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Blurb



Whether she's his best friend's sister or his sister's best friend, his boss's daughter or his now-married ex…every guy knows a girl who's totally off-limits. This is what happens when they both ignore the rules. 







  
  
Spicy Little Teasers




CHECKING UNDER HER HOOD


I knew it. I knew there’d been a reason she was always in my face. Dangling her goodies and calling me names. 

Before I can overthink things, I come forward and capture her pretty mouth in mine.

Alexa cries out, the sound muffled by my kiss, and by my tongue as I pierce her silken lips with it. She tastes sweetly of honeydew melon mixed with mint gum, and when my teeth sink into the soft flesh of her lower lip, she moans.

Every inch of my body hardens, almost painfully tight. My sister’s best friend slides one leg up and down the outside of mine, as she opens wider and bends her beautiful head to the side. Welcoming me in, daring me to kiss her harder.

I press forward, sandwiching her luscious body between me and her dad’s car. Alexa whimpers as she grips my hair and pulls me closer. Her tongue sweeps out against my own, meeting me halfway in a passionate battle for dominance. One that I already know she’s gonna lose.


      ***ROAD TRIP WITH THE BRATTY DIVA


“Glenn…you’re my best friend’s brother. We can’t…do stuff.” She bites her luscious bottom lip. “We shouldn’t.”

Weird how can’t suddenly softened into shouldn’t. Weird how her cheeks are suddenly all pink, and her breath is pumping that little harder.

“I’m a man, princess. And despite the fact you bug the hell outta me, all the damn time…you’re a total babe. We can definitely do whatever.”

“I thought you needed to sleep?”

“Anybody ever told you the difference between light and hard?”

“Uh…what?”

“Difference is…you can sleep with a light on.”

Her gorgeous eyes flash with heat and more than a little surprise. “You mean…are you…?”

“I’m hard as a rock, sweetheart. For you.”

“Ohhh.” This time she sits all the way up and zeroes in on the front of my jeans. “Show me.”


      ***THE PREACHER'S YOUNG WIFE


So much has changed for Valerie since I went inside. She became a woman. She got married.

Worst of all, she found religion, through her preacher-man husband.

I tighten my hug enough to remind her I'm a bastard, and she gasps in pain, then groans.

Jesus.

I haven't been up close to a woman for so damn long. So hearing a feminine voice making sounds like that is beyond hot right now. Even the fact it's my ex’s sister—a married woman—doesn't stop my cock from coming to life.

To save what's left of my soul and sanity, I put Valerie back down onto her feet and step back. Only that doesn't help, because now I can see her properly.

Christ. The years have been beyond kind to her. She's blossomed from an athletic short-haired surfer girl into a voluptuous and elegant young woman. Hard to believe she’s 23 years old, now.


      ***MY DAD'S SLINKY ASSISTANT


I’m still toweling off when there's a light knocking on the automatic roller door.

"Kayden? Can you lemme in?"

I press the opener and the door gradually rises, revealing my father’s PA, inch by inch. Her feet in those crazy high heels, her long, slender legs, bare almost all the way up.

Then the door rolls up past her curvy hips, accentuated by that tight mini-skirt, and her taut belly left bare by the crop top that her magnificent breasts are pretty much clawing their way out of.

And as wrong as I know it is, I can barely stop gawking at Philly's perfect young body. No wonder she has to fend off so many inappropriate advances from pretty much all dad’s clients. Even the female ones.

My dad’s PA has a bod absolutely built for sin—but given the situation and our dynamics, that's a level of sin that we just shouldn't even talk about. Christ, I can’t stop thinking about it, though.


      ***MY BOSS'S DAUGHTER


Tahlia’s dressed in her usual running gear. Which is to say, almost nothing. A skimpy tank top over a sports bra that looks a couple sizes too small. A pair of tight workout shorts that are little more than hot pants. Powder blue running shoes and tiny ankle socks in a pink so vibrant it brings to mind the dark and fiery pinks of a hot, wet…

Jesus. Do not go there, Marcus.

