronan’s mouth and then moved away to
grab my overnight bag I’d dropped when he gathered me off the
platform.

“So… what did you say? I’m what?” I asked
again.

He shook his head, still smiling. “You need
to learn French, chérie.” He reached for my hand.

”I know, I know,” I agreed, transitioning
from my flushed and eager lust as we began walking. “I’ve been
listening to the tapes. I promise, I’ll learn. Mr. Zalar would be
appalled…my two years of high school French apparently did me no
good whatsoever!”

“Maybe I’ll stop talking English and you’ll
be forced to learn, no?” He smiled slyly. I startled, panicked a
bit, before I saw the smile and realized he was kidding.

“No, that’s not fair,” I argued, feeling
guilty. I had learned quite a bit from him already in our three
months together, and noticed I learned much easier in context with
him at the grocery or the restaurant than I did from the tapes.
“But there’s so much to learn! People and places are easy, even all
the verbs. It’s the vocabulary that kills me. I feel like a little
baby learning it over again, pointing to everything and asking,
‘what’s this?’ and ‘what’s this’?” I pointed first to my bag, then
to the light over our heads.

“Ahhh, mon bébé…” He squeezed my hand. “I
will teach you. You will be mon étudiante?”

“I’ve been your student from the day I met
you,” I reminded him, and I wondered if he was remembering that day
in London.

He was just helping out his friend Don,
coming to a class I was observing and lecturing as an expert about
ecologically and environmentally sound building practices. I’d come
to Europe to learn more about green, earth-friendly building to
take the ideas back to the American company that paid my salary—but
my real treasure was finding Ronan. He’d walked up to the podium
like some god on a Greek isle. In fact, I was sure he was Greek,
until he began to speak and I heard the thick French accent. Every
woman in the auditorium—and some of the men!—were transfixed by
him.

I found out later, after a late dinner with
Ronan and Don—who had started out as a colleague but who had, along
with his wife, Jo, become a good friend—when Ronan escorted me back
to my London flat, that he was in fact part Greek, on his father’s
side. It explained his beautiful, matter-of-fact body, the earthy,
sun-soaked olive skin, the thick furls of wild black hair that
wouldn’t be tamed, much to his chagrin.

I’d come to London on business and now found
myself in Paris more often than not, experiencing more pleasure
than I knew was possible. And now, of course, I never wanted to
leave. I’d been here eight months, and was due to go back in four.
I didn’t like to think about it, and we didn’t talk about it.

“Le sac…” He pointed to my overnight bag.
“La lumière…” Now pointing to the light. “Répètez.”

I repeated obediently, my American accent,
as always, slaughtering the beauty of the language. He nodded.
“Très bien!”

“That’s the other thing that drives me
crazy…everything being masculine or feminine. How can you put some
arbitrary gender on every object in the universe? It’s
maddening!”

We had moved outside, heading toward the
metro to take us to Ronan’s apartment.

“Ah, but Celia, look around you, everything
is masculine or feminine!”

I snorted, shaking my head. “But how are you
supposed to know which is which? It’s not like a puppy. I can’t
turn it over and look!”

He laughed out loud at that and stopped,
pulling me off toward the edge of the sidewalk. “You can turn me
over and look,” he said lowly and I grinned. “And you just need to
think…no…feel. How would you address l’arbre…tree…as monsieur or
mademoiselle?” He pointed to the oak across the street.

“Umm… feminine?” I took a stab at it.

“Non, non, l’arbre…the tree…he is tall et
fort…strong…and straight, like me. He is masculine, chérie.”

“But Ronan, trees are part of the earth, and
the earth is feminine. Everyone knows that.”

“The earth, yes…the ground, la terre…but not
everything that grows from her. Those things are mostly masculine.
The tree, he is masculine. The bush, le buis, he is masculine. They
marry together, they are paired, like you and me, no?” He smiled,
grabbing my hips and pressing our pelvises together.
“Comprends?”

“Mmmm!” I ground my pelvis a little against
his. “I understand this, yes!”

“But the flower, la fleur, she is
feminine…shapely, soft center, blooming open. Like a woman. Like
you.” His kiss left me breathless and I clung to his words. “That
is how you know whether something is masculine or feminine.
Everything has l’âme—how do you say?—a soul, a life, and yes, a
gender. We are all paired, masculine and feminine, and that balance
must be maintained. This is what I teach, this is what I know about
the earth. The sun…le soleil, he is masculine, but the moon, la
lune, she is feminine, no?” I listened to him, fascinated, nodding,
something very profound clicking into place for me for the first
time.

“Teach me,” I urged, inspired and roused by
his stirring explanation. He nodded, leaning in to kiss me,
breathing me in. My hands roamed, sliding up under his shirt,
feeling the hard planes of his back.

“Tu es vachement bandante!” he murmured
again near my ear, pressing his full body against mine, squeezing
me so tight I nearly left the ground. “Sexy, Celia…you are very
sexy.”

I smiled, pleased, my hand slipping under to
stroke the ridges of his abdomen under his shirt. I felt him shiver
when I found his navel and teased the line of hair that extended
downward under the waistband of his jeans.

“Will you teach me?” I asked, and he nodded.
“Take me home.” And he did.

* * * *

“Le bras,” he whispered in my ear. I tilted
my head to look at him in the dimness, loving the sound of his
accent, but puzzled by the word. He was smiling at me. I could feel
it.

“Le bras,” he repeated, more slowly.
“Comprends?”

“Ummm...” I stalled, searching my
ever-limited French vocabulary. All I could think of was my own
“bra,” in a pile with my jeans and panties next to the bed.

“Think, Celia. I will teach you. This is a
lesson…le bras,” he repeated for me, slowly, his voice encouraging.
“C’est une partie du corps...a part of the body.”

“Ohh, let me see.” I sat up to look down at
him. I could see the outline of his face in the moonlight, his eyes
gleaming. He repeated it again softly, slowly. I bit my lip, trying
to remember if I ever knew this word. “It is...this?” I tickled his
stomach and he laughed, rolling slightly away from me.

“Non, non, c’est le ventre, ma petite!” he
chastised, and I giggled with him.

