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On Cherry Hill

By Selena Kjtt



My stomach lurched when | saw the red and blue flashing lights appear out of
nowhere behind me. | pulled over onto the grass on the side of the dirt road. | hadn't
seen one car since turning down this road, but that wasn't surprising—it was four in the
morning and I'd been watching for a break in the farms and fields, looking for my next
turn.

| rolled down my window, letting in the cool night air with just a hint of dampness.
It was a relief after the heat of the day. | dug through my wallet for my license, hearing
his boots crunching the gravel as he came up to my car, waving his flashlight in through
my window. It was the only light out here—there were no streetlights at all.

"Ma'am." He bent down to look into my window. | glanced over at him, my heart
leaping as it always did whenever | faced someone in authority. "License, registration
and proof of insurance?"

| handed him my license, flipping my glove box open and digging through. The
papers were buried under fast food napkins and packets of ketchup and taco sauce.

"Here you go." | managed to keep my voice from quivering, but was unable to
stop the way my hands trembled. "Officer, I'm sorry, but I'm really in a hurry. I'm on my
way to a birth."

He dipped his head back down, frowning. "A birth? Are you a doctor?"

"Midwife," | corrected, adding softly, "Apprentice midwife."

His gaze was level and cool, disbelieving. "There isn't a hospital around here for
miles, ma‘am."

"It's a home birth," | explained, pleading at him with my eyes. His face had that

square, chiseled look | always associated with cops. "I have the address. | swear I'm



telling you the truth. There's a woman in labor about half a mile from here who's waiting
for me to deliver her baby.

He fixed his eyes on me for a moment, assessing. It was close to the truth, but
not quite, and | swear he could tell. Without a word, he took my paperwork, turned
around and went back to his cruiser.

| grabbed my cell phone out of my purse, ducking down a little in the seat, hoping
he couldn't see me. Charlotte's number was three on my speed dial, after "home" and
"Charlie's cell.” | pushed the button and waited, but nothing happened.

"Fuck," | swore, looking at the "Searching for service" screen illuminated on my
phone.

| was in the middle of nowhere. Of course there was no service. Charlotte had
called me at three-fifteen to tell me Katie's water had broken and told me to meet her
there. This was only the fifth birth we'd done together, and | couldn't believe | might miss
it because of some cop!

| heard his boots kicking gravel again and shoved my phone back into my purse,
looking up at him as he leaned over to talk to me. "Do you know why | pulled you over,
ma'am?"

"No." | shook my head, seeing him raise his eyebrows at me under his hat.

"You have a headlight out." He pointed to the front of my husband's car. | always
took his car when | went to a birth, because he had to take the kids to the sitter, and the

car seats were in the minivan | usually drove.



| sighed, closing my eyes in frustration. | thought it had seemed darker down
here than the last time I'd traveled this road. Charlie had sworn he was going to have it
fixed.

"l didn't know, officer,” | insisted. "This is my husband's car."

He frowned again, his eyes narrowing just slightly. "It's registered in your name."

"Both of our cars are in my name," | explained, leaning my arm on the window.
"Officer, there's a woman in labor, | really have to—"

He took off his hat, revealing dark, close-cropped hair. "Ma'am, do you realize
you're driving on a suspended license?"

| stopped, staring at him, blinking fast. "No," | replied, incredulous. "That's not
possible."

"Can you get out of the car, please, ma'am?" he asked, taking a step back.

"Wh—What?" My heart was racing and my hands were really trembling now. "I
don't understand.”

"I'm afraid you'll have to come with me," he said, indicating with his hand that he
wanted me to get out of the car. "Please roll up your windows and lock your vehicle."

| sat motionless, stunned, my mouth working but nothing coming out.

"Ma'am." This time his voice was more firm. "Step out of the vehicle. Now."

| felt tears welling up and choked them back, grabbing my keys and my purse
and opening the door. He nodded toward my window, and I rolled it up, locking my door
and shutting it.

| was still blinking back tears when | turned to face him. "Officer, please... | really

didn't know."



"Did you get a ticket a few months ago in Newport?" he asked me. "Put your
purse on the ground, ma‘am."

| dropped my keys into my purse and set it down by my back tire, a slow, terrible
realization dawning.

