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Chapter One 
“What the hell were you thinking, Nicollet? That horse is dangerous and you damn well know it.” Jack Kemp stared at the girl standing before him biting her lip nervously, and shook his head. For the hundred thousandth time he wondered what the hell he was supposed to do with her. 
Nicollet had been dropped in his lap five years ago by his foster sister, Piper. Jack’s parents had taken Piper in as a young girl when her own parents, their nearest neighbors, had been killed in a devastating house fire, and raised her as their own. His foster sister had always been a free spirit -- too free, apparently, to bother raising her own child. She had shown up one morning with Nicollet in tow and told Jack she had an emergency and needed him to watch her daughter for a week. When a week turned into a month, and then two with no word from Piper, he’d had to reluctantly accept the fact that he was stuck with a thirteen-year-old girl he had no idea what to do with. 
At the time, Jack himself had been barely twenty-five and trying to run the Lazy Z 
ranch by himself. Raising a teenaged girl was the last thing on his agenda, yet Nicollet had captured his heart from the first. With her honey-blond hair and huge brown eyes, she 2 Evangeline Anderson 
looked like a waif that needed all the love and affection he could give her. The way she had snuggled up in his lap melted him every time. 
But it had been five years since Piper had dropped her daughter off on his doorstep and the sweet little girl had grown into a rebellious young woman. Jack had done the best he could with her, sending her off to a private girls school he could ill afford when the ranch was struggling, and trying to discipline and love her when she came home for summer breaks and holidays. But lately it didn’t seem to matter what he did or said -- he just couldn’t get through to her. 
He looked at the girl in question, still biting her lip and scuffing at the carpet of the front hall of the big ranch house with her small white tennis shoe. Her honey-blond hair hid big brown eyes from view and she had her arms behind her back, twisting her hands nervously together. It was an act and he knew it. Where had the sweet, tractable young girl Piper had dropped off gone to? Maybe it had something to do with her hormones. 
Nicollet had been a very late bloomer, keeping the narrow boyish hips and flat chest of a girl for most of the first three years she’d lived with him. Then, overnight it seemed, she had blossomed into womanhood, growing curvy hips and full, luscious breasts that turned every man’s head but Jack’s. To him, she was still just ‘little Nicky’, no matter what bra size she wore -- at least that was what he’d been trying to tell himself lately. And while he was thinking of bras, it was obvious she didn’t have one on. 
Jack frowned when he saw the clear outline of her nipples pushing against the thin white cotton of her T-shirt. She shouldn’t be wandering around the ranch like that -- there were too many single men with hungry eyes and eager fingers on the premises. But he didn’t know exactly what to say about it and even if he did, she’d be sure to contradict him. 
“What the hell were you thinking?” he demanded again, trying to keep his mind on the subject at hand and his eyes off her jutting breasts. “Why did you go near that stall when I specifically told you not to?” 
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“I…I don’t know.” She looked up, her eyes bright, still nibbling her full bottom lip. She shrugged. “He didn’t look dangerous to me.” 
“It doesn’t matter what he looks like. Damn it, that stallion nearly killed one of his handlers -- that’s why he was put out to stud early.” Jack frowned at her and ran a hand through his thick coal-black hair. 
“But you said he had the best bloodlines -- that’s he’d sire race quality foals,” she protested, as if that made a difference. 
“His bloodlines are one reason he’s so temperamental,” he ground out. “If Tanner hadn’t been there to grab his bridle and I hadn’t walked in the stable when I did, you might be dead right now. Do you understand what I’m saying?” 
To his intense aggravation, Nicollet only shrugged. It seemed like the minute she had turned eighteen and started college, she’d decided she knew everything there was to know worth knowing and nothing he could say would convince her differently. 
Well, maybe it’s time to stop saying and start doing. It was true. This went beyond a simple infraction of the rules like sneaking out at night or breaking curfew. This time Nicollet had put both herself and others in danger and it was time to teach her a lesson. Jack had never raised a hand to her but he was tempted now. Clearly he could talk until he was blue in the face and get nowhere with her. He had to take some action. 
“Nicollet.” He raised her chin to get a good look into the drowning depths of her big brown eyes. “Tonight after supper I want to see you in my office. It’s time you learned a lesson about obeying orders.” He fingered the black leather belt he wore around his narrow hips menacingly, making sure she got his point. He saw a slight shudder run through her slender frame and watched her eyes widen as she took in both the belt and the serious expression on his face. 
“But Jack…” 
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“Don’t ‘Jack’ me. It won’t get you out of this one. And don’t make me come looking for you, either,” he growled. “You be in my room right after supper or I promise you’ll regret it. 
Understand?” 
“Y…yes,” she faltered, and he almost felt sorry for her. But damn it, she’d gone too far this time. She had to be taught a lesson. 
She needed a good stiff punishment and that was exactly what she was going to get. 
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Chapter Two 
With trepidation Nicky watched the broad back of her guardian stalk away from her. 
She could always tell he was upset when he used her full name instead of calling her ‘Nicky’ 
or ‘darlin’. But this time he was more than upset -- he was downright angry with her -- 
maybe too angry. After all, she hadn’t really wanted to make him mad, she’d just wanted to get his attention. 
Almost from the moment she’d first stepped foot inside the beautiful old ranch house in the foothills of the Rockies, Nicky had been attracted to him. She’d fallen in love with the rugged beauty of Colorado, with the wild and graceful glory of the horses on the Lazy Z 
ranch, but most of all, she’d fallen in love with the man that ran the whole place -- Jack Kemp. 
It was easy to trace that love too -- to remember where it all started. She’d been barely thirteen, an awkward, scary age to begin with, when her mother had abandoned her... 


* * * * * 
 “It’s a beautiful place and you’re going to love it, my darling.” Her mother brushed ash-blond hair out of her classically lovely face and smiled brightly as she rapped on the solid oak door. 
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“Mom, please, can’t you take me with you? Just once?” Nicky looked pleadingly at her mother, putting her heart into her eyes. She hated being left in strange places while her mother went off on adventures with various men, although she supposed she should be used to it by now. 
“Nonsense, darling. Whatever would you do while Brad and I were skiing? I could hardly keep an eye on you all the time.” Her mother rapped on the door again, more sharply this time. Under her breath she muttered, “Where is he? The plane leaves in an hour.” 
In fact, her mother had barely kept an eye on her at all, which meant Nicky had been forced to raise herself more often than not. She wouldn’t have minded so much if her mother had just left her at home with some cash for groceries, but Piper was afraid to appear neglectful. So Nicky was shuffled off to other people’s homes on a regular basis and nothing she could say would change the situation. Sighing, she waited as patiently as she could while her mother rapped a third time at the door. 
When the solid oak door finally creaked open, the tallest man Nicky had ever seen was standing there, looking huge and forbidding. 
“Oh.” She gave a little gasp as the dark giant turned to look at her, and then her mother was taking up his attention, chattering a mile a minute about last minute plans and unavoidable emergencies. Crisp, wavy black hair shadowed piercing blue eyes and the tall man’s tanned face was set in a frown like a thundercloud while Piper explained that she just needed Jack to watch her daughter for a week. 
“Christ, Piper, I haven’t seen you in years and all of a sudden you show up and want me to baby-sit?” Jack’s deep voice was a low rumble of disapproval. It didn’t seem to bother her mother, but Nicky felt it cut through her like a knife. 
“Only for a week, Jack. And I’m sorry I can’t stay to visit.” Her mother was already leaving the porch, making a beeline for the late model Porsche where Brad, the man who was taking her to Switzerland for a ‘mini-holiday’ as she called it, was waiting. Nicky had The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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been left with other friends and distant relatives often enough to know that a mini-holiday usually lasted longer than a week, but obviously the tall man with the ice-blue eyes didn’t know that. The fact that he was the last remaining relative who didn’t was probably the deciding factor in dropping her off with him in the first place. 
“Piper, I’m a single guy. What do I know about watching a kid?” His protest bounced off her retreating back. 
“Nicollet is older than she looks -- she knows how to take care of herself,” her mom had thrown back over her shoulder. “I really appreciate this, Jack. See you in a week.” And she climbed into the sporty red Porsche and waved good-bye, leaving Nicky standing on the broad front porch with her battered suitcase clutched to her chest. 
The man her mother had called Jack looked at her, obviously stumped, and finally shrugged. “Well, kid, come in, I guess.” He stood back from the doorway to let her in. 
She had spent the first week trying to make herself scarce and the second trying to make herself useful. It wasn’t easy to be useful on a horse ranch when she knew nothing about horses and was frankly terrified of the huge animals, but she tried. In her experience the best way to keep from wearing out your welcome at a strange house was to be helpful and unobtrusive. Jack had tolerated her ‘helpfulness’ and even started teaching her about horses, but Nicky never got the idea that she was indispensable, or that he did more than tolerate her presence. 
It wasn’t until the end of the first month when she hadn’t heard a thing from her mother that she began to get really worried. When she tried to place a collect call to the number her mother had left, no one answered, and Nicky had been afraid to try and track her down any other way -- phoning Switzerland wasn’t exactly cheap. 
She sat in the narrow twin bed that night, staring into the velvety blackness of her borrowed bedroom and wondering what was going to happen to her. Only that day one of the ranch hands had yelled at her for getting in the way around the stables and school was 8 Evangeline Anderson 
supposed to be starting soon. Would her mother come back for her in time for her to be enrolled somewhere? 
An even more frightening question occurred to her -- would her mother come back for her at all? Nicky hadn’t been allowing herself to think such horrible thoughts, but now they all came flooding in, crowding her brain like a pack of angry strangers shouting for attention. 
What if her mother was dead somewhere, lost in an avalanche on some foreign ski slope? 
What if she never heard from her again? What if Jack Kemp decided he was tired of having her around and sent her to a foster home? What was going to happen to her? 
The horrible uncertainty that she had been suppressing for weeks suddenly overwhelmed her and she started to cry. Wrapping her arms around her knees, she crouched in the narrow bed and tried to sob quietly, so she wouldn’t bother Jack. But despite her efforts to keep her grief silent, he still heard her. 
Nicky looked up to see the tall figure standing in her doorway, looking rumpled and sleepy. He was wearing pajama bottoms with no top and his broad chest, covered with a crisp mat of black hair was revealed in the dim light of the hallway. 
“Hey, kid.” His deep voice soft and unexpectedly gentle. “What’s goin’ on? You all right?” 
Nicky shook her head and wiped her eyes with quick, jerky motions. “I…I’m fine. I’m sorry -- I didn’t mean to wake you.” She huddled in on herself, trying to be small and unobtrusive, trying to disappear in the darkness so he would go back to bed and leave her to cry in peace. But that wasn’t how Jack Kemp worked. When he saw a problem that needed fixing, he fixed it, and right then Nicky must have looked like she felt, completely broken. 
He sat on the side of her bed and one large, warm hand caressed her trembling back through the thin nightshirt she wore. “Hey, Nicky.” His voice rumbled softly in her ear. 
“Why don’t you tell me what’s wrong, huh?” As far as she could remember, it was the first time he’d called her anything but ‘kid’. 
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Maybe it was the way he said her name, or the way his voice sounded, so soft and gentle, or the way he touched her -- his hand so warm and firm and soothing on her back. 
But for whatever reason, Nicky found herself melting and suddenly she was sobbing in his arms. She poured out all of her horrible thoughts and questions and Jack held her close and let her cry. He ran his fingers through her hair and rubbed her back while the sobs shook her, murmuring soothing nonsense words. He gentled her as he would’ve one of his horses. 
“All right now?” 
Nicky pressed her hot face to the broad, scratchy chest and breathed in deeply, inhaling the aroma of horses and leather and clean masculine sweat that was at once and entirely Jack. “I don’t know. Mom’s left me for a long time before, but she’s never gone this long without at least calling. Do…do you think something happened to her?” 
“I don’t know.” Jack’s voice was soft in the darkness of the room, his hand still stroking her back. “But I do know that you’re welcome in my house for as long as you want to be here, Nicky. We’ll try to track down your mom but even if we don’t find her right away, you’re gonna be okay right here with me. All right?” 
Nicky nodded hesitantly, still a little uncertain despite his warm words. 
“That’s my little Nicky,” he rumbled approvingly, and squeezed her tightly, as though to emphasize his point. 
“And…and you don’t mind my staying here? You promise?” She let her heart fill her eyes. 
Jack looked at her solemnly and taking her small hand, he placed it on his broad, bare chest. “I’ll do better than promise, Nicky, I’ll swear it. Heart swear, darlin’, the most sacred vow I know. I want you here with me and that’s the truth.” She could feel the steady thump of his heart beneath the warm, scratchy skin, beating in a reassuring rhythm that seemed to echo his words. 
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Nicky copied his motions, taking his large palm and placing it against her own flat, bony chest. “Heart swear,” she repeated, feeling at ease for the first time in weeks. “Thank you… Jack.” It was the first time she’d call him anything but ‘sir’, good manners being essential for getting along in a strange house. 
“Jack, huh? I think I like the sound of that.” He grinned and ruffled her hair, then gave her a warm kiss on the forehead. 
By the time he tucked her back into the narrow little bed and pulled the covers up to her chin, she was completely his -- mind, body and soul, and well on her way to falling helplessly, hopelessly in love. It was a love she knew Jack would never return… 


* * * * * 
 It wasn’t that he didn’t love her in his way, Nicky reflected, trudging up to her room to get ready for supper. It was just that he still saw her as a little girl, despite the way her body had changed and her mind had matured. She knew he would never believe she was old enough or grown-up enough to decide that she wanted him in her life as more than a guardian. This was why the moment she turned eighteen she had started a subtle campaign to get his attention. When that hadn’t worked, she’d resorted to being not so subtle. And when that hadn’t worked, well… 
Remembering the look in his ice-blue eyes when he told her to report to his office after supper for punishment, Nicky wondered if she’d finally gone too far. 
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Chapter Three 
“What’s gotten into that girl lately?” Jack murmured to himself. He stalked out to the stable to see if the horses that had been riled up by the morning’s incident had settled down all right. Demon, the huge black stallion with a temperament to match his name, was chewing placidly on his afternoon ration of oats and everything appeared to be business as usual. 
Jack shuddered when he remembered the scene from that morning. He’d walked into the barn just in time to see the high-strung horse rearing above Nicky’s small blond head, the murderously sharp hooves inches from her delicate frame. Jack had sprung into action, helping his top hand, Tanner, subdue the snorting beast. Afterwards he’d grabbed Nicky by the shoulders and crushed her to him, too glad that she was unharmed to be immediately angry. But it hadn’t taken long for anger to kick in. She could have been killed, damn it! 
The worst thing was that acting so careless around a dangerous animal like Demon wasn’t like Nicky at all. Jack had trained her from the first day she’d been with him to respect and care for the animals that were his livelihood and he couldn’t understand why she would suddenly ignore everything he had taught her and disobey his orders. 
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The heels of his well-broken in boots clumped across the wooden stable floor as he walked down the row, inspecting the horses. He patted his favorite mare’s neck and was rewarded with an affectionate whinny. But his mind was still on Nicky. This wasn’t the first strange behavior he’d seen from her since she’d come back after her first year of college -- he just hadn’t thought much of it until now. 
