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            Chapter 1

          

          
            Temptation

          

        

      

    

    
      My sister’s arms wrapped around me in a tight embrace. I was too shocked to hug her back. I was thrown back in time, back into the body of that shy, insecure thirteen-year-old who sobbed for hours over her sister’s departure. My muscles were frozen. I didn’t know how to break out of my paralysis.

      “Kayleigh.” Stephanie whispered my name as she held me.

      I came out of my daze and grabbed onto her, clinging on for dear life. She chuckled as my grip tightened around her. The flowery perfume she wore stung my eyes, stuck in my nose.

      It wasn’t Stephanie’s choice to leave—our parents had basically forced her out. Of course, I didn’t know it back then. All I knew was that my best friend was leaving and I didn’t know when I was going to see her again.

      Five years our parents kept me from her. Five long, horrible years. We’d sneak phone calls and secretly message each other, but that was the only communication we were able to have. Our relationship suffered for it and the only people I could blame were my parents.

      But that’s why I had flown across the country to spend time with her. I wanted our relationship to be what it was, to undo the damage my parents had inflicted. As soon as they turned their backs and left me home alone, I went straight to Stephanie.

      Stephanie managed to wrangle me off her body and hold me at arm’s length. The sight of her blue eyes filled with tears made my heart wrench. Her plump lips drew over her teeth as she forced herself to smile. Her hand found its way into my hair, brushing the strands away from my face as she looked over every inch of me.

      “You’ve grown up,” she whispered. “My baby sister, eighteen at last.”

      “You’ve changed too,” I managed to say.

      Steph chuckled again. She untangled herself from me and stepped aside, revealing the inside of her apartment. It wasn’t what I’d expected.

      From what I remembered, her bedroom was a hippie paradise when we were growing up. Jamaican flags, tie-dye clothes, wall hangings, and posters of wild animals everywhere. She’d always had incense burning, so much of it that it made your head swim just going in there.

      In complete contrast, the room ahead of me was ultra-modern. Everything was positioned for maximum aesthetic, not a single item out of place.

      “Wow,” I breathed. I stepped into the apartment and took off my shoes. The cold, slick tile floor pressed against my soles as I stared around at the sterile walls and furnishings. It was all so unexpected. I’d only said what I said before to fill the silence, but my sister really had changed from the girl I remembered in my childhood and this was proof of it.

      Everything was gleaming. The kitchen was white and chrome, glistening under the off-white lights. The dining table separated the kitchen and living space, a huge circular table with uncomfortable-looking plastic chairs placed around it.

      “I’m glad you like it! Let me show you to your bedroom,” she said happily, shutting the door behind me.

      She walked between the white couch and glass table, her rushed footsteps clapping hard against the floor as her light jeans rubbed together noisily. I followed her, careful not to catch my shins on the sharp edges of the coffee table, and watched her as she swung open the bedroom door.

      Inside was nothing spectacular—a walk-in closet with a double door, a twin bed, and a bedside table, all of it white. I set my bag down on the end of the bed and nodded slowly, staring around at the empty walls. “It’s… lovely.”

      “It’s a bit bare,” she apologized. “We only moved in a month ago so we’re still looking for art for the guest bedroom.”

      “It’s lovely,” I repeated, forcing a smile onto my lips.

      She had invited me into her home. I wasn’t about to insult her decorating choices, even if it wasn’t to my taste. I perched on the edge of the bed, my bag pressed tight against my back, and looked to my sister.

      She’d thinned out since I last saw her, now her shoulders were boney and her waist was slim. Her hair was long now, and her natural color. Last I’d seen her she had purple streaks running through it. All the hints of her wild past seemed to be tucked neatly behind her.

      The sound of the front door opening and closing shuddered through the apartment. Steph instantly turned on her heels and edged out of the bedroom to get a look at whoever had just walked into the apartment.

      “Hey-oh,” a cheery voice called. “Where are you guys?”

      Steph waved her hand at me, beckoning me to follow.

      “It’s Alexander,” she said with a grin. “Come meet him, won’t you?”

      She rushed into the living space to meet a tall, dark-haired man. As soon as she was close enough to him, she jumped into his arms. I watched in horror as she wrapped her legs around his waist and moved her hands up to his face before kissing his lips. I stood awkwardly in the doorway to the room, staring at the floor. This was a private moment of theirs that I was clearly intruding on. I shifted my weight from foot to foot, not sure where I should look or if I should clear my throat to remind them of my presence.

      Soon enough, my sister lowered herself from his body, her feet connecting to the floor. The man leaned down and continued kissing her, his mouth moving wide and his tongue tangling with hers.

      My sister’s head blocked my view as she kissed him. But, from what I could see of him, he was attractive. His dark hair was tousled and covered in product, keeping it solidly in place. His cheekbones were prominent, creating a sculpted appearance, and his chin was dimpled.

      The rest of his body was muscular. I could tell that even through his baggy clothes. His shoulders were capped and broad, his arms thick and strong, and his stomach was probably covered in tight abs.

      Our parents had always come up with excuses for why I was never allowed to see Stephanie. You’re too busy with school; your sister lives across the country and we don’t want you flying on your own; we don’t think it’s a good idea.

      Little did I know, it was all code for we think your sister is a whore.

      What was happening before me now would give them all the more reason to believe it.

      I cringed away from the sight of them. Seeing them kiss like that stirred up some strange feelings inside of me.

      First, it was disgust. Watching my sister debase herself like this before marriage was so unlike anything I’d ever seen before. Next it was anger. Why had she decided to do this, especially in front of me? She knew how we grew up, what morals were instilled into us. Maybe she really hadn’t changed much at all if she still chose to disrespect our parents like this at every turn.

      The anger burned through my body like lava up the vents of a volcano, picking up speed as it coursed through my veins. It rushed through my heart, my chest, before speeding into my stomach.

      The hot pulse went lower, moving its way between my legs and down my thighs.

      I clenched my teeth together as I watched them eating each other’s faces, wondering why they had to be so damn disgusting. My stomach churned, the back of my throat tasting of bile. Frowning, I stepped out of the bedroom, trying not to draw too much attention to myself.

      It didn’t work. My sister turned around and faced me, her hands still gripping her boyfriend’s face. His crystal blue eyes stared at me intently, looking me up and down from behind my sister’s body.

      A shudder ran down my spine. My throat clenched around an instinctual gag. He was undressing me, drinking my appearance. I folded my arms across my chest and rolled my shoulders like I was trying to shake him off.

      “What?” Steph asked, her eyes wide with concern. She looked back to her boyfriend and searched his expression for a moment. The concern dropped away fast, replaced with exasperation. “Oh, come on. You can’t be serious?” She moved her hands off his cheeks and let her arms drop down to her sides, her hands slapping her tight thighs.

      “What?” Alexander asked from behind her.

      “My sister is already annoyed at us,” Steph said. “She still believes everything our parents indoctrinated us with.”

      “That religious shit?” Alexander asked. “Oh, boy.”

      “Right,” Steph snapped. “All of that bullshit.”

      I wasn’t sure what to say to her. I knew that our parents were strict and tough on her, but they did it out of love. They tried their best for her and did what they thought was right, though I didn’t really agree with their methods.

      “Why do you think I left as soon as I turned eighteen?” Steph asked, a harshness to her voice that I didn’t recognize. “Because they suffocated me with their crap. I couldn’t take it anymore. Don’t you start with that holier-than-thou attitude either, okay?”

      She stormed up to me, her nostrils flaring. There was pure anger inside of her, just bubbling beneath the surface. It shocked me to my very core. For a second, I couldn’t remember what I’d been so upset about. I couldn’t think at all. All I knew was seeing Steph like this was like a knife through the heart. I just wanted her to be happy. I didn’t want to make her feel like this, not ever. She was my big sister and I loved her.

      “You’re in the real world now,” she said, her voice growing husky. “You need to get a grip and realize just how much they’ve stunted your personal growth. The world is a big, scary place. The sooner you learn that, the better.”

      “I don’t understand,” I murmured, chagrined. “I’m sorry, Steph. I didn’t mean to upset you.”

      “You haven’t,” she said. “They have. The world they’ve prepared you for doesn’t exist. It’s going to be a culture shock for you when you go off to college, you’ll see.”

      I couldn’t deny that her words frightened me. My heart pounded in my chest as I stared into her eyes. My eyes, really. We shared them. Got them from Mom.

      That was where our similarities ended. Compared to Steph, I was always so quiet and reserved. I did what I was told, when I was told. I never fought against our parents and took their word as gospel.

