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        A spicy winter collection that contains the following titles:

      

      

      
        
        Just the Tip

      

        

      
        He broke into my house, watched me sleep.

      

        

      
        He was dressed in black and wore a mask, telling me I could run but he’d catch me.

      

        

      
        It was just the tip… of his tongue on my body, his weapon at my throat. It was just the tip of sweetness and fear that held me close and refused to let me go.

      

        

      
        All I could do was surrender. It was bittersweet and an encounter I didn’t know if I’d live to see the end of.

      

        

      
        His Big Package

      

        

      
        We’d been thrown together for the holidays, him playing Santa and me Mrs. Claus.

      

        

      
        It was a professional relationship that turned out to be anything but.

      

        

      
        And my inexperience should have had me frightened by the way he looked at me… like he imagined me naked and spread eagle just for him.

      

        

      
        1214 Bad Boy Ave.

      

        

      
        He was a decade older, rough around the edges, covered in tattoos, and so muscular I couldn’t help but feel like he’d snap me in half… in the best of ways. 

      

        

      
        I sure as hell wanted to be bent like his personal pretzel. 

        But could I really be his roommate?

      

        

      
        My libido wouldn’t survive, but I was up for the challenge. 
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      He broke into my house, watched me sleep.

      He was dressed in black and wore a mask, telling me I could run but he’d catch me.

      I knew he only wanted one thing, and he wouldn’t leave until he got it.

      To use me.

      It was just the tip… of his tongue on my body, his weapon at my throat. It was just the tip of sweetness and fear that held me close and refused to let me go.

      I was frightened of the lengths he’d go, of how close he’d take me to the edge. I didn’t know if he’d throw me over or embrace me in the darkness.

      All I could do was surrender. It was bittersweet and an encounter I didn’t know if I’d live to see the end of.
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      “Go on, little girl. Make a run for it. I want to chase you.”

      It was when he chuckled that I darted for the door, gripped the handle, and tore it open. I ran out and was about to hit the staircase to sprint downstairs when I felt his hand wrap around my ponytail and yank me back against his chest.

      He laughed deeper, harder, and dragged me back to the room kicking and screaming.

      I didn’t want this… but oh my God, what was this feeling between my thighs? A tingling. A warmth.

      An intense wrongness.

      We were back in my room, and he slammed the door shut, pressed my back to it, and towered over me in that terrifying neon mask.

      Long seconds passed in which he didn’t speak, just stared at me. I couldn’t see much through the darkness of the room and the shadows crowding us. His mask, although lit, was dim and not overpowering. Just enough to see between the two of us.

      It was petrifying.

      He dragged out a knife and held it in front of me. I felt my eyes widen and pressed my back to the door, my palms flat against the cool, hard wood.

      “Don’t move,” he cooed and lifted that knife right to my throat, pressing the tip to my neck. “I might cut you if you do.”

      I shivered and closed my eyes, the blade cold but warming from my body heat.

      “But if I’m being honest, little girl, I want to slice this pretty flesh and watch it turn red with your blood.”

      And when I felt his hand between my thighs, a soft sound left me, one that humiliated me because it wasn’t just of fear.

      This is wrong. God, this is so wrong, but it feels so good.

      I was sick and twisted getting off on the way this masked intruder touched me. His breathing was hard as he dug his knife into my throat a little more, pulling a moan from me.

      He slid the blade down, and I gasped at how the sting from it told me he was actually cutting my skin as he made his way to my nightshirt. He tore through it easily until it was hanging open from my shoulders.

      “Stop this,” I said, and he laughed before thrusting his fingers between my legs. I’d taken off my panties when I went to the bathroom mere minutes ago after waking up soaked from my dream, right before this intruder shocked me by stepping out from behind my shower curtain. So now, he touched against bare, slick flesh.

      He leaned in and said against my ear, his words muffled by the mask, “Dirty, fucking liar. Your cunt is soaked for me.” He laughed again, and the sound was harsh as it moved along my body… like his knife just had.
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      The day my grandmother remarried, I was fifteen years old and could only focus on the fact that my step-grandfather was ten years younger than she was, and he certainly didn’t look like a “grandpa” in the traditional sense—although he was only forty-five.