He supposed it had started at the airport. When he’d picked her up, he couldn’t help noticing with disapproval how skimpy and tight her denim shorts were. And the lacy little V-neck sweater she’d worn to keep warm on the plane plunged much too low, showing cleavage that seemed to have grown considerably since he’d last seen her. 
Jack, of course, had made a real effort not to notice how full her breasts felt crushed against his chest, when she ran forward and hugged him tight. Likewise, he tried not to see the curve of her hips or how her long, coltish legs had filled out to proportions any man would love to have wrapped around his waist. But it was a battle he was destined to lose. 
It seemed that while all of Nicky’s physical attributes had grown, all of her clothes had somehow shrunk. He had even given her a gift certificate to the local mall as a welcome home present and told her to buy some new things, but so far as he could see, that hadn’t helped the situation at all. Nicky was still running around the ranch in clothes that looked like they’d been made for a girl with half her figure and damned if it was hard not to notice. 
Jack shook his head -- take that outfit she had on today. It was hard to concentrate on disciplining her when he could see the full, firm swells of her ripe breasts pushing against that thin T-shirt. How the hell was a man supposed to think straight with a sight like that in front of him? 
Then there was the matter of her wanting to sit on his lap and cuddle. Of course in the past, it had never been an issue. Jack knew that his foster sister, Piper, had been a cold and distracted mother, and that Nicky was starved for affection. When she was younger, she’d come to him for every little cut and bruise, so he could kiss it better and hold her tight until she felt secure. In the last year or so, she’d grown out of that behavior, to Jack’s lingering The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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regret. But ever since she’d come back from college, it was back in a big way. He vividly remembered her first night back at the ranch… 


* * * * * 
 “Jack, you just have no idea how much I missed you.” 
Jack looked up from the evening paper which he’d been reading before going out for one final check on the horses. He was sitting in a deep leather armchair that Nicky always called ‘Jack’s chair’. It was almost big enough to be a loveseat and many nights they had curled up together in it, Jack with the paper and Nicky with a favorite book or fashion magazine. While she had been away at college, the chair had seemed too big, somehow too empty. Now seeing her, flushed with excitement and affection, Jack realized why. He had missed his little Nicky and, even though she wasn’t so little any more, he was happy to welcome her into his arms for a hug. 
“I missed you too, darlin’,” he rumbled, pressing an affectionate kiss to her forehead while she cuddled in his lap. He was waiting for her to scoot over to her side of the chair and curl up with a book as she often did. But this time, Nicky seemed to be perfectly content to stay in his arms with her sweet, rounded little bottom pressed directly against his crotch. 
It might not have bothered Jack in the past, but it did now. And since she’d grown so much and developed so fast, he couldn’t help noticing the way her full breasts brushed against him every time she breathed and the way she rubbed him just the right way every time she shifted her curvy little ass on his lap. 
To his embarrassment, he found he was getting a hard-on, which had never happened before when he held Nicky in his lap. What was wrong with him? There was no way it was Nicky turning him on, he told himself. It was purely the physical stimulation of her pressing against him, not anything to do with the girl herself. After all, he didn’t think of her that way. Even though she wasn’t really a blood relation, she was still like a daughter to him, like a little sister, like a niece… No matter which way he put it to himself the situation didn’t 14 Evangeline Anderson 
change. In fact, if anything, it got worse as Nicky shifted around in his lap like she had a damn case of ants in her pants. 
“Um, maybe you better get up now, darlin’,” he suggested uncomfortably, not wanting her to know how she was affecting him. 
“Oh, not yet, Jack,” she purred in his ear, shifting some more. “I haven’t seen you in so long and I missed you so much!” She pressed a soft kiss on his cheek, and then whispered in his ear, “You don’t know how much I missed cuddling with you and being close to you while I was gone.” She nipped his earlobe playfully, sending a surge of heat to his already rock-hard cock. 
“I’m… I’m sure you found some boys your own age to cuddle with while you were at school, darlin’,” Jack stammered, hardly knowing what he was saying. The last thing he wanted was for Nicky to be getting mixed up with some worthless college jock who only wanted to get into her panties. But he had to say something. 
Nicky shook her head, her silky honey-blond hair shifting across her shoulders and glowing softly in the lamplight. “Nope, I’ve been saving up all my cuddling for you. You’re the only one I want to be close to.” 
She kissed him again, this time right at the corner of his mouth and he could actually taste her lips. She had on some kind of cherry lip-balm that made him think of forbidden fruit. She felt so warm and soft and curvy in his arms. Completely different from the bony little girl she used to be who was all knees and elbows. She smelled different too. She was wearing something soft and floral and devastatingly feminine. Nicky shifted again and Jack began to feel like he might explode. 
“Look, darlin’, I just remembered, I’ve got to check one of the mares.” He sat up suddenly and shoved her off his lap onto the chair next to him. 
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“Oh, Jack, can’t it wait?” She pouted prettily, an expression that had never failed to work on him before. But not this time. Jack knew he had to get out of the house and away from her and the strange reaction she was causing in him. 
“Sorry, Nicky, it can’t wait.” Seeing the sad look in those big brown eyes he relented a little. After all, it wasn’t Nicky’s fault that he’d reacted to her the way he had -- she was completely innocent, just looking for affection like she always did. “Go on up to bed and maybe I’ll check in on you after a while.” 
“Promise?” Nicky gave him that small, tentative smile that always tugged at his heart. 
He was a damn fool for her and he knew it, but Jack couldn’t seem to help himself. He loved her too much to deny her anything. 
“Promise.” He caressed her soft cheek briefly before going out to the stables to try and get hold of himself. The chilly night air blowing down off the Rockies and the quiet sounds of the horses at rest cooled him down. He refused to analyze the situation, deciding to just chalk it up to the fact that he’d been a long time between women. 
“Oughta see if I can find some female companionship,” he told Demon. The huge stallion snorted as if in agreement. Jack decided then and there that he would make time to go down to the local bar, the Stardust, and see if he couldn’t find a willing woman to help him take the edge off. It had never been a problem in the past -- he was tall and muscular, a good looking man, and most women were happy for him to spend the night. He just made sure that they understood that a night was all it was, that he wasn’t interested in a relationship. A relationship could only mean trouble. 
It pained Jack to admit it, but one of the reasons he was still unmarried was the fact that a lasting relationship of the kind he needed just didn’t seem possible. He was all right with one-night stands -- love ‘em and leave ‘em, no problem. But he knew if he ever got into long term, he would need a woman who understood his needs. A woman willing to give in to his demands and spread her thighs for him whenever and wherever he demanded she do so. 
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There was a dark side to his psyche -- he was just too damn dominant for any of the women he’d spent time with over the years to handle. 
Sighing, he realized that he was now thirty with no wife or kids in sight. It was a good thing his mom wasn’t there to nag him for grandkids. At this stage in the game, he’d have to wait for Nicky to get married so he could spoil her kids the way he’d spoiled her. Jack tried, but he couldn’t picture the man that would be good enough for his little Nicky. He just hoped she was behaving herself at college -- he certainly wasn’t ready for her to have any babies yet. 
Thinking about her made him realize that it was getting late and she was probably waiting for him to check on her. With a reluctance he couldn’t understand, Jack made himself go back to the old wooden ranch house. He climbed the stairs to the room down the hall from his own that had belonged to Nicky since the first night Piper had dropped her off. 
He opened her door to check on her. Nicky was already asleep with her back to him. 
She was curled tightly in the narrow bed, decorated with a feminine rose pattern spread Jack had let her pick out herself when they redecorated the room for her sixteenth birthday. The coverlet had slipped down her shoulders, and her hair was lying over her back and curled around her slender neck like a golden shawl. 
Jack felt a deep surge of love for the girl lying in the bed. In so many ways, Nicky was the best thing that had ever happened to him. If anyone had asked him when he was twenty-five if he wanted to raise a thirteen-year-old girl, he would have told them they were crazy. 
But now he couldn’t imagine his life without her bubbling laugher, her stubborn temper, and her affectionate, loving ways. 
He stepped quietly into the room, meaning to tug the coverlet back up over her shoulders and stopped dead in his tracks when Nicky moved in her sleep. With a deep sigh, she turned over suddenly so that she rested on her back, one arm thrown over her eyes to shield them from the light coming in from the hallway. Jack nearly moaned aloud at what he saw. 
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Nicky wasn’t wearing her usual oversized sleep shirt, or even one of his old T-shirts, which she loved to cuddle up in on cold nights. Instead, she had on something made of sheer white material. It was a baby doll night gown that cupped her full breasts lovingly and split right beneath them to show a long expanse of silky tanned abdomen and the rounded cup of her navel. The hem ended just above her crotch where a tiny scrap of virginal white lace barely covered the tender lips of her sex. 
Jack was rooted to the spot -- he literally couldn’t look away. In the light from the hallway the sheer material of the gown was nearly transparent, clearly showing the shadow of her berry pink areolas and nipples made erect by the slight chill in the room. Nicky sighed again and spread her thighs and he could see the outline of her slit right through the brief lace panties. Where had she gotten such clothing and why the hell was she wearing it now? 
This is Nicky, not some damn centerfold! The thought snapped him out of his trance and he began to back out of her room, trying to look anywhere but the delectable sight of her nearly naked body. 
“Mmm, Jack?” Nicky had opened one sleepy eye and looked at him, catching him before he could shut the door. “C’mere.” She beckoned him with one arm, not bothering to sit up. Reluctantly, Jack moved and sat on the far edge of her bed. 
“Thought you forgot about me.” The big brown eyes were sleepy and half-lidded, giving her face a sensual cast he wasn’t sure he liked. After all, this was his little Nicky, not some Playboy bunny. Still, he tried to act natural, to treat her as he always had. 
“Couldn’t forget about you, darlin’.” He hoped his voice sounded natural. “I just spent more time with the horses than I meant to. Princess Grace bred late last time and she’s due to foal anytime in the next month.” 
“Really?” Her eyes brightened with genuine delight and she sat up in bed, treating him to an even better view of her luscious breasts. “That’s wonderful, Jack! I’ve always been away to school during foaling season. I’m so glad I’ll finally get to see Princess Grace drop a foal.” 
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He grinned at her, some of the easiness coming back to him with the return of a familiar topic. “Yeah, I thought you’d like that, darlin’. This foal should be a real beauty too -
- sired by Shadow Dancer.” 
“Oh, promise me when she starts labor you’ll call me. No matter where I am or what I’m doing I’ll drop it -- I want to be there and see the foaling firsthand.” 
Jack grinned at her. “I’ll do more than promise -- I’ll swear.” 
She put one small hand over the faded cotton work shirt covering his broad chest and then, before he could stop her, she reached for his hand and placed it directly over her full left breast. “Heart swear, Jack?” She looked him in the eyes. 
It was an old gesture with them, one that he had made the first time to ease her pain after it was clear that Piper wasn’t coming back for her. And yet, Jack’s mouth felt suddenly dry as he cupped the firm swell of her left breast, feeling the taut nipple rubbing along the palm of his hand through the sheer material of her nightgown. 
“Heart…heart swear, darlin’,” he made himself say at last, unsurprised that the words sounded dusty and far away. 
“That’s good.” Nicky’s small hand had slipped between the buttons of his shirt and she traced an aimless pattern in the crisp mat of black curls. Her cool fingers started a fire in his veins. She showed absolutely no inclination to remove his hand from her breast. 
“I think… I think you’d better get back to sleep, Nicky.” Jack hoped he sounded a lot calmer than he felt. 
Nicky sighed and her pert little tit pressed deeper into his cupped palm. “But I’m awake now. Why don’t you stay and talk to me for a while?” 
Jack shook his head and made himself take his hand away from her breast, his palm tingling where her nipple had rubbed against it. “Nope, time for all good little girls to be in bed.” He deliberately talked as he had when she was younger. 
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“Maybe I don’t want to be a good little girl.” Nicky had pouted at him, tossing her silky hair back from her shoulders in a move that thrust her breasts up and out. Jack had a sudden urge to rip down the flimsy white night gown and suck those ripe pink nipples into his mouth. He repressed it so quickly it barely registered in his conscious mind. 
“Time for bed, Nicky.” He stood and walked somewhat stiffly away from her bed. He shut the door on the sight of her luscious body and went back outside to spend a little more quiet time with the horses, trying not to think about the way she looked and the way his cock was still standing at attention. 


* * * * * 
 Jack shook his head as he remembered that night. He dug in his pocket and pulled out a handful of sugar lumps for the heavily pregnant Princess Grace who nibbled them gratefully. 
Where had she gotten that sexy white nightgown anyway? He wondered if she’d bought that outfit while she was away, or if that was where his welcome-home gift certificate had gone. But as hard as it had been to ignore Nicky’s ripe new curves that night, the night of the big thunderstorm had been a hundred times worse… 


* * * * * 
 It was one of those dry storms that came ripping over the mountains sometimes, filling the air with static electricity and spooking all the animals with its ferocious growling thunder. Nicky had always been scared of the big storms. Many were the nights when she was younger that she’d come tapping at Jack’s door, begging to be let in to sleep at his side during the worst of the storm. 
Jack, who usually wore either boxers or pajama bottoms to bed, had never thought anything of it before. It was never a sexual thing when she was still a girl -- it was strictly for comfort. Some of his fondest memories were of Nicky, tangled in her long nightshirt and curled in a tight ball in his arms, drawing comfort from pressing her flushed face to his chest 20 Evangeline Anderson 
while he stroked her back and murmured soothing nonsense words into her tousled blond hair. She always crept back to her own bed before morning and Jack was glad to give all the love he could to the girl he knew had been given precious little of it in her short life. 
So on the night of the big storm, not two weeks after she’d first gotten home, Jack wasn’t too surprised to hear the soft, timid rap at his door when the thunder rolled and the lightning clashed outside. Like the cuddling, he’d thought that Nicky had outgrown her need to sleep with him during a storm. Still, he wasn’t unwilling to have her in his bed again, just to hold her in his arms and whisper soothing nonsense into her hair for old times’ sake. 
“Come in, darlin’.” 
“Oh, Jack,” she moaned, pattering across the hardwood floor on bare feet. “I haven’t heard such a loud storm since I first got here. The lightning in my window woke me up and the thunder is awful.” 
“Well, come on in, then.” He held up the covers so she could burrow under them and snuggle close to his side. 
“Mmm, you’re so warm.” She pressed close against him, pillowed her head on his chest and twined her legs with his. Reaching up, she planted a sleepy kiss on his neck, making his pulse jump. “Love you, Jack,” she whispered, snuggling a little closer. 
It only took him a moment to realize what a mistake he’d made and by that time, Nicky was already breathing deeply at his side. Jack lay in the dark room, lit periodically by flashes of lightning, feeling wide awake in more ways than one. The reason for his sudden wakefulness was that Nicky was wearing an outfit even skimpier, if possible, than the one she’d had on the night he’d come to check on her. 