"For doing five over," | agreed, nodding, a lump in my throat. | remembered it
clearly. I was talking on my cell to Charlie and driving home from dropping the kids off at
school when | got pulled over for doing thirty in a twenty-five.

"Did you pay that ticket, ma'am?" He took a step toward me. He was very tall and
broad-shouldered, formidable in that uniform and | shrank against the car.

"My husband—" | started, and he touched my shoulder, his grip hard and firm.

"Turn around for me, ma'am." He twisted his hand, his thumb digging into the
flesh above my clavicle.

| did as he asked, feeling hot tears starting, and | couldn't stop them. Charlie was
the one who handled paying all the bills. I'd told him about the ticket and had given it to
him to pay.

| knew he'd had to do a lot of juggling lately and creative financing since I'd quit
my job and started doing midwifery full time, but | couldn't imagine he hadn't paid a sixty
dollar ticket. Even if that were the case, | couldn't believe someone's license could get
suspended for an unpaid speeding ticket!

What I really couldn't imagine, though, was that the consequences were going to
be my getting arrested and sent to jail. It was very real to me all of a sudden, standing

there at the side of my car in the light of the flashers, and | felt weak with the realization.



"Put your hands on top of the vehicle," he instructed and | cringed, not believing
this could be happening. | pressed my hands to the cool surface, looking off through the
field, seeing everything through prisms. | was glad for the support of the car against me,
because | was feeling faint. "Spread your feet apart, ma'am."

| looked over my shoulder at him, incredulous. He couldn't be serious!

He raised his eyebrows and nodded once. "Ma'am, spread your legs."

Turning my face away, | slowly parted my thighs, my heart thundering in my
chest, my cheeks flushed red. | decided to try one more time.

"You don't understand/" | heard the tremble in my own voice, and my feeble
attempt to control it. "There's a woman in labor and | have to be at her birth. Can't you
please just let me go?"

| said the words to the trees rustling in the breeze, listening behind me for any
response from him. It was quiet for a moment.

"Are you the only one who can deliver this baby?"

| sighed. "No," | admitted. "I'm the apprentice. The primary midwife is on her way,
but she has longer to drive, and I'm worried she won't get there in time."

"But you aren't the only person responsible for this woman and her baby?"

| closed my eyes, shaking my head, whatever hope I'd been hanging onto fading.
"No, sir—but she's counting on me to be there. This is my job. | need to go. You don't
understand!"

"l understand your position," he said, not unkindly. | felt him moving behind me,

not touching me, but the presence of his big body behind mine was nearly palpable.



"But | need you to understand mine. Your license has been suspended—you can't
drive."

| pressed my forehead to the window of the car, defeated.

Then | had a thought. "You could drive me."

He put his hands over mine, spreading them further apart on the roof. "No,
ma'am, | can't drive you...I have to arrest you."

| groaned, shaking my head, my stomach lurching again. "Is that really
necessary?"

| felt his hands on my ankles, which were bare, since | was wearing Birkenstocks
and a sundress. His palms felt enormous as he slid his hands up my calves.

"Wh—what are you doing?" | breathed, turning to look down at him squatting
behind me.

"Searching you," he replied calmly, his hands slipping further up, past my knees.
He was under my dress, now, instead of over it, touching bare skin.

"Is this really necessary?" My breath caught as his fingers worked their way up
my inner thighs. "It's not like I could carry a concealed weapon under a sundress, right?"

"l don't know." His voice was low and he stood behind me, his hands not moving
from my inner thighs. My dress pulled up as he stood, and | felt his fingers brush
between my legs. "Feels like you've got quite a bit concealed under here."

Mortified, | bit my lip and closed my eyes. I'd been in a hurry when | left and had
thrown on the dress, but hadn't bothered with panties since | knew | had an extra set of
clothes in my bag. | glanced toward his cruiser, hoping to see the little red light of a

camera in the window, but | saw nothing.



His hand moved up under my dress, over my hips, grabbing my ass. | couldn't
move, | couldn't even breathe as he cupped my bare breasts in his hands, my dress
pulled all the way up now, leaving me fully exposed.