      “Grow up,” she muttered bitterly. “Jesus Christ.”

      I opened my mouth, about to warn her for taking the Lord’s name in vain, but stopped myself short. I kept my lips firmly closed and let her rush into the arms of her lover.

      Alexander wrapped his bulging arms around her and hugged her tightly, letting her head rest onto his broad chest. I couldn’t help but watch them. The way he touched her, so loving and gentle, surprised me.

      Our parents had said that boys only wanted one thing—that special place inside of us—and once they got it without a lifelong commitment, they would treat us like dirt.

      That wasn’t what Alexander was doing. He loved her. I could see it in the way his arms rushed around her body protectively, the way he leaned down to press his lips on the top of her head.

      He loved her.

      I tried to clear my head of the anger I was programmed to feel and tried to see them from their perspective. They were happy, healthy, and seemingly in love. Why did that have to be a problem for me?

      Still, the rage flowed through my body, the rage I had been raised to feel. The urge to go over there and get between them to force their bodies apart was overwhelming, a magnet pull. I struggled, conflicted, torn.

      “Okay.” Alexander clapped his hands together, making me jump. “Now that we have that out of the way. How about I leave you girls alone to catch up while I grab us some food, huh?”

      He glanced down to Steph, looking for her approval. She nodded curtly and untangled herself from his grasp. Without another word, he stepped out of the apartment.

      I stuffed my hands into my pockets, feeling my shoulders rise up to my ears, suddenly feeling like a traitor even though I didn’t know who exactly I was betraying. Steph had no such doubts. She stared at me, shaking her head slowly, before barging past me into the bedroom.

      “Come on,” she snapped. “Let’s get you unpacked.”
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            Wrath

          

        

      

    

    
      Alexander came home with Thai food, something my parents never let me enjoy. I wasn’t allowed to eat anything non-American, whatever that meant.

      It was so freeing to eat whatever I wanted without anyone breathing down my neck… even if I’d overindulged on the spice.

      My tongue burned and my nose was running, but I tried to ignore it as I relaxed on the couch. I blinked away tears as they formed, trying not to look like a little baby crying from a tiny bit of heat.

      “You alright?” My sister’s voice asked from the kitchen. Both she and Alexander were in there, chattering mindlessly and taking care of dishes while I lazed around with my head nestled on soft cushions. The clatter of plates and the sound of running water almost drowned her out.

      “Mouth,” I managed to spit the word out. “Burning.”

      “Drink some water.” Stephanie smiled over to me. She was washing, Alexander drying. “We’ll be done in a minute, then we’ll watch some TV.”

      The stinging pain in my mouth refused to go. But I didn’t care about the pain; I kind of liked it. I liked the way my tongue tingled. I liked the way it was warm against the roof of my mouth. I liked the way water felt as it washed down my tongue and throat, cold and fresh against the sore skin.

      This was the taste of freedom. It had taken me five years to finally understand what my sister had been after, but now I’d experienced some of the other side, I could finally understand why she bailed on us.

      And I understood that this pain wouldn’t last forever. Just like this visit.

      I watched them in my peripheral vision, trying to see what my sister saw in Alexander specifically. To me, he seemed like a bit of a creep. He was always trying to touch her, always trying to stick his tongue down her throat, all the while making these weird sighing noises that made my skin crawl. Even while they worked, he was all over her, rubbing on her, caressing her soapy hands.

      For whatever reason, Stephanie seemed perfectly happy with him. But was she really? I wondered if my sister had found her life lonely without our family and just attached herself to the first guy she found. I hoped that she wasn’t so insecure, but I couldn’t be sure. After all, I hadn’t really spoken to her in five years. A person could change a lot in that time.

      The clattering in the kitchen stopped. I glanced over in time to see my sister step towards Alexander. She pressed her body tight against his and wrapped her arms around his neck before leaning in to kiss his lips.

      Right before me, the kiss turned passionate, and I found myself watching Alexander tongue my sister. His hands wrapped around her back and slipped down her waist before stopping on her ass.

      Just as I saw his fingers grab her butt, I looked away. My stomach churned inside of me at the absolutely disgusting display. They didn’t have any shame, those two. Being free was fine, but what about when their freedom impeded upon mine? I did want to be able to do more things, but I was thinking along the lines of trying food and listening to secular music, not this. It was dirty, like pornography.

      I wanted to turn the TV on to drown out the sound of their lips smacking but I couldn’t find the remote. I doubted I would have been able to work it, anyway. Nothing in their apartment was even remotely similar to what I had at home. I was so, so lost. The only thing I could do was clench my teeth together and stare at my own reflection in the black, empty screen opposite from me.

      Christ, I couldn’t stand the sounds they made, the wet, sloppy smacks that just would not stop. They invaded my ears and tunneled into my mind until shivers were rolling down my spine and coursing through my body in hot waves. I thought I might pass out as if I had heat stroke, gray speckles strobing in front of my eyes.

      Finally, mercifully, they stopped mauling each other. The silence was blessed but didn’t last long. They whispered and giggled to each other as they untangled and made their way over to the couch. They were acting like little kids! I rolled my eyes as they squeezed past me, constantly touching one another in inappropriate places. When they were finally wedged onto the other side of the couch, basically sitting in each other’s laps, my sister pulled the remote from between the couch cushions and turned on the TV.

      The blaring noise was a welcome distraction. I stared at the screen as it began to flash in bright colors, wishing I would go blind so I didn’t have to see what was going on.

      Stephanie draped her legs diagonally over Alexander’s lap and he wrapped his arms around her shoulders. Their fingers interlinked, gently rubbing each other’s skin.

      The only thing I could do was close my eyes and pretend I was somewhere else, anywhere else.

      That was exactly what my parents wanted though, wasn’t it? Were they right? Why was this bothering me so much? Was it because Alexander was a complete slime ball, with his long, tousled hair and untamed facial hair? Or did the problem really lie with me, in how I had been raised, making me incapable of seeing two people be affectionate.

      And was this the right way to show affection? Or wrong?

      The more I thought about it, the more confused I got. I could feel the anger bubbling up inside of me again, sending hot tendrils shocking through my thighs. My fists clenched and released over and over, desperate to do something. I had no idea what, but they wanted to do something more than just sitting idle on my thighs while tension built inside me. I was going to erupt. I could feel it right beneath my skin, like a scream that was buried in my chest, trying to claw its way out.

      The heat was only getting worse, pushing its way through me until sweat dripped down my back and misted on my forehead.

      I tried to be cool about wiping it away, making it look like I was just brushing my hair away from my face, but when I glanced over to them again, I saw that they weren’t even paying attention to me or the TV.

      I knew I shouldn’t look at what was happening over there. It was supposed to be a private thing you did in loving relationships that had been approved by God by marriage. I knew that. And I looked anyway and couldn’t stop.

      Alexander had his arm slung around Stephanie’s shoulder, his hand resting on her breast as his fingers slowly twirled around her nipple.

      In my head, I heard the sound of my mother’s shrill scream. It was like all of Mom’s worst nightmares were coming true, and now they were going to infect me as well.

      I instantly looked away from them, unable to control the rage that was pulsing through me. I didn’t want to see my sister’s erect nipple through her sweater, nor did I want to see her boyfriend playing with it. Seeing them act like this was torture. I just wanted to stand on their couch and scream at them for being so disgusting.

      The only thing I could do was sink down into the couch cushions and sneakily put my hand on my left cheek, blocking my view of them. Even seeing them out of the corner of my eye was too much. Watching his fingers flick so deftly through the air was enough to set my teeth on edge.

      I brought my knees up to my chest and gritted my teeth together in anger. The more I tried to block it out, the louder they became. I could hear my sister’s hitched, lustful breaths as her savage boyfriend continued to play with her body.

      I kept cringing away from them, trying to focus on the TV instead of hearing their soft moans, but there was nothing in the world that would have blocked out those awful noises.

      I kept my hand plastered on the side of my face as I squinted hard, hyper focusing my attention onto the TV. I described the images to myself in my head, stating all of the colors I could see and repeating the words the people were saying.

      None of it helped. I could hear Stephanie’s moans getting louder and stronger with every shaky breath she took. The anger was fueling me. I felt it in my thighs and stomach, red-hot, making my entire body warm to the touch. I could feel the heat radiating out of me as if I were made of nuclear waste.

      I knew that I was being at least a little irrational. They were in their own home and were free to do what they wanted but they were doing it in front of me. They knew I wouldn’t like it. It was inconsiderate, downright rude, and entirely inappropriate to fondle each other’s nipples in front of blood relatives. Or any relatives, for that matter.