“Well, if I find it, can I kiss it?” I asked
coyly.

“Oui,” he breathed, his eyes brighter.

“Is it a fun part?” I asked, looking for
hints.

“You like them wrapped around you.” He
chuckled and I laughed out loud.

“Arms!” I straddled him triumphantly and ran
my hands up and down his biceps. “Les bras.” I lifted one of his
arms and kissed his forearm, feeling the hair there, so soft on my
lips. My accent was horrible, but he just smiled. “Okay, I can do
this…this is fun! Give me another.”

“Mmm...la main.” He squeezed my hand. I
lifted it and kissed his palm.

“Hand,” I whispered. He nodded his approval,
watching my lips move across his skin. Cradling his hand against my
cheek, I quoted, “‘Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
which mannerly devotion shows in this: For saints have hands that
pilgrims’ hands do touch, and palm to palm is holy palmers’
kiss.’”

“Ummm...” I could see him searching now,
knowing it came from Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet, and he smiled
and said, “Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?”

“Very good! I played Juliet in college and I
could probably still quote the entire balcony scene. Let me think…
Oh, yeah, ‘Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.’”

I waited, watching him. He shook his head.
“Je ne sais pas.”

“Oh then, dear saint, let lips do what hands
do,” I prompted, pressing my palm flat against his, my fingers
smaller than his. He smiled as I leaned down to kiss him, but he
turned his head aside.

“La bouche,” he said softly.

“Mouth.” I touched his lips with my
fingertips.

“Oui,” he whispered, as my mouth touched
his, a small sound of wonder escaping my throat, our bodies pressed
together.

Then, for a while, there were no more words.
We didn’t really need them. This was a language all of our own, our
bodies talking to each other, understanding, comprehending, flesh
speaking to flesh without a need for translation.

He was gentle now, after our earlier furious
pace, taking his time to kiss the hollow of my throat, my
fluttering eyelids, feathering kisses on the very tips of my hard,
pink nipples. His breath was hot on my belly, his tongue dipping
into my navel, making me squirm with anticipation. His fingers
kneaded my lower belly…lower into my dark pubic hair, pulling
gently, tugging at my lips. His mouth followed, his tongue drawing
lazy circles down, down, and then skipping over and teasing my
inner thighs. I groaned, my hands finding his head, twining my
fingers in that unruly dark hair and guiding him between my legs.
He resisted, shaking his head.

“Another lesson, chérie,” he said, his mouth
positioned in just the right spot—I felt the movement of his lips
as he talked.

“Please, Ronan,” I begged. I felt my wetness
flowing downward, toward the mattress. “Please.”

“Please…oui…we start there…s’il vous plait.
Say it, Celia,” he urged. I hesitated, unsure. “I love hearing you
say it…please.”

“S’il vous plait,” I whispered and he
groaned, kissing my clit. I arched my back. “Oui, s’il vous plait,
Ronan.”

“Clito,” he informed me, finding the button
with his tongue and flicking it.

“Yes, clit,” I moaned, cupping my breasts in
my hands.

“And this…” He used his hand to cover my
mound. “This is la chatte.”

“Ooooh, my pussy.” I thrilled to the sound
of the French word, familiar—the common word for cat!—now naughty,
reaching my fingers down to spread it open for him.

“Ohhh, oui,” he gasped. “Une belle chatte!”
He gently rubbed against it with his cheek. I wiggled.

“Mmmm a pretty pussy…une belle chatte.” I
closed my eyes and opened up to the sensation.

“Mon Dieu, I like hearing you say it. Say
it, chérie…ma chatte.”

“Ma chatte…my pussy…yes.” I spread it
wider.

“Do you want me to eat your pussy?” he
asked, his voice low.

I’d never heard him talk that way, and the
sound of it in his mouth was provocative.

“Yes!”

“Then say it…in French…mangez ma chatte,” he
prompted. I swallowed, feeling his breath right there, his mouth
moving against my wet and swollen lips.

“Mangez…mangez ma chatte,” I whispered. He
groaned again, rewarding me with his tongue probing deep, drinking
me in.

“Do you like my tongue in your pussy?” God,
the sound of the word in his mouth was electrifying, his accent
making the familiar so exotic.

“Yes!” I cried. “Oui, oui, mangez my
chatte!”

He made a deep, growling sound in his
throat, spreading my glistening lips with his tongue and probing.
Clearly my speaking the words in his language affected him the way
his words in English affected me. His tongue eased through the
folds of flesh, teasing their way around my clit until I was heady
with longing. “Oh God, Ronan, lick it…please lick it!”

“Do you want my tongue?” he whispered. “Ma
langue…right here…ici. ” He pressed it flat against my clit and I
gasped.

“Oui, oui…ta langue…your tongue…lick
it.”

“Then tell me, chérie. Lèches mon clito. Say
it!”

“Ohhh, Ronan,” I begged. “Oui, lèches mon
clito!”

“Mmmmm, oui, bonne fille. I love licking
your sweet little clit.” His tongue slipped between my lips to find
it, working the fleshy folds back until it was revealed to him. His
arms slipped under my thighs, lifting me more fully to his mouth. I
slid my hands up over my breasts, cupping, squeezing, then rubbing
my nipples with my palms, feeling the sensation intensify under his
tongue when I did.

“Yes, yes!” I felt that first gentle pull in
my belly indicating that I was close. “Ohhh, oui, oui!” My words
made him moan against my pussy, the sound reverberating through my
whole body, his tongue quickening.

His finger slid down my slit and then in,
his tongue still concentrating just where I wanted it, where I
needed it. The unhurried movement of his fingers—one, then two,
then three pumping into me sent me teetering ever closer to the
edge. His rhythm followed my breath, faster, faster still, his
other hand slipping under me, to my lower back, steadying me,
guiding me. I was making small mewing sounds with every thrust.

“Ronan, I’m so close,” I whispered. “Oh,
God, baby, make me come.” I knew it was imminent, feeling it begin,
letting that first pulsing heat fill my core. “Now,
now…maintenant!” I lifted my hips and squeezed my nipples hard,
feeling the cascade of my juices and his saliva running down my
ass.

