
  Jamie, my Savior


  An erotic story in the TheBoy Next Doorcollection
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  Eighteen year old Milly has always wanted to be someone she’s not: prettier, skinnier, more popular… When shortly after Graduation, members of the in-crowd invite her to a barbecue at the local beach, she feels she’ll finally be accepted. Only things don’t turn out that way and it was all a big, humiliating joke. Just when things seem hopeless, her best friend and neighbor, Jamie, with turns up and saves her from the bullies. He reassures her she’s not as ugly and unwanted as they made her feel, in ways she could have never imagined. When he takes her virgin pussy, unprotected in his truck, she realizes that her very first time is going to be the beginning of a whole new era…


  This story is intended for adult audiences only.


  Disclaimer: All the characters in this story are consenting adults who are not related by blood.
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  Jamie, my Savior


  Story

  About the Author


  Jamie, my Savior


  Today was going to be different. Today, on the first sunny day after Graduation, was going to be my redemption, my chance to get away from the stigma of being the fat chick in class throughout High School.


  Sure, Megan Trainor may sing about how guys like big booties, but that hasn’t been my experience. Perhaps the boys in Leymere just have different tastes.


  It started innocent and promising enough, with Leila and Trish inviting me personally to the barbecue they’d planned this Sunday. They smiled and flashed their perfect white teeth at me, handed me an envelope with the invitation and insisted that I must come.


  I should have known better than to trust them. I should have smelled a rat.


  Only, I had been so hopeful that Graduation would bring in a new era for me, that things would change now that we’re all getting ready to go to college after the summer, that I took them completely at face value. What a mistake that was.


  I know better now.


  The wetness of my clothes combined with the arrival of dusk has chilled me to my bones. It doesn’t help that they’ve locked me in a dirty, smelly bathroom, right after pouring about a gallon of beer down the front of my brand new dress. They took pictures, even a video. No doubt the latter has already appeared on YouTube, potentially ruining any hopes of me starting College with my head held high.


  Ours is a small town, and this isn’t something that will vanish into obscurity this quickly.


  The blackness of the locked room is getting to me, threatening to swallow me whole, but I’ve already cried and screamed so much I can scarcely utter another word.


  How can people be so evil?


  An exhausted sob leaves my lips as I sink onto the ground, as far away from the toilet bowl as I can manage, and wrap my arms around my head, hoping, praying that this nightmare will end.


  “Alright, where is she?” A voice speaks outside.


  It’s familiar, unmistakable, since I’ve heard it so many times before, but part of me wonders if I’m just hallucinating.


  “Who?” Leila responds, I can hear the remnants of a devious grin in her tone.


  “You know who, I found the invite. Don’t act like I’m stupid.”


  “Now, Jamie, I would never-” Leila tries to placate him, but is interrupted before she can finish her sentence.


  “Don’t give me that shit, tell me where my sister is! Right now!”


  Could it be? It really is him, isn’t it. Jamie, my neighbor. The boy I’ve admired all my life, and one of the few people in this world who is actually nice to me.


  “I don’t know. She must have left,” Trish buts in, only to be met by a few knowing chuckles in the background.


  I can imagine them all sitting there, around the bonfire, enjoying roasted marshmallows and beer, while I’m stuck in this dirty toilet shack, far away from the soothing warmth of the fire.


  “If she had left, she would have come home. Who’s going to tell me what I want to know?” Jamie’s voice sounds closer to a growl, igniting a glimmer of hope in me that finally, things will look up for me.


  “Jamie?” I call out, my voice hoarse and cracking from the crying and screaming I’d done earlier.


  “Milly? Where are you?”


  “In here, please get me out?” Tears are streaming down my face again, not of sorrow, but of relief this time. He’s come for me. Finally.


  I scurry up and away from the door, and sure enough, with a hard blow, and the creaking sound of splintering wood, it swings open, causing me to blink against the light of the fire right behind the silhouette of my savior.


  Jamie doesn’t waste time, he races forward, arms outstretched, allowing me to hide in his embrace. More tears follow, accompanied by desperate sobs.


  “You’re going to regret this,” he snarls, presumably at Trish and Leila, as well as the other popular kids who were responsible for my predicament. Only an hour earlier, I would have given anything to see someone, Jamie mostly, avenge me. I would have liked for him to pummel the faces of the assholes who humiliated me and locked me up.


  Of course he would never


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  In Ian's Bed(a preview)
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  An erotic tale by Candi Lace.


  


  


  


  I wake up, blinking a few times to allow my eyes to adjust to the darkness surrounding me.Where am I? How did I get here?So many questions, yet the answers aren’t forthcoming.


  Slowly, I start to recognize familiar features in the room where I’ve found myself. The motorcycle posters on the wall, the shelf with trophies. I know this room, I know it all too well.


  And I know whose it is.


  But… why did I wake up here, in Ian’s room, which is right next door to mine ever since Mom and Dad took him in?


  I try to stretch, but find that something is holding me back. An arm.


  Holy shit, I’m not alone.


  Last night… the party, glimpses start to make their way back into my fogged up mind. I must have had quite a bit to drink, that must be it.


  My heart is trying to hammer its way out of my chest, and the arm which earlier had felt comforting, like a warm blanket, is starting to make me feel trapped.


  For whatever reason, I’ve fallen asleep in my Ian’s room, and- I reach underneath the sheets to adjust my top before getting up, only to find that I’m not wearing one. So not only am I in the wrong room - Ian is so going to kill me for messing with his stuff - I’m naked.Fucking great.