      Oliver—or Oli, as anyone close called him—was a businessman who traveled so much for work we rarely saw him. But the couple of times a year, he did visit, and my family made a big spectacle out of it.

      He married my grandmother, Ellen, at the courthouse. There hadn’t been a fancy ceremony, not even a reception. Then again, Oli was her third husband.

      My grandmother invited us to dinner the night they’d gotten married, where she officially introduced Oli. That had been the first time we met him and, if I were honest, the first time I even heard she was seeing anyone, let alone involved in a relationship so deeply she would marry the man.

      Oli certainly hadn’t looked like a grandfather—not how my biological one looked anyway. I had a stereotypical idea of what grandparents looked like, one my grandmother didn’t fit, either, not even now at sixty-seven years old.

      She always looked youthful, her style fluid with the times.

      But Oli and Grandma Ellen’s marriage only lasted five years. I never asked what caused their divorce. I never thought much of it. But for those five years, my family had gotten close to Oli. He was funny and smart, an international businessman who was a worldly traveler and would tell us stories when he’d come back to the States.

      He’d always bring back trinkets for my sister and me from wherever he went—whatever part of the world he’d gone that trip.

      So, even though they hadn’t been married for many years now, my family loved the hell out of Oli, and we still saw him a couple of times a year.

      My grandmother? That was a whole other story. She was now on her fourth marriage to a man close to my age. She’d up and sold everything, moved across the country, and was living her best life the last I heard.

      “When is he supposed to get here?” Franny, my older sister, asked.

      I looked out my kitchen window. The sun was setting, the winter hours making it dark before it even hit six in the evening.

      “He’ll be here any minute. Although, that snowstorm is supposed to hit before eight.” I glanced over at my sister who was helping my mom finish cooking dinner.

      I invited everyone over to my place for supper, but I’d been not-so-subtlety kicked out of the kitchen because of my lack of cooking skills.

      I got up and grabbed a beer from the fridge, sneakily picking at the charcuterie board Franny created. She slapped my hand when I reached for another grape.

      “Ouch, you bitch,” I teased and shook my hand to ease the sting of her swat.

      It had been about a year since we all saw Oli together, so when he said he’d be in town tonight after his trip to Greece, everyone dropped what they were doing and made time for a visit.

      “Dad!” Franny called out.

      I heard my father groan before the sound of his footsteps came closer, and he entered the kitchen.

      “The storm is supposed to hit by eight. I plan on leaving by then unless you and Mom want to see if Sasha can give you a ride home?”

      Our mom and dad looked at me then Franny. They’d ridden with her.

      I shrugged. “I can take you home if you want to visit longer.”

      Dad shook his head, walked over to Mom, and wrapped his arms around her before kissing the side of her neck. “We’ll go with your sister, Sasha. I don’t want you driving in this shit weather.”

      “Oh, but I can?” Franny tease-whined.

      “You live a few houses down from us, honey,” Mom said. “You can park in our driveway and walk to your place.

      Franny snorted but just shook her head.

      My mom chuckled and started gathering the dinnerware to set the table, but all she found were my four chipped plates I’d gotten at a garage sale and a stack of paper ones. She glanced at me and lifted an eyebrow. “Really, honey?”

      “It’s usually just me here, and I hate doing dishes. You’ll find the exquisite sterling silverware in there.” I pointed and was grinning when she opened the drawer and sighed, grabbing the plastic forks and knives and shaking her head.

      “How the hell are we supposed to eat chicken primavera with this shit?” Franny asked. “It’s gonna break, and we’ll be forced to choke down pieces of plastic.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Drama queen. It’ll be fine.”

      The flash of headlights drew my attention out the kitchen window, and I saw a car coming up the driveway. “He’s here!” I called out and tipped my beer back, swallowing a hoppy mouthful.

      I found my smile instantly form as I went to the front door and pulled it open. I heard his car shut off, then the smooth noise of his door closing. The snow started falling, and I tipped my head back and looked up, seeing the flakes were starting to fall rapidly.

      The crunch-crunch of his feet on the ground as he came closer had me glancing in his direction just as he rounded the corner.

      Seeing Oli was like a warm hug or a thick blanket on a chilly day. He was family, familiar, and I loved having him and everyone over because it felt like the most comfortable thing in the world.

      A second later, he had me in a big bear hug before I could even take a breath or say a word. I sank against him and wrapped my arms around his waist.