He grunted, holding me tight, his mouth
steady and still licking, his fingers buried so deep I felt my
muscles tightening around them as the sensation swelled, crested
and then broke, rippling outward through my entire being. He held
me close, rubbing his wet face against my thighs, kissing, licking,
nibbling. His tongue tried to find my clit again, but I covered it
with my hand.

“Oh, no, she’s too sensitive,” I said, and
he chuckled.

We stayed that way for a moment, my breath
slowing, my fingers in his hair, enveloped in his curls.

“I think you have something for me,” I
whispered, and he was up between my legs before I could take
another breath. I could see his cock framed between my knees, hard
and pulsing. “Come up here.” I reached for it, grasping it, tugging
at it.

He moaned, straddling my belly. Just seeing
him sitting up there, his balls resting on my ribcage, his cock
rising up out of a thick, dark patch of hair, pre-cum trailing down
the shaft in tiny rivulets, made my little clit, still hiding in
its sheath, begin to pulse again. He was uncircumcised and
beautiful, and when fully hard, his cock had a slight and endearing
tilt to the left, always making me want to follow it and capture it
with my mouth.

I licked my palm, letting my saliva and his
pre-cum mix as I slid my hand down the shaft. I loved this time,
when I was spent, but he was still aroused. The world looked sharp
and clear, everything in focus and heightened. I saw and felt every
swell along his cock, every vein, the leaking tip, the throbbing
shaft. I felt more than heard the deep sounds he made in his throat
as I stroked him, easing the skin over the tip and using my fingers
in a circle to tease the head. His head went back, his eyes closed,
his arms just hanging limp as his sides, as if he were nothing but
cock in that moment.

“Ah, mon Dieu, Celia.” He moaned, and I
rewarded the sound of my name in his mouth with deeper, longer
strokes. His eyes flew open and he looked down at me. I cupped his
balls, rubbing them in my hands, and he gasped. “Oui, oui!” His
hands found my breasts, thumbing my nipples. They were already
hard.

“These”—he lifted my breasts and then let
them fall—“these beautiful breasts…les seins…”

I repeated the word, still working his cock,
and felt it jump in my hand. Encouraged, I asked, “And my
nipples?”

“Les mamelons.” He squeezed them and made me
moan.

I repeated that, too, tugging on his cock,
urging him higher. “Up here,” I said. “I want your cock between my
breasts… Mets ta bite entre mes seins.”

In spite of my pronunciation, he groaned,
his eyes darkening. With reactions like these as rewards, I was
definitely going to have to learn more body parts! I licked my palm
again, getting him wetter still, and pressed him between my
breasts. The sight of my pale flesh wrapped around his red, swollen
cock was mouth-watering, seeing just the tip of him appearing at my
cleavage. He started moving between them, and I reached my tongue
for the head with every thrust.

“Ah, I love fucking your tits, Celia,” he
moaned, as I stretched for more of his pre-cum on my tongue. Just
hearing him say that made the world tilt a little sideways.

“Pincez mes mamelons,” I whispered, and he
pinched them hard, squeezing my breasts together around his cock as
he did.

Suddenly he slowed, biting his lip, shaking
his head. I knew he must be close. I reached my tongue for it
again, and he moaned.

“Mauvaise fille…bad, bad girl,” he murmured.
“You tease...not yet. I don’t want to come yet.”

“Oh, but Ronan, I want it in my mouth.
Please,” I begged. He had his cock in his hand now, squeezing and
breathing hard.

“Tu le veux, chérie?” He brought it close to
my mouth. He rubbed the tip over my lips, still squeezing it hard.
I could feel a hot spurt of pre-cum as he let go with a quiver.

“Oui, je le veux…I want it.” I opened my
mouth and flattened my tongue so he could press it there. He teased
my tongue with it, rubbing my lips, smacking my cheeks a little,
making me moan.

“You want to suck my cock, baby?” he asked,
and I gasped in surprise at the power of the words, looking up into
his eyes. I nodded, unable to speak at all, filled with lust for
the feel of him in my mouth. “Then you have to say it in French.
Here…” He offered it to me. “Suce moi, bébé.”

I eased it past my lips, letting the swollen
length graze the roof of my mouth, all the way to the back of my
throat. He moaned and pulled the length back out. I sucked eagerly
on the tip and he let me for a moment before taking it back into
his hand. “My cock.” He stroked it very lightly. “Ma bite.”

“Ta bite,” I repeated. Instead of saying,
“my cock,” I said, “your cock,” though, and he nodded, rubbing it
against my lips again as a reward.

“Now let’s see how much you’ve learned.” He
was smiling, but breathing hard, as eager to be in my mouth as I
was to have him there. I bit my lip, quickly conjugating verbs in
my head, afraid I wouldn’t get it right.

“Je veux sucer ta bite?” I questioned. “Is
that it? I want to suck your cock?”

He groaned, nodding, lifting my chin with
his hand. “Again,” he demanded, pumping it a little faster.
Watching him made my clit begin to pulse harder, and I squeezed my
legs together.

“Je veux sucer ta bite.” I made my voice
low, seductive, using my “best” accent.

His eyes were alight, and he swallowed hard.
“Mon Dieu, Celia…just hearing you say it…je vais mourir!”

“You’re not going to die,” I reassured him,
infinitely pleased with his response, and it must have shown on my
face, because he smiled and said, “Oui, bonne fille, très bien. Tu
es une étudiante merveilleux. You earned this,” and slid his cock
back into my mouth.

I swallowed it gladly, hungry for him. His
cock was the perfect suckable size, fitting all the way to the back
of my throat without making me feel like I was going to choke. He
slipped his hand behind my head and eased himself in and out of my
warm, wet mouth. I let him do it at his own pace, watching the
pleasure on his face, feeling the throbbing response against my
tongue and roof of my mouth, just open to receiving him.
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Evan, a paraplegic, knows that his wife
wants more than he can give her, and he’s determined to find a way
to fulfill her secret wish...
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Romance Junkies!: "Selena Kitt approaches
(the situation) with sensitivity and a lighthearted attitude that
brings this story and the characters to life in a thought-provoking
manner."