      My discomfort didn’t seem to bother them. Stephanie was moaning loudly, longingly, and Alexander was letting his hands drift all over her body, from her neck down to the waistband of her pants.

      I could see her chest heaving in my peripheral vision, her breasts bouncing up and down as her erect nipples pushed through the fabric. Alexander was leaning over her a little, putting his lips on her cheek and neck, kissing and licking her skin.

      I desperately wanted to put my fingers in my ears and sing loudly but I couldn’t be such a child.

      Would other people act like me? Is this what Stephanie meant when she said I need to learn how to be a big girl in the real world?

      I closed my eyes and breathed deeply, trying to calm myself down, even though it felt like my whole body was on fire. My skin was burning, prickling all over with goosebumps.

      Stephanie moaned louder, followed by the sound of skin slapping against skin. I risked a glance through my fingers clamped on the left-side of my face.

      To my horror, I saw that Alexander had shoved his hands down my sister’s pants. My hand dropped away from my face as my mouth popped open in complete shock.

      I couldn’t stop staring at the sight of his hands down my sister’s pants. It was so unreal, as if I was watching a movie and not experiencing it for myself. There was the skin above her private place, the bits usually hidden by underwear, along with Alexander’s hairy arm diving down between her legs.

      When I was finally able to rip my eyes away, I saw that Alexander was staring at me while he fondled my sister.

      The disgust rose up my throat like vomit. Without thinking, I leaped up from the couch and rushed across the living room. I didn’t care if I disturbed them, I just needed to get out of there before they started having sex right in front of me.

      I ran into the bedroom and slammed the door shut behind me. Once it was closed, I locked the door and pressed my back into the thick wood. My heart was racing and my stomach was roiling.

      As much as I didn’t want to think about it, I couldn’t get the image of Alexander’s smug face as he fondled my sister out of my mind.

      I went over to the bed and burrowed under the blankets like the memory was a monster I could hide from. I didn’t want to be subjected to that filth. Not now, not ever.
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      I tossed and turned in my bed, causing the mattress to  bounce wildly beneath me. It didn’t help my situation. I kept wondering if this is what the mattress did beneath my sister’s back as she got fucked by Alexander.

      My mind refused to stop, no matter what I did. I had no choice but to leap out of the bed, keeping my back turned to the mattress. The rage was still running through me, heating up my body until my skin was white hot, all my blood pulsing through my body before settling in the spot between my legs.

      I didn’t know what was happening to me. I’d never felt anger like this before. It was all-consuming, taking hold of every inch of my body and staining every thought in my mind.

      The worst part about it was that I couldn’t escape. I came here specifically to spend time with Stephanie. There was no way she was going to let me go home early, not when we had made all these plans to catch up and spend some quality time together.

      Quality time, I scoffed.

      As if there was anything quality about this. All she was doing was dry humping her boyfriend in front of me. She could do that while I wasn’t there. Hell, she could do that literally any time she wanted. Why did she have to do it in front of me?

      For a moment, I considered that it might have been some weird punishment. After all those years I went without really talking to her or trying to see her, could this be what I deserved? Or maybe she was trying to cut the link between me and our parents, trying to show me how good life could be out of their clutches.

      If that’s what she was going for, she was failing miserably with her demonstration. I wasn’t interested in boys, or relationships, the only thing that mattered to me now was getting into a good college.

      Trying to talk myself down didn’t help anything. I was still furious. The rage was coursing through my body unlike anything else I’d ever felt before. Another hot wave washed over me, causing my skin to sweat like crazy.

      I moved my hair off the back of my neck and fanned myself with my free hand, pacing around the spare bedroom. I was making myself dizzy but I needed to move, otherwise my legs would tremble and shake involuntarily. I could feel the adrenaline in my muscles, powering me and fueling my rage.

      I couldn’t help but think that my parents had been right. If they knew Stephanie acted like this, then it wasn’t surprising that they wanted to keep me out of her clutches. I had been so young, so impressionable. They had acted not a moment too soon.

      And now not only was she ruining my stay, but she was going to succeed in ruining my life. I could already feel myself slipping off the rails. It was her idea for me to come here in secret, but I’d agreed. I had gone behind my parents’ back and come here against their wishes.

      What was I going to do next? How else was I going to betray their trust? I didn’t want to change, I didn’t want to become a bad person, but now I had a sneaking suspicion that it could easily happen.

      Guilt started to pile up on top of me, aimed towards my parents, towards Stephanie for not being happy to see her after so long apart, towards myself for not knowing what was right for me. The weight of it all was too much for my weak shoulders. I stopped pacing and slumped onto the edge of the bed, listening to the sheets rustle underneath my butt.

      My shoulders drooped and my back curved as my mind continued to spin so fast it made me feel dizzy.

      I had imagined this weekend being blissful, full of laughing and hugs and sisterly love, but instead it was everything but that. I just wanted to curl up in the bed and pretend that I was back at home under my parents’ protection, safe from all of this weirdness.

      There was no use crying over spilled milk. I just had to make the best of the situation and hope that everything turned out alright in the end. I leaned back, allowing myself to fall down onto the bed behind me, and tucked myself into the sheets.

      I wasn’t sure how things were going to ever go back to normal, but I had to remain hopeful. I snuggled down beneath the comforter, only letting my face peek out from behind it.

      My heart was pounding in my chest and my blood was still pumping through my body. I could feel my pulse in my thighs, steadily thrumming away as I tried to get to sleep.

      It was clear to me it wasn’t going to happen. My anger was still consuming me. I’d already tried to walk it off but that hadn’t worked. I didn’t know what else to do besides sit in bed and sulk.

      The pulsing in my thighs was only going stronger. It was uncontrollable. I didn’t know how to make it stop. I let my hands slip down to my thighs, my palms resting against my bare skin.

      I could feel my pulse throbbing, shivering through my thighs and up to my hands. I curled them into fists, nails biting into my palms. My mind skipped back to Alexander and Stephanie, how their fingers fluttered and flexed as they touched each other. Kissed each other.

      As soon as I thought about Alexander’s mouth gliding over my sister’s tender neck, the pulse in my thighs throbbed harder. The heat burned brightly, spreading up my legs and into my stomach.

      I let my hands drift up from my thighs, around my hips, before settling on my stomach. Just feeling my skin brushing against itself sent electric tendrils shivering up my spine.

      For a moment, I couldn’t understand what was happening to me. It was like my body had awoken from a deep, dark sleep, like half my senses hadn’t worked until just now. I could even smell myself, a soft musk that clung to the bedsheets.

      My hands drifted down from my stomach and stopped just above the waistband of my underwear. I could feel my slender hips at my wrists as my fingers extended down to the soft, downy spot between my legs. I could feel the heat there, calling out to me.

      Was this what my body had been calling out for all this time? Was I really so out of touch with my own body that I didn’t understand what I’d been feeling?

      There was only one way to find out. I let my fingertips slip beneath the elastic waistband. They slipped through my neatly trimmed hair and stopped just shy of my lower lips.

      I could feel the energy in my hips. If I didn’t have such tight control of my body, they would have bucked and forced my fingers even lower. My stomach was tying itself into knots, screaming out for my fingers to just edge that little bit lower.

      Every inch of me started to radiate heat. This was it. This is what I had been yearning for. It wasn’t rage I’d been feeling—it was desire, that sinful yearning that drove people to lawlessness. I was racked with it, my body obsessed, calling out for some affection. The sudden understanding was euphoric in its own right and now I’d experienced some, I wanted so much more.

      I let my hands sink down until I could feel my own arousal soaking into my skin. It was so warm down there, so wet, so inviting. I let my fingers explore, gently touching myself as I tried to find my way around.

      I’d been taught where everything was but I’d never actually gone looking. My parents’ had always told me it was sinful for a woman to touch herself for pleasure, and I’d listened.

      I couldn’t listen right now. My ears were filled with the thrum of my own heartbeat. I parted my wet lips and found the sweet spot, tucked up between the folds of skin. As soon as my fingers touched against it, I felt my whole body course with electric energy. A shuddering gasp escaped out of my mouth as shudders ripped through my body. The reaction was instantaneous, making me go wild. I felt my toes curl up as I continued to touch myself, my fingers gently pressing against the soft little lump.

      I was too scared to start moving my fingers. I was already enjoying this sensation too much. I didn’t want to start something that I couldn’t stop.