Jack couldn’t see it, but he sure as hell could feel it. The tiny brief top she was wearing had rucked up, and her full naked breasts were pressed against his side. He could feel their heavy, silky warmth and her hard nipples were brushing him every time she breathed. 
Further down, he could feel damp warmth against his hip that made him wonder if she had The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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any panties on at all. Uncertainly, he ran one hand lightly over the rounded curve of her hip, encountering only a slender silk string under his palm -- a thong. Nicky was in bed with him wearing only a tiny silk T-shirt and a thong! It was a far cry from the bulky cotton nightshirts she’d used to wear as a girl, just as her curving, feminine body was different from the angular frame she used to have. 
The motion of his palm on her hip caused Nicky to moan softly and press closer to him, as though she was riding his thigh. Jack swore to himself that he could feel her soft pussy lips part as she pressed against him, rubbing her sweet damp heat against his leg. 
This time he couldn’t deny it was her body that was turning him on. He hadn’t been so hard or ready in years, and yet there was nothing he could do about it. This is Nicky, he reminded himself sternly. I don’t think of her that way. And yet he couldn’t stop his brain from showing him X-rated images of everything he would do to her if only he could… 
Helpless to stop himself, he imagined rolling her over and peeling up the tiny silk top to suck her ripe pink tits. Then he would kiss his way down her body, licking every sweet inch of her softy rounded belly until he came to the tiny scrap of fabric covering her sex. 
Jack could just imagine himself pulling the lacy little thong aside and parting her tender thighs. He would spread open the lips of her pussy, and lick her hot pink clit, swollen with need and desire. He wanted to breathe her feminine fragrance, to eat her wet cunt, to press deep into her sweet, slippery slit and feel her come all over his face while he fucked her with his tongue… 
But God, it was wrong, so wrong! He couldn’t afford to think of Nicky like that, because he would never be able to stop at just eating her sweet pussy. It would be the first step on the road to damnation. What he wanted of a woman he could never ask of her -- his secret desires, his darkest needs to master and dominate, he could never expect her to submit to him and obey his commands. 
All night long the images tormented him, made worse by Nicky’s frequent changes in position. Jack didn’t remember her being such a restless sleeper but it seemed that every time 22 Evangeline Anderson 
sheer weariness was about to carry him off and let him rest, she would shift and press a new, nearly naked part of her anatomy against his side. He didn’t think he got a wink of sleep the entire night. 
But if the night was bad, the morning was worse. Nicky didn’t go back to her own bed before dawn as she always used to. Instead, when he opened his eyes groggily to the morning light seeping in through his window, she was still curled in his bed. 
“Morning, Jack.” She yawned and raised her arms over her head, giving him a brief flash of the creamy underside of her tits. She looked sleepy and tousled, like a woman after a night of hard loving. It was all he could do to stop himself from spreading her thighs and fucking up into that tight pussy that had tormented him all night long. It was all he could do to keep from claiming her as his own. 
Jack was forced to make a dash for the shower where he jerked off under cold water, trying to think of anything but the soft, gold and cream body of the girl in his bed. The girl he wanted so damn badly… 


* * * * * 
 “What’s going on with that girl?” Jack stroked Princess Grace’s velvety nose as he stared at the stable floor. Another man might have been tempted to think that she was doing this kind of thing on purpose -- that she was trying to lure him into her bed. But this was his sweet Nicky -- his little darlin’. Jack was sure she was too innocent to contemplate any such thing. And yet, why had she become so rebellious lately? 
The morning after the storm, he had told her as gently as he could that he didn’t think she ought to sleep with him anymore. And when she’d tried to crawl in his lap to cuddle, he’d pushed her away and made an excuse about going to see to the horses. 
The usually sunny Nicky had turned sulky after he rebuffed her, and she had been provoking him ever since with a series of small aggravations that had culminated in her blatant disregard for his instructions about leaving the dangerous stallion alone. Could she be The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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trying to get herself punished? Trying to get his attention? Jack shook his head -- surely not. 
That kind of behavior was nothing like the sweet little girl he knew and loved. And yet, none of her behavior was typical for her lately. 
Jack was afraid he was going to have to face facts -- Nicky had changed. 
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Chapter Four 
Nicky barely picked at her food. Her appetite deserted her completely when she thought about the punishment that was waiting for her after supper. Across from her, Jack sat silently, broad shoulders hunched, dark face like a thundercloud. The other ranch hands were talking quietly, their mood affected by their boss’s menacing gloom. Jack was the kind of person who carried his feelings around like his own separate atmosphere and anybody in the same room with him couldn’t help but be affected. 
Did I push him too far? Doesn’t he love me anymore? She noticed that Jack wasn’t eating much either. Did that mean he was upset about what he was going to do? What was he going to do? From the moment she’d walked through his front door, he’d never raised a hand to her, had never touched her with anything but love and gentleness. Now he was going to what? Spank her? Beat her with his belt? Nicky just didn’t know and her heart was in her throat when she thought about how she was about to find out. 
Jack noticed her watching him and his ice-blue eyes narrowed when he saw her nearly-full plate. “Not hungry tonight?” 
Wordlessly, Nicky shook her head. She bit her lip, hoping he wouldn’t be even angrier with her for not eating. But instead of saying anything else, Jack rose from the table and The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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pushed his own plate away. Then, giving her a significant look, he walked out and she could hear his worn boot heels stomp up the stairs to his room. The sound was filled with a grim promise that Nicky couldn’t ignore. 
Might as well get it over with, she told herself with false bravado. Pushing away her own plate, she rose as well, oblivious to the looks the men at the table were giving her. She was wearing a new outfit, one she’d picked it out especially with Jack in mind. 
She had on a denim mini skirt that was at least two sizes two small. The skirt was tight across her newly curvy hips and ass and it rode high on her thighs, nearly showing the tiny thong panties she’d bought herself at the mall, among other things, with Jack’s welcome home gift certificate. 
For a top, she was wearing the first thing that Jack had ever bought her. It was a soft, comfortable T-shirt with the words, Yield to the Princess printed across its white surface in curving red letters. The T-shirt was soft and faded, worn thin by years and many washings but to Nicky is still spoke of love. It reminded her of the day Jack had bought it for her, of the day she first really knew she loved him and wanted to save herself only for him. 
But while the shirt might have comforted her, it didn’t do much to cover her. It had been short when Jack bought it for her and that was back when she was bony and flat. Now the thin white cotton was stretched tightly over her full curving breasts, barely covering them and leaving her midriff completely bare. When she put her arms behind her back, one of her nervous habits, the creamy undersides of her breasts were visible along with a curving pink arc of areola. If she forgot and raised her arms over her head, her ripe pink nipples would be revealed, flashing whoever happened to be around. 
But as Nicky climbed the stairs to her unofficial guardian’s room to face her punishment, she wasn’t thinking about what she had on. She was thinking about how much she loved Jack and hoping he wasn’t so angry with her that he forgot he cared for her too. 
She’d saved her innocence for him in more ways than one. Despite a strong natural curiosity about sex, she’d gone out of her way to avoid televisions shows, books or movies that might 26 Evangeline Anderson 
show more than she wanted to learn. She wanted Jack to teach her everything and to be the first and only man inside her body as he was the first and only man inside her heart. 
She knew that lately she had been pushing things -- wearing the skimpy little white baby-doll nightgown when he came to tuck her in and pressing her nearly naked body against him the night of the big thunderstorm. But no matter how hard she pushed, Jack refused to respond to her. She knew she had to be affecting him; the rigid lump of his hardening cock beneath her ass when she sat on his lap told her so. But Jack had refused to do anything about it, although she could tell that he wanted her as much as she wanted him. 
How badly she had wanted to unzip his jeans and claim her prize -- to take that long, thick shaft she could feel pressing against the groove of her ass deep into her sweet, wet pussy. She wanted to feel him press inside her, to break her maiden barrier and penetrate her, taking her long and slow and deep. Just the thought of it made her wet between her legs. 
Nicky pressed her thighs together, feeling the heat that was building there as well as the dampness behind her tiny thong panties. It made her almost despair when she realized that as long as Jack saw her as an immature little girl, what she wanted so badly would never happen. 
How far would she have to go to get him to understand what she wanted from him? 
What she needed from him? How much would it take to push Jack over the line from guardian to lover? 
Nicky wondered with a shiver if she had already pushed him too far. There was an intensity to Jack -- a darker side that he seldom showed her that was only hinted at. She had a feeling that if he ever gave free rein to that dark, intense desire she knew he harbored inside himself, the consequences would be extreme. Though she longed to provoke the desire simmering under his seemingly calm surface, she often wondered if she would be able to handle the results. 
Now, standing in front of his door with her hand raised to knock, she felt as though a flight of butterflies had just taken off inside her stomach. No matter what happens, I have to The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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be strong. Have to show him I can take anything he can dish out. If I don’t prove myself now he’ll never take me seriously. With that resolution she knocked on the door and entered when she heard his low voice telling her to come in. 
Jack’s office was also his bedroom and he conducted most of the Lazy Z’s business from the big antique roll-top desk that had been sitting in the corner of the room as long as Nicky could remember. But instead of sitting at the desk, he was lounging on the side of his bed, dressed in his customary tight jeans although he had taken off the Western style work shirt. 
Nicky eyes flitted over the broad muscular planes of his chest with the mat of black, curling hair and down to his lean hips where the dreaded black leather belt rested. Would he really use it on her? 
“Nicollet.” The sound of her own name, gunshot sharp from his sensual lips, brought her attention back to his face and the blazing blue eyes that were currently glaring at her. 
She opened her mouth to reply but he raised a hand to stop her. 
“Don’t.” Getting off the bed he walked towards her. “You and I both know why you’re here, don’t we?” 
Wordlessly, she nodded. 
Jack frowned, taking a step closer to her. “That’s right.” His eyes softened a little as he took in her obvious fright. “You have to know I don’t want to do this, darlin’” The level of his voice went soft. “But I can’t have you runnin’ around acting the way you have been lately. Somebody might get hurt or killed next time and I sure as hell don’t want it to be you. 
Do you understand?” 
Nicky nodded again, her breath catching in her throat as his large, capable hands dropped once more to the menacing black leather belt and began to unbuckle it. 
“All right, then.” Jack’s voice grew hard and his eyes lost their softness, becoming cold chips of ice in his chiseled face. “It’s time you learned your lesson, Nicollet, and I can’t think of a better way to teach you than the way I was taught -- with a belt.” He nodded at the 28 Evangeline Anderson 
high, old-fashioned four poster bed she had slept in with him on so many stormy nights. 
“Pull up your skirt and bend over the bed.” The tone of his voice was cold enough to freeze all the blood in her veins. 
Nicky felt frozen to the spot. So he was really going to whip her? With his belt? She could scarcely believe it. Part of her wanted to back away and run down the hall, but where could she go that Jack couldn’t find her? Another part wanted to beg and plead -- to tell him she hadn’t meant to act so foolishly and ask for another chance. But as Jack walked towards her, looping the black leather around his hand, another, more confident voice spoke up. 
Have to be strong -- have to show him I’m not afraid. Nicky remembered her resolution before she had entered the room. She would be brave and take her punishment, not like an immature little girl as Jack so obviously saw her, but as a strong, unafraid woman. Besides, the thought of him whipping her, of being bare and vulnerable before him, was strangely arousing. She squeezed her thighs tightly together, feeling the heat that was beginning to grow there. 
Straightening her spine, she looked him right in the eye, feeling the resolution fill her to the brim. “You can hit me, Jack.” He voice barely wavered at all. “You can beat me as hard as you want and maybe I deserve it. But I’m not afraid of you -- not a bit. Do your worst.” 
To show her utter lack of fear, she pulled off not only her skirt, but her panties as well and dropped them on the floor. Marching to the bed, she bent over it, taking a handful of the blue-green comforter in each sweaty palm and spreading her legs slightly bared her ass for his belt. 
She felt the cool air of the room whispering over her tender nether lips and the tiny strip of blond curls that decorated her sex. She heard a low gasp from Jack as he saw her naked pussy open before him for the first time. Just knowing that his eyes were on her -- 
that he was looking at her there, made her wet with need, despite the situation. Defiantly, she widened her stance, wanting to show him even more. Let him see that she didn’t fear The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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him or his whipping. Let him see that she was a woman now, not a scared little girl to run crying at the first sign of danger or pain. 
Let him see that she could take whatever he gave her and ask for more -- much more. 
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Chapter Five 
From the moment she stepped into his room, Jack sensed that there was something different about her. There was a light in her brown eyes -- a hint of defiance that stirred his anger and roused him in a way a meek, yielding attitude wouldn’t have. Then there was the way she was dressed. He couldn’t miss the tiny white T-shirt she was wearing which barely covered her thrusting tits, and there was no bra under there, that much was obvious. He could see the hardened points of her berry-pink nipples pressing against the thin material, almost as though she was taunting him. The skirt she had on wasn’t any better. The skintight denim hugged her curves and showed so much thigh she might as well not be wearing a skirt at all. 
But it was her attitude that got to him most of all. Dammit, this punishment was for her own good! It was that stubborn defiant attitude that had gotten her into trouble in the first place and now she was flaunting it again, telling him she wasn’t afraid of him, that he should do his worst. He felt anger growing inside him as he watched her lift her chin and saw the rebellious light flare in her eyes. 
Jack frowned as he watched her take off not only her skirt, but the tiny thong panties as well. What the hell did she think she was trying to prove, flaunting herself like that? But The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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when she leaned over the bed and spread her legs so he could see her wet, open sex, he nearly lost his composure completely. He knew she was taunting him. She was almost daring him not to whip her, but to fuck her instead. 
Jack’s cock, already hard at the sight of her nearly naked tits and long legs, stiffened even farther. He felt like he had a telephone pole jammed down the front of his pants and seeing her soft, naked pussy on display in front of him was like waving a red flag in front of a bull. He closed his eyes and had a brief, vivid mental image of unzipping his jeans and ramming himself inside her. 
The picture was so clear in his head that he could almost see it. He could see the way the broad head of his cock, made slippery by her juices, would spread her tender lips apart, and he could hear her moans as he pushed slowly inside her, filling her up, inch by inch. 
Could feel her tight wet heat around his shaft as he thrust deep into her unprotected cunt until he reached the end of her channel. He wanted to ride her sweet pussy, to fuck her hard and long and deep and spill his seed into her soft, curvy body while she moaned and cried under him… 
Jack took a step forward, one hand on his zipper where his straining cock was snarling to be set loose. The belt hung from his other fist, dangling like a forgotten snake. 
He actually had his hand on her rounded ass when he came to his senses. What the hell was wrong with him? What had he been going to do? Fuck her? Rape her? His little Nicky -- 
his sweet darlin’? 
Got to get hold of myself. Jack shook his head like a man coming out of a bad dream and took a step back. He didn’t really want to do those awful things to her -- he knew he didn’t. It was just the sight of her nearly naked body that was driving him insane. It had been far too long since he’d been with a woman if he could actually consider raping the girl he had raised and loved as his own niece. Even though there was no true blood relation between them, the thought was still abhorrent to him -- what kind of sick, twisted bastard was he turning into? 