 


 


EXCERPT from I’ll Be Your Superman:

 


“He wants you.” His hand moved over her hip
under the covers.

“So?” She turned toward him in the dark.
“You’re saying because Ben wants me he should get to have me?”

“And you want him.”

There was a long silence before she slid
over and put her head on his shoulder. “Why do you think so?”

“I know you.” Evan stroked her hair. “I’ve
seen you look at him…the way you are around him. You do that little
laugh with him.”

“I have a laugh?”

“Yeah, it’s the ‘You’re so funny, I wish
you’d fuck me now’ laugh.”

She snorted. “I do not.”

“Yes, you do,” he countered. “You want him,
he wants you…and I want to watch.”

“Why?” She shook her head.

“I don’t know.” He shrugged. “Let’s just say
I want to live vicariously.”

She sighed and kissed his shoulder. “Aren’t
you worried?”

“About what?”

“What if I fall in love with Ben? Or Ben
falls in love with me?”

He kissed the top of her head. “You already
love each other. That’s the point.”

“What if I decide to leave?” she
mock-threatened.

It was his turn to snort. “Baby, if you were
going to leave, you’d have done it three years ago, when I went all
Christopher Reeves on you.”

She rolled her eyes. “So you’re Superman
now?”

“It’s a bird, it’s a plane—no, wait, it’s a
wheelchair!”

She shoved him with her hip. “Besides,
Christopher Reeve was a quadriplegic, you idiot. And he…well, I
heard they had a baby together, after his accident.”

“I know.” He sighed. “His parts worked, even
if he couldn’t feel a damned thing—mine don’t. Luck of the draw,
babe.”

“Evan, I love you,” she said. “Doing this
makes no sense.”

“Yes, it does,” he argued. “And you know
it.”

“I’m perfectly satisfied, you know.” She
pressed her breasts against his side. “You do have a tongue,
remember?”

“Yes.” He chuckled. “And I’m rather talented
with it, if I do say so myself.”

“I don’t know,” she purred, slipping her leg
up over him. “Let’s try it out again, just to be sure.”

He cradled her ass as she slid up his chest.
“Only if you say yes.”

“To what? Sex with Ben?” She reached down
and spread her lips open.

“Yes.” He pushed her fingers out of the way
to explore for himself, up and down her slit. Her hands moved to
her breasts, playing with her nipples.

“And what if I’m perfectly happy with my
Amazing Vegetable Tongue-o-Matic?”

He laughed. “You’re such a bitch.” He
reached up and twisted her nipples, making her squeal.

“I want you, not Ben.” Her voice was
quiet.

“You can’t really have me.” He slid a finger
up inside of her. “That’s kind of the problem.”

She made a noise deep in her throat as he
started to finger her. “Oh, shut up and lick me.”
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years, and she and her best friend, Katie, have finally snagged
front row seats. An accident brings Sabrina and lead singer, Rob
Burnett, face to face, and the two end up at a blues club together.
The tables are turned on Rob, as the "star" becomes just another
fan of the great blues artists playing in the local club. Sabrina
finds herself struggling between being just another groupie
pursuing a "rock star," and her growing attraction to Rob, the man.
Rob, whose wife has recently left him, finds himself quickly
falling for Sabrina, and both of them pursue the night into a rock
and roll fantasy turned flesh.

 


EXCERPT:

He grinned. "So, I could get you drunk and
take advantage of you?"

I smiled, feeling a slow heat flushing my
cheeks. "I'm a cheap date that way."

He leaned back, arms behind his head, and
studied me. "So tell me, what is there to do around this town?"

"Detroit?" I nearly spit out my mouthful of
beer. "Besides seeing the homeless or getting mugged?"

He laughed. "That bad, huh? The bus doesn't
leave until the day after tomorrow. Guess they should have planned
our layover for Florida?"

"Well…" I took another sip of the beer,
feeling guilty he'd opened it just for me. "Actually, there is
something going on tonight at The Attic in Hamtramck, but I don't
know if you'd be interested."

"Isn't that a blues bar?" Rob perked up.
"Someone told me about it last time we came through, but I never
had a chance to go. I love the blues."

"You do?" I knew very well he did. I wasn't
a lazy Rob Burnett fan. I knew all his influences. "Jimmy Voss is
playing a set there tonight."

Rob sat straight up, the cap from his
cranberry juice tumbling from his knee and clattering to the floor.
"You're kidding me! Raymond Voss' brother? The Bad Dog
Blueshounds?"

"The same." I sipped my beer again. I was
getting used to the taste.

Rob looked at his watch. "What time did they
start?"

"Oh, I think around eight." I shrugged. "I
wanted to go myself, but ya know, I had tickets to see
Scratch."

Rob leaned forward, his knees touching mine.
"Do you think they're still playing?"

"They play all night, until closing time," I
told him, catching his enthusiasm. I really had wanted to go, and
if Scratch weren't in town, that's probably where I'd have been
tonight. "Uncle Jessie Winters plays there every Saturday
night."

"You're kidding me!" Rob's jaw dropped. "Can
you get me there?"

I glanced at Katie, still standing in the
corner, talking to Tyler. He laughed, leaning in to say something
into her ear. "I have a car." I tried not to think about the
possibilities as a hot excitement filled my belly. "If that's what
you mean."

He glanced over his shoulder. "Well, I'd
hate to drag along my bodyguard for the limo ride. It would be nice
to be just an anonymous, regular guy for the night."

"I think we'll be safe." I laughed. "That
security guard, Gary, didn't have a clue! He wasn't even going to
let you into the venue!"

"Do I have a forgettable face?" He gave me a
sad pout and I paid no attention to the way it made my breath
catch.

I bit my lip. "Hardly. Let me check things
out with Katie?"

"Sure." He leaned back again, putting his
feet on the ottoman as I stood.

When I explained things to Katie, she jumped
at the sudden opportunity, turning to Tyler. "Do you think you
could get me home?"

I stared, marveling at her manipulation,
trying to hide my smile of surprise.

"Yeah, sure.” Tyler slid an arm around her
shoulders. “Not a problem."