The trouble is, Tahlia is one of those girls who's always been eye-catching. With her long and vibrant red hair framing her beautiful face, she could be a model. And with those heavy breasts, wide hips, smooth belly and strong, shapely legs, she could be an influencer.

Or a porn star.

Christ. My subconscious is a dark and deviant wasteland. How the fuck am I thinking of my boss’s daughter in those kinds of terms? Am I really that much of a pervert?

Tahlia comes over to me, her hips rolling and her breasts bouncing with every step. I whip my head back around to the screen as she leans her elbows on my shoulders, taking a closer look at my work.

Unfortunately, that also pushes her heavy, sweat-slicked breasts up against my back, and makes her long, lush red hair drape down, tickling the side of my neck. My brain fizzes with confusion, and it's hard—but vital—for me to remember that she's my boss’s daughter. Off limits.

Even as I keep telling myself that, the sweet heat of her young body, and the salty tang of her sweat, causes an inevitable reaction in my crotch.








  
  
Checking Under Her Hood




It’s early Sunday afternoon, and I have no plans. Maybe slug a couple of beers and watch a game while I lie on the sofa. Or maybe call in a little sexual favor with one of my bang-buddies. 

Fuck, I love weekends without responsibilities. Mom and dad are on vacation in Frisco until next weekend, and Ivy, my wretched 19 year old superbrat of a sister, slept over at Alexa’s house last night.

Sure, Ivy will be home in a few hours, but until then, I have peace. More and more, these days, it seems Alexa comes over for long, painful visits with my sister. Painful in a couple of ways.

I swear, as bad as my sister is, her bestie is even worse. Noisy and rude and presumptuous. She definitely plays fast and loose with my personal space whenever she visits.

But in another way—a whole different way—Alexa is the best. Because even though I shouldn’t really see her this way, my sister’s bestie makes me hard as a rock. Every goddamn time she’s here. Which is nearly every goddamn day.

Seriously, she prances around the fucking house in her underwear, or her swimsuit, as if she lives here. Tiny shorts, skimpy tops, skin-tight yoga wear. Whatever she’s wearing—or not wearing—Alexa radiates pure fucking sin, and it doesn’t matter I’m her best friend’s big brother. I’m still a red-blooded man with working eyeballs and a pulse.

The problem isn’t just that Alexa is as sexy as fuck. The real trouble is she has exactly the kind of attitude and lack of conscience you’d expect from someone born that beautiful.

And I’m her biggest target for both kinds of teasing—the annoying kind and the sexual kind. She’s beyond evil, sometimes, and yet because she looks like an angel I end up forgiving her, every damn time she pretends to be remorseful.

So yeah…while I’m alone for a few more hours, my mind—and my cock—can be at peace.

I open the fridge and pull out an ice cold beer. The instant I crack the top of it, though, my cell phone rings. One glance and I can see it’s hell calling.

I give serious thought to letting Alexa’s call go to voicemail. I think better of it straight away. She’ll find some way to make me pay for not answering. Probably tell Ivy, who’ll call mom and tattle.

So I connect the call, wishing it was on video so she could see the scowl on my face.

“Yeah, what?” I say, not even trying to hide my annoyance.

“Riley. Hi.” Jesus, she’s never chipper like that when she speaks to me. “How’re you doin’, big guy?”

“What is it you need?”

“Well, Mister Smarty, who says I need…okay, here’s the thing. My dad’s shitty car just conked out.”

“What the fuck? You took your father’s Merc?” The guy won’t let his son, or his wife, even fucking breathe near it, and yet he’s let his barely adult daughter drive it?

“He won’t know, unless you tell.”

“Is Ivy with you?”

“No, she had…a different kind of sleep-over. Anyway, you have to come and fix this fucking car for me.”

“Oh, is that so? I have to?”