      I’ve already started, I thought. If I’ve already broken the rules, what’s a little more going to do?

      Ever so slowly, I began to move my fingers. I slipped them up and down on either side of my clitoris, gently squeezing it between the sides of my fingers as they moved.

      I clenched my teeth together as I felt my body respond. All of the muscles in my thighs instantly tightened as waves of hot euphoria coursed through my body. Rattling, gasping breaths came as I moved my fingers faster.

      I switched positions, putting the tips of my fingers square onto the swollen, throbbing bud, and began to rub myself in circles.

      This was even better than before. My chest heaved as I breathed deeply, enjoying the warmth spreading out from between my legs. I could feel my whole body coming alive, adrenaline coursing through my veins as I continued to work myself.

      My free hand slipped down between my legs and my fingers found their way inside me, pushing into my depths as I continued to stroke myself. I gasped, barely able to contain my moans, as I thought about how Alexander had treated my sister. I thought about his full lips, the curly hairs of his moustache, imagining them stroking down my tender neck. I thought about his tongue lapping against my skin before his mouth closed around me and sucked gently. I imagined what it would feel like if his teeth nibbled on me, what it would be like if his strong hands began to undress me.

      I rubbed myself furiously, feeling all of my muscles tightening, thoughts of Alexander spurring me on. My arm was moving so fast it was shaking the entire bed, sending the headboard knocking into the wall behind me. I didn’t care about the noise, the potential property damage. I could almost feel Alexander’s big hands grabbing my breasts and tugging on them roughly before bringing them into his wet, waiting mouth. It was so real, so vivid. I wanted to strip him, touch his muscles, feel his hard body sliding over mine, but my hands were occupied.

      It hit me then, what I was doing, where exactly my hands were and what I was doing. I stopped touching myself. I stared all around the bedroom, stinging from the sweat dripping into my eyes. I was panting, breathless, and the horror crashing down upon me made it all the harder to get any air.

      I’d been masturbating.

      I wrenched my hands out of my underwear and brought them up to my chest, holding them tightly against my body. That only made it worse. I could smell my own body on them, my arousal. My fingers were slippery. I wiped them hurriedly on the sheets and folded my arms over my stomach, and clamped my thighs together.

      One day with my sister and I had changed into a completely different person. I didn’t recognize myself anymore. Not only had I touched myself for pleasure, but I’d touched myself to my sister’s boyfriend.

      That frightened me more than anything else. I kept my arms firmly around my sides as I lay in bed, my eyes permanently wide. I had shocked myself, right down to my core, and I had no idea how I was going to show my face to them in the morning.

      What if they head my headboard knocking against the wall? What if they saw my embarrassment in my face? What if they could sense what I’d done, just like my parents always knew when I’d done something against the rules?

      I gripped myself harder, muscles clenching, working myself into a knot. I didn’t trust myself to move lest my body betray me again. I didn’t even allow myself to relax, not even when my legs started cramping and I lost feeling in my fingers. The pain was nothing compared to what God had in store for me.

      I started to pray, apologizing for every little indecent thing I’d done, said, and thought, over and over in every way possible.

      It was going to be a long, sleepless night.
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      In spite of what I thought, I must have fallen asleep at some point. When my eyes opened, everything came rushing back to me. In the cold light of morning, I felt the shame come into my cheeks, heating them up. I wanted to hide, but there was nowhere for me to go. I had to get up and face the day.

      I pushed the covers off my body and got a whiff of myself, sweat mixed with arousal. I moved my hands to my face and inhaled. There it was, still clinging to my skin after all that time. Memories flashed through me, phantom sensations. I could feel remember the feeling of my fingers touching my spot down below, rubbing it gently as sparks flew inside of me. It had turned electric when my pace quickened, like nothing else in the world mattered at all.

      I wanted to bring my hands to my face to hide myself, but I hadn’t even washed them yet. I could still smell myself on my skin. If my nose wrinkled much more, it would recede inside my skull.

      I needed to get to the bathroom. Once I washed my face and hands of the previous evening’s antics and let it drain away down the sink, I’d feel a little better.

      I swung my legs over the edge of the bed and let my feet touch against the cold wood floor. I let it seep up through my skin, cooling down my legs. It didn’t help much.

      I recoiled a little before reaching for the door handle. Would the smell stick to the metal? Would I infect the room forever? I shook my head and told myself I was being stupid before grabbing the handle and yanking the door open.

      My baggy t-shirt covered most of my thighs, allowing me to walk through their apartment without feeling like I was revealing too much of myself. I made my way across the living room, heading straight for the bathroom door.

      I grabbed the handle of it, but when I twisted the handle, the door didn’t open. It was locked.

      “Sorry,” a voice called. “Occupied.”

      I gritted my teeth together. Great. I turned on my heels and went into the kitchen. I couldn’t wash my face out here, but I could wash my hands and ease my anxiety a little.

      As soon as the tap was running and the dish soap was all over my hands, a heaviness lifted from my heart. The smell would be gone, replaced with apples, and no one would know of my shame. Not unless they saw it on my face, anyway.

      Once my hands were clean and dry, I went to the fridge and got myself an icy glass of water. I sipped at it and leaned my butt against the counter, trying to relax as best as I could.

      I took in their apartment, illuminated by bright morning light coming in through the big, featureless windows. I tried to look at it from a new perspective. This was my sister’s home. She was once my best friend in the whole world. Why couldn’t I just be happy for her, even though we had different ideals and ways of life?

      I heard someone clear their throat. Alexander had appeared out of the bedroom door, dressed in workout gear. His broad chest was covered with a baggy tank top and on his legs were thin, worn sweatpants that looked like they were older than I was.

      I averted my gaze immediately. I didn’t want him to see what had happened. My actions were written on my face, plain for anyone to see in my expression. The last thing I needed was for my sister to find out I’d masturbated to the thought of her boyfriend.

      Even just thinking about it made my stomach roil. I was so stupid. I’d put myself in this awkward position and now there was nothing I could do about it. I’d always have to live with the knowledge that he had once been my fantasy.

      “Morning, Kayleigh,” he said as he walked past me, waving his hand lazily.

      I nodded at him before lowering my head again. I didn’t want to look at him, let alone talk to him. I couldn’t trust myself not to say something that I would later come to regret.

      “Just gonna get my workout in,” Alexander said.

      He stepped in front of the TV and instantly began stretching. He lifted his right arm above his head and leaned to the left with his free hand on his hip. I tried not to look at him. The fabric of the tank top stretched across his body, molding against the shape of his muscles.

      “Sure,” I said. “I’m just waiting for the bathroom.”

      Alexander laughed. “You’ll be waiting a while,” he said. “She takes about forty-five minutes in the morning.”

      There was nothing I could say back to that, so I nodded again.

      Great, I thought. Hogging the bathroom still, after all these years. Some things never change.

      I resigned myself to the fact that I would have to sit and wait for her to be done, all the while forced to watch Alexander sweat right in front of me. It wasn’t fair. I just wanted to wash my face and try and clear my head a little bit, but how was I supposed to do that when he was there?

      I continued sipping at my water, wishing that time would pass quicker so I could just go back home. I just wanted to be back in my room with all of my childish posters and bright pink walls, where everything was normal and safe. I didn’t want to be here, having my sexual awakening right in front of my sister’s boyfriend.

      By the time my water was almost finished, Alexander was starting his workout. He’d removed his shirt and had dropped to the ground to do push-ups. His muscles bulged as he lifted himself off the floor before sinking down again.

      He was the perfect specimen. Not only was he gorgeous with a great facial structure, but he was strong and covered in muscles over every inch of his body.

      It didn’t take long for him to start sweating. He was whispering under his breath, counting each push up he did, rising into the double digits quickly. I watched as his hair flopped over his forehead, free from styling products.

      Just watching him made my body start to respond. There was nothing else to look at. The TV was off and they didn’t even have any art on the walls. The only thing I could stare at was him and his perfect, sculpted body.

      I was tempted to move back into the bedroom, but that would be such an obvious move. He’d figure it out in an instant if I didn’t stand there, pretending to wait for the bathroom while in reality I watched his sweaty, warm body pumping through repetitive motions.

      Disturbing thoughts entered my mind, thoughts I couldn’t control. I wondered what his sweat would taste like. I wondered what it would feel like to have those strong arms lift me into the air and allow my legs to wrap tight around his waist.

      Just thinking about having him between my legs sent my brain spiraling. That warmth spread through my body again so fast I hardly knew what was happening. One second I was fine, the next I was trembling.