When I returned to the couch, a girl sat
close next to Rob, asking him for an autograph. Signing her ticket,
he glanced at me. "All set?"

I nodded, watching the blonde out of the
corner of my eye. She gave me a dirty look and I ignored that,
too.

"Great!" He stood, handing the ticket to the
blonde and edging away from the heel snaking up his pant leg.

"How are we going to work this?" I turned my
back to the blonde as Rob took me elbow and guided me away from the
couch. "I mean, we'll get mobbed if we walk out that door,
right?"

"Oh, definitely." He slid his hand down to
mine and pulled me with him. His fingers were warm, and I felt
thick calluses on them, presumably from playing guitar. "That's why
I'm going incognito."

He put on a baseball cap and a soft brown
leather jacket. Then he threw on a pair of sunglasses and turned to
look at me, holding his arms out as if to say, "Ta da!"

I laughed. "Take of the glasses. You have
enough problems seeing where you're going in the dark without
them."

"Hey, I said I was sorry about that." He
smirked and tossed the glasses onto a table. "Okay, here's what we
do. Jim over there will take you to your car and show you where to
pick me up. Then he'll come in and get me. Sound like a plan?"

I saw Jim sitting in one of the recliners,
his feet up, drinking a Coke and eating a handful of peanuts.
"He's…what, your bodyguard?"

Rob grinned. "Yep. Personal protection
agent. That's the p.c. term."

I tilted my head, trying to tell if he was
kidding or being serious, or maybe a little of both. "Okay, well
let's get your P.P.A. and go."

Rob made quick introductions. Jim stood so
fast he spilled his peanuts all over the floor. The walk to my car
seemed to take forever, and we didn't talk much. I wanted to ask
him if he knew if Rob went out with many fans after his shows, but
I couldn't get up the nerve. Jim filled my little passenger seat
and directed me to one of the back doors of the venue, very near
the stairs I'd climbed with Katie just hours before.

Jim left me alone there. I took the
opportunity to check my hair and make-up in the rear view mirror.
It wasn't as bad as I'd feared. I smoothed my straight, dark hair,
curling the ends under my chin with my fingers. I glanced at the
"no parking" sign my little Kia idled underneath, hoping a cop
didn't come by. Jim returned with Rob and I unlocked the door to
let him in. The sunglasses were on his face again and I saw a bunch
of girls flying down the flight of stairs, pointing at the car.

"Okay, let's roll." His voice was breathless
and I put the car into gear, pulling away from the curb. "Once
we're away from the arena, we'll be good."

I looked at him while we stopped at a red
light. "Don't you think the sunglasses make you look even more
conspicuous?"

"Yeah." He tossed them onto the dashboard
along with the hat. "Jim insisted. He doesn't approve of this
little trip."

"He could have tagged along." I looked
around for signs to the expressway. I hated trying to navigate in
the dark, but I didn't want to appear lost.

"I didn't want him to." Rob's hand slid over
my knee, giving me a brief squeeze. In my surprise, my foot hit the
gas pedal harder than I expected when we took off. Thank God the
light had turned green!

Rob flipped through my CDs as I drove. The
Attic was only fifteen minutes away, not far at all. My sense of
direction was awful, though—hence Katie's Mapquest directions to
the venue—and with Rob sitting next to me, I felt even more spacey
than usual.

"Hey, look!" Rob pulled Scratch's "Open
Season" out from my collection. "Oh, and what's this? Rick
Springfield?"

I flushed. "So?"

"Here! Janis Joplin!" He popped it into the
CD player. "This'll get us in the mood for some blues."

Janis started to wail "Try, try, try just a
little bit harder," and Rob sang along. I glanced over, feeling my
chest constrict. Part of me was acting all casual, a
thirty-something year old woman making small talk and dodging my
little car through traffic. Another part of me was twelve years
old, standing in complete awe, watching myself sitting next to Rob
Burnett, lead singer of Scratch, while he sang along to Janis
Joplin and occasionally drummed out a beat on the dashboard of my
Kia.

When I began to sing along with Rob, he
raised his eyebrows in my direction. "Hey, you can sing!" I winked,
still singing, and he joined in again. The last verse came on just
as I was pulling into The Attic parking lot and we sang it
together. I waited to cut the engine, deciding to show off a little
at the last minute and leaning in to harmonize with him at the
end.

“Nice!” His compliment made me flush, and we
grinned at each other in the dark heat of the car. Our smiles
faded, almost in harmony, as his eyes locked with mine. I hadn't
realized how close we were, just inches away, really. I felt his
breath on my face. He smelled like cranberry juice, and I knew I
probably still smelled like beer. I tasted it as I swallowed,
seeing his eyes flicker to my mouth.

"Hey, Sabrina." The sound was just breath
really.

"Hey, Rob." My own voice was a whisper as I
tilted my face up, my eyes searching his.

I watched his eyes and saw the decision
flash through him in an instant as he leaned in and captured my
mouth, his lips pressing mine, soft and light, an easy, casual
thing. I made a small sound in my throat, my hand squeezing his
arm, his shoulder. The kiss deepened and I opened my mouth to him,
his hand slipping behind my head, pulling me closer.

He broke the kiss first but I kept my eyes
closed, breathless, my whole body vibrating with sensation. His
eyes were open when I looked at him. I couldn't read his
expression. It was like he was searching for something. I wished I
knew what.

"Ready?" His voice came back, clear and
strong and I nodded.
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and Psyche, Annie takes on each of Psyche's tasks in her quest for
her lost love. Each task brings her closer to him and to
realizations about herself. Will Annie find Eric and reveal to him
the secret she's been keeping, even from her sisters?

 


EXCERPT:

Annie found herself playing a game she
hadn’t even thought about since she was twelve years old and Robbie
McCormick cut his lip on her braces. Her image of some benign
affair, where everyone stood around with a wine glass and nibbled
canapés, was deteriorating faster than her last blind date—with
Stan the Used-Car-Salesman.