      “How are you doing, sweetheart?” He gave me a kiss on the top of my head.

      I pulled back and smiled at him. Oli was big at six-foot-three. And he was strong, with short salt-and-pepper hair, a square jaw, and sharp, masculine features. He certainty didn’t look fifty-seven years old.

      “Even better now that you’re here,” I replied, giving him one more squeeze and melting a little as his giant hand rubbed my back to warm me up when I shivered.

      We headed in, and as soon as I shut the front door, the rest of the family advanced on him. He gave Franny and my mom a big hug and a kiss on top of their heads, and then there was my dad, who he slapped on the back and gave one of those half-hugs manly men did.

      The rest of the evening went fairly fast with dinner being served and everyone asking Oli twenty questions each on his latest travels. No one spoke about my grandmother, but then again, it wasn’t as if we had much to say. I certainty hadn’t heard from her, and my father, her own son, hadn’t spoken to her in almost a year.

      “Dessert anyone?” my mom asked as she finished clearing off the table, refusing to allow anyone to help—not even me, in my own house. “I brought a coffee cake.”

      “She even put it in one of those store-bought containers,” my father joked, which caused him to get the middle finger from my mom.

      We all started laughing as she went into the kitchen, and a few minutes later, she came back out with more plates, plastic forks, and the infamous dessert.

      “My favorite kind of cake,” Oli said and gave my mom a wink.

      She tried to look stern but ended up laughing and saying a juicy curse word under her breath as she served us each a slice. I grabbed everyone coffee, and together, we sat around the table and laughed, joked, and reminisced about all the times we’ve shared that made us happy.

      “Shit,” Franny said as she looked out the window. “It’s starting to really come down out there.” This prompted Mom and Dad to get up and stare out the dining-room window, too. “I hate to be a party-pooping Debbie Downer, but I’m dipping out.”

      “Yeah,” Dad agreed. “you don’t have the best vehicle for this kind of weather, Fran.”

      “I know, I know.”

      “Come on, Franny. Let’s help your sister clean up, and we’ll head out.”

      “It’s just a few paper plates I need to toss. The glory of my choice in fine china you guys were hassling me about earlier. Go on before it gets worse out there, and text me when you’re all safe at home,” I ordered.

      The visit had come and gone far too fast, and I stood in the open doorway with my arms around my waist as I watched my sister’s car back out of the driveway. Oli was in the foyer putting his jacket on, and I felt him come up to stand beside me.

      “Shit, it is coming down hard. I better head out.”

      I turned and smiled up at him, giving him a nod. “Yeah, your rental isn’t gonna do well in this snow, not since you opted for that flashy sports car.”

      Oli laughed and gripped the edge of the door, still staring outside. “I asked for a four-wheel drive, but the pimply teenager gave me that piece of shit.” He looked at me and grinned. “Thanks for dinner. It was nice getting to hang out with everyone and catch up. It’s been too long.”

      “Well… don’t stay gone so long this time,” I scolded through a smirk.

      With one more hug and a kiss to my temple, I watched Oli head to his car and drive off. I was about to shut the door when I felt this tightening in my belly and a prickling on the back of my neck.

      I glanced around, but all I saw was the thick snow coming down harder, the wind creating drifts that were piling up. A gust blew by, and my hair whipped around my face. I glanced around again, seeing nothing but a thick cloud of white.

      But I felt like I wasn’t alone… like there was something out there waiting.

      Watching.

      I shut the door and locked it, finding myself taking several steps backward and staring at it because the notion of not being alone grew. But with the howling wind and the fact that I was by myself in my house, my family having left because of this storm, I shrugged it off, chalking it up to the eeriness of the weather and an overactive imagination.

      That’s what I kept telling myself, anyway.
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      It felt good.

      Warm wetness between my legs, something thick and soft pushing into my body. I gyrated my hips, seeking more of that sensation, knowing if it continued, I’d fall over the edge.

      I woke up with a gasp, my hand between my thighs, my pussy soaked as I had a finger lodged inside my body.

      I wanted to say I didn’t know what woke me, but as I pulled my hand free, my fingers drenched from my wetness, I didn’t have to wonder for long.