"Oh my God," | whispered as he pressed in behind me, his belt digging into the
flesh of my back. "What are you doing?"

| knew in that moment, there were scarier things than getting arrested. | felt his
breath against my neck and something hard against my hip. | thought it might be his
gun.

"Please.” | gasped as his fingers pinched my nipples, twisting them, making me
recoil. "You don't have to do this."

"You keep saying that, Anne." The sound of my name in his mouth made me
even more afraid. "You want to know if this is really necessary?"

"Oh my God," | breathed, shaking, trying to melt into the car when | heard the
sound of him undoing his belt buckle. "Please, don't, please..."

"You tell me," he murmured, sliding a hand down my belly and cupping my
mound, pulling up tight, making me jerk back against him. His other hand was still rolling
my nipple, which showed the first sign of my body's betrayal, hardening under the cool
air and his attention.

"I don't understand,” | gasped, looking toward his cruiser again, past it, searching
the road for other cars and knowing | wouldn't find any. It was four in the morning and
we were in the middle of nowhere.

"Do you want to be arrested?" He grabbed my shoulders and propelled me

toward the front of my car. | screamed, | couldn't help it, panicking. | stumbled over my
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sandals and they came off as he grabbed my arms, twisting them behind me as he bent

me over the hood.
"Please," | pleaded, real tears coming now. "Please don't do this—"
| heard the handcuffs before | felt them clicking around my wrists. | groaned,

pressing my flushed, wet cheek to the hood of the car.

"If | arrest you..." His hands slid under my dress again, moving it up over my ass.

The air was cool against my skin. "It's four points and a thousand dollar fine for driving
with a suspended license. That's not including the three hundred dollars it will take to
bail you out of jail."

| gasped, half at his words, half at his fingers probing between my legs.

We didn't have thirteen hundred dollars. We obviously don't even have sixty to
pay the speeding ticket in the first place, or | wouldn't be in this position, would 1? |
thought, wincing as his fingers searched and groped my flesh.

"Are you going to arrest me?" | looked toward his car. | couldn't see it from this
angle, where | was laid out on the hood, but the flashing lights continued, giving a red
cast to everything. At this point, | was thinking a night in jail wasn't such a bad thing
after all.

"I'd rather fuck you." His fingers were inside of me now, pushing in and sliding
out. | bit the inside of my cheek, trying not to scream or cry.

"Do... do | have a choice?" | gasped as he spread my legs wider.

"Not really.” He used his fingers to open my lips. | did cry then, silently, feeling
his hand rubbing roughly between my legs. | knew it wouldn't matter if | screamed or

struggled—there was no one out here but us.
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"Don't move," he cautioned, and | felt the weight of him move off of me and heard
the sound of his boots on the gravel again. | twisted, trying to see, but couldn't.

"I'm not going far," he assured me, and then I felt his breath against my thighs,
his palms spreading open my ass.

"Please," | whispered, but | barely heard myself.

His fingers and tongue slipped between my pussy lips, spreading me open. His
hands pressed my thighs even wider, and | felt his cheeks against them as he slid his
tongue up and down my slit.

"No," | groaned, straining against the handcuffs, my shoulders aching.

"You have a beautiful cunt,” he murmured, licking me up and down, long, slow
laps with his tongue. "Doesn't that feel good?

| held still then, my mind racing. | couldn't stop whatever he was intent on doing,
and although it had occurred to me perhaps he wasn't going to ever let me go, | fought
against the panic of that thought. He clearly wanted me to feel pleasure—maybe if |
feigned some, this could be over much sooner?

"Yes," | whispered, spreading my legs a little.

He moaned at my response and slid his fingers into me, pumping them slowly in
and out while he continued with his tongue, making me wet with his saliva. | closed my
eyes, letting out a few whimpers and sighs, and he increased his pace, his fingers
thrusting deeper, his tongue focused on my clit. It seemed to go on forever, his mouth
and the wet sound between my legs, and | was getting lost in it

"Oh God," | whispered, feeling him suck my clit between his lips, his tongue

moving back and forth over my flesh. "Please.”
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My body conspired against me and the pleasure came unbidden, a delicious
tension, building up, becoming more and more urgent. | whimpered my frustration and
humiliation against the hood of the car, squirming in an effort to make it all end.