She’d had no idea when her sisters had
invited her to this thing that it was going to be some nightmarish,
pre-teen flashback. Annie felt ridiculous in such a revealing
position, sitting cross-legged, trying to tuck her pastel patchwork
skirt between her thighs. She noticed a lot of the women had
discarded their shoes, but she was wearing soft, knee-high black
boots that didn’t lend themselves to a casual slipping-off. The
entire room had morphed from mingling adults to a gang of unruly
adolescents, hooting and howling and elbowing each other the minute
they all sat in a circle on the floor in their suits and
skirts.

Her oldest sister, Chloe, spun the empty rum
bottle and everyone roared when the narrow end settled on Rebecca,
the middle sister. While the men whistled and whooped, both women
crawled, giggling, toward the center of the large circle. Their
cheeks flushed the same shade of rosy pink as they briefly touched
lips.

Annie blushed as well, appalled and
astonished at how her body remembered these old games with a
dreadful pang and tingle: first kisses and
two-minutes-in-the-closet fumblings. There was the time she and her
sisters had tried to make their own soap opera just to have an
excuse to kiss the boys. Then there was the summer they’d built a
fort made of someone’s discarded turquoise carpet and played
spin-the-bottle with an empty gin bottle Gary Hillman snitched from
his mom’s stash.

There was a burst of laughter from the other
room and Annie glanced toward the adjoining door to the den. She
wondered what they were playing in there. Truth or dare? They sound
just like teenagers, she thought, like some feral pack full of
adolescent angst. Are we really just one immature game away from
that part of ourselves? She smiled wryly, feeling far removed from
any sensible adult reality as she watched Rebecca creep back to the
middle of the circle to spin the bottle.

A chorus of “woo-hoos!” sang out when the
bottleneck found John, Becca’s husband of two years, and they
kissed. Annie winced when she saw his tongue slip into her mouth.
She looked away, focusing on the red and white streamers hanging
above her head. There were red foil hearts with plump cupids pasted
in their centers spinning wildly on thread and attached to the
ceiling by thumbtacks.

Annie was surprised Chloe had allowed tacks
in her ceiling, even for something as important as maintaining the
theme of the night—the sound of the bottle spinning on the hardwood
floor brought Annie’s focus back to the game. John’s eyes were
glued to the bottle as it slowed. She ducked as if she could avoid
it as the bottle stopped, pointing just past her knee to the chubby
girl on her left. Thank god. John was crawling toward them,
grinning and eyeing Annie’s hemline, while the redhead next to her
blushed to match her hair. Rebecca was watching, looking casual,
but Annie knew better.

“Hey, I think this is pointing to Anne,”
John exclaimed as he drew nearer. “Look at the angle.”

“This isn’t geometry, John, come on,” Annie
hissed at him, keeping her voice low, hoping her sisters couldn’t
hear. “Kiss the girl and get it over with already! Looks like she
needs it more than I do.” Annie cut her eyes to the redhead’s face,
which had flushed a deeper shade. The girl looked down at her lap
as if there were something interesting there.

John raised his eyebrows at Annie, and she
saw she had made a mistake. “Rebecca, I’m serious. Come look! I
swear this thing is pointing at your sister. Chloe, are you the
referee here?”

“John, it’s pointing at Lynn, not Annie,”
Chloe called. “Come on, let’s keep the game going.”

“It is not,” John insisted. “You aren’t even
over here! Come look!”

“Oh fuck this,” Annie muttered, struggling
to stand without flashing the entire group a shot of her panties.
For a moment, she thought she had succeeded, but from the look on a
few of the guys’ faces, she realized they had seen something.
Raising her voice, she said, “You know what, John? You kiss the fat
girl here, and I’ll just step out of this juvenile little game that
I never in a million years thought I’d be playing at the age of
twenty-seven, okay? What do you say?”

Annie nudged him hard in the side with her
shin as she passed. She heard him grunt. She turned back when she
got to the kitchen door and saw the redhead standing, wobbly,
making her way in the opposite direction. Annie felt a stab of
guilt and shoved open the swinging door to her sister’s pristine
kitchen. The light was off, and she left it, knowing her way even
in the dark. She plopped onto one of the stainless steel kitchen
chairs and unzipped her boots with a sigh, then toed them off.

Annie could hear her sister busily trying to
save the day. “Let’s play the kissing game!”

She heard someone—possibly John—say, “I
thought we were?”

Annie sighed in relief when that awful,
stunned silence turned back to party chatter. She wished she drank
or still smoked—or did anything dangerous and bad for her. Anything
that could make her feel good—or just alive—even for a moment. Her
sisters seemed to think the answer to Annie’s attitude was a man
and had set about finding her one—with a vengeance! When she looked
at Chloe and Rebecca’s lives though, she didn’t find much to envy.
If that’s what having a man was about, she didn’t want to have any
part of it.

Besides, Annie wanted something more,
something different. She was tired of all the games and hookups and
pretending. She had been to hundreds of parties like this one, and
she always felt like some aging, dark-haired Barbie doll propped up
in the corner by her sisters for all the Kens to come by and gawk
at. She could never be herself, even for a moment. She always felt
too guarded to let herself really get to know people, let alone
really feel anything for anyone.

Chloe poked her head through the swinging
kitchen door, spilling light into the room. Annie covered her eyes,
which had already adjusted to the darkness. “What do you think
you’re doing? You’re going to ruin everything!” Chloe hissed.

“Get the fuck out of here,” Annie spat back,
giving her sister the finger.

Chloe rolled her eyes, opening the door to
step in.

Annie leaped to press against the swinging
door, trapping Chloe firmly between the door and the frame. Chloe
grunted in surprise.

“I’m not kidding. I am not going back out
there, so you can forget about it. What the hell are they doing
now?” Annie stared past her sister, her brow furrowed and her mouth
agape in horror as men and women in a circle were passing a playing
card from person to person, mouth to mouth.

“The kissing game,” Chloe replied
meekly.

“Oh my god. That’s it. Get out of this room
and don’t let anyone else in here! You got me? I am done with this
Hook-Annie-Up-Valentine-Shindig!”

“But, sweetie, you—”

“No! Not another word from you, okay?”