      I squeezed my thighs together, desperate to stop it before the throbbing returned, but the pressure only made it worse. I felt the spot between my lower lips engorge, swelling up as all the blood rushed down there.

      My hands tightened around the water glass. They desperately wanted to reach down into my underwear and fondle my throbbing spot.

      The change in my personality was insane. I couldn’t believe that twenty-four hours in this apartment had turned me into a pathetic, dripping, lustful mess. I didn’t recognize myself anymore. Where was the strong, level-headed girl I had once been? Was this all my parents’ fault for keeping me under strict supervision? Was this all of my teenage sexual energy coming out all at once, or was this something else?

      I had no idea. I couldn’t tell. The only thing I knew was that I wanted to leap over the island counter in front of me and press my body against Alexander’s. I didn’t care that he was with my sister. I didn’t care that he was hers. None of that mattered.

      It was torture. All of it. I didn’t want to be there anymore. I didn’t want to have those feeling for Alexander, or anyone for that matter, but I had no choice. They had reared their ugly head and they needed to be dealt with.

      I was going to go insane if I didn’t do something, anything.

      I moved toward the island counter and pressed my stomach against it. Once I set the glass down, my hands were free to do as they pleased. There was no way Alexander could have seen me. The counters were blocking the view of my body from the stomach down, so I was free to do what my body yearned for.

      I moved my fingers to my underwear and slipped them beneath the soft material. I was already soaking wet down there. My arousal had soaked into the cotton and was starting to drip down my thighs. I soaked my fingers in the liquid and let them slip between my lower lips, finding their way to my clitoris.

      To stop myself from moaning, I clenched my jaw and pressed my lips together. My heart was beating so hard I could hear it in my ears. I rubbed myself, slowly at first, as I watched Alexander just a few feet away from me.

      By now he’d switched to doing crunches. His fingers were laced together behind his head and his back was curved where he brought his knees up to his chin. The sweat was pouring off him now, soaking into his sweatpants.

      Christ, I just wanted to touch him. I wanted to lick the sweat off his pecs. I wanted to let my hands roam down his stomach and down to his sweatpants, diving beneath the fabric there to grab his thick co—

      The sound of the bathroom door closing snapped me out of my mindless lusting. I immediately yanked my hand out of my underwear and shoved it down to the side, out of sight from the bathroom.

      I didn’t want to look over straight away. I didn’t want my sister to see my guilty face.

      “Kayleigh.” She said my name sharply. “The bathroom is free now.”

      I looked over to her, feeling the heat rising up into my cheeks. She was holding a laundry basket, filled to the brim with dirty clothes.

      “Thanks,” I muttered, storming past her and locking myself in the bathroom.

      I put the toilet seat down and sat on it, bringing my heels up to the edge of it. I wrapped my arms around my knees and held them close to my body. I closed my eyes and began to swear at myself.

      Fucking idiot, I thought. Fucking moron. Jesus Christ, how can I be so stupid?

      Now it was my turn to hog the bathroom—I didn’t ever want to leave, otherwise I’d have to face my shame.

      Again.
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      Once I’d been forced out of the bathroom by my sister’s anguished cries, I had rushed into the spare bedroom and slammed the door shut behind me. I’d stayed there all heckin’ day, refusing to come out. How could I even think about showing my face to them?

      By now it was obvious what was happening. There was no denying it. My sister had seen me with my hands in my underwear, rubbing myself while staring at her boyfriend.

      I was going to have to live with the consequences of my actions for the rest of my life. This weekend was going to forever stain our relationship. We were never going to be able to get past this, I knew it. This was going to be our undoing.

      I spent most of the day in bed, trying not to cry. There was a deep well inside me constantly on the verge of overflowing, pressing at my sinuses for release. I had betrayed my sister, betrayed my family, betrayed my morals and my God.

      In twenty-four hours I had turned my entire life upside down. And as I lay there in the bed, thinking about everything that had happened, I couldn’t understand how everything had gone so wrong.

      I’d been around boys before. I’d been alone with boys before. Hell, I’d even kissed boys before. Sure, we had been dating, and it was with my parents’ permission and under supervision… but I had still experienced things.

      What was it about Alexander that sent me wild? It was clear to me that it was something about him, an air around him or an aura or something. It called out to me and sent cold shivers down my spine every time I looked at him.

      A knock sounded on the bedroom door. I cuddled deeper into the bed, refusing to answer the door. I didn’t care who it was on the other side—I just needed space. Mostly I needed to think about what I’d done and punish myself, but I also needed space from their disappointed looks.

      “Kayleigh,” a deep voice warned. “You need to come out.”

      I ignored him. Out of the two of them, he was definitely not the one I wanted to see. If it wasn’t for him, none of this would have happened. If it was just my sister living here, we would be having a brilliant weekend filled with snacks and laughter and pajama parties. He had ruined it all. I was willing to bet he had used his body to sway Stephanie. Maybe like me, she was blinded by his beauty. She didn’t realize what she was doing, flaunting him around her impressionable, virginal little sister.

      “Kayleigh,” Alexander called through the door. “Come on, we’re really worried about you.”

      His voice didn’t sound that worried to me. He still sounded the same. Just a smug, arrogant asshole that had ruined my relationship with my sister in twenty-four hours.

      It wasn’t like we were close before this, either. We’d barely talked for five years. And now? Now I was probably going to lose her forever.

      I curled up tighter, pulling my knees to my chin and hugging my shins. I didn’t want to be there. I wanted to go home, to be back in the safety of my childish bedroom, thrown back into my childish life.

      “Come on,” Alexander moaned. “You have to come out.”

      “Leave me alone!” I shouted.

      I didn’t want to interact with them at all, but if they kept disturbing me then I had no choice. I just wanted them to leave me alone until it was time to go home, then I would never have to look either of them in the face ever again.

      “We’re not going anywhere,” Alexander said. “We need to figure this out, okay?”

      “There’s nothing to figure out!” I continued shouting. “I’m staying in here until it’s time to go home and that’s the end of it!”

      For a moment, there was only silence on the other side of the door. I thought they’d finally left me alone, so I lifted my head from the mattress and stared at the door as I strained to hear.

      “Fuck this,” Alexander swore loudly.

      I heard a hand grab the door handle and shake it as they yanked on it.

      “No, stop it,” Stephanie cried.

      Then there was a low, muffled conversation. I heard them talking rapidly with one another as they discussed the situation.

      “No,” Alexander yelled, his voice abruptly distinct and close. “I’m not having her tell us what to do in our own home.”

      “Alex, stop,” my sister argued.

      It was too late. He stepped into the bedroom and shut the door behind him. I leaped off the bed and stood awkwardly in front of it, tugging my shirt down over my jeans as I tried to cover myself in front of him.

      “Leave me alone,” I said, my voice quiet and low.

      “No,” Alexander snapped. “You’re a guest in our home. You don’t get to bully us into getting what you want.”

      He took a quick step toward me, starting to close the gap between us. I could already feel the heat in my body. I was yearning for him, desperate to reach out and touch him.

      “Now you’re going to tell me what’s wrong,” he started. “Then we’re going to go outside and apologize to your sister. She thinks she’s done something to upset you.”

      The tears I had been struggling with started brimming up again. My sister, my lovely sister, the one who had always looked out for me and wanted the best for me. The girl who protected me from our parents for as long as she could.

      “She hasn’t done anything,” I whispered. “It’s me. It’s all me.”

      “Well maybe you should tell her that,” Alexander insisted. “She’s out there worrying about you for nothing.”

      “I’m sorry,” I whispered.

      The tears overflowed, tracking down my cheeks and dripping onto my chest. As soon as he saw that, Alexander stepped toward and leaned his head down to look at me..

      “Seriously,” he said. “What’s going on? Why do you want to leave already?”

      “I just...” I had no answer. He was being so gentle with me, his face full of concern. As much as I racked my brain for a conceivable lie, nothing came. Not a damn thing.

      I started to panic, my thoughts scrambling. t didn’t matter what it was. They would accept whatever I came up with. They would just nod their heads and tell me I was being a stupid girl and that I should just try to enjoy the rest of the weekend as best as I could. I couldn’t lie, not when he was being kind. But there was no way I was going to tell him the truth. No way. So, I just stood there, my mouth hanging open.

      “Kayleigh?” he prompted.

      “I don’t want to say.”

      It was the only thing I could think of.

      Alexander sighed, his shoulders slumping, and he lowered his head to look down to the floor. He shook it slowly, swaying from side to side, before his fingers came up to the bridge of his nose. He pinched it tightly for a moment, breathing deeply.