32 Evangeline Anderson 
Swallowing down his lust, Jack took a firmer grip on the belt. He had brought Nicky here to punish her and punish her he would. He wasn’t going to hurt her, not really. But, as he well remembered from his own childhood, a few stinging licks with a belt was a great reminder to think before you acted. He intended to give Nicky something to remember -- a lesson in obedience that was sadly overdue. 
Still, as angry as he was, it was hard to raise his hand and land the first blow. Nicky’s face showed how much she was dreading her punishment despite her defiant little speech. 
Her big brown eyes were squeezed closed and her full pink bottom lip was caught between her tiny, even white teeth. Her entire top half was pressed against the bed and the soft Tshirt she had on was pushed up, giving him a clear view of the creamy curving sides of her naked breasts. Plainly, she was braced for the belt. And yet, when he looked at the pale, silky skin of her ass, Jack couldn’t help thinking that it should be caressed, not whipped. 
“Please, Jack -- if you’re going to do it, just do it!” 
Nicky’s impassioned plea got him moving, made him realize that he had spent far too much time standing and staring and not enough acting on his promise. He had given Nicky his word that he was going to punish her, and punish her he would. A few light licks with the belt and he would tell her to take her skirt and go back to her room to think about what she had done. 
Jack raised the belt and let the first blow fall. 


* * * * * 
 Nicky gasped as she felt the first stinging lick of the belt across her naked backside. She tried not to flinch when she heard the low whoosh of it swinging again and felt the sharp pain as it connected once more. 
He’s doing it! Jack is actually whipping me! Somehow she hadn’t thought he actually would. She’d thought he was bluffing, that he would get her in his room and bend her over the bed and then let her go without laying a hand on her -- just as a warning for the next The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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time. But the stinging kiss of the black leather belt across her naked ass was no warning. 
Apparently Jack was serious about this punishment. 
Nicky gasped again and again as the belt rose and fell. The blows were never hard enough to break skin, but she could feel a heated glow starting in her ass cheeks and moving to the tender flesh between her thighs. It stung terribly and yet…and yet there was something about it that she liked. Something about the way she felt so open, so naked and vulnerable under the black leather belt. Maybe it was because it was Jack who was wielding it, but for whatever the reason, she began to feel a tingling between her legs and a wet heat growing in her pussy. 
The belt stopped for a moment, and she could tell by Jack’s hoarse exclamation that he had also noticed her state of sexual need. Well, let him notice then, Nicky thought, almost surprised at her own defiance. Let him notice the way her pussy got so wet for him, the way she needed him so badly that the tender lips of her cunt were swollen with desire for his touch. She wanted him to see the hot pink button of her clit, throbbing for him when she spread her legs and welcomed him. Wanted him to see the entrance to her body, so tight and wet and virginal, waiting to be opened by him and him alone. 
Feeling hotter and more defiant than ever, she took a wider stance, spreading her legs even farther apart and tilting her pelvis back so that he could have a clear view of his effect on her. The motion parted the lips of her pussy, opening her up for him, letting him see exactly what being half naked and completely vulnerable -- utterly in his power -- was doing to her. 
Look at me, Nicky wanted to tell him. Look at how much I need you, how much I need you inside me. I’m wet and open and naked. Waiting for your touch. Waiting to feel your thick cock spread me open and fill me up. Waiting for you to fuck me… 


* * * * * 
34 Evangeline Anderson 
Jack couldn’t believe what he was seeing. The punishment was actually turning her on! 
He wasn’t sure at first, attributing her low moans to the stinging pain she must be feeling as he whipped her. But when she spread her legs even farther apart, he knew he couldn’t be mistaken. The glistening dew of desire he could see coating the pink folds as her pussy opened for him, told him he was right. Far from learning a lesson from this, Nicky was getting off. 
“I can’t fucking believe this,” he growled, striding forward to take a closer look. Despite the evidence of his eyes, he felt he just couldn’t accept what was happening unless he verified it by touch. Telling himself that he was simply trying to get to the bottom of all this, he reached forward and cupped the perfect vee of her pussy in the palm of his hand. 
Nicky moaned and pressed back against him at once, the wet lips of her cunt spreading even farther as she opened for him completely. He could feel her slippery heat along the length of his fingers and the hard little nub of her clit rubbing against the palm of his hand. 
Hardly knowing what he was doing, Jack stroked the sensitive bundle of nerves, touching Nicky as he had never done before -- as he knew he should never touch her. 
At his touch she cried out and pressed even harder against him, rubbing herself against his hand like a cat in heat. God, how he longed to feel that wet heat around his cock instead of in the palm of his hand! Jack became aware that she was saying something, that she was moaning as he touched her. 
“God, yes! Oh please, Jack! Oh, God…” Nicky’s soft cries of need and the feel of her heat in his hand mesmerized him. Knowing he shouldn’t do it but completely helpless to stop himself, Jack began to explore her wet pink pussy. 
He touched her gently, fingering her sensitive clit as she moaned and rubbed against him and then found himself pressing into the tight entrance to her body. Nicky spread her legs even farther and welcomed him inside, her slick walls sucking at his invading fingers as he pressed them into her. She was wet but so tight he could barely fit two fingers into her slippery cunt. 
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“Oh please…oh God, oh please… Jack… Jack…” Her soft cries drove him on until he felt the barrier within her. 
A virgin, she’s really a virgin, he realized suddenly. What the hell was he doing? 
Fingering her soft little cunt, getting ready to take her virginity while she writhed and moaned under him, and begged him to do it? His little Nicky whom he had practically raised? 
“ Jack!” Her moans were becoming sobs, reaching a crescendo as he fucked into her tight slit with his fingers, testing her depth, her readiness to take him. 
This is wrong. It doesn’t matter that we’re not really related. I raised her. This is wrong, so fucking wrong! Abruptly, Jack withdrew his fingers and took a tighter grip on the belt. How the hell had Nicky learned to act like this anyway? To tempt him into doing the one thing he knew he must never do? Besides the fact that he had practically raised her, he knew he could never do this, could never fuck his little Nicky. Because if he did, if he once sank his cock all the way to the hilt in her tight cunt and pumped her full of his seed, then he would never be able to let her go. He would need to tie her to him forever, need to repeat the act of ownership and fuck her sweet wet pussy every night. He couldn’t do that to her. 
He simply couldn’t. 
Nicky was crying again, but this time for a different reason. She looked over her shoulders, her brown eyes half-lidded with need and confusion. 
“Oh please.” Her breath still came hard. “Why… Jack, why did you stop?” 
“Because it’s wrong, damn it!” Jack growled. “I can’t do this with you, Nicky, and you damn well know it.” 
She bit her lip and her brown eyes filled with tears of frustration. But the look on his face was utterly implacable. “Fine,” she whispered, her voice wavering just a little. “If you won’t fuck me, then why don’t you whip me some more? At least you’d be touching me.” 
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Her words sparked something inside him -- some rage he’d tried to hide from himself and the rest of the world. A red haze of angry lust clouded his vision. So she wanted to be whipped, did she? Well he would damn well whip her. 
Jack raised the belt again and began to strap her bare ass, much harder than before. Her little bottom was turning the color of a sunset and she was crying out in mingled pain and pleasure and still the belt rose and fell, rose and fell. Angrily, Jack saw that she was still in heat -- that her pussy was hotter and wetter than ever despite the fierce beating. 
Feeling like he had to punish her, to drive this forbidden desire out of both of them once and for all, Jack changed the angle of the belt so that it licked up between her legs and kissed her open sex with a wet snap. Nicky gasped and jumped under the blow as she hadn’t under the others. He could see her knuckles turn white as she grasped the bedspread. Still she kept her legs spread defiantly wide, refusing to try and shield herself from the punishing belt. Jack whipped her pussy again and a hurt little cry escaped her. She bit her lip and he saw tears in the soft brown eyes he loved so much. One more lick with the belt and they overflowed and ran down her flushed cheeks. Crying -- she was crying. 
My God, what am I doing? Jack stopped abruptly. Was she really in pain? From the broken look on her sweet face and the tears on her cheeks, the answer was yes. Nicky was sobbing openly now, her hands still squeezed into tight fists around the coverlet. The red haze of angry lust cleared and he saw with remorse how red her rounded bottom was. Her pussy was still wet and open but suddenly it didn’t seem to matter so much any more. 
What have I done? Jack was filled with guilt. He’d only meant to teach her a lesson and look what had happened. Instead of any kind of proper discipline, he’d beaten her much harder than he’d ever intended to. What the hell was wrong with him? 
“Darlin’,” he whispered, dropping the belt and gathering the broken, sobbing girl into his arms. “Oh, Nicky, I’m so sorry. I never meant for it to go so far.” He sat on the bed with her cradled in his arms and held her close, heedless of her state of undress. She laid her head The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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against his chest and cried softly, reminding him of a small, wounded animal -- and he himself had wounded her through his anger and lust. 
Jack stroked the bare, silky skin of her back, calling himself every dirty name he could think of. His only thought was to make everything better between them, to heal the hurt he had caused -- but how could he? He shifted on the bed and noticed how Nicky flinched and bit her lip when the blue-green comforter brushed against her tender ass. Well, he could start by trying to take away the sting of the terrible whipping he had just administered. 
“Roll over on your stomach, darlin’,” he instructed in a low voice. “Let me see what I did.” 
“It…it’s not so bad.” Nicky’s little gasp of pain when he accidentally brushed the wounded area with his palm belied her words. When he got her settled on her stomach on the bed, Jack looked with remorse at the deep red color of her formerly pale skin. He had done that to her -- had whipped her until she cried. What the hell was wrong with him? 
“Just try and relax, darlin’, I’m going to find something to make it better.” He ran a soothing palm over her shaking shoulders. 
“Okay.” Nicky relaxed under his touch. “ Jack?” She looked up at him, her face filled with uncertainty. 
“Yes, honey?” 
“Are…” She bit her lip and then forced herself to go on. “Are you still mad at me?” 
The open, vulnerable expression on her face went straight to his heart. “No, Nicky.” He stroked her back. “I’m not mad at you.” I’m mad at myself. The thought tormented him as he went to the bathroom to find something to ease the pain he had created. 
After a futile search through the medicine cabinet all he could think to do was wet a washcloth with cool water. He got back to the bed to see that Nicky had pillowed her head in her arms. Her eyes were closed, the long blond lashes matted with tears. The sight tore at 38 Evangeline Anderson 
him as nothing else could. Gently, trying not to hurt her worse than he already had, Jack stroked the cool washcloth along the heated skin of her bottom. 
“Oh…” A long sigh fell from between her full pink lips and Nicky arched her back, leaning into his touch gratefully. 
“Is that better, darlin’?” Jack’s voice was soft and he was glad to hear the soft sounds of relief coming from her. 
“So much better. Only…” 
“Only what, baby?” 
“Only…” She bit her lip. “Only, that’s not where it hurts me the most.” 
“Where does it hurt, darlin’? Show me.” 
Wordlessly, she arched her back and spread her thighs for him. “There.” 
Jack swallowed hard but forced himself to look. He saw with renewed shame how he’d marked her with his belt. The tender lips of her pussy were a dull red -- they looked swollen and heated from the whipping he had inflicted. As she spread her legs farther, he could see how her soft lips opened for him. The center of her sex still glistened with her moisture, and her little pink clit looked swollen as well. 
“Oh, Nicky, I’m so sorry,” Jack whispered. His only thought was to make her feel better, to sooth the ache he had caused. Gently, he pressed the cool wet cloth to the heated vee between her legs. 
Nicky hissed and jerked away. Jack pulled back the cloth and when he looked at her face, there were tears standing in her big brown eyes again. 
“Sorry, Jack. It’s just…I think I’m more sensitive there. It really hurts.” 
“I’m sorry, darlin’.” His whispered word came out roughly. “I’m so damn sorry. I wish I could take it back, that I could make you feel better somehow.” 
“It’s okay, I know you didn’t mean it. It just…it hurts so much. Jack?” 
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“Yeah, honey?” He put the rag to one side and stroked the honey-colored hair away from her face. 
“Do you remember when I was little -- what you did when I came to you after I skinned my knee or bumped my elbow?” 
Jack frowned. “Sure, honey, I kissed it better. But, Nicky, this isn’t your knee or your elbow we’re talkin’ about. It’s your sweet little… Well, it isn’t a place I ought to be kissing,” 
he finished abruptly. 
Nicky’s big eyes overflowed. “I know, Jack. But it hurts. And when I was little your kisses always made everything all better. Couldn’t you just try it? Please?” 
When she looked at him like that, Jack knew he could deny her nothing. And after the pain he had caused her, he honestly wanted to make her feel better. If she thought a kiss would do the trick, well, he didn’t see that he had much choice. 
“All right honey, but it’s gonna be hard to get to you like this.” He gestured to indicate her current prone position. “Think you can turn over so I can reach you?” 
“I…I think so.” She wiggled experimentally, rolling over on her back. “The cloth helped a lot but I’m still kind of sore. Maybe if you put a pillow under my bottom?” 
“Like this?” Jack did as she suggested and then took a minute to admire the result. It was the first time he had seen her naked in the light and he couldn’t help feasting his eyes on the beautiful sight. Nicky was laid out before him on the bed, her honey-colored hair tousled and her brown eyes soft and sleepy-looking. The tiny white T-shirt was pushed up, baring her full, thrusting breasts and her nipples were red from rubbing against the comforter while he’d whipped her. Jack took in the tanned expanse of her belly and her long legs before returning to the narrow strip of blond curls that decorated her sex. 
Almost as if she could sense his eyes on her, Nicky spread her thighs, baring the softest, most intimate part of herself to his gaze. He could see the pouting lips of her pussy, swollen 40 Evangeline Anderson 
and hot from his whipping, and caught the barest glimpse of her soft pink inside folds, still glistening with her moisture. 
Although it was the most erotic sight Jack had ever seen, he told himself firmly that he only wanted to make her feel better. This wasn’t about anything sexual, it was about undoing the damage he had done and healing the hurt he had inflicted on his sweet little Nicky. He intended to kiss her gently, just once on the affected area, and then send her to bed. 
“Darlin’,” he said, his voice unaccountably rusty, “I want you to know that I want to make you feel better, but…” He cleared his throat, trying to think how to phrase it. “But I also don’t want to make anything…worse. So I’m only gonna kiss you where the belt hit you. 
All right?” 
“All right, Jack.” She spread her thighs a wider. “Only could you hurry? It really hurts.” 
Her sweet, feminine musk filled his senses and Jack knew he wanted her, although it was wrong. He pushed the wanting away. It couldn’t be like that between him and Nicky -- ever. 
And he was afraid if he started down this road it would end in disaster. He looked into her eyes to tell her so and bit his tongue. The pain in her face was his undoing. Jack realized that he would have to follow through with his promise and simply try not to let things get out of hand. 
Determined to do it right, he knelt between her legs and stroked the silky skin of her thighs. “Spread a little wider, darlin’. Let me in.” 