“Okay, fine. Could you...?” Chloe waved her
hand, the one inside the kitchen, indicating the door where she was
stuck. Annie eased off a little and Chloe sighed, stepping back out
into the living room. “We were all just trying to do something nice
for you, Annie.”

“Yeah, yeah. Thanks a lot. Appreciate it.
Go!”

Annie flopped into the kitchen chair, tipped
it back and put her bare feet up. She smiled with a bit of
satisfaction, knowing she was probably the first and only person to
have a body part other than maybe an elbow on Chloe’s expensive
table.

“Didn’t your mother ever tell you that you
could crack your head open doing that?”

Annie let out a yelp and the chair toppled
backwards onto the hand-laid Italian tile. She saw stars bursting
in the darkness behind her eyes and blinked rapidly to clear them.
“Fuck!” she swore, rubbing the back of her head and rolling off the
chair onto the floor. Her head was tender and already swelling, and
she thought she could feel the wetness of blood. “I think I’m
bleeding. Who’s there? Where are you?”

“Right here. Are you okay? I’m sorry.”

Annie saw the shadowy figure move out from
underneath the kitchen table

“I don’t know if I’m okay. I think I’m
bleeding.” She tried to stand but immediately felt woozy again and
had to sit. She rubbed the swelling on the back of her head,
wondering how bad it really was. “Could you turn on the light,
please?”

“I’m sorry, I can’t do that,” he replied,
steadying her with a hand on her arm. It was a warm hand, large,
with a firm grip.

“Gee, thanks, buddy. Fine, I’ll do it
myself.” Annie sighed and started to stand again. His hand on her
arm kept her from moving.

“No, please, don’t.” It was a request, but
it didn’t sound like one.
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step ahead of danger while still trying to protect her sister and
her sister’s boys. Forced from her home and holding the key to a
horrible secret, Ginny is haunted by her memories and pursued by a
man who will stop at nothing to regain his control over her. The
appearance of a mysterious man in her time of greatest need forces
Ginny to decide whether she will take the chance to trust this
handsome stranger.

 


EXCERPT:

She woke up floating on a cloud, her body
aching but resting on something so soft it was unimaginable. Her
eyes focused and she realized she must be in someone’s home. She
was lying on a sofa and there was a television, a coffee table, all
the usual living room amenities, along with a Christmas tree in the
corner and one stocking hung on the fireplace mantle. She could
hear someone talking and, for a moment, couldn’t remember anything
that had happened.

“Yeah, I have her here now. I’m gonna see if
I can get her to come in without any hassle,” he was saying.

She sat bolt upright, suddenly remembering
everything.

She scanned the room for her backpack and
coat and found them in a corner. The world slipped a little as she
stood. Steadying herself on the arm of a chair, she moved toward
her things. She had to get out of here before Patrick showed
up.

The stranger had moved further into the
kitchen and his voice was muffled now. She strained to hear. Was he
calling more cops? Worse, was he calling Patrick? She shivered,
sure it was the latter as she shrugged on her coat and shouldered
her backpack, easing toward the front door.

“Hey! Hey there! Hold on!”

She heard him call out as she turned the
knob. She pulled, but found the deadbolt locked.

He caught up to her in three quick strides,
and as she unlocked the deadbolt and pulled open the door, he
pressed his hand flat against it and shut it again. “Where do you
think you’re going?”

She moved around him, starting toward the
kitchen. “Anywhere but here!”

“Listen, you have to stay.” He caught up to
her again, moving in front of her and blocking the entryway with
his body.

“Like hell I do!” She shoved at him, but it
was like trying to move a brick wall, and her head and mouth
throbbed with the effort. “What for? So you and Patrick can finish
what those two started? I don’t think so, asshole! Now get out of
my way!”

“Patrick? Who the hell is Patrick?” The
genuine look of confusion on his face stopped her for a moment.

“Do they give you acting lessons in private
dick school?” she snarled, turning away from him and running toward
the front door.

“We can’t keep doing this running thing all
night.” Exasperated, he caught up with her again, stepping in front
of the door before she could reach it.

“Then get out of my way.”

“What are you running from? What are you
running to?”

She swallowed hard, her throat burning, her
voice shaking. “If you had any idea what I was running from, you
never would’ve told him where I am. Now get out of my way, before I
call the real cops!” She ducked under his arm, pulling at the door,
but was no match for the weight of him pressed against it.

“Listen to me!” He grabbed her arms and
pulled her toward him. “I’m trying to help you. That’s all I want
to do!”

“If you want to help, then let me go,” she
pleaded. “Please, whatever he’s told you, none of it is true. You
can’t let him find me. I’m begging you.”

The tears were coming and she couldn’t stop
them, although she tried hard. She even bit down on her bruised and
swollen lip, hoping the pain might be a distraction.

He shook his head at her. “Who? What are you
talking about?”

“Oh, come on, you know who!” She pulled away
from him and ran, she didn’t care anymore where to. “The guy you
were just talking to on the phone!”

This time when he reached her, he enfolded
her, wrapping his arms around her from behind, grabbing her wrists
and crossing them over. He held her that way for some time, not
speaking, just waiting for her to stop struggling. When her breath
began to slow a little and she relaxed against his bulk, he spoke,
“I’m going to tell you something, and I want you to listen. Then
I’m going to ask you a question, and you’re going to answer me. Do
you understand?”

He waited for her to nod, which she did
reluctantly, before going on.

“My name is Nick Santos. I’m a real cop, not
a private detective. The phone call was to the station about the
assault I’d just witnessed. Did you see my badge? I assure you it’s
quite real. You can call them back to check it out if you want
to.”

She relaxed a little at these words, not
sure what to believe.
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gorgeous neighbor invites him up for dinner after he helps rescue
her cat—but he can’t begin to fathom what he’s about to get into.
While the two become fast friends—Katie doesn’t mind that Sebastian
is a budding opera singer, and he isn’t bothered by her fifteen
cats—usually shy, reticent Katie begins to undergo some rather
unusual changes which alarm them both. When Katie’s temperamental
boyfriend, Malcolm, steps on her last nerve, she finally snaps—and
the resulting tragedy puts both Katie and Sebastian on the run,
looking for the secret to the mystery Katie has become as they
begin a cross-continent journey toward answers…and
love.