      As I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, I tried to catch my breath and ease my heart rate. The curtains were partially open, and because of the streetlight across the road, I could see the whipping snow of the storm that still hadn’t let up.

      I turned my head and looked at the clock on my bedside table. Three in the morning. I pushed myself up and glanced around, and although the room was still and quiet, I still felt this weird sensation settle over me.

      I hadn’t been able to fall asleep as quickly as I hoped once I turned in for the night, that weird, eerie sense of being watched still crawling along my arms and legs. But when exhaustion settled in deep, I finally lost consciousness only to wake up just now like I was in heat.

      I chuckled as I’d gone from one side of the spectrum to the opposite end. But it was when my skin prickled and the hair on my arms stood on end that my laughter faded. My heart raced, and my mouth went dry.

      I sat there for a moment and just listened. I couldn’t hear anything but the storm raging outside and the small fan on my bedside table that created white noise. I reached over and shut it off. Then I just listened.

      After sitting there for a moment, I finally got up, used the bathroom, and washed my hands, leaving my wet panties on the floor by the toilet. I’d deal with them and the rest of my laundry tomorrow. I shut off the light and just stood in the doorway of my en suite looking into my bedroom. My comforter and sheets were a messy pile in the center of the mattress, but other than that, everything looked normal.

      I closed my eyes and exhaled before rubbing them, and although it was way too early in the morning, I didn’t know if I’d be able to go back to sleep. I felt too wired. I sat on the edge of the bed and grabbed my cell phone.

      I’d gotten a text from my mom, dad, and sister earlier in the night stating they’d gotten home okay. I’d gotten one from Oli, as well, stating he was safe. So if my family was all right, I wasn’t sure where this uneasiness was coming from.

      I set my phone back on the bedside table, looked out the window for a couple more seconds, and was about to lie back down when the sound of my shower curtain moving along its rod made me freeze. I closed my eyes, telling myself it was just my imagination, when suddenly a floorboard creaked behind me causing me to hold my breath.

      Although I had my eyes closed and refused to so much as breathe, I couldn’t hear anything aside from how fast my heart was beating. Even the storm seemed to muffle with my surge of adrenaline and fear.

      I wasn’t alone, and now it made sense why I felt so off.

      I’d known I wasn’t by myself.

      “I’ve been watching you sleep all night.” The deep voice came from behind me, low and scratchy. “Watched you touch yourself. I wonder what you were dreaming of, little girl.”

      I closed my eyes and tried to stay calm.

      “Wanted to go to you and spread your thighs, take your pussy in my mouth, and get you off. It would have turned me on so fucking much. Making you come without you even knowing I was doing it makes my cock throb.”

      Still, I didn’t move, but I was panting now, my hands curled into tight fists in my lap, my mind working overtime as I thought about how I could escape, how I should make a run for the door while he was on the other side of my bed. I’d have a tiny head start with the wooden frame and soft mattress between him and my escape route, me with a straight shot.

      I slowly curled my hands into tight fists at my side, but instead of bolting forward, I turned and faced the man in my bedroom. At first, I couldn’t see much. There was too much panic welling in me. I felt frantic, couldn’t take in the littlest details.

      But then I spotted him in the corner of the room between my bathroom and the window wearing all black and a glowing neon facemask. The mask was reminiscent of something out of a horror movie in which a group of sadists went around killing people. Neon X’s marked out his eyes, and a grotesque grin shaped the mouth.

      For long moments, neither of us spoke. I was pretty sure I was the only one breathing. I looked at my bedroom door out the corner of my eye, not wanting to show him what I was planning by moving my head.

      “Go on, little girl. Make a run for it. I want to chase you.”

      It was when he chuckled that I darted for the door, gripped the handle, and tore it open. I ran out and was about to hit the staircase and sprint downstairs when I felt his hand wrap around my ponytail and yank me back against his chest.

      He laughed deeper, harder, and dragged me back to the room, kicking and screaming.

      I didn’t want this… but oh my God, what was this feeling between my thighs? A tingling. A warmth.

      An intense wrongness.

      We were back in my room, and he slammed the door shut, pressed my back to it, and towered over me in that terrifying neon mask.

      Long seconds passed in which he didn’t speak, just stared at me. I couldn’t see much through the darkness of the room and the shadows crowding us. His mask, although lit, was dim and not overpowering. Just enough to see between the two of us.