Wordlessly, Nicky did as he asked, opening herself to him completely, giving him total access to her body, to her wet cleft. Feeling like he was drowning, Jack leaned forward and pressed one gentle chaste kiss to either side of her honeyed slit, trying not to taste her dewy moisture on his lips. Then, having done as he had promised, he raised his head and began to pull away. 
“ Jack!” Nicky’s small hands were suddenly buried in his thick hair, holding him in place with her light touch. “Please, it hurts deeper than that.” 
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“But I thought…I thought the belt only hit you on the outside.” Once again he was filled with remorse. He still didn’t understand what had possessed him to whip her so brutally. 
Nicky shook her head, her honey colored hair a soft gold in the lamp light. “No. I was all spread open and it hit me…inside. Please, Jack, it hurts.” 
The pain in her soft voice hurt to hear and he knew he couldn’t deny her what she was asking. Using his thumbs, he gently spread open the tender lips of her cunt, baring the pink folds and the sensitive little bump of her clitoris. Nicky sighed as he opened her, relaxing under his hands with complete trust. 
Knowing that she still trusted him to do this, trusted him to spread her open and kiss this most sensitive, intimate part of her body, was like a hand squeezing Jack’s heart. But he still didn’t want to go too far. He didn’t want to do anything but make her feel better and heal the hurt he had caused. Leaning forward, he planted a soft, open-mouthed kiss on the honeyed cherry-pink folds of her open sex, trying not to taste her delicious, salty/sweet flavor on his lips as he did it. 
Nicky moaned and moved under him, thrusting her pelvis up to his face, begging softly for just one more kiss. “Please, Jack…” 
Knowing he shouldn’t, Jack dipped his head again, this time concentrating on the sensitive bundle of nerves in the center of her slit. Nicky gasped and pressed against his seeking mouth as he laved the tiny bud with his tongue and then sucked it between his lips, licking gently to ease her pain. 
“Oh, Jack…that feels so good…so right…” Nicky moaned softly. “But it still hurts so much…inside. Please, inside me…” 
Helpless to stop himself, Jack lifted her hips, raising her to get a better angle and then plunged his tongue deep into her tight, virginal entrance. Nicky gave a soft little cry and buried her hands in his hair, pressing upwards to meet his assault. He knew it was wrong to 42 Evangeline Anderson 
eat her pussy, wrong to thrust into her hot, wet cunt and fuck her with his tongue, but Jack couldn’t seem to stop himself. She was so damn hot, so delicious and wet and willing for him. 
He could feel his cock strangling in the tight jeans he still wore, and more than anything he wanted to do what he knew he must never do. He wanted to shove his thick shaft between her legs and fuck her for real. He wanted to ride her until he filled her cunt with his cum and claimed her as his own forever. 
“Oh…Oh, God…” 
He could tell by her cries that Nicky was close to coming. Sucking her ripe clit into his mouth once more, Jack pressed two long fingers inside her, being careful not to breach her barrier as he fucked her gently. 
The penetration combined with his attention to her clit was too much for Nicky. 
Crying and gasping his name she came hard, shuddering against him and pressing herself wantonly up to meet his mouth. Jack stayed with her, riding the throes of her orgasm and lapping the sweet wetness from her cunt until she quieted under him and her hands stilled in his hair. 
“God!” It was a groan of frustration that broke from his lips as he rolled away from her to lie on his back panting. His mouth was stained with her juices and his cock felt hard enough to fuck through a concrete wall. 
“ Jack?” Her voice was soft and tentative as she cuddled up to him, pressing the length of her naked body against his side. “Are you all right?” A look of concern filled her eyes. 
The feel of her soft breasts and hard nipples rubbing against the side of his chest was almost too much for him. It was too much temptation -- he needed her too badly. He felt like he had to do something soon or explode, and he didn’t want to hurt her. 
“I’m fine, darlin’. Just fine,” he ground out. “But you need to leave right now.” 
“I…I don’t understand.” Her eyes got wide and her full bottom lip trembled. “Are you mad at me again?” 
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“No, darlin’. Hell, no.” He tried to think of a way to explain. “It’s just that doing what I just did to you -- eating your pussy, well, it was wrong. But I’m afraid if you stay around here I’ll do something a lot worse and I don’t want to hurt you any more than I already have.” 
“I’m not afraid.” She rubbed her cheek against his chest. “And I don’t want to leave you alone looking so upset, especially if it’s my fault.” 
“It’s not your fault, honey.” Jack tried to reassure her. “It’s just…when I touched you like that, when I tasted you, it just made me want to do a whole lot more. It got me all worked up, if you know what I mean.” 
“Do you mean this?” One small, soft hand stole down to his bulging jeans and Jack had to bite back a moan when he felt her tracing the length of his rock-hard cock through the straining material. 
“Darlin’, you shouldn’t…” 
“ Jack, can I touch it?” She looked at him, all wide-eyed innocence. “Please? I’ve never, well, I’ve never seen one before.” 
“Nicky, I don’t think that’s a good ide…” he began, but she was already unzipping his jeans, releasing the tight fabric to free his throbbing cock. 
Jack groaned low in his throat as she freed him from the confines of his jeans and her soft, cool hand stroked along the aching length of his shaft. God, was she trying to kill him? 
Trying to get him to fuck her? Her touch on his cock was slow and hesitant, sending a fire raging through his veins despite her obvious inexperience. 
That’s right, she’s inexperienced -- innocent. Probably has no idea what this is doing to me. The thought calmed him somewhat. This was still just his sweet little Nicky, still the naïve girl he had raised and loved for so long. He had always teased her about being as curious as a cat, but he didn’t want her curiosity to get her into trouble. 
“Honey, you need to stop,” he said in a slightly strangled voice. 
“Why, Jack? Doesn’t it feel good?” 
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“It feels too good, that’s the problem, darlin’.” He ran a hand through her hair, brushing the tousled honey locks away from her flushed cheeks. 
“It’s just that I’ve never seen one before and I…well, I was curious.” Her big brown eyes were innocent and sweet and the hand softly stroking the heated length of his shaft never stopped for an instant. “It’s so big.” She looked up at him. “Is that… I mean, how… 
how do you use it? How do you make it work?” 
“Not sure what you’re askin’ me darlin’...” Jack had given up trying to make her stop touching her. Her soft hand felt too damn good against his heated flesh. 
Nicky blushed, her cheeks turning a warm pink. “I mean, when you’re with a woman how does it fit inside her? It’s just… you’re so long and thick and I just can’t imagine…” She trailed off, blushing harder. It was obvious what she was really asking was how he would fit inside her, inside her own narrow, virginal entrance. 
Jack saw what she was trying to say. “Well, it’s usually not a problem, darlin’, as long as the lady in question is ready for me.” He tried to explain awkwardly, knowing they shouldn’t be discussing this. 
“Ready?” Her eyes were still wide and innocent, her hand still played over his aching shaft. 
“Wet enough,” Jack ground out, trying not to think about how hot and wet her pussy had been, how ready he had made her by eating her sweet cunt. 
“Mmm.” Nicky shifted until she was leaning over him, the long silky ends of her hair trailing across his bare abdomen. “ Jack, when you kissed me just now, I felt so wet and so ready.” She looked at him from under lowered lids. “I still do.” 
“Damn it, Nicky, I told you I won’t do that with you.” Her hand on his shaft was driving him insane. It was all he could do to keep from rolling her over, spreading her thighs and shoving his length roughly inside her. If he did it once he would never stop -- it would never end. 
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“But…” Nicky looked up at him through her long lashes. “Couldn’t we just try it once -
- just so I can see how it feels?” 
Before he could answer her she had thrown one leg over his hips and was straddling him with her wet, naked cunt poised just above the broad head of his throbbing cock. 
“Please, Jack?” she whispered softly. 
“God, Nicky…” Before he could tell her hell no, that she had to get off him and leave the room at once, Nicky lowered herself onto him. Jack groaned as the slippery heat brushed against the head of his cock. He watched, feeling paralyzed, as she took his shaft in her hand and pressed down until just the tip of it was buried in her body. 
“Oh, God, Jack…you’re so big.” She gasped and rocked gently above him so that another inch of his thickness disappeared into her tight wet cunt. “It feels so good having you inside me like this.” 
Inside her -- oh God, I’m actually inside her! The thought snapped Jack out of the trance he had fallen into. If he didn’t stop this right now he would take her virginity. And if he did that, he knew he wouldn’t be able to stop himself from fucking her and coming in her. And once he came inside her tight, hot body, he knew he would never be able to let her go. 
Have to stop this now! Roughly he pushed her off him and stood up from the bed in one single motion. Nicky gasped and lay back on the bed looking at him, her eyes wide and wounded. 
“I don’t understand. Don’t… Jack, don’t you want me?” 
Making himself ignore the pain in her eyes, he picked up her skirt and panties and tossed them at her. “We can’t do this Nicky. Now get out.” 
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Chapter Six 
Nicky left his room so blinded with tears she could barely see. He didn’t want her. The only man she had ever loved or would ever love and he didn’t want her. 
But that’s not true -- I know he wanted me, I know he did! She remembered how hot and open and wet she’d been for him, his warm breath on her thighs and the sweet pleasure of surrendering to his tongue and fingers inside her sex. Alone in her room she allowed herself to relive the wonderful sensation of having him inside her, the tight, stretched feeling she’d experienced as just the head of his thick cock slipped into her open cunt. 
He wants me, I just didn’t push him far enough. I have to push him. Have to make him see that he needs me as much as I need him. 
Nicky closed her eyes and thought of ways to push him. It was pretty clear that Jack wasn’t going to touch her again unless she forced him somehow. He had already told her that she couldn’t sleep in his bed anymore or sit on his lap. Nicky knew she would die without his touch. She needed his hands on her body the way she needed air to breathe. But what could she do? 
Another punishment… The thought nearly took her breath away. One small hand stole back to caress the tender flesh of her behind, still stinging and sensitive from where The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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Jack’s belt had landed such ferocious blows. Could she take another whipping like the last one? Yes, I can. Nicky straightened her shoulders and lifted her head. If making Jack mad was the only way to get him to touch her -- to take her the way she needed him to, then she would damn well make him mad… 


* * * * * 
 “Damn it, Nicky, enough is enough!” 
She looked up from the Cosmo she’d been pretending to read and shivered with desire. 
It had taken a whole week of pranks, insolence and general disobedience but Jack was finally coming around. 
Monday she’d taken a spin and a spill from his cherished Harley -- it was a good thing she’d worn a helmet and so hadn’t been hurt but Jack had been furious just the same. 
Tuesday she’d made a big show of going out shopping with a friend dressed in a skirt so short it left absolutely nothing to the imagination. When Jack had insisted she change, Nicky had obligingly done so -- leaving the door to her room open to be sure he got a look at her nearly naked body while she did. Of course, the painted on jeans she exchanged the skirt for weren’t much better, a fact that wasn’t lost on her angry guardian. But still he refused to be provoked. 
Redoubling her efforts, Wednesday Nicky had gone out with some friends from high school for a girls’ night out and ended up at the local watering hole with every unattached cowboy in the immediate vicinity hitting on her. She had entered a drinking contest knowing that one of the men watching her little show was a ranch hand who was sure to report back to Jack. Sure enough, before she even got through her second round of Jell-o shots, he’d shown up to claim her, his face redder than the cherry Jell-o mixed with vodka that was jiggling in the shot glass he grabbed from her hand. He’d given her a severe lecture on the dangers of underage drinking and refused to notice the way she clung to his arm, her 48 Evangeline Anderson 
ripe breasts spilling out of her tight and mostly unbuttoned western-style shirt. It was enough to drive a girl crazy! 
Thursday Nicky had pulled out all the stops and started hanging around the stables dressed in her second shortest pair of Daisy Dukes and a brief white halter top that showed the creamy swells of her tits and the top arcs of her areolas plainly -- a lush pink against the pale material. She’d been talking innocently to the ranch hands and waiting for her chance. 
Then, while Jack was watching, she deliberately raised her arms over her head in a deep stretch and actually flashed her nipples to him and all the men who happened to be looking at her. Of course, she’d pretended to be embarrassed afterwards, as though it was all an innocent accident but the entire show was for Jack’s benefit. This made it even more maddening when he didn’t react the way she’d hoped he would. 
Nicky had been sure that he would explode with possessive rage, but Jack had somehow managed to control himself, although all of the ranch hands that had seen her little display were now assigned to dig a very deep well out on the far end of the property. Given the heat of the summer, well digging was the last thing a man wanted to be doing. 
The message was clear and today, Friday, not a single one of the hands had so much as given her the time of day. But that was all right with Nicky, she’d gone right ahead with her plans, tossing a pair of her skimpiest red bikini panties that she was sure would fade into a load of Jack’s clothes. It was a prank that she was counting on him to find out about right around lunch time and she wasn’t disappointed. 
Now as she looked up from her magazine, she could already feel the wet heat starting between her legs at the black look on his face. She was dressed for the occasion in her new micro-mini black mesh bikini that she’d bought on-line with him in mind. 
Two quarter-sized triangles of see-though fabric were all the covered her thrusting breasts, clearly showing her nipples through the sheer material. The bottom of the suit was a thong with a scrap of fabric barely bigger than the ones up above. It dipped low, barely The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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covering her slit and narrowed to a slender string which disappeared between her plump pussy lips which would be bare to his gaze when she uncrossed her legs. 
In order to wear the suit, Nicky had shaved that morning so her cunt was totally bare of its little curly thatch. Just the thought of Jack seeing her in the tiny revealing outfit had her wet and hot already. She knew that the see-though mesh of the suit would reveal how slippery she was getting. And when she spread her legs and her pussy opened for him, he would be able to see her throbbing pink clit behind the sheer panel of fabric. 
Now she huddled on her lawn chair, which was placed strategically in the sun behind the house, hiding her bottom half under a towel and her top half behind her magazine, not wanting him to get the full effect of the suit until she was ready. Her skin was supple with coconut tanning lotion and the warm sun felt good on her face which was shielded by mirrored sun-glasses, the better to keep Jack guessing. 
He strode up to her side, his face dark and threatening, and loomed over her, reminding her of their first meeting when she had barely been a teenager and he had looked as tall as a giant. He was wearing a shirt that used to be white but was now dyed a patchy scarlet. Nicky noticed with satisfaction that the tiny pair of panties had really packed a punch. 
“Nicollet, I’ve had just about enough of this horseshit.” His deep, angry voice seemed to vibrate through her, sending a chill down her spine. Oh he was angry, all right. Maybe too angry. 
She lowered her magazine again, just enough to stare over the top of it and into the blazing ice-blue eyes. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Jack.” She tried to look innocent. 
“Like hell you don’t. Look at this.” He gestured to the scarlet shirt. “Are you tryin’ to deny you did it?” 
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“Maybe I just thought red was your color.” Nicky looked over her sunglasses and grinned at him naughtily, daring him to take the bait. When she saw his face grow even darker, she felt something low in her body clench with mingled fear and desire. Was she going too far? But she had decided to push him and that was exactly what she was going to do. 
“You thought…Damn it, I ought to tan your backside for you until it’s as red as this shirt!” he snarled. 