“Uh-huh. Ivy said you would. Or maybe I should tell my daddy you were the one who took it. You know he’ll believe me.”

She’d do it, too. Not that her dad actually has any power over me, since I’m not his kid, and I’m 21, now.

But he’s my dad’s supervisor at work. There’s bound to be a trickle-down effect, and it’ll all land squarely on me. Given how the guy fucking dotes on his daughter, he’d no doubt swallow her lies hook, line and sinker.

Damned if I do, damned if I don’t.

“Fuck. Fine. Where are you?”

“I’ll text you. See you soon, dude!”

I jam my thumb on the red icon to disconnect the call. I’m surprised I don’t bust the screen, I press it so fucking hard. A moment later her location comes through.

I climb into my truck and head out. It only takes 20 minutes to reach her, in a quiet road on the outskirts of town. I pull up behind the Merc and climb out.

Alexa, of course, keeps her perfect ass planted in the front seat of her dad’s car. One long, shapely leg inside the cab, the other outside. I swear she’s dangling the thing like bait. And I’m the poor bottom-feeding sucker fish who gets hooked, because damn.

She still has the gall to complain about having to wait.

She goes on and on about how the car breaking down is a man’s problem. And how, by extension, this is somehow all my fault.

But I can’t focus on a single word she says. Because, as usual, all the blood has sunk straight out of my other organs, and into my cock.

Holy fuck, she looks good. The fancy—and skimpy—black dress seems a bit much for the sleepover she was meant to have with my sister and friends. Tight as hell, wherever it actually has fabric. High, high slits up the sides that reveal skin all the way to the points of her hips. Is she even wearing panties?

I can’t help wondering what the hell she got up to last night. A hot streak of jealousy fires down my spine as I picture her making out—and more—with a range of guys.

“So, what went wrong?” I ask her.

She does a stupid little flicking motion toward the front of the car. “Something up there, I guess.”

“You mean with the engine?”

“If that’s where the engine is, then yeah.”

“Wanna pop the hood for me?”

She frowns and curls her lip, like I’ve asked her to clean the road with her tongue. “What the hell are you even talking about, Riley?”

I sigh heavily. “Fine.” When I reach past her to operate the hood release, I catch a rich, sweet burst of her fragrance. Jesus, she smells good, especially since she’s been stuck by the road for however long. Anyone else would be sweaty and stale. Alexa, somehow, is fresh as jasmine blooms.

“Careful where you put those meat-hooks, bub,” she mutters, and I can’t tell if she’s serious. That’s the thing with Alexa. Everything is a tease, one way or another.

I pop the hood and walk around to check out the engine. Not like I’m an expert or anything. It’s more than likely I’ll have to tow the thing back to her place.

Still, I feel good about this. I guess it’s simply the fact Alexa called me for help that has me slightly drunk on power. It gives me a chance to show her I’m more than just a target for her shenanigans.

Unfortunately, I draw a blank on the car.

“I can’t see anything wrong here, Alexa.”

“Ugh. What fucking good are you, then? Seriously.”

“You wanna come up here and check it out, then?”

“Ew. Cars are totally a boy’s job.”

Boy? Really? Am I not a man? Damn brat, teasing me again. It lights a fuse inside me, but I’m making every effort I can to stay in control. I shut the hood and walk back to the driver’s door.

“C’mon, girly. Get out. I’m gonna have to tow it.”

Alexa rolls her eyes, but at least—for the first time I can remember—she does as I ask. One long, shiny, perfect leg, and then the other, she eases her gorgeous body out of the car.

She stands before me. In her crazy high heels she’s only a few inches shorter than me. That seems to give her an extra burst of inspiration to annoy me.

“What a fucking loser,” she says, her pouty lips drawn up into a sneer. “Imagine not knowing how to fix a damn car.”

Keep calm, dude. She’s just trying to get you all riled up. “Go ahead and show me, then.”

“Ugh. I told you, that’s your job. Loser.”