"Do you like that?" he murmured against my pussy, his fingers slowing a little.
"Do you want me to continue?

My pussy betrayed me, throbbing under the attention of his mouth, aching for
more.

"Yes," | whispered, arching my back.

He sank back into me with a groan, burying his face between my legs, licking and
sucking and nuzzling the soft flesh there until | was writhing with the sweet torture of it.
He was relentless, staying right with my clit, licking it with faster and harder strokes.

"Ohhhh!" It happened so fast | hardly had time to feel it coming. | shuddered with
my climax, his hands gripping my ass as | came, his tongue still working until | was
spent, weak and trembling.

| could barely stand when he pulled me off the hood of the car, and was almost
grateful that he pressed me to my knees. | looked up at him as he unzipped, sliding his
uniform pants down and pulling his cock out of his shorts. It was big and hard and
pointing right at me.

"Open your mouth," he instructed, easing the wet head past my lips.

| whimpered but complied, shifting my weight, small rocks in the dirt biting at my
knees.

He groaned as | took the length of him, grabbing my hair and pulling me in

closer. | gagged, choking as the tip of his cock touched the back of my throat. He slid
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out but then shoved back in again, moving even deeper this time, making me feel like |
was drowning in his flesh.

"Suck it," he growled, looking down at me.

His eyes were dark with lust as he watched himself disappearing into my mouth. |
worked my lips and tongue up and down his length, and since my hands were still
restrained behind my back, they were no help at all. | just had my mouth, a hot, wet
cavity | used to swallow him again and again until he was moaning and thrusting and
grabbing the sides of my head

| had my eyes closed for a long time, just taking him in, letting him use my mouth
for his pleasure. When he slowed a little, breathless and groaning, | opened my eyes
and saw the butt of his gun above the holster at my eye-level.

I'd never seen a gun, and the sight of it in his belt shocked me. | shivered, feeling
goosebumps rising on my arms. When | looked up at him, | saw he was still panting,
eyes half-closed, the red and blue of the flashers making alternating patterns across the
hard line of his jaw

"Up," he growled, tugging at my hair. | tried to stand, finding it too difficult with my
hands cuffed behind my back.

"l can't," | whispered.

He grunted, bending down and reaching an arm under one of mine, yanking me
upward. | stumbled, gasping, as he pressed me toward the car, his mouth covering

mine.
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The kiss was rough, hard, his tongue forcing its way in past my teeth. His cock
was steel heat between us, burning against my belly even through the fabric of my
dress, and | could feel his badge pressing against my breast, flattening my nipple.

| moaned when he cupped my breasts, thumbing their tips as he shoved his thigh
between mine.

"Bend over." He turned me around and pushed me toward the front of the car. |
felt his hands shoving my dress up again as he forced me to bend over the hood, his
fingers slipping between my wet flesh. | stared off into the fields, seeing the light of a
house far, far off in the distance. It looked so small and alone.

He pressed against me, his cock pointing upward and resting against the crack of
my ass as he leaned over me, his hands searching for my breasts again under my
dress. He pushed it all the way up now, and | gasped at the cool metal surface of the
car under my body

His belt dug into my flesh and his cock brushed my fingertips where my hands
were still bound. He fondled my breasts, tugging at my nipples, making me squirm and
gasp. | grabbed the tip of him with my hand when he pushed forward, squeezing, and
he groaned

"Ahhh, that's good," he murmured, thrusting into my closed fist. | grabbed him
with my other hand, too, making a tunnel for him to push into and he did with a grunt,
fucking my cuffed hands

His big palms slid down my body, over my ribs and hips, searching out my pussy
again. I'm wet from his mouth, I told myself, knowing the juice flowing down my thighs

wasn't just saliva.

15



He moved back a little, spreading my legs with his hands, using his fingertip to
find me, and then pressed the head of his cock there. | gasped at the thick heat of him,
spreading me wide as he slid in, using my hips to give him some leverage.

"Oh, God," | whispered, closing my eyes against it, helpless to stop it.
| rocked with the weight of him as he fucked me, my hands still trapped behind,
brushing his belly and belt as he moved. My treacherous pussy was singing, the wet
squelch filling the night as he slammed into me, searching for the deepest point and
rubbing there.