“Well why don’t you then?” Nicky flashed back. She dropped the magazine and threw off the towel that had been covering her, exposing herself to his angry gaze. Jack’s eyes widened and she knew he wouldn’t be able to help looking at her body and thinking of where his mouth and hands had been on her. She hoped he wouldn’t be able to resist touching her there again. 
“Well?” Leaning back in the lawn chair she thrust out her breasts and dared him to look at her. 
“What the hell is that?” Jack’s voice was low and measured, obviously fighting for control. 
“It’s my new suit, Jack. Do you like it?” Slowly she spread her long tanned legs and again dared him to look at her, dared him to notice how the pink slit of her pussy opened for him, showing her clit behind the see-through mesh. God, she wanted him badly! 
Jack’s eyes traveled over her hungrily and Nicky felt as though she’d been dipped in lava, she was so hot. When he didn’t speak, she prompted him gently. 
“I bought it with you in mind, Jack. I’ve never worn it for anyone else.” Slowly, sinuously she stood so the erect peaks of her nipples poked against the hard planes of his broad chest. He was breathing hard and when she pressed forward she could feel the hard ridge of his cock, outlined by the skin-tight denim of his jeans, pressing against her thigh. Oh yes, he wanted her, she knew he did -- now if only she could make him act on his desire. 
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Still Jack didn’t speak so she continued to push. “It’s made of a special material. Here, feel.” She took his hand and brought it up to cup her breast, making sure he could feel the peak of her nipple through the mesh. The feel of his warm hand on her nearly bare flesh made her mouth go dry, but she forced herself to continue. 
“It’s even better further down.” Whispering, she took his other hand and pressed it between her legs. “See how it narrows down to a little string at the bottom here?” Spreading her legs allowed him to follow the mesh triangle down to its narrowest point where it disappeared between her bare pussy lips. She knew he could feel how wet she was, how ready for him, when he opened her. She bit her lip to keep from moaning as two of his long, strong fingers slid easily around the tiny string and pressed up into her tight, narrow channel, already wet with need. 
It felt so good…so right to have him inside her body. Nicky stood on her tiptoes and leaned up to press her lips against his. His mouth tasted like the peppermint candies he liked to suck on, sweet and hot and perfect. 
Suddenly Jack came to life, pulling her close to his broad chest and anchoring the hand that wasn’t buried between her thighs in her long loose hair. He tilted her head backwards, and bent to the task of kissing her properly, the way she’d never been kissed, the way she’d wanted him to kiss her for years. 
Nicky melted beneath him, opening her lips to his forceful kiss and spread her thighs wider for his invading fingers. He was thrusting up into her now, coming dangerously close to taking her virginity with the fingers buried in her tight cunt. 
Just as she was sure she was going to lose her maiden barrier and come at the same time, he abruptly pulled away. 
“No.” He was breathing like a bull, his muscles twitching like a bronc in the rodeo pen about to be broken. “I can’t.” His deep voice filled with something like anguish. “God damn it Nicky, I can’t” 
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“Please, Jack. I don’t understand.” Nicky nearly cried from frustration. She’d been so close to having him in her body, to having him in her life forever. All she’d ever wanted was to give herself to Jack, to stay on with him and help him run the ranch and she knew instinctively that if she could get him to make love to her just once, her dream would be within reach. 
“I don’t want you to understand. You’re too young and innocent to understand.” 
She raised her chin defiantly. “I’m eighteen and you can’t keep me a little girl forever.” 
He shook his head, his eyes haunted by need and regret. “You’re still a virgin, Nicky. 
You need to live, get out and enjoy life. If I took you now, I wouldn’t be able to let you go.” 
“Who says I want you to?” She stepped closer, loving the feel of his hard body pressed against her own. “I know I’m inexperienced, but I can learn. Give me a chance to show you how good I can be.” 
Without waiting for an answer, she sank to her knees before him on the ground, unzipping his pants as she did so. It took only a moment to free his long, thick shaft. She caressed it as she had the night of her punishment, stroking along his heated, pulsing length with gentle, curious fingers. She tried to fit all her fingers around him at once and found that she couldn’t. His size made her shiver -- he was so big. How would he ever fit inside her? 
She vividly remembered the stretching sensation when she had managed to get just the tip of his cock into her wet pussy, and he hadn’t even really been inside her then -- he’d only been lodged in the entrance to her body. The broad mushroom shaped head was an angry purple and she could see a small pearly drop of fluid at the tip. Experimentally, she darted her tongue out and lapped it up, tasting him for the first time. 
He was delicious and his rich leather and musk scent filled her senses, making her feel almost drunk. This was Jack as she had always wanted him -- hot and hard in her hands and helpless against her advances. She rubbed her cheek along his heated shaft, enjoying the silkiness of his skin and the deep moan that her action provoked. 
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“Nicky, darlin…” His words were strangled and she paid not the slightest attention. 
Instead, she turned her attention back to the broad head of his cock. Opening her lips, she took as much of his thick shaft into her mouth as she could, loving the salty, masculine taste of him. She lapped at the underside of his cock with her tongue and sucked him softly, unsure of what might feel good to him. 
Jack groaned and buried his hands in her silky hair, urging her on, fucking her mouth gently but urgently. Nicky loved the feeling of being on her knees before him, of being helpless, of being fucked. She knew that she wanted him in every part of her body, wanted his cock inside her in every possible way. She ran her hands over his denim clad thighs and submitted completely to the cock in her mouth, wanting to let him know how much she loved him -- how much she needed him. 
Jack’s thrusting was getting more urgent but just as she was bracing herself for the thick, salty blast at the back of her throat that she knew must be coming, he suddenly pulled away. 
“No.” His chest was heaving like a bellows and the look in his eyes made her shiver. 
“No, God damn it,” he repeated, his deep voice little more than a growl. 
“Why not? Please, Jack, wasn’t I doing it right?” Nicky looked up at him, still on her knees, as he shoved his still hard cock back into his jeans with some difficulty. 
“We can’t do this, Nicollet, I’m like an uncle to you.” He reached down and hauled her roughly to her feet. “I fucking raised you, Nicky.” His eyes were tortured but the bulge in his jeans hadn’t gone down a bit, she noted. 
“You didn’t raise me, my mom managed most of that before she left me with you. But you’ve always been there for me when I needed you.” Her voice answered his challenge more calmly than she felt. “When my own mother abandoned me you took me in and loved me, Jack. We both know there’s no blood tie holding us back.” 
“I don’t need blood to hold me back. Common decency should do that.” 
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“I don’t give a damn about decency,” she flung back at him. Then, softening her voice she stepped forward and into his unwilling arms, pressing herself against him. “All I know is that I want you, Jack. I…I’ve been saving myself for you. No one else has even laid a hand on me.” 
“Saving yourself, were you?” He stepped back from her, blazing blue eyes raking her body. “You have no idea of the things I’d want to do to you, Nicky. No idea how rough I can be when I’m hard and ready. I’d need you under me every night -- I’d have to fill your cunt with my cock and fuck you hard until I came inside you.” 
If he was expecting the crude language to turn her off, he was mistaken. Nicky felt her pussy get even wetter at the thought of submitting to him completely. Of spreading her legs for his cock and feeling him come inside her body. 
“But…” He cut her off. 
“That’s the end of this discussion, Nicollet, and I don’t want to hear any more about it.” 
His voice had grown cold and his use of her full name told Nicky he was withdrawing -- that she was about to lose him. “And put some damn clothes on.” He turned his back on her; obviously the subject was closed. 
“I won’t stop.” She clenched her fists at her side, determined not to lose him like this. 
Jack turned around. “What did you say?” His voice had gone low and dangerously soft. 
Nicky licked suddenly dry lips at the frightening expression on his face, but forced herself to go on. If she let him go now, she’d lose him forever. “I said I won’t stop.” She looked him defiantly in the eye. “We can keep this up for as long as you want to, Jack, but I won’t stop until I get what I want.” 
“I’m warning you, Nicollet, don’t push me on this.” He took a step towards her and she forced herself to hold her ground. He was looming over her, again reminding her of the giant he had seemed when she was younger. 
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“Underage drinking and taking your Harley without permission are nothing.” She tried to keep her voice steady. “And this suit?” She gestured to the tiny micro mini bikini. “I’ve got another that’s even skimpier. They call it ‘the string’ because that’s what it is, Jack. Just a tiny little red string that goes right up between my legs -- it barely covers anything at all.” She leaned forward and ran one finger over the hard planes of his chest. “I’ll wear it everywhere. 
Do you really want all the ranch hands to see me like that?” 
Jack pushed her finger away, his eyes narrowed to blue slits. “You better watch yourself, little girl. Just because I won’t fuck you doesn’t mean I won’t whip you again. I’ve had just about enough of that smart mouth of yours.” 
“Do your worst,” Nicky taunted him, her heart in her mouth. Was she pushing him too far? Recklessly, she poked her finger in the center of his chest again. “I told you before, I’m not afraid of you, Jack.” 
Maybe it was the incendiary words, or maybe because it was the first time she had treated him like an equal, but for whatever reason, he finally snapped. 
“That’s it.” He grabbed Nicky by her upper arm and started dragging her towards the house. “I’m gonna light a fire under your behind you won’t ever forget. I promise you when I’m done you won’t be able to sit down for a week.” 
That was exactly what she had been hoping for, although Nicky wanted to be sore for a much different reason. But as he dragged her into the house and up the stairs to his bedroom, she couldn’t help wondering if this time she had really gone too far. 
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Chapter Seven 
Jack dragged her into his bedroom, the red haze of rage once more clouding his eyes. 
How dare she stand there in that skimpy outfit and taunt him? How dare she tell him she wasn’t going to stop? Well, he wasn’t going to fuck her. He wouldn’t go down that road. But he would sure as hell give her something to remember. When he was through with her, her ass would be red and she’d be singing a different tune. 
But when he slammed the door and turned to face her, all his resolve nearly melted away. She was biting her lip and still trying to look defiant but the scared look in her big brown eyes ruined the effect she was obviously trying to create. Also, she was shivering in the cool breeze from the air conditioning because the skimpy little suit covered next to nothing. Just looking at her standing there, with her arms wrapped protectively around herself, her hard nipples clearly visible through the tiny quarter-sized mesh triangles threatened to melt Jack’s heart and harden his cock all over again. But damn it, she had to be taught a lesson! He couldn’t have her pushing him like this, not when he was already so close to the edge. 
He eyed her shivering form and made a decision. She needed to be punished, yes, but he didn’t want to use his belt again. It had gotten way out of hand last time. No, this time he The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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would take her over his knee and do things the old-fashioned way. Going to the edge of the bed, he sat down and beckoned for her. 
“Come here, Nicollet.” He made his voice stern, letting her know he meant business. 
Reluctantly, she came to face him, standing between his spread thighs. She was biting her lip again and her hands were twisting nervously behind her back. Jack looked at her, at the berry-pink nipples peaked with fear and the soft little slit of her pussy, barely concealed behind the see-through panel. How had she grown up so fast? Why couldn’t she have stayed a sweet, innocent girl forever instead of turning into this hot temptress he couldn’t keep his eyes or his hands off of? 
“Nicky.” Voice soft, he tried to keep his eyes on her face instead of letting them stray over her nearly naked body. “If you’ll apologize right now and promise not to do the things you’ve been doing and to…to dress decently in the future, we can let this go.” 
She shook her head, her long honey-colored hair swirling around her bare shoulders. 
“I’m sorry, Jack, but I just can’t do that.” 
He felt his face harden. “Fine, then take what’s coming to you, young lady.” Grabbing her arm, he pulled her across his lap so that her soft, rounded bottom was high in the air, helpless and exposed. Nicky moaned but didn’t try to get away from him. Instead, she lifted her bottom higher, as though begging for him to strike the first blow. Feeling like he was doing the only thing he could, Jack brought the flat of his hand down hard on her bare ass, needing to teach her a lesson. 
Nicky cried out softly at the blow and squirmed in his lap. He could feel her full, nearly naked tits brushing against his legs and her pelvis pressed against his straining erection. He continued to spank her, landing each blow on the creamy flesh of her rounded cheeks while she wiggled and gasped and pressed herself against him. 
Her ass was turning the color of a sunset and Jack stopped for a moment, to rest his hand and to take stock of the situation. Was he getting through to her at all? He hoped so 58 Evangeline Anderson 
because he didn’t know how much longer he could keep this up. His cock was snarling in his jeans, eager for release. He knew he needed to get Nicky out of the room so he could jerk off and stop thinking about fucking her. 
“Well.” He panted slightly, one hand resting lightly on her rosy ass. “Have you learned your lesson, Nicky?” 
“Why don’t you see for yourself?” Her voice was muffled as she was still lying across his lap, but her meaning was clear enough. Slowly she lifted her ass even higher and spread her thighs, inviting him to see the effect his spanking was having on her. 
Helpless not to look, Jack followed the string of the tiny bikini down the center of her ass to the place where it disappeared between her bare pussy lips. Tugging it to one side, he saw that her little cunt was more wet and ready than he had ever seen it. She was so hot and swollen with desire that her slit was opening for him like a flower, spreading wide to show him the tender bump of her clit and the tight virginal entrance to her body. Unable to help himself, Jack stroked over the silky, hot pink interior of her cleft, eliciting a moan from Nicky as his finger glided across her throbbing center and slid easily into her cunt. 
“Please, Jack.” Her voice was soft, low and needful as she spread her legs and opened herself for him. “Please, I need you inside me.” 
“Damn it, Nicky, you don’t know what you’re asking.” His voice was hoarse with desperation. “But if you’re not careful, you’re going to find out.” 
“I don’t care.” She looked at him, her face flushed and tearful. “I don’t care, Jack. All I know is that I need you.” 
Jack felt like a drowning man going down for the last time. “If we do this, Nicky, don’t expect me to be gentle. You’ve been teasing for too long for me to take things slow.” 
“I don’t care,” she repeated. “Just do it. Just fuck me.” 
The hot, dirty word in her mouth was what finally shredded the last of his self control. 
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what he was about to do to her. “Lay across the bed like you did when I whipped you the first time. I want your ass in the air and your legs spread.” 
“Yes, Jack.” She started to do as he said but he stopped her. 
“First take off that ridiculous suit. I want you completely bare-assed naked, Nicky. 
Naked and spread wide for me.” 


* * * * * 
 Nicky shivered as she stripped off the tiny bikini and positioned herself across the bed as Jack had ordered. She stood at the foot of the high, old-fashioned bed and leaned over it so that her front was pillowed by the mattress. The blue-green comforter felt cool against her naked breasts and stomach and the carpet felt ticklish under her bare feet, which she braced wide apart, opening herself for Jack. 
She could scarcely believe she was finally going to get what she had wanted -- what she had needed for so long. Jack was finally going to fill her up with his thick cock and fuck her. Just the thought of it made her wetter than ever as she lay helpless and facedown across the bed. 
“Put your arms behind you.” Jack’s voice was a low growl and she hastened to obey, putting her arms submissively behind her back. She gasped as a rough length of rope was wrapped around her forearms, binding them firmly in place at the small of her back. 