      “I’m sorry,” I said again. “I really am. I didn’t want to ruin this weekend.”

      “You haven’t,” Alexander said. “We’re just worried about you. Stephanie has been looking forward to this for months. She’s been so excited and she’s disappointed it’s not going how she expected.”

      “Me too,” I agreed.

      That was the truth, too. I was disappointed. All I wanted to do was spend some quality time with my sister. Instead, everything had become so messed up. I didn’t know what to do next, let alone if I was ever going to see my sister again after this weekend.

      “Look, I’m sorry if we got off on the wrong foot,” Alexander began. “I just wanted you both to have a great weekend and I’m sorry if I was partly to blame.”

      “No,” I said, my voice trailing off weakly. “No, it’s nothing like that.”

      I tried to be strong, to deny it all, but my voice betrayed me. It was obvious that he was the problem here, otherwise he wouldn’t have said anything.

      “Let’s start again, okay?” Alexander asked.

      Then he held out his hand for me to shake. I stared at it for a moment, wondering if it was a good idea for me to touch him. I didn’t want to have a reaction when he was standing so close to me, all of his attention on me.

      “For Stephanie?” he asked.

      I’d been staring at his open hand for ages. There was no other choice. I grabbed it and shook, feeling my limp hand crushed in his.

      To my horror, he pulled his arm toward him, dragging my arm along with it. Before I could do anything, he had pulled me into a tight hug. I felt my body pressed against his as his arms wrapped around my shoulders and waist.

      He didn’t stop there, though. He craned his head to the side and buried his face in the crook of my neck. As he breathed out, I felt my neck break out into shivers. They rolled down my body in electric waves as my stomach broke out into butterflies.

      My knees went weak beneath me. I could barely stand. I put my hands on his sides and tried to push him off me, but he just wasn’t going to let me go. He continued to hug me, keeping our bodies tight together.

      Without warning, my mind drifted off, imagining all the dirty things I could do to him while being so close. I could have kissed his neck, wrapped my arms around his body, or slipped my hands down his pants to feel his cock.

      A shudder rolled down my spine at the thought. I wanted to get on my knees, open his jeans, and have a look to see what was hiding under there. I wanted it so badly, I could feel my hips trembling.

      I just wanted him. All of him. Inside me.
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      It only felt like I was cradled in his arms for a second, but time moved strangely in his embrace. I could feel the heat of his body against mine, burning me and melting me down.

      It didn’t take long for my brains to scramble themselves in confusion. On the one hand, I knew he was my sister’s boyfriend. They might get married one day; then they might start a family. I couldn’t have these feelings for my future brother-in-law.

      But then there was that little, nagging voice at the back of my mind: how could Stephanie be with someone that drove me this crazy? There would always be the worry that something would happen between us, wouldn’t there?

      Could a man resist a woman who so desperately longed for him? I was about to find out.

      Alexander grabbed my upper arms and dug his fingers into my skin, trying to shove my writhing body away. The feeling of his hands against my arms woke me from my daze. I was suddenly aware of how my body was moving.

      I’d been humping him. My hands were clamped around the small of his back and my hips were thrusting against his, hard. As this realization hit me, my body stopped moving.

      Alexander was able to push me away from his body and hold me there at arm’s length. My vision was blurry and my cheeks wet, streaked with tears. I blinked hard and reached for his shirt, clutching at him, craving to get back into his arms.

      No matter how hard I tried he was still able to keep me away from the warmth of his glorious body.

      A quiet whimper came out of my mouth as I strained against his strong arms. The tears came harder, pounding down my face in miniature rivers now the floodgates had been opened.

      This whole time, the intensity of his gaze was burning holes into my skin. I couldn’t look up to him. I was too ashamed. I was just running on desire, on instinct. All I knew was that I wanted him badly and I was going to do everything in my power to have him.

      “You know why this has happened, don’t you?” Alexander’s smooth, silky voice reached me purely because of how calm he was.

      I had no choice but to look up at him while he was talking to me. It was the polite thing to do. My knees almost buckled as I stared into his crystal blue eyes, sparkling like the ocean on a sunny day.

      “Don’t you?” he asked me, more forcefully this time.

      I shook my head.

      “This has happened to you because of your strict religious upbringing,” he explained. “If your parents had allowed you to live a little, you wouldn’t have gone so wild the first time you were left alone with a man.”

      I felt heat rush up into my cheeks, turning me a deep shade of crimson. I knew he was right. This was the first time I’d been outside of my parents’ protection and look what happened.

      “They’ve kept you from the real world,” he said slowly, staring at me. “And now you’ve gotten a taste of it.”

      I nodded slowly. He was right—I had gotten a taste. There was no way I was going to be able to go back to the good girl I had been. I’d just humped my sister’s boyfriend, for Christ’s sake. There was no going back from that.

      “The only thing you need is a good fucking,” he continued. “Loosen you up a little. Show you what life is really about.”

      My stomach dropped through my body. Tingles shot through my muscles, causing them to shudder and twitch. My lips parted in shock as I slowly processed what he was saying.

      Alexander let go of my arms and let his hands drift down to mine. Before I knew it, we were holding hands.

      My stomach broke out into nervous butterflies. I stared down to our hands, our fingers intertwined, as my mind turned to mush. Was this real? Was this going to happen for me?

      “You want to get fucked, don’t you, Kayleigh?”

      Hearing him say my name caused my knees to knock together. I gripped his hands tightly, trying to stay on my feet. His hands tightened around mine, crushing me in his grip.

      Alexander pushed against me, forcing my body backwards. When my calves hit against the edge of the bed, it dawned on me what was about to happen.

      He was going to have sex with me, right there on my sister’s guest bed.

      Alexander removed his hands from mine before putting them on my shoulders. My body instantly sank down until my butt was pressed against the mattress below.

      Everything started moving so quickly. Alexander stepped away from me and began to take off his clothes. I watched as his naked body was unveiled bit by bit. I could see every inch of his skin, his bulging muscles, the network of blue veins, his dick.

      Only when he was completely naked did he look to me, his head tilted to the side a little.

      “Do you want me?”

      My throat tightened. My mouth suddenly became drier than the Sahara. I could only gulp and stare up to him, unable to put my feelings into words.

      Finally, I gained enough control of my body to speak. “Yes,” I admitted. “I want you.”

      Alexander took hold of my hands and lifted me from the bed. With deft fingers, he began to undress me. My clothes sank to the floor until I was standing naked in front of him.

      I had to fight the urge to cover my body, feeling vulnerable and exposed. Alexander let his eyes drift up and down, exploring every inch of me, before taking hold of my hands and helping me back to the bed.

      My heart raced, my pulse throbbing in every part of my body, all of it radiating down to the spot between my legs. My body was made of fire, constantly spiraling and burning just beneath my skin.

      The feeling only grew stronger as Alexander positioned himself between my legs. I was panting, my breasts heaving as I watched him. His cock was hard and big, throbbing in the air as he grabbed it by the base.

      My knees came up to his sides, tucked beneath his arms as he leaned down on top of me. Something warm and soft pressed between my legs. My breaths stuck in my throat as I realized that was his head, the tip of him.

      His hips pushed, easing his cock into me. It felt unlike anything else, unlike rubbing, unlike being fingered. I was stretched, filled, my inner walls pushed to their limits by his girth. I could feel the warmth of his cock spreading me open and reaching places that had never been touched before.

      I put my hands on my hips and closed my eyes, focusing all of my attention on the spot between my legs as hot flushes rushed through my body. I felt his hips coming closer to mine, slowly easing his cock inside.

      Quiet, strangled gasps came out of my mouth as his cock pushed deeper and deeper into me. Alexander kept his pace even and slow, slipping into me steadily.

      The speed didn’t matter to me. I was in disbelief. This was really happening. I had a cock inside of me, edging deeper and deeper. I was finally losing my virginity.

      Somehow I gained enough confidence to open my look. To my delight, Alexander was above me and both of his arms were on either side of me, his knuckles pressing into the mattress. His head was hanging low, looking to the space between our bodies.

      I lifted my head off the pillow and looked down there. I could see the base of his cock, surrounded in a small mound of wiry black hair, closing the gap.

      It only took a couple seconds more for his hips to press against mine. When they did, he threw his head back and let out a loud sigh.

      “Fuck,” he groaned. “Fuck, your pussy is so tight.”