"Please!" | was begging, but | didn't know if | was pleading for him to cease or
persist. My head said one thing, but my body was lost in the sensation, submitting to the
blissful swell of it between my legs.

He grunted as he drove himself into me and ground against my ass, pulling the
round rise of my cheeks into the saddle of his hips. | was breathing hard, a slick sheen
of sweat beading on me, making the air even cooler against my skin. My pussy was
swollen and pulsing around the stiff length of him, and | squeezed as hard as | could,
making him groan and press deep, his fingers clenching me.

"No, oh, God!" | cried out when he began again, using his legs to push into me at
an angle, aiming his cock toward the stars and seeking my center. He was growling and
moaning, lifting my hips off the hood of the car with every thrust, jarring my teeth. His
fingers slipped between my legs, searching out my clit and rubbing, bringing me closer
to that edge.

"Please, no," | begged, my body taking over, forcing me to sail toward a pulsing

release which coiled, waiting to spring, between my legs. He was teasing it out, bit by
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bit, fucking me so hard I couldn't catch my breath. | reached a point of no-return, my ass
clenching, my thighs trembling, my slick body twisting against the hood of the car.

| groaned, feeling the first tremors moving through me, an exquisite pulse
between my thighs, gripping and releasing his cock with every flutter. He held me, never
stopping, giving me more and more, taking me deeper, forcing every last quiver and
moan from my body.

Only then did he slide his cock out of me, pulling me down to my knees on the
dirt, and forcing the slick length of his flesh down my throat.

"Swallow," he growled, sending the first hot blast against my soft palate, following
that with another jet of white hot fluid, and then another, filling my mouth, forcing me to
swallow the copious amounts of cum spurting over my tongue. He groaned, grabbing
my hair and jerking against me with every thick burst as he erupted into my throat.

Spent, he pulled himself from my mouth, and | watched as he zipped himself up,
tucking, straightening. | was shaking, looking up at him, wondering what was next. Part
of my brain was screaming at me to run, as far and as fast as | could, because he was
never going to let me leave.

"Officer," | whispered, struggling to stand and not able to find my balance.
"Please, can | just go?"

He turned and walked to the back of my car, taking his hat off my trunk and
putting it on. Then he came back, standing over me while he pulled his pad out of his

belt and started to write. | stared at him, my mouth agape.
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"Let me get those cuffs off you." He put a hand under my arm and helped me to
stand. His hands were gentle as he turned me this time, unlocking the handcuffs and
putting them back on his belt.

| rubbed my shoulders with my palms, breathing, "Thank you."

"I've cited you for the headlight." He tore the ticket off and handed it to me. "It's a
warning. If you get it fixed and bring the receipt in to the court before that date, there
won't be a fine."

| took the ticket with a trembling hand, saying it again, "Thank you."

"Have a good night, ma'am." He tipped his hat at me. | stared, incredulous, as he
strode back to his car.

| was still standing there in bare feet with dirty knees and the taste of his cum in
my mouth when he pulled past me, giving me a brief salute, the flashers off now. It was
still dark, and for the first time since I'd stepped out of my car, | was aware of the sound
of the crickets in the field behind me.

| watched his car until the lights were pinpoints in the distance, the ticket in my
hand crumpled in my fist.

Katie had a baby girl, right about the time | was spread across the hood of my
car. Charlotte told me not to bother coming, so | turned around and went home. | took a
shower and slipped back into bed.

And | didn't tell Charlie. | didn't tell him about the ticket or the suspended license

or the cop. I don't know why. Part of me was just too ashamed—not of what had
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happened, but of how | had responded. Every time | remembered it, | flushed, and the
crotch of my panties started getting damp.

| just got the headlight fixed and took the receipt and the ticket to the courthouse,
like he said to. The girl behind the glass took them, snapping her gum and tapping the
keyboard with the longest fingernails I'd ever seen.

"When did you get this ticket?" She frowned at her screen.

"Last week," | said, remembering. "Monday morning."