 


EXCERPT:

 


“Thank you.” Those were the first words she
said, and they startled him. He wasn’t sure if he’d been sleeping
or not.

“What are friends for, right?” he asked. His
voice was thick and he realized that his hand had found its way up
under her sweater and was resting flat against her bare belly. He
started to withdraw it, but she tucked her hand over his, pressing
it there and then sliding it further upward.

“Oh, Katie,” he said and sighed. “No. Not
like this.”

“Yes,” she said, sliding his hand up over
her bra, and wiggling back against him. “Just like this.”

She turned in his arms, wrapping herself
around him as her mouth found his. This was no chaste first
kiss—her tongue probed deep and her hands grabbed at his t-shirt,
pulling it out of his jeans, seeking skin.

“Katie,” he murmured, groaning when her
thigh moved between his, rubbing there. He knew he should stop her,
but the more she rubbed her soft body against him, the harder she
kissed him, her mouth eagerly sucking and licking at his, the
further that part of his brain seemed to get.

She shoved his t-shirt up over his head and
he let her as she nuzzled his neck, biting there, her teeth sharp,
making him wince. She was sitting up on him then, looking down with
greedy eyes in the half-light, pulling off her sweater, unhooking
her bra. Her body was everything he’d dreamed. The necklace that
he’d given her swung between her high, pink-tipped breasts above
her smooth, flat belly.

Part of him was still listening for Malcolm
coming back up the stairs, but that part of him was losing focus,
too. She grabbed his hands and put them on her breasts, leaning
over to kiss him, grinding her hips into his, denim against denim.
God, the feel of her flesh under his hands, the way she moaned
against his mouth when he squeezed her nipples, making her pelvis
rock—he couldn’t resist.

He kissed her back, sucking her tongue into
his mouth. Her belly undulated against his, and he rolled over onto
her, unsnapping and unzipping her jeans. His cock was straining
against the material as she rubbed her hand between his legs,
scratching her nails there.

“Hurry,” she murmured as he tugged her jeans
off. He couldn’t believe that she was wearing the very pink panties
he’d seen in her hands the first day he met her, or a close
facsimile. Her pubic hair was a dark patch underneath the pale
material. If that wasn’t a sign—but he didn’t have time to finish
the thought before she was peeling them off, exposing her soft,
glistening triangle.

“Come on,” she whispered, grabbing the
waistband of his jeans as he knelt between her thighs. She tugged
at the snap, unzipping him, pulling them down his hips. It still
wasn’t fast enough for her, and she knelt up, too, kissing him as
she slipped a hand into his boxers, squeezing his shaft.

“Oh god,” he said, thrusting into her hand
and pressing her to him, her breasts flattening against his
chest.

“Mmmm.” She hummed against his mouth,
pushing him back onto the bed and then pulling his jeans and boxers
off. His cock was pointing straight up to the ceiling as she
crawled up his legs on her hands and knees, her nipples grazing his
thighs.

He groaned when she slipped the tip of his
cock into her mouth and started giving him a hot, wet suck that
seemed to go on and on. He couldn’t keep up with her—her hand and
mouth and the eager noises she made. His breath came faster and
faster, and his hand went to her hair, pressing in deeper. It just
made her moan louder and the sound of her lust made him want to
come in her mouth.

He held back, his eyes looking for a
distraction. He could hear purring, and saw Sassy, the white cat,
lazing on the dresser and watching them with half-closed eyes. Her
motor was really running, and I wondered if cats knew when humans
were having sex, what they were really doing and feeling. Ah, that
was better—thinking about that helped hold off his climax..

He could feel Katie’s nails scratching
lightly over his balls, sending shivers through him. His eyes
rolled back into his head as she continued to swallow his cock
again and again, and he found myself petting her head, her hair
soft under his fingers. Her tongue slipped underneath his cock as
she sucked, running under the shaft, and then she used her hand,
pumping as she slid her mouth further down.

“Oh, Katie!” he cried, feeling her tongue
moving over the sensitive skin of his balls. She was lapping at
him, long, rough licks that were working their way back up his
shaft again. The skin there was tender, but her tongue was softly
grating, almost irritating. The sensation was oddly familiar but
somehow completely out of context. He couldn’t place it.

Jesus, what the hell was she doing?

His hand tightened in her hair, but there
wasn’t anything to grip. He felt something softly pointed on the
side of her head, moving, nuzzling, underneath his hand. When he
looked down, he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Katie’s eyes
glowed a bright, luminescent green—that was the first thing he
noticed and the one thing his mind seemed to want to stay focused
on.

Blue. Katie’s eyes are blue.

His mind didn’t want to register the rest,
and it was happening too fast for him to try to digest it. She slid
her body upward, and he could feel the skin of her belly and
breasts, and that was alright, in fact, that was incredible, but
her thighs, spreading against his, were so soft—impossibly soft,
really, like she was covered in some sort of velvety down.

What the fuck?!

“Katie?” The light in the room was fading,
but he could still see her eyes, that odd luminous green, as she
nuzzled her way up his chest. Her body was rumbling under his hands
as she kissed him, her tongue rasping over his, and he realized
with a sudden jolt that it wasn’t Sassy he’d heard purring—it was
Katie! The sound quivered through her and seemed to be coming from
between her breasts as they pressed hard into his chest.

She sat up on him and pressed his cock
between them, trapping him between her pussy lips and rocking. He
gasped, looking up at her, his breath gone, just gone. He couldn’t
move, he couldn’t think, he couldn’t possibly be seeing—was her
hair pulled back? No—it was gone, just gone. His brain tried to
assimilate the transformation, but there wasn’t enough blood left
there as Katie tugged on his erection, which was still like steel
in spite of his shock—it was as frozen as he was.

It was the long, black tail he saw swishing
back and forth behind her back that brought his breath back, in one
long groan, expressing both the pleasure of her sliding herself
down onto his shaft and his sudden astonishment and dismay. Katie
was purring louder now as she began to ride him, making little
kitten noises as she rolled her hips...
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