Suddenly, an energy comes out of me. A force from so far down inside me it’s like something prehistoric. A primordial instinct. I snare Alexa's throat in my hand and push her back against the side of her dad’s shiny car.

Her bright blue eyes flash with heat, but it’s somehow different from any time I've seen it before. Usually it’s the bright heat of anger, or the slow burn of annoyance.

This time, it’s like a flash fire, and the way her eyelids immediately fall half closed, and her mouth falls half open, tells me this heat comes from a whole different place inside her.

Arousal.

"Just what do you think you're doing, doofus?" she asks, her words suddenly all hickory-smoked and honey-cured.

"I'm fixing things," I reply.

“Really? And exactly what are you fixing, big guy?”

“I’m fixing to fuck you against the side of your father’s precious car…you delicious little slut.”

“Ohhh…finally.”

I knew it. I knew there’d been a reason she was always in my face. Dangling her goodies and calling me names.

Before I can overthink things, I come forward and capture her pretty mouth in mine.

Alexa cries out, the sound muffled by my kiss, and by my tongue as I pierce her silken lips with it. She tastes sweetly of honeydew melon mixed with mint gum, and when my teeth sink into the soft flesh of her lower lip, she moans.

Every inch of my body hardens, almost painfully tight. My sister’s best friend slides one leg up and down the outside of mine, as she opens wider and bends her beautiful head to the side. Welcoming me in, daring me to kiss her harder.

I press forward, sandwiching her luscious body between me and her dad’s car. Alexa whimpers as she grips my hair and pulls me closer. Her tongue sweeps out against my own, meeting me halfway in a passionate battle for dominance. One that I already know she’s gonna lose.

One that she will be absolutely thrilled to lose, in fact.

When I finally break the kiss, Alexa blinks rapidly, her eyes clouded and her lips puffy from their punishment. "Holy fuck, Riley," she whispers. Nothing else, just that.

I loosen my hold on her slender neck and slide my hand downward. Right between her full breasts, where they pop partway out of her skimpy dress. My sister’s bestie chugs a quick breath in surprise, but she doesn't try to pull away. She just lifts an eyebrow and waits for me.

So I cup this gorgeous young blonde’s full, soft mounds in my hands. Her nipples peak, pushing through the thin fabric, and I squeeze them tight between my thumbs and fingers. Alexa gasps in response and arches her back, pushing those perfect tits toward me.

"You shouldn't be doing that...dude..."

"You shouldn't be letting me, girly."

"Jesus, that's fucking hot."

I release her boobs for a moment and she pouts like I've insulted her. But when I thrust one hand inside her dress and grip her velvet breast, skin to skin, she makes the sexiest little ooh sound I've ever heard.

I squeeze harder, then move my other hand down her soft, flat belly and inside her skirt. Inside the skimpy panties I wasn’t sure she was wearing until now. When I thrust my fingers between her sopping wet lips, Alexa cries out and grips my shoulders, clawing at my flesh so hard she leaves scratches, even through my shirt.

"Riley...that feels so good..."

"You're not kidding. You're so fucking wet for me."

"I...I never knew you could make me feel this way."

I hook my finger and drive it into the scorching heart of Alexa's sweet little cunt. She throws her head back, slamming it onto the roof of her car as I fuck her with my hand. Fast, short punches, grinding her clit into submission as her long, shapely legs turn to liquid beneath her.

"Holy hell, Riley...where did you learn to...oh, fuck..." Anything else she says is lost in the rasping breaths that race in and out of her pretty mouth. In no time, the breaths pick up steam and sound, and become ragged moaning cries of ecstasy as my sister’s best friend comes like a demon all over my fucking hand.

I give her no reprieve. She's been teasing me for years, and it’s finally time to let her know the consequences of poking this particular bear. I snare the back of her head and pull her to me, kissing her like a hurricane. The blissful scent of her pussy rises to meet me, and I swear I can almost taste it on her tongue.