She shook her head, clacking away again at the keys with her nails. | watched
her, remembering the way he turned me, pulled me, gripped me, forced me. | could still
feel the handcuffs biting into my wrists. The thought made me feel faint.

"I'm sorry." She slipped the ticket and receipt back out to me. "I'm afraid this
ticket isn't in our system."

"Wh—What?" | took the papers back, blinking at her. "But | have the ticket, look,
from Officer Ryan...Ryan Biggs...it says right here."

She shrugged, snapping her gum again. "The only Ryan Biggs in our system
died fifteen years ago."

| felt the blood drain out of my face as | crumpled the papers back into my purse.
| mumbled a confused, "Thank you," and turned to go.

"Do you..." | stopped and looked back to her. "How did he die?"

She shrugged. "l have no idea."

A dark-haired woman behind her who had been filing papers looked up from her
desk, pushing her glasses up. "Ryan Biggs was killed in the line of duty."

The gum-snapping girl looked at her. "You knew him?"
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"He was killed on a routine traffic stop out on Cherry Hill Road,"” she said. "Some
woman shot him. They never found a motive."

| saw my own stunned reflection in the glass as | stared at her. | was
remembering what had happened early Monday morning between Officer Biggs and me

out there in the dark on the dirt pavement of Cherry Hill Road.

The End
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STARVING ARTIST
By Selena Kitt

Ellie is living the life of a true starving artist in a small efficiency apartment in
dangerous downtown Detroit, but more dangerous than her surroundings are the
men to whom she pays rent.

Denied help by her prosecutor father, who believes his daughter is wasting her
life in art school, Ellie finds herself in a precarious position and surrenders
helplessly to her predicament.

However, a strange twist of fate gives Ellie a chance at revenge.

Will she take it?

Warning: This title contains graphic language, nonconsensual and anal sex.

Excerpt From STARVING ARTIST:

The entire apartment was one corner of a large old house in a poor and fairly

dangerous section of Detroit. The most she could say about it was he kept it clean, and
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so far, bug-free. That was one reason she’d taken it—but really, it was the incredible
light coming into the kitchen that sold it for her. Never mind it was one of the only places
in her student price-range that didn’t have a roach or a rat included in the décor.

“Nothing like being a poor student, huh?” He flashed that smile again. “I know
what it's like. | was there once.”

She leaned against the table, hugging her arms over her belly. She realized she
was still wearing her apron, and it reminded her of the world she’d been flowing through
only moments before. That world seemed impossibly far away. She untied the apron
and tossed it behind her onto the table.

She regretted uncovering herself a moment later as she turned to find his eyes
locked on the light blue tank-tee she wore. With a swallow, she watched as those eyes
slid down her form to the faded jeans hugging her slight hips. If she could’ve stepped
back, she would’ve, but the table stopped her. His eyes flicked back and forth between
her breasts, as if trying to decide which one to settle on. He reached his left hand out, a
large hand with a thick gold and diamond band on the ring finger, but she rounded her
back like a hissing cat, crossing her arms over her chest.

This had all been negotiated last time—
he wasn’t to touch her. It was a simple barter agreement. He withdrew, his eyes
flickering with some sort of heat Ellie could almost feel.

“All right, come on then, starving artist.” He took the few strides to the futon and
settled himself down onto the black cushion over the sweeping white oriental symbol for

“prosperity.” He looked out of place here, as out of place as she might look at a cocktail
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party, she imagined. She found herself gnawing the inside of her cheek as he leaned
back and unzipped his trousers. “Let’s see if we have something for you to eat.”

That first time, it had been no surprise to her his cock was as slick and smooth as
he appeared, his dark pubic hair neatly trimmed. What had surprised her was the
texture of him, unlined and unveined, with the smoothness of velvet around the tip, and
even more unexpected was the benign taste of him, a bland shock, like a bowl of
oatmeal or cream of wheat.