“Jack?” A tingle of fear ran the length of her spine. 
“You act like a filly that needs to be broken so I’m damn well gonna treat you like one, Nicky.” Jack’s voice was implacable and completely unyielding. 
Nicky shivered again and for the first time she began to wonder what she had gotten herself into. Would Jack really hurt her? Really be rough with her, even though it was her first time? The low purring sound of his zipper coming down broke into her thoughts and she knew it was too late to go back. Regardless of whether she felt ready or not, she was 60 Evangeline Anderson 
bound and helpless on the bed, wet and open and naked for him and Jack was going to take her. 
She gasped aloud as she felt the heat of his cock brush against her inner thigh. Then his hands were on her back, petting her trembling flesh in long, soothing strokes. “All right now.” Jack’s voice was softer than it had been a moment before and she felt herself relaxing under his strong, warm hands. “All right now, Nicky. I know this is your first time and I don’t really want to hurt you, but you have to understand what I need.” 
She felt the heat of his big body covering hers, the wiry mat of chest hair brushing against her naked, vulnerable back and it was all she could do to keep from moaning. Biting her lip she whispered, “What…what do you need?” 
“Complete submission.” His breath was hot in her ear and she gasped as the head of his cock rubbed along the slippery cleft of her cunt, getting wet enough to enter her. 
“No matter what happens, Nicky, don’t try to fight me. Just spread your legs and let me fuck you. Understand?” 
“I…I understand.” She tried to do as he ordered, tried to be open enough for his thick cock. She could feel the broad head breaching her entrance now, spreading her cunt lips and moving deeper into her body where she needed him so desperately. 
“Good,” he growled. “Now relax, Nicky. I know I told you I couldn’t go slowly, but as long as you don’t fight me, I’ll try to break you in real sweet and easy.” Another thick inch of his cock entered her and then another, sliding into her tight, wet channel. She bit her lip and tried to spread her thighs even wider to give him easier access to her body. 
“Oh…” The soft sound broke from her lips before she could stop it. She could feel him inside her, nudging against the barrier within. She knew Jack could feel it too because he paused with his shaft only halfway inside and stroked her shoulders soothingly. 
“All right, baby,” he whispered roughly. “It’s gonna be okay. Just spread wide and get ready to take me, I’m almost all the way into your sweet little pussy.” 
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Nicky moaned, pressing her cheek hard against the mattress and clenched her hands which were still bound behind her back. Never had she felt so helpless or so hot. She felt the need overwhelming her, pulsing inside her body like another heartbeat, and knew she couldn’t rest until he was sheathed all the way inside her body. 
Jack gripped her hips in his large warm hands and pressed forward in one long slow, steady thrust, breaching her barrier and taking her virginity once and for all. Nicky stifled a cry, trying to hold still under him and not fight, despite the sharp pain of his entry. 
“All right, darlin’?” His deep voice sounding strained. 
“Y…yes,” Nicky gasped, not sure if it was true or not. The pain was gone, replaced by a fullness she had never imagined. She could feel herself being stretched by his thick shaft, could feel the head bottoming out inside her, pressing hard against the mouth of her womb. 
Jack’s hands were large and warm and soothing as he caressed her body, petting the sides of her breasts and her back, stroking her hair out of her face gently. “Good girl, Nicky.” 
His voice was low and rough. “You’re such a good girl for taking all of my cock inside you.” 
His praise sent a warm rush through her body, but his next words made her shiver all over again. 
“You need to get ready now, Nicky.” He took a firmer grip on her hips. “Because now that you’re broken in, I’m gonna ride your pussy hard until I fill you up with my cum. 
Understand?” 
“Y…yes.” She pressed her cheek hard against the mattress, trying to still the beating of her heart. She loved the man who was buried within her body more than anything in the world. Years of comfort and hugs and caresses, of affection that no one else had bothered to give her -- no one but Jack -- rose up behind her eyes. Jack was everything to her and if he needed to fuck her hard and shoot his cum inside her, then she was more than willing to let him do it. 
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Nestling against the mattress and spreading her thighs even wider for him, Nicky whispered, “Do it, Jack. Fuck me hard -- show me how much you love me.” 
“Oh, God, Nicky, I do love you, darlin’. So much.” The words sounded like they were torn out of him and Nicky felt him shift within her and knew he was about to do as he had promised and ride her pussy as hard as he could. She braced herself as well as she could, knowing she would be sore afterwards and not caring a bit. 
He started by drawing almost all the way out of her and then plunging back in, pressing the broad head of his shaft hard against the mouth of her womb. Nicky gasped at the sudden pleasure/pain that ripped through her and then he was doing it again and again and again. 
Over and over the thick shaft penetrated her body, opening her cunt as it had never been opened, claiming her with a ferocious intensity she could never have imagined. It felt so good to be naked and vulnerable, pinned beneath him and helpless to do anything but take him, to give herself completely and unreservedly to this man she had loved for so long. 
Nicky began to feel an incredible swell of sensation lapping against her bare skin and knew that she was going to come harder than she had before. The sweet gentle orgasm she had experienced when he ate her pussy the first time would be nothing compared to what was coming -- to the amazing feeling that was building with each hard stroke of his cock inside her. 
“Oh, God…Oh, Jack…I think…I feel…” She couldn’t find the words, his pounding thrusts were taking her breath away, but Jack seemed to understand her anyway. 
“That’s right, darlin’.” He braced her hips firmly so he could get even deeper into her. 
“That’s right, I want you to come for me. Come all over my cock while I’m fucking you -- 
while I’m buried inside you. Can you do that for me, Nicky? Can you come for me?” 
His hot, commanding words and the thick shaft thrusting into her body pushed her over the edge. Crying and gasping, Nicky felt herself tilt over the edge of orgasm, felt herself The Punishment of Nicollet: A Tale of Innocence Lost 
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spasming around the long, hard cock that was buried inside her body. She was coming, Jack was making her come, fucking her pussy so deep it was as though he was reaching for her heart with every thrust. Losing control, she gasped and cried, fighting the intense sensation that was sweeping over her. It was too much, just too damn much! 
“Nicky, I told you, don’t fight me!” Jack’s deep voice was hoarse, his thick cock speeding up to a faster tempo as her reaction triggered his own. Nicky cried out as he suddenly pressed her into the mattress and shoved her thighs even farther apart, until her feet left the carpet and she was being completely supported by his large, rough hands. 
She gasped, bucking against him, helpless to stop although she knew her fighting was making him crazy. Never had she dreamed it would be possible to be so open, so vulnerable. 
Had she thought that Jack fucked her hard before? Now he pounded into her -- battered the mouth of her womb with his swelling cock with every savage thrust, brutally filling her pussy to capacity and beyond. 
Nicky bit her lip and pressed her face hard against the mattress. Her thighs ached from being spread so wide and she had never dreamed it would be like this. Jack’s rough fucking was driving her towards another orgasm and she wasn’t sure she could take it, wasn’t sure she’d survive the intense emotions he was building within her. She couldn’t help bucking her hips back to meet him, couldn’t help welcoming the thick invader into herself, loved the feeling of finally having Jack sheathed inside her body at last. 
“Nicky, God, darlin’…You’re so tight, so wet…can’t hold back…” Jack’s deep voice sent a shiver through her as she realized he was about to come. 
Finally, with something like a roar, she felt him shove his straining shaft as deeply into her as he could and a scalding heat bathed her sex as he filled her unprotected cunt with his cum. Knowing what he was doing, realizing that he was finally coming in her and claiming her for his own, triggered her own orgasm as well. Nicky found herself crying and gasping, giving in to the deepest pleasure she had ever known as she fell over the edge of reason and lost herself in the pleasure of being taken and owned. 
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It felt so good, so right, that she actually started crying. Finally, she had what she wanted, what she needed. She had Jack inside her body as he was inside her heart. She never wanted to let him go. 


* * * * * 
 “Oh, God, Nicky.” He was petting along her shivering, sweating flanks, watching the tears dry on her cheeks and hating himself. 
What in God’s name have I done? He’d hurt her, exactly as he’d been afraid he would. 
His lusts were too harsh, his needs to unforgiving for a tender virgin like Nicky. And yet he’d allowed her to push him over the edge of all reason and fuck her. 
That’s right -- fucking. That’s what I did, I fucked her. He hadn’t made love to her, hadn’t taken the time to be sure her first time was a good experience. Instead, he’d allowed himself free rein, he had opened her roughly and shot his cum into her as though she was some common whore, as though she was one of the girls he sometimes picked up at the Stardust to take the edge off. His darlin’ Nicky -- how could he have treated her like that? 
Why had he done that to her? 
Carefully, he withdrew from her body, watching her shiver from the aftereffects of his rough love. She lay spread on the bed, still open, her hands still tied behind her back and her breathing shallow. Her eyes were shut tightly as though she didn’t want to see the ugliness he’d just introduced her to. She moaned softly as he pulled out of her and the small, broken sound tugged at his heart. 
“Oh God, Nicky, I’m so sorry,” he whispered. He fastened his jeans and bent over to untie her arms. Why had he felt the need to restrain her so? To hold her down and fuck her and fill her with his seed? Why was he such a monster? 
“So sorry, darlin’.” He rubbed the red marks the rope had left on her creamy skin. He wanted to explain more fully, to let her know that he hadn’t meant to treat her so badly, that he loved her with all his heart and wanted her with him forever… 
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The loud crash of the bedroom door hitting the wall jerked his attention from the crumpled figure on the bed. 
“What in God’s name is going on in here?” 
Jack turned, instinctively putting himself between Nicky and whoever was coming through the door. There, pale green eyes blazing and ash-blond hair in wild disarray was the last person he’d ever expected to see again -- his foster sister, Piper. 
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Chapter Eight 
“What the hell have you done to my baby?” Piper was striding towards them and before Jack could move, she had shoved him aside and was gathering Nicky into her arms. 
Standing in the doorway was Tanner, his brown, weather-beaten face a grimace of discomfort. “Sorry, boss,” he mumbled, when Jack threw him a questioning glare. “She just drove up an’ stormed in. Couldn’t stop ‘er.” 
“Not your fault, Tanner.” The old ranch hand retreated with a sympathetic nod. Jack turned from the doorway back to the bed where Piper was petting Nicky’s long hair away from her face and crying. 
“What did you do to her? What the hell did you do to her, Jack?” she demanded. 
Nicky was struggling in her mother’s arms and obviously trying to say something but Piper’s strident voice overrode her soft protests. “Well?” she demanded. 
Jack was well aware of what the scene looked like. It looked like he had tied Nicky up and raped her, right there on his own bed. Of all times for the absent Piper to make her grand reappearance, this had to be the worst. Jack wished with regret that she’d been just a few hours earlier, in time to stop the whole sordid scene from happening in the first place. 
But in the meantime, Piper was demanding some answers. 
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“What did I do to her? I raised her, Piper, which was more than you apparently had time to do.” He tried to keep his voice low and even but inside he was dying. 
“Oh? And does raising her include raping her?” Piper flung the accusation like a brick at his head and Jack winced. It was the exact same thing he had been thinking himself, but hearing the ugly words aloud was terrible. 
“Mom, please…” Nicky struggled to get up, but Piper had a tight grip on her and her struggling was useless. 
“How many times, Jack? How long has this been going on?” She pushed the wild blond hair out of her glaring eyes, still shielding Nicky with her body. 
“Christ, Piper, what are you trying to say?” Jack was angry now, angry and ashamed. 
“You think I started having sex with her the minute you dropped her off on my doorstep?” 
“I don’t know what to think when I see something like this!” Piper shrilled. “Just look what you’ve done to her, Jack!” She motioned to the cruel red marks on Nicky’s forearms. 
“What the hell am I supposed to think?” She started to sob, noisily, still holding onto her daughter for dear life. 
“Mom, it’s not…” Nicky began again, but Jack cut her off. 
“This is the first and only time,” he ground out, feeling a dull red blush of shame creeping up from his neck to flush his face. “Damn it, Piper, I love her the same way you do -
- like a daughter. I never had any other feelings for her but that and I would never… I never meant to hurt her,” he finished lamely. 
“Oh, how nice, so this is a one-time deal. Well let me tell you something, Jack -- once is enough.” Piper tugged at her daughter’s arm. “Come on, Nicollet, we’re leaving.” 
“Mom, please, you don’t understand,” Nicky protested, trying to get away from the grasping hand on her arm. “It’s not what it looks like. Tell her, Jack.” She turned wide, appealing brown eyes up to his face but Jack found he couldn’t meet her gaze. 
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“I’m sorry, Nicky.” His voice little more than a rough whisper. “So damn sorry but maybe your mom is right. You should go.” 
“But…but I…” Nicky had been staring at him with wide, wounded brown eyes through the entire exchange but now she dropped her gaze to the carpet. “Are you sure that’s what you want, Jack?” Her soft voice came out low and hurt. 
Something was breaking inside him -- his heart was being torn out and served to him on a platter, but what could he do? “Yeah, darlin’, I think it’ll be best if you go.” He crossed his arms over his chest. “Get your clothes.” He nodded to the tiny black snarl of elastic on the carpet that was her bikini. 
“All…all right.” Nicky stumbled off the bed at last, keeping her arms crossed over her chest shielding herself from his gaze. At Piper’s urging, she made her way across the carpet, ignoring the tiny bikini. At the door she paused, oblivious to her mother’s protests and turned once more. “I guess…” She swallowed hard and seemed to be trying not to cry. “I guess I’ll just get my things.” 
Jack nodded. “Sure, darlin’, take anything you want.” His voice came out soft while he tried to hold back his own anguish until she left. Losing her -- he was losing the only woman he had ever really loved and there was nothing he could do about it. He had created the painful situation himself and now he would have to deal with the consequences. Jack reflected that it gave the old adage about lying in the bed you’d made yourself a whole new twist when it was a bed made of nails. 
“Good bye, Jack…” Her voice was low and her brown eyes were filled with tears. It was the last sight he had of her before the door softly shut. 
Jack bowed his head and let his own tears fall. She was gone. 
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Chapter Nine 
It was a stormy night, the dry thunder rolling across the foothills and shattering into jagged spikes of lightning that spooked the stock and made the horses restless. A bad night for foaling, Jack thought, but what the hell could you do? When a foal decides it’s time to come out and see the world there’s not a damn thing you can do to stop it. Thank God it was almost over. 
Lady G’s labored breathing worried him, but she seemed to be pushing well. He and Tanner were both kneeling at the entrance of her stall, watching the small, shiny colt emerge in the dimly lighted pen. 
It had been well over a month since he’d seen the last of Nicky, roaring off in the sleek little sports car Piper had driven up in. Jack had given up hoping she might come back. Not that he blamed her for leaving with her mother. After what he had done to her, he didn’t blame her if she never wanted to see him again. 
Just then Lady Grace gave a final heroic push and Jack’s tortured mental ramblings ceased for a blessed brief split second when all his attention was focused on the small mare and her emerging colt. 
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“Ah…perfect,” Tanner mumbled beside him. Jack felt a small spark of joy at seeing the mare sniff her newborn baby and start to lick him clean. A while later the colt wobbled to his feet, his long legs splayed, and searched for nourishment at his mother’s flank. 