      My thighs were trembling so badly that I had to lower my feet to the mattress, resting them by Alexander’s thighs, as he ground his hips against mine. I could feel his cock inside of me, all of it deep in there, pressing on places that I never knew existed.

      “Fuck me,” I breathed. “Please, fuck me.”

      I didn’t know what had come over me, but it was all I wanted. I wanted him to fuck me roughly, to treat me like a toy, to use me however he wanted. I was his, totally and completely. I would have done anything to please him.

      Alexander did as I asked. He began to move his hips away from mine, slowly withdrawing his cock from my body. Another wave of heat rushed through me, causing sweat to break out on my skin and aching moans to come out of my mouth.

      I gripped his sides with my fingers as his body slowly moved away from mine, begging him to come back. When only the tip was left inside, Alexander paused and focused his eyes onto my face. He touched my cheek tenderly, brushed away the remnants of tears.

      Then, without warning, he slammed into me. My whole body rocked up the bed as a loud moan burst out of my mouth. I couldn’t control it. My legs tightened on either side of him, clamping against his sides, as they began to tremble.

      Alexander began to fuck me, thrusting his hips slowly at first, before slowly gaining speed. I lifted my hips in time with his thrusts, trying to force his cock deeper into me, pressing on the sweet spot deep inside.

      “Touch yourself,” Alexander demanded, breathless.

      I wasn’t capable of denying him. I slipped my hand between my legs and began to rub myself. My skin was hot to the touch, almost burning my fingers. I slipped my fingers down between my legs and felt Alexander’s cock coming in and out of my pussy.

      Just feeling it there, between my lower lips, was enough to send me wild. My legs began to tremble again as my pussy tightened around his cock. My body seriously had a mind of its own at this point. My pussy clamped down of its own volition, gripping onto his shaft as he thrust into me.

      Once my fingers were covered in our juices, I moved them back up and focused on my clitoris. I began to rub myself slowly, but it just wasn’t enough. I rubbed myself harder and faster, feeling my whole body respond, bucking and jerking.

      This is what I’d been working myself up for, readying myself to obtain. I had been edging my body, refusing to let it have the sweet release. All of it had been building up to this moment.

      This time, I wasn’t going to stop myself. I was going to ride all the way to the end. With Alexander’s cock slamming in and out of me, and my fingers furiously rubbing circles around my clitoris, I knew it wouldn’t be long.

      All the muscles in my body were starting to tense, readying themselves for what was to come. My thighs tightened up and my stomach clenched.

      This was it. I could feel the wave building, ready to wash over me. My whole body burned burning, yearning for the release. I rubbed harder, so hard and fast that my arm was aching and sore. I kept on rubbing myself as Alexander fucked me harder and faster, hammering the headboard into the wall.

      This was it. It was happening. I was about to cum all over Alexander’s cock.

      Now.

      It happened so quickly, all of my muscles tensing and releasing in a hot, indescribable wave. The orgasm took hold of me, hard and fast. For a moment, there was nothing else in the world but me and him. My whole body ascended to another level. I was away from the world, from everything, and only our lovemaking existed.

      I grabbed out for Alexander with my free hand, pulling his body close to mine, wanting the weight of his body crushed against my chest. Alexander did as I wanted. As soon as his weight was on top of me, I felt an intense connection between us.

      I wrapped my free hand around his back and continued touching myself. At first it was a little sore but I refused to stop. I wanted another orgasm, a bigger one, one that was going to send me sky-high.

      A strange sound penetrated through that of panting, gasping breaths and pounding hearts. The bedroom door had opened. I craned my neck up, pressing my chin into Alexander’s shoulder, and saw a figure standing in the doorway.

      I stopped touching myself. I stopped moving completely. It felt like I took a lifetime to focus, but when I did, I saw my sister standing in the doorway. My heart sank through my chest as I realized she was watching her boyfriend fuck her baby sister.

      But then it hit me. She wasn’t upset about this. She was smiling.

      A frown broke out on my forehead as I stared at her. It took her a moment to realize I was watching her, but when she saw me, she smiled wider and reached down to the door handle.

      She grabbed it roughly and closed the bedroom door, that wicked smile still plastered onto her lips. The door closed silently, leaving me and Alexander together again.

      It didn’t take long for me to get back into the swing of things. Alexander’s cock was unrelenting, thrusting hard inside me until my whole body felt like jelly. I wrapped my arms around his waist, trying not to think about what I’d seen.

      But the thought wouldn’t just leave me, the mental image of my sister smiling as she watched us fuck.

      This had been her plan all along, hadn’t it? She’d brought me here to show me the real world, to show me everything I was missing out by being so uptight and following our parents’ rules.

      I didn’t care. The only thing I cared about was the man between my legs, fucking me senseless. I grabbed onto him tight and resumed touching myself, letting my fingers slip over my tender clitoris.

      It wouldn’t be long before another orgasm came crashing down over me. That was all I wanted: Alexander’s perfect, hard cock and unending orgasms, from now until eternity.

      I laid there, feeling Alexander’s cock pulsing inside of me as our bodies rocked up the bed, and I couldn’t help but wonder what else they had planned for this weekend.
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      You naughty girl.

      I can’t believe you would read a book like this.

      Kayleigh was so pure of heart. The perfect daughter to good parents. She could have made a good girlfriend to a nice boy from her home town. She could have remained a virgin until her wedding night, given herself, mind body and soul to her one true love… but instead she got fucked by her sister’s boyfriend.

      You should have stopped reading at the first sign of her losing her way.

      But instead, you continued reading right to the end.

      You dirty, dirty girl.

      You like stories of innocent girls getting corrupted by older, confident, take-charge men, don’t you?

      Well if so, I want you to check out all six books in my Innocence Corrupted collection.

      Trixie Provoked, Kelly Exposed, Amber Stigmatized, Megan Disgraced, Sophie Corrupted and most of all Cindy Violated.

      Cindy Violated  is a big, full-lengh novel that starts with a girl much like Kayleigh, but goes off in a wildly different direction.

      In Cindy Violated, our main character starts off locked up in her bedroom reading the bible while all her friends at school are going out on dates, partying and having fun.

      Cindy isn’t just a virgin, she’s sex-negative. Her dad made her cover up all her life to avoid looking like a harlot, he drilled into her head that men are horrible monsters only after one thing, and that masturbation is a sin.

      Problem is, teenage Cindy is bubbling with hormones.

      Hormones which are driving her slowly mad.

      She’s even considering getting surgery to have her clit removed.

      Everything changes for Cindy when her parents send her to live with her sister Donna at the beach house for a couple of weeks.

      Donna is carefree and sexual, and turns Cindy’s world upside down.

      Read Cindy Violated now.

      Love,

      Viktor

      Email: Viktor@Redreich.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            From Cindy Violated by Viktor Redreich

          

        

      

    

    
      I lay there on my bed, staring at the ceiling. There was something distracting me, and I was doing my best to ignore it. But I wasn’t sure how much longer I could manage to keep it down before it came bursting out of me.

      Ever since that night at the bar with Donna, it felt like a dam had burst and everything that I had been trying to keep in all this time was flooding out. I couldn’t stop it. I had made out with that guy, and when I had woken up the next day … nothing had happened. The world hadn’t caved in. My life wasn’t over. Nobody was beating down my door to tell me what a slut I was. The only thing I had to show for that night was the slightly fuzzy head from a couple of beers and the feeling that I should have done more while I’d still had the chance.

      Donna was out of town for the day, visiting a friend a few hours away by car. She had offered to bring me along, but I had still been too exhausted from the night before to lift my head from the pillow and had turned her down. She had shrugged and been on her way, and now it was just Thom and me, alone in this house once more. Only the two of us. Not that I was giving that any thought, of course.

      I think the reason that I had gone for the older man the day before was that he reminded me a little of Thom--he had that distinguished air, that cool, collected nature that spoke to his confidence and his certainty. When I had been making out with him, I could almost convince myself that it had been Thom there, instead. And that was pretty exciting.

      There had always been something about Thom, that was for sure. Something in the way he moved around this house like he knew he was the most important person here. He and Donna had lived here by themselves for years after the divorce went through and her mother dropped out of the picture, and he had had to take care of everything himself. He worked, he cleaned, he cooked, and this was his domain. All of it. Which meant that, in theory, I was his domain, too.

      And maybe, just maybe, there was more than a little hint of the urge to get back at Donna for what she had done with Andrew. I had tried not to let it bother me that much, but how could it not? This was the man who had been part of my life for nearly seven years, and he had slept with someone other than my mother. In the room next to mine, no less! And with a girl who was my age! It was just wrong on so many levels. And if Donna thought I was going to let her get away with doing something so devious, she had another thing coming.