As she knelt before him now, the carpet digging into the tender flesh of her
knees, she watched him stroke the unwrinkled shaft emerging from the fly of his finely
pin-striped Montefino trousers, his eyes slipping closed, his nostrils flaring in
anticipation. She leaned in, careful not to touch him too much, balancing herself with
one paint-stained hand on the edge of the futon between his legs, still startled by the

lack of aroma as she slipped the head of his cock between her lips...
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Escaping:

ESCAPING FATE

Sam has an unusual interest in humans—well, considering she’s a fairy of fate
whose profession it is to determine their futures, it’'s no wonder! But it isn’t just
Karma she’s curious about... Sam has what her fairy-pal Alex thinks is an
inordinate and rather wanton interest in certain biological aspects of human
behavior—most notably, s-e-x.

When Sam'’s job leads her into the path of a handsome man who rocks her world,
Sam’s interest becomes obsession. Alex reminds her that fairies get one
Christmas wish — will Sam consider using hers to become human to experience
one night of bliss?

When things become even more complicated—Sam discovers that Drew, the sexy
stranger she’s been fantasizing about, can actually see her—Sam finds herself
immersed in a complex and tangled web of human experience. She has to make a
choice that will teach her a twisted lesson in fate, ultimately change the course of
human existence and even reveal the origin of Santa Claus!

Warning: This title contains graphic language and sex.
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NAUGHTY BITS
By Selena Kitt

David has been brightening up his gray Surrey, England days with the porn
collection hidden in his parents’ shed, but when he find that his older sister,
Dawn has discovered his magazine collection, things really begin to heat up.
Their parents insist that their just-graduated son look for a job, but their daughter
has the week off and is determined to work on her tan. Distracted David finds
himself increasingly tempted by his seductive older sister, who makes it very
clear what she wants. Her teasing ways slowly break down the taboo barrier
between brother and sister until they both give in to their lust... but what are they
going to do about the feelings that have developed between them in the
meantime...?

Warning: This title contains incest and anal sex.
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BABYSITTING THE BAUMGARTNERS
By Selena Kitt

Ronnie—or as Mrs. Baumgartner insists on calling her, Veronica—has been
babysitting for the Baumgartners since she was fifteen years old and has
practically become another member of the family. Now a college freshman,
Ronnie jumps at the chance to work on her tan in the Florida Keys with “Doc” and
“Mrs. B” under the pretense of babysitting the kids. Ronnie isn’t the only one with
ulterior motives, though, and she discovers that the Baumgartners have wayward
plans for their young babysitter. This wicked hot sun and sand coming of age
story will seduce you as quickly as the Baumgartners seduce innocent Ronnie
and leave everyone yearning for more!

Warning: This title contains MFF threesome, lesbian, and anal sex.
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BLUEBEARD’S WIFE
By Selena Kitt

Tara’s husband has never shared a fantasy with her, or even masturbated—that
she knows of. However, this curious wife discovers a phone bill full of phone
calls to sex lines and realizes her husband has been living a double life! Instead
of getting mad, Tara’s curiosity leads her to begin listening in on John’s steamy
conversations in hopes of finding out what he really wants in the bedroom. After
several failed attempts at bringing fantasy to reality, however, a frustrated Tara
turns to her much more adventurous best friend, Kelly, for help. A quick
psychology 101 diagnosis from Dr. Kelly marks John as having a classic
“madonna/whore” complex, and she quickly sets about making plans to rectify
this situation. Tara goes along for the ride, hoping that Kelly may have the answer
to bridging the seemingly ever-growing gap in her marriage...

Warning: This title contains a MFF threesome, a daddy/daughter role play between
consenting adults, strong language, minor drug use and F/F sex.
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UNDER

MR. NOLAN'S BED

UNDER MR. NOLAN'S BED
By Selena Kitt

Leah and Erica have been best friends and have gone to the same Catholic
school since just about forever. Leah spends so much time with the Nolan’s—just
Erica and her handsome father, now, since Erica’s mother died—that she’s
practically part of the family. When the girls find something naughty under Mr.
Nolan’s bed, their strict, repressive upbringing makes it all the more exciting as
they begin their sexual experimentation. Leah’s exploration presses deeper, and
eventually she finds herself torn between her best friend and her best friend’s
father—but even she couldn’t have predicted the shocking and bittersweet
outcome of their affair.