“Beautiful sight,” he agreed with Tanner as he stood, and brushed straw off his jeans. 
“And a real easy birth.” He hadn’t even had to get messy on this one. Lady G had pushed the little guy out in record time like a pro. He sighed and tiredly ran a hand through his hair. “I just wish Nicky could’ve been here to see it.” 
“Well, I didn’t see all of it but the last part was pretty exciting.” 
The soft voice coming from behind him startled him and Jack whirled around to see a slender figure dressed in a short denim skirt and a white halter top. 
“Nicky? How -- ?” 
“Tanner called me.” She nodded at the old farm hand who nodded back gravely before leaving the stable, obviously giving them some privacy. “I made him promise to -- he knew how much I wanted to see Lady G have her foal.” 
“But the labor didn’t take that long,” Jack protested, feeling dazed. “I thought you and Piper…” 
“Oh, mom’s off on another mini-vacation.” Nicky shrugged, her slender bare shoulders draped in shadows like a velvet shawl. Her hair hung loose down her back, looking like a river of pure gold to Jack. God, he realized with a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach -- I still want her. Even after the terrible things he had done to her, he still couldn’t control his need. 
“She left as soon as she saw I was fine and decided I was old enough to take care of myself,” Nicky continued, obviously unaware of his inner turmoil. She took a hesitant step towards him. “I…I’ve been staying in town until school starts again. I hope you don’t mind me showing up to see the foaling.” 
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“Mind?” Jack said stupidly, feeling like someone had just given his brain a shot of Novocain. “Mind? Oh, hell no, darlin’. I’m glad…I mean, it’s nice to see you,” he ended lamely. He gestured nervously at the stall where Lady G was nursing her new colt. “It was a real easy birth. Lady G did great and…” he trailed off. Why was he talking to her like she was a stranger? 
“I could see that she seemed to do real well.” Nicky shrugged again, obviously as constrained as he was. “Well, since it turned out so well I guess I should be going. I’ll just -- “ 
A huge crack of thunder split the night, sounding like it was directly above the stables, followed by several jagged spikes of lightning, sizzling close enough to raise the hair on Jack’s arms and the back of his neck. 
“Oh!” With a surprised squeak, Nicky jumped away from the stable door and directly into his arms. Jack caught her instinctively, holding her light weight easily as she wrapped her legs around his waist and buried her face in his neck. She was trembling against him like a small, scared animal, bringing back all the many nights she had slept in his bed, curled against him for warmth and comfort. 
Jack couldn’t help himself. He pressed his face into her long hair and inhaled her sweet, feminine aroma. “God, darlin’,” he murmured, before he could stop himself. “I’ve missed you so much.” The moment the words were out of his mouth he wanted to bite his tongue. Why had he said such a thing to her when she probably just wanted to get the hell away from him after what he’d done? He was sure she’d only jumped in his arms out of habit and the minute the thunder quieted, she’d jump back down and leave, never to darken his door again. 
But to his surprise, Nicky snuggled closer and he felt a soft kiss on the side of his neck that made his pulse race. “I’ve missed you too, Jack.” 
“Really?” Jack couldn’t keep the surprise out of his voice. “I mean I thought, after what I did…” 
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“Of course I missed you.” Nicky pulled away long enough to look him in the eye. “I…I love you.” Her voice was low and hesitant, as though she feared his rejection. 
Nick stroked the long honey-colored hair out of her eyes. “I love you too, baby.” He could hardly believe what was happening. “But I thought after what I did…after what happened between us, you wouldn’t want -- ” 
“Nothing happened that I didn’t want to happen.” She wiggled against him, struggling to get down and Jack reluctantly set her on her feet. 
“Nicky, I’m not sure -- ” 
“Well I am,” she cut him off again. “I knew what I was getting myself into, Jack. I knew it was bound to be a… a rough ride after the way I’d been pushing you.” Nicky lifted her small chin defiantly in a gesture that squeezed his heart. “The only thing I don’t know is if you still want me the way I want you. Because I do, Jack…I want you and not as a surrogate uncle, or a father figure, but as the man in my life.” 
She stood trembling before him, head held high and Jack marveled at the courage it must have taken for her to make her little speech. She looked frightened and unsure of herself, but she talked like a grown woman who knew what she wanted and was determined to get it. Still… he had to be sure. 
“Nicky.” He pulled her towards him. “I told you once that if I had you, I’d never want to let you go. I still mean that, do you understand?” 
She melted willingly into his embrace. “I never want to let you go, either, Jack. All I’ve ever wanted almost from the first minute I stepped foot on the Lazy Z was to stay here forever with you. It’s only…” She looked down, biting her lip. “It’s only in the past year that I realized I wanted to be more than your little darlin’.” 
“What do you want to be, Nicky?” He tipped her chin so she was forced to look up and meet his eyes. 
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“I want to be your lover. Maybe someday your wife,” she said, all in one breath. In the dim light of the stable, he could see how her fair skin colored as she blushed, but she went on stubbornly. “I’m not a little girl anymore, Jack. I know what I want, and what I want is you.” 
Her words licked over his skin like flames. Jack could feel his cock harden at the thought of having her as his lover, of having her under him every night for the rest of their lives. He drew her closer and ran his hands through her long, silky hair. “What about Piper -
- your mother?” Voice soft, he needed to get the last barrier out of the way. “She’s not going to be happy about this, Nicky.” 
“Why should I care if what I want makes her happy or not? She only bothered to show up because my trust fund kicked in.” 
Jack raised a questioning eyebrow. “Trust fund?” 
“The one my real father left me when he died.” Nicky shook her head. “I didn’t know about it either. But apparently now that I’m eighteen I’m rich.” She laughed bitterly. “Mom was between men so she decided to drop by and get some money from me. That’s what the whole protective act was about -- she just wanted to be sure that if anybody got any of my money it would be her. When I asked her where she’d been for the last five years, she said she was busy. Busy...” She laughed again, a sharp, jagged sound that hurt Jack to hear. 
“Hush, darlin’.” He stroked her back, wishing he could take the pain away. “What do we care about her as long as we’ve got each other?” 
“You mean it?” Nicky looked up at him, eyes shining. 
“Hell, yes.” Jack squeezed her to emphasize his point. “I know it hurt you, darlin’.” His voice was tender and soft. “But Piper dropping you off here to live was the best thing that ever happened to me.” 
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“Me too.” Reaching up, she wrapped her arms around his neck and stood on her tiptoes to kiss him. “Does this mean I won’t have to tease the living daylights out of you to get you to fuck me anymore?” 
The hot, nasty word coming out of her mouth sent Jack’s temperature soaring. 
Reaching down, he lifted her into his arms and pressed his cock against her to make sure she could tell how much he wanted her. Nicky wrapped her legs around him again and pressed back, grinding against him in a way that made him growl deep in his throat. 
“Don’t tempt me, Nicky. I’ve been missing you for a month and if you push me I might not be able to stop myself from taking you here and now.” He tugged down the white halter top with one hand, baring her high, firm breasts and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth to prove his point. 
Nicky gasped and arched her back, pressing her breasts forward, offering herself for his lust. “Then maybe I should push, ‘cause I’ve been missing you for a month too.” She looked at him, her brown eyes luminous. “I haven’t been able to get it out of my mind. The way you touched me -- the way you took me. Please, Jack…” 
She spread her legs wider and he could feel her heated pussy through the denim of his jeans. Leaning forward to nip at his ear, she whispered, “Did I mention I forgot to wear panties under this little skirt?” 
Jack felt the sexual need grow inside him as her warm, feminine fragrance filled his senses and her sweet, curvy body pressed against him. “I’m warning you, Nicky; I’ll take you here and now against the stable wall if you don’t behave.” 
“Sounds like a punishment -- I think I like the sound of that.” Her voice was low and breathless. Her hair was wild around her face and her nipples were hard from him sucking on them. Jack thought he had never wanted her so much. “Do it, Jack. Right here, right now. 
I want you.” 
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He pressed her up against the stable wall and fumbled at the zipper of his jeans, but Nicky’s small hand was there before his. With a few swift motions, she freed his cock, stroking his heated length with her cool fingers until he groaned. 
“Please, Jack… please, I need you.” Her need made her tremble. 
“Need you too, darlin’. More than you know.” Lifting her skirt, he spread her thighs and pressed the broad head of his cock between her swollen pussy lips, thrusting slowly into her body. Nicky gasped and arched against him, opening herself wider, offering herself to be claimed completely. Pressing her hard against the rough stable wall, Jack pounded into her, loving the sweet feel of her wet heat surround his cock and the yielding warmth of her body against his. His need was so intense he wasn’t sure how long he could hold out, but Nicky was even quicker than him. 
“Oh God, Jack…I can’t…I’m going to…” Her soft moans were drowned out by another roar of thunder. As the lightning clashed outside, Jack felt her spasm around his shaft and knew she was coming. He allowed her orgasm to trigger his own and as he spilled his seed into her body, claiming her completely, he felt his heart swell with love. 
“Mine,” he whispered into her neck, even as he pressed into her. “You’re mine now, Nicky. Now and forever.” 
She kissed him fiercely and pressed back to get his shaft as deeply inside as she could. 
“That’s all I’ve ever wanted to be, Jack. I’m yours and you’re mine, too. And don’t you forget it.” 
Jack felt himself come down from the intense orgasm, but still he held her close, not wanting to lose the intimate contact of being sheathed inside her body. Never wanted to lose her again. 
“As if I could, darlin’. I love you, you know that.” 
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“Love you too, Jack.” She clung to him, pressing a soft kiss to his mouth. As the storm raged outside, Jack felt at peace for the first time in months. Nicky was finally his and he was never letting her go. 
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Tempest 
He understood her goal. To save the Sald, she would sacrifice anything, including herself, including truthfulness. Loyalty to her adopted clan motivated her dishonesty and, for that reason, Kore could not condemn her duplicity. So long as her desire for him was true ... 
She did honestly desire him, and that desire was the only truth he could trust about the little trickster. 
Crouched low at the end of the bed, he turned his gaze to his prisoner's flat belly, so pale in comparison to his own skin tones. His gaze drifted lower, to the thatch of bright red curls, a winsome triangle that failed to entirely cover the succulently plump lips to her passage, a narrow channel no lover had ever breached. 
There was no question as to her body's receptiveness; her pubic curls glistened with need, the notch swollen. Oh, he incited her arousal all right, even as she withheld her love, giving that sweet sentiment to another. 
No need for her petitioning. He always repaid his obligations -- the Sald would have their sanctuary. Shelter was the least of the debt he owed; he would grant the Brothers and Sister safe shelter and more. His gratitude to that clan would last throughout his life. 
And so there was no need for her to wheedle and scheme for the Sald -- what Kore gave, he gave freely. But he had not the forbearance to refuse Amilaw's provocation. As she herself had remarked, with the tempest upon them, all they had was the here and now. 
Though it was unprincipled, he had longed for her for too many revs to give her up now. 
Making the most of the now, Kore leaned forward and worshipfully kissed first one perfect breast, and then the other before setting one stipulation. 
“No deal,” he growled. “Give to me because it is what you desire.” 
He sensed the immediate withdrawal of her feelings. 
Louisa Trent 
Amilaw would let him have her body, but would distance herself from any deeper connection. This Kore would not allow -- one thing to be used, another to be ignored. He had been ignored all his life, looked right through by his clan. Amilaw would see him for who he was during this, the most intimate of acts. 
Kore gently suckled a nipple, his tongue tenderly courting the upright arrow. 
Unable to block him out, Amilaw gave a husky cry. Her mien going from a retreat to active engagement, she reached up for him. Him. Not Sethne. He sensed she now knew who was forcing sensations upon her, who was making her feel something when she didn't want to feel anything -- the Keht barbarian. 
“Harder,” she insisted, her fingers tightening on his forearm. “Do it harder! Bite me. 
Leave your mark.” 
He cringed. Intentionally break the soft, pale, silky skin that drew him? 
And then Kore knew -- as she rejected him, so, too, did she reject the sweet lovemaking he offered. Drawn to his animal magnetism, she looked for barbarous foreplay, not soft caresses. 
With a sigh, he bit her nipple, then soothed the ache with his tongue. He did the same to the other nipple. Bite and soothe, savage and heal, until she purred deep in her throat. 
Hurt and pleasure -- once his appetites had called for the same. And so he would pleasure her while hurting her, hurt her while pleasuring her, if that was what she needed him to do. 
When Kore took a deep breath, the action released her breast from between his teeth. 
He looked down into her face as she avariciously licked her lips, rubbed her reddened and wet nipple. 
“Do you give to me?” he asked. 
“Aye.” 
“Every part of your body?” He would not ask for her love, would not force her to lie. 
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“Aye. My body is yours, my liege.” 
“Then offer me your neck, as a defeated animal does.” 
He read fear in her eyes. Excitement, too. She feared that primitive, uncivilized part of herself, that wild side of her that so aptly matched the wildness in him, even as that hidden part of him, that animal part of him, excited her. 
At his instruction, she arched her neck on the furs, presenting him with her vulnerable throat. 
He dipped his head to the task. As she rocked back and forth on the furs and made small mewling noises, Kore suckled and bit into Amilaw's pale flesh. Bruising her, breaking the skin, he made his way down her body, alternately enflaming and then soothing the fire away, whilst leaving angry red marks behind. 
Her thighs fell open, her pelvis raised. 
One hand under her bottom, his palm shelving her at the demarcation between the round halves, he dragged her forward. As he had positioned himself on his haunches, her hips now rested atop his thighs, her legs propped up on his shoulders. 
He opened her. All the way open. Separating the folds, he peered inside at the wet pink flesh, closely examining the succulent bud at the top. 
To give her surcease, he plied his thumb to the nubbin. 
Panting, she pulled at the single chain that held her captive on the bed. “Oh-oh-oh.” 
He pinched the end of her wounded teat, whilst squeezing, always squeezing, that small scrap of flesh at the top of her slit. 
Moisture dripped from her opening. Dipping his head, he rubbed his face into the female secretions, smelled her female animal musk, lapped the wetness into his mouth, his tongue flicking fast, slow, fast again. Finally, he pierced the passage with his tongue. 
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* * * * * 
 What people are saying about 
Tempest 
Tempest is a wonderfully written erotic romance that will entertain and please readers on several levels. From its well-written prose, to its intricate plot and characterization, to the sizzling sex scenes, Tempest offers something for every reader. 
-- Terrie Figueroa, Romance Reviews Today 
In Tempest, Ms. Trent has written a fantastic futuristic love story that I was unable to put down… A fascinating plot, scorching love scenes and two wonderful characters that will live with the reader well after the story is finished. This one is a keeper! 
-- Luisa, Cupid's Library Reviews 
The love scenes are so hot and steamy, I would not have been surprised to see steam rise from the pages. The supporting characters are well-developed and add a sense of balance to the story…Ms. Trent has penned a story of love on a futuristic world that I enjoyed very much. 
-- Susan White, Coffee Time Romance 
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