      It was petrifying.

      He dragged out a knife and held it in front of me. I felt my eyes widen and pressed my back to the door, my palms flat against the cool, hard wood.

      “Don’t move,” he cooed and lifted that knife right to my throat, pressing the tip to my neck. “I might cut you if you do.”

      I shivered and closed my eyes, the blade cold but warming from my body heat.

      “But if I’m being honest, little girl, I want to slice this pretty flesh and watch it turn red with your blood.”

      And when I felt his hand between my thighs, a soft sound left me, one that humiliated me because it wasn’t just of fear.

      This is wrong. God, this is so wrong, but it feels so good.

      I was sick and twisted getting off on the way this masked intruder touched me. His breathing was hard as he dug his knife into my throat a little more, pulling a moan from me.

      He slid the blade down, and I gasped at how the sting from it told me he was actually cutting my skin as he made his way to my nightshirt. He tore through it easily until it was hanging open from my shoulders.

      “Stop this,” I said, and he laughed before thrusting his fingers between my legs. I’d taken off my panties when I went to the bathroom mere minutes ago after waking up soaked from my dream, right before this intruder shocked me by stepping out from behind my shower curtain. So now, he touched against bare, slick flesh.

      He leaned in and said against my ear, his words muffled by the mask, “Dirty, fucking liar. Your cunt is soaked for me.” He laughed again, and the sound was harsh as it moved along my body… like his knife just had.

      “I’m sick,” I whispered.

      “Mmm. It makes me so fucking hard that you hate that this turns you on.” He pulled back, towering over me in that eerie mask. “Let’s see how much more I can make you hate yourself.”

      I cried out when he used his body to shove me against the door hard enough my head slammed back against it. My pussy was humiliatingly wet, my juices slipping down my inner thighs.

      Putting his knife away, he now had his hand wrapped tightly around my throat as he pressed his lower half against me, letting me feel how hard and big he was. And when he tightened his hold on my throat, cutting off my air supply, I clawed at his fingers.

      I could still breathe, but it was clear he wanted me to know—painfully so—that he had all the control and could crush my windpipe without a thought. With little strength at all.

      “You know what I want?” He whispered those words against my ear, his breathing harsh.

      I didn’t respond and not because I could barely breathe. But because I knew the answer already.

      “I want your body. I want to use it in any way I see fit.” He pulled back and looked at me. “And you’re going to let me, even though you’ll hate how good it makes you feel.” He ground his cock against my belly again. “I want you to fucking hate to love it.”

      He had his face at the side of my throat, and through the mask, I heard him inhale.

      “Spread your legs.”

      I shook my head but was already inching them open, not wanting to push him to really hurt me. I wasn’t moving fast enough, though, because, a moment later, he had his foot wedged between mine and kicked my thighs apart with his knee. I teetered from the sudden force, but his hand on my throat kept me in place.

      “Slide your hand between your thighs,” he said in a deep and menacing voice. He was looking at me then, and I wanted to just shove that stupid fucking mask off. “Do it now, or I’m gonna really make you hate what I have planned, little girl.”
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      I didn’t think about it. Didn’t hesitate or whimper or cry. There wouldn’t have been a point.

      I slid my hand down the center of my body, my shirt a tattered mess as I came up against my bared skin. It was damp with sweat from my fear, adrenaline, and… this weird anticipation.

      “Go on. Fucking touch it.” He tightened his hold on my throat.

      I dipped my finger between my legs, feeling the slickness of my sick desire as the digits came across heat, silkiness, and everything that was wrong with me.

      “Shove your fingers into that snatch. Deep and hard. Make it hurt.”

      My eyes felt wide as silent tears streaked down my cheeks. But I did what he wanted, and the sound that came out of me as I pushed one, then two fingers into my pussy was one of pain and relief.

      “Harder, you little whore.”

      I moaned at his degradation and shoved my fingers in deeper, so deep I touched my cervix when they were wedged in.

      “More. All of them.”

      I didn’t need to ask what he meant. I knew.

      My sick, twisted mind knew exactly what he was ordering me to do to myself. The same thing I’d watched on my laptop in the privacy of my own home, the volume turned down even though I was alone. The shame making me feel the need to keep this particular fetish porn a secret, even from the walls around
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