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Belinda was a bitch and a pricktease - and she knew it. She was the woman that every other woman wanted to be like, and the girl that every guy wanted to fuck. Not that any of them got close.
Nineteen years old and five foot eight tall, she had an elegant, slender figure, one that flowed into pert, B-cup breasts and shapely hips, with long, graceful legs and a taut, flat belly. Her face was utterly stunning, large green eyes and full lips, crowned by long, copper red hair, and every inch of her was perfectly manicured from her white tipped nails on her fingers to her beautiful feet. Although at college, she preferred to live at home with her rich parents - who were obviously extremely generous to their daughter considering the variety of clothes she wore, never appearing in the same outfit twice.
The general rumour was that she was a virgin, and she did nothing to dispel the gossip, blithely informing everyone who asked that she was “waiting for mister right.” Certainly she had never dated anyone from her class, either in high school or college, for all that she was constantly pursued by any male with a pulse - and quite a few females too. There were a few dissenters, however. A few women reported that once or twice, when she was a little tipsy, she had made comments so lewd and lascivious that they were no sign of an innocent mind, although whenever confronted by such comments Belinda simply arched her eyebrows and remarked that she had simply being joking.
One of her favourite pastimes was to tease the jocks in her class, driving them almost to insanity with her constant come-hither looks followed by a refusal ever to go further than a peck on the cheek. Two such youths were Josh and Marcus, both hefty guys and members of the college football team. Josh was six foot four of solid muscle, his dark hair and blue eyes an instant turn on for any girl who saw him, while Marcus’s black skin and equally impressive athletic frame had made him a hit with all the ladies on campus.
Unfortunately for both of them, they had fallen for Belinda hard. Chasing her over the past six months, their initial competition for her attentions had transformed into a kind of glum camaraderie as they both suspected that they were being led on without any hope of a final resolution. Belinda herself appeared to take great pleasure in the game, treating them almost as her pets and keeping them as part of her constant entourage, much to the frustration of a large number of other women who would have immediately put out for either of them - or both together.
Today, Josh and Marcus were in Belinda’s bedroom, each of them burning with frustration while they hung on every word she spoke, rushing to fetch her anything she asked for and generally acting like a pair of star-struck puppies.
“So, your parents at home today?” asked Josh, ever hopeful in his determination that, for once, a familiar conversation would lead in a new direction.
“Oh no,” replied Belinda. “They’re in Hawaii on vacation at the moment, so I thought I’d hang out with you two today and then invite some girlfriends over this evening.”
“Sounds promising,” observed Marcus. “Home alone - who knows where our games could go today.”
“You two are so funny,” remarked Belinda, smirking at them and enjoying the hold she had over them. She was dressed in a light green crop top that contrasted remarkably with her long hair as it flowed in curls down her shoulders. Her jeans were cut low so that her pierced navel hung in front of their eyes tantalisingly as the two youths sat on the bed. “You know how much I trust you.”
“Yeah,” muttered Marcus, disappointed at being foiled again. “Completely.” He gave Josh a look of battered comprehension. Once more, they would sit around and chat idly about nothing that interested the two men in the slightest.
“So, do you like my new shoes?” she asked brightly, pointing to the pair of high heel wedge sandals she wore, and which made her almost reach six foot as she tottered around her bedroom.
“Nice,” sighed Josh. Indeed, they were extremely pleasant to look at, but for for the way in which Belinda’s perfectly painted toes pointed through the end of them and how they made her stagger slightly when she walked. Not for the first time, Josh imagined her wearing shoes such as those and nothing else while he plunged deeply into what he was sure was an equally immaculately trimmed pussy. “They look expensive.”
“Oh, they are. Chloé - they cost me, like, seven hundred dollars.”
“You have so much stuff,” Marcus observed, trying himself to draw attention from those sexy feet and to ignore the burgeoning erection in his jeans. “How on earth do you afford it?”
Belinda smirked again. “I have a daddy who loves me very much. He buys me anything I want.”
As she spoke, her phone rang. Seeing the number, she smiled. “Speak of the devil, that’s him calling now. I gotta take this in private. See you later. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t.”
“That doesn’t give us much of an opportunity,” murmured Josh grumpily. Looking around the very girly bedroom, he turned to Marcus. “Why the fuck do we let her do this to us? I mean, we could be having a good time right now. Instead, we hang around here like a pair of chumps just letting her dangle us from her finger. You know nothing’s ever going to happen.”
They heard Belinda downstairs laughing. Though they could not make out her conversation, it seemed that she got on a lot better with her father than they had previously imagined.
“Do you reckon she’s seeing anyone?” asked Marcus.
Josh shook his head. “Who knows anything that goes on in that crazy bitch’s head?” He stood up and wandered over to the desk in the corner of the room where Belinda’s Apple notebook lay open. “Do you think she’s being doing any college work?” he asked, looking back at Marcus.
“How the hell should I know?” Marcus lay back on the bed somewhere between despair and frustration, looking up at the ceiling, trying to block out the sounds of amusement that he could faintly hear downstairs.
Negligently, Josh moved his finger over the computer trackpad, bringing up the browser. Opening the history drop down menu, he frowned. “That’s weird,” he said quietly.
“What’s that?” asked Marcus, not even bothering to move.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/127304 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!