  Just exactly what did happen at last night’s party?


  It’s too dark to see properly, and I’m too scared of what I’ll find if I turn around, so instead I tightly close my eyes and try to force myself to remember…


  ***


  “Come on, it’ll be fun! Plus, it’s Graduation so it’s basically mandatory to throw a party,” I pleaded, batting my big blue eyes at Ian, but he was playing hardball.


  “Kitty, you’ll end up inviting half the lowlifes in town, they’ll make a big mess and we’ll be cleaning all day until your parents come home.”


  “I’ll clean. You won’t have to do anything!”


  He sighed deeply, and scrutinized me for a moment. He was going to give in, I knew that. He could never refuse me, even though he always enjoyed trying out a bit of brotherly authority on me. Of course he wasn’t my brother, just some kid from the neighborhood who Mom and Dad took in when his own Dad went to prison. But that had never stopped him from trying.


  “I’ll hold you to that, Kitty!”


  “And you can have as much beer as you want.”


  He raised an eyebrow at me. “I have a job, remember. I can always have as much beer as I want.”


  “Alright, smart-ass! Still my offer stands. Hang out at the party, and when you get tired of us, you can just retreat to your room and I’ll make sure things are clean afterwards.”


  “Fine.”


  “Yay, thanks, Ian!” I jumped off the breakfast bar and gave him a big hug and kiss on his cheek. “You’re the best!”


  “Yeah, yeah.” He smiled at me and patted me on the head. God, he loves being a patronizing jerk like that sometimes.


  Buy the restor save money with theThe Boy Next Door Bundle



  About the Author


  Dear Reader,


  Thanks for reading one of my books! My name is Candi Lace and I write about whatever comes to mind; mostly those fantasies too dirty and taboo to say out loud. When I was nine years old, my mom moved in with her new boyfriend and I went from being a single child to having two older boys living at home. At first everything was innocent and wholesome, but when I hit puberty, I started to notice how especially one of those two was actually quite the hottie! Memories of those days, spent sneaking peeks at him changing or going about various manly pursuits are still very vivid in my mind. So that's what I write about: Girls discovering that all the man-candy they ever needed is living right there in front of their noses.



  All my titles are now available on various retailers! Please see the full overviewhere.


  To find out more, check:


  Candi Lace on Facebook



  eXplicitTales.com


  (And why not sign up for the newsletter to be the first to find out about new releases.)


  x Candi
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    Jamie, my Savior

  


  
    Eighteen year old Milly has always wanted to be someone she’s not: prettier, skinnier, more popular… When shortly after Graduation, members of the in-crowd invite her to a barbecue at the local beach, she feels she’ll finally be accepted. Only things don’t turn out that way and it was all a big, humiliating joke.Just when things seem hopeless, her protector, the boy who lives next door, with turns up and saves her from the bullies and the evening's events turn a lot more intimate than she could have dreamed up in even her mostforbiddenfantasies.
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      In Ian's Bed

    


    
      When I woke up in the wrong bedroom in my house, the morning after a rather wild and booze-filled Graduation party, I had many questions I didn’t yet know the answer to:

      How did I end up in Ian's room?

      Why was Inaked?
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      Kissing Darren

    


    
      When Jenny's best friend Sally convinced her to join her at a beach party to celebrate their High School Graduation, she didn't expect things to get as crazy as they did. She never thought she'd muster the courage to enter the infamous 'Kissing Shack' where random strangers make out in the dark, especially since she'dnever been kissedbefore. By the time she left the shack, she definitely didn't expect to come face-to-face with the one person in the world she shouldn't have been kissing passionately inside that room:the boy next door and Jenny's platonic friend, Darren.
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      Dating Jack

    


    
      Tonight is the night! I get to go on myfirst ever date. Sure, Daniel, whom I've been in school with since forever had to wait until after graduation to finally grow a pair and ask me out, but better late than never! We're going to the movies, and dinner after. I wonder, will my date also lead to myfirst kiss?It soon becomes apparent that things don't turn out quite as expected.
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      Surveilling Liam

    


    
      Liam, an older boy from the neighborhood whom my parents took in when his own folks passed away, is getting ready and I'm well prepared and in position with my iPhone outside the bathroom window. He is completely unaware, having a shave topless in front of the mirror, before taking all his clothes off his godlike body, ready for the shower, and I'm getting more and more excited. This will make a wonderful addition to my collection. And soon, in the privacy of my bedroom, I'll let it fuel many ahard & unprotectedfantasy...
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      Seducing Brad

    


    
      When I invited Holly to join me on a visit home from college, I should have expected her to take a liking tothe boy next door, Bradley. What I didn’t expect was that she guessed I liked him too. In fact he’s thefirstand only guy I ever liked. It waswrong, I knew that, but she encouraged me to at least find out if the feeling was mutual. She developed a cunning plan to find out, without risking embarrassment in case he wasn’t interested.Turns out, I couldn’t have guessed just how interested he would be.
    


    
      

    


    
      
        Collections:
      


      
        The Boy Next Door - Bundle 1 (contains Jamie, my Savior, In Ian's Bed & Kissing Darren)

      


      
        The Boy Next Door - Bundle 2 (contains Dating Jack, Surveilling Liam & Seducing Brad)

      


      
        The Boy Next Door - Full Collection (contains all six stories in the Boy Next Door series)
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