Warning: This title contains a threesome, lesbian sex and incest.
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THE SYBIAN CLUB
By Selena Kitt

Tasha convinces her husband, Max, to buy her a the ultimate female pleasure
machine — a Sybian — but he only agrees if she can come up with a business plan
to pay for it. Determined to keep her promise, she creates The Sybian Club and
begins bringing women to the basement room set up just for her new toy. It
becomes so popular, she has to enlist the help of new friend, Ashley, to keep up
with the demand, and the women enjoy an exciting ride as the business thrives.
But Tasha has developed feelings for Ashley, and doesn’t know how to tell her
husband that she wants to add more to their sex life than just a new toy...

Warning: This title contains a threesome, lesbian and anal sex.
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TICKLED PINK
By Selena Kitt

Who says sex can’t be fun - or funny? You’ll find more than enough amusing
mishaps and uproarious situations to tickle your funny bone—and more!—in this
delightfully wicked and delightfully sexy anthology from Selena Kitt.

Warning: This title contains graphic language and sex.
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PAPERBACK ROMANCE
by Selena Kitt

Maya’'s heart yearns for romance and adventure, so that’s what she writes about -
but James Reardon, her college creative writing professor, insists she’s wasting
both time and talent. Determined to prove him wrong, Maya stumbles onto the
fact that her professor’s been keeping secrets - not the least of which is his
attraction to her. Faced with a choice, she will have to decide whether or not to
reveal his secret to the world—and her own desire for a man nearly twice her age.

Warning: This title contains graphic language and sex.

33


http://www.excessica.com/index.php/books/paperback-romance-by-selena-kitt

TAKEN
By Selena Kitt

Lizzy’s friendship with her older boss, Sarah, turns into something deeper and
much more exciting one rainy day after work, and Lizzy finds herself drawn into a
world she never knew existed. Sarah has a dominant streak, and as she leads
Lizzy into the role of a submissive, the two women become closer than they ever
thought possible. But while Sarah, hurt too many times, wears aring, and tells
guys she’s “taken,” Lizzy knows she secretly longs for a man. Determined to find
one for them both to share, Lizzy is just about to give up when a dark, handsome,
virile answer shows up right under her nose. Lizzy may think she and Sarah are
going to seduce David—but she underestimates their handsome co-worker, and
David turns the tables on them both. But will he be able to tame the untameable
Sarah?

Warnings: This title contains graphic language and sex, a m/f/f threesome and mild
bdsm elements.
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MERCY
by Selena Kitt

Mercy was a typical lesbian in life - at least, that’s what her beloved, dearly
departed Dee always said - but she’s definitely not a typical vampire. Mercy,
known as Mary in her former life, is now secretly in love with Angie, her
roommate, whose profession as a hospice nurse has taken Mercy on an unusual
path in her journey as the undead. Like her acquired name, comes as a dark angel
of mercy, delivering eternal life to the dying—but will Mercy’s mission of
compassion serve to save the one woman she loves most in the world?

Warning: This title contains graphic language, sex and elements of horror.
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SILENT NIGHT
By Selena Kitt

Justine has left Bruce for another man, left him all alone with their young
daughter - while he slowly goes insane. His building, impotent rage leads to
sudden, unexpected brutality. But how far will he go?

Warning: This title contains graphic language, infidelity, sex and shocking, horrific
elements.
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A TWISTED BARD'S TALE
By Selena Kitt

Did you ever wonder what started the feud between the Capulets and the
Montagues? Check out this naughty version of Romeo and Juliet - you’ll be
surprised and delighted by this twisted Bard’s tale!

Warning: This title contains graphic language and lesbian sex.
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	Tara’s husband has never shared a fantasy with her, or even masturbated—that she knows of. However, this curious wife discovers a phone bill full of phone calls to sex lines and realizes her husband has been living a double life! Instead of getting mad, Tara’s curiosity leads her to begin listening in on John’s steamy conversations in hopes of finding out what he really wants in the bedroom. After several failed attempts at bringing fantasy to reality, however, a frustrated Tara turns to her much more adventurous best friend, Kelly, for help. A quick psychology 101 diagnosis from Dr. Kelly marks John as having a classic “madonna/whore” complex, and she quickly sets about making plans to rectify this situation. Tara goes along for the ride, hoping that Kelly may have the answer to bridging the seemingly ever-growing gap in her marriage… 