      Besides, the feel of that man getting hard against my hip had flicked a switch inside of me. I hadn’t wanted to do it right there, right then, with him, but it had confirmed to me that I needed to feel a man take me like that if I was ever going to shake all this from my head. And why would I bother heading out to a bar again, when a man I wanted to do that with was right there in the house?

      And that was all I could think about as I stared at the ceiling, my head buzzing, my heart pounding in my chest. Thom was just across the hall, doing some work on his computer in his office. I could still remember the way he had looked at me when he had seen me in that dress. He wanted me then. The question was, did he still want me now?

      I peeled myself off the covers and took a deep breath. I mustered some of the energy that had made me feel so very powerful the night before and went to the mirror propped up next to the door. I fluffed out my hair and rolled up the hem of my skirt to show off a little more of my leg. What was it that Donna had said? Men liked it when you played innocent. Well, I was going to see if that particular tactic was going to have any effect on her dear father …

      I had carefully cleaned my face of the make-up that Donna had helped me apply the night before, but I still felt as though I was carrying some of that energy into today. The girl that had made out with that man was still there inside me, and I just had to figure out if I required a couple of beers to coax her out, or if I had found a way to do it on command.

      I slowly made my way over to his office, my heart pounding fast. What if I just made a fool of myself? Maybe he would laugh in my face or think I was joking or kick me out of the house for daring to so much as suggest such a thing. Would my mother be mad or happy about that? Knowing that I had given up my uptight ways, and replaced them with something far sluttier? I hoped I wouldn’t have to find out.

      I hesitated for a moment, and then knocked on the door. No point in holding back, right? I just had to go in there and try and see what happened. I could always just say that he had been misreading the signals or something if it went wrong. Mustering up my courage, I knocked on the door, and a moment later, I heard him moving around inside. Alright, it was now or never – and I sincerely hoped it was now.

      He opened the door and smiled when he saw me. He was wearing a pair of glasses, but he took them off and rubbed his eyes as he spoke.

      *

      "Cindy, is everything okay?”

      "Everything’s fine," I replied. "I just thought you could use a little break from work, that’s all?”

      "Oh?”

      "Because I’m bored," I admitted, and he grinned at me and stepped aside.

      "I wouldn’t be a good host if I didn’t take care of your needs," he replied, and he pushed the door shut behind me. I wondered for a moment if he knew about his daughter and his best friend. Did he care?

      "So, how did you enjoy going out with Donna last night?" He asked, and I shrugged.

      "It was pretty fun," I replied. "I’ve never really done anything like that before. Fun to try new things, I suppose."

      "Yes, Andrew mentioned that you … uh, that you didn’t go out partying a lot when you were back home," he replied delicately. It was clear that he was avoiding sharing whatever the actual less-than-flattering terms my stepfather had used for me were. I was going to prove them so wrong as soon as I got the chance, they were just going to have to wait and see. Not that I was hoping they were going to find out about what I had in mind for right here and right now--no, I could just imagine them shipping me right back home if they discovered that. An over-correction, was that what they called it? Either way, I had a lot of lost time to catch up on, and I had no intention of letting any more of it slip away.

      "Oh, he doesn’t know everything about me," I murmured, and I leaned upon his desk right next to him, so close that our legs were touching. He glanced down to the spot where our knees had connected, and I flashed him a smile.

      "I mean, a girl’s got to have her secrets, right?" I remarked with a slight giggle. He dragged his eyes away from me for a moment, like even looking me right in the face was more than he could take.

      "You want to know one of mine?” I asked, lowering my voice, as though what I was about to tell him was for his ears and his ears only. He looked up at me, and I could see the glimmer of curiosity in his eyes, even if he didn’t want to admit it out loud. I dipped my head down to his ear, so close to him I could almost taste the desire in the air between us.

      "I’m a virgin, Thom," I told him. I couldn’t believe I was saying those words out loud; up until recently, I would have made sure that nobody knew about that, sure that everyone was judging me for being so far behind when it came to development and adulthood and everything else. But Donna had told me that innocence turned men on--and what could be more innocent than that?

      "Why are you telling me this?” He asked, his voice low. He turned his head so that his mouth was just an inch from mine. I could see the tension in his jaw, and it filled me with sureness; I could do this. No, more than that, I could make him do this. I could convince him that he had been the one to want me all along.

      "Because I don’t want to be one anymore, Thom," I continued, eyes fixed on him. "And I want to give it to someone who I know can make it … special for me."

      I slid down into his lap, winding my arms around his neck. It was still something of a shock that this all came so easily to me. Had this just been waiting to come out all this time? No wonder I was such a mess before this--what gargantuan effort had I been putting in to make sure that this side of me didn’t catch a breath of air?

      His eyes slid all the way up my body again, and I heard him take a long, shaky breath. I could feel him stirring beneath me. He wanted this. He wanted me. I had seen it in his eyes the night before when he had seen me in that dress, that something had shifted about the way he looked at me.

      "Cindy," he murmured. "I don’t know ..."

      I pulled my skirt up another inch or so, and he let his hand come to rest on my bare thigh.

      "How about now?” I offered. And with that, finally, he gave in.

      When he kissed me, he kissed me hard, his fingers sinking into my thigh roughly to keep me in place as he pushed his tongue deep into my mouth. His other hand was in my hair, tugging at it, pulling my head to the side so he could run his mouth over my neck. I gasped at the feel of his teeth on my skin. I had no idea that he could be this rough. I wondered how long it had been for him since he had fucked anyone – and for a moment was amused by the fact that both of us would be breaking our sex-fasts here today.

      He pulled me off him and planted me down on the desk, pushing my legs apart and grabbing my face so he could kiss me again. I loved how hard he moved against me, as though he had been waiting for this I had walked through the door. Had he lain in bed and imagined me giving myself to him like this? Maybe touched himself the same way I had? The notion sent a jolt of want through me, like a shock.

      His hands roamed between my legs and pulled off my panties, tossing them aside, as though he had lived out this moment a hundred times before in his head. My blood was pulsing in my system, and I swear I could feel it pooling deep down in my belly, the heat from his touch making my body ache for more. I could see the outline of his erection through his pants, and, though it was a little scary, it aroused me, too. He wanted me the same way I wanted him. That kind of power was enough to make a girl a little dizzy with it all.

      He wrapped one arm around my waist and kissed me hard, sliding the other between my legs and pressing his fingers against the crook of my thigh.

      "Tell me you want this," he ordered me, and I took a moment to catch my breath.

      "I want this," I gasped, and I meant it. And that was all the permission he needed from me. He slid his hand towards my pussy and dipped his fingers into my soaking slit.

      It was the first time anyone other than me or my doctor had been down there, and it felt as though every desire that I had been doing such a good job keeping under wraps was threatening to rise up and burst free of me all at once. I knew this was wrong, knew I could land the both of us in so much damn trouble for it, but the fact that he didn’t care--the fact that he was still willing to do this with me--that was what drove me crazy.

      The sensation was a little strange at first, but then he pushed his fingers deeper inside of me and it started to feel good. Really good. I groaned and hooked an arm around his neck, pulling him close, inhaling his sweet, intoxicating scent. How had I held out on this for so long? I had no idea. Now that I was finally giving myself over to this pleasure, to this endless, impossible goodness, it felt ridiculous that I had ever been able to hold back.

      "Fuck, you’re so wet," he growled into my ear, and I found myself pushing my hips back down against him. I wanted him inside me, deeper. I wanted to feel something more. I could almost imagine what it would be like to have his cock there, filling me, taking me, making me his. He kissed my neck, his stubble tearing on my skin, and I tipped my head back and reveled in it, took it in, every moment, every inch-

      And then, suddenly, it all stopped.

      He stepped away from me, pulled his fingers out from me, drew his mouth away from mine. I opened my eyes, wondering what the hell was going on--and then I saw the look on his face. And I knew that whatever he had been about to give me, he had changed his mind.

      "What is it?" I panted, and he shook his head.

      "We can’t do this," he told me firmly. "I’m sorry. We can’t do this, this is wrong ..."

      "No, no," I pleaded with him. "We can. Just come back here--"

      "Cindy, I need to ..." He began, but he trailed off before he came out without anything convincing. Shaking his head, he backed off and walked out of the office. And I was left sitting there, more frustrated than ever, and wondering what the hell it was going to take to find a man who was willing to give me what I wanted.
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