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Babysitter and the Beast

“YOU’RE LATE AGAIN,” Dylan Hayes snarled as I walked through the door, and pointedly held up his watch with a scowl.

“I know, I’m sorry…” I stammered.

“That’s twice this week, Jenna. I’m getting tired of your irresponsible behavior. Make sure there’s not a third time.”

“Yes, Mr. Hayes.”

I stared at him as he stalked out of the foyer, glad he had let me off so easily today. The man was incredibly gorgeous and so sexy I could get wet just standing next to him, even if he was old enough to be my dad. Too bad he had to be such a jerk. Or rather that he had to be such a jerk to me. He seemed to be a great father to his kids and he was nice enough to everyone else. I had no idea why he had decided to focus all of his ire on me, but it was making for a miserable summer.

I was nineteen and working my way through my second year of college by babysitting in the evenings. It’s not the world’s most glamorous job, but if you’ve got good references you can make more money than working in fast food or waiting tables, and you usually have time to get your homework done after you put the kids to bed. Dylan was divorced and had hired me to babysit his kids on the recommendation of a friend whose kids I had taken care of for years. He did a lot of dinners with clients and he had started dating again, so he was out late three or four nights a week. It seemed like a good deal to me; the job paid very well, and when I interviewed with Dylan he was so damned hot that I fantasized about him for days. At first he was really nice, too, and when he flashed that oh-so-sexy smile of his at me I was ready to give it up then and there. Just bend me over the nearest piece of furniture, Mr. Hayes, and do with me as you please. I don’t care, as long as you keep smiling at me that way.

Then about two weeks into the job, something changed. Dylan’s manner towards me became abrupt, and he started finding fault with everything I did. Every little mistake, everything that wasn’t perfect became the subject of a scathing lecture or critique. I had done my best to straighten things out, making a concerted effort to live up to his high expectations, but it seemed that the harder I tried, the more critical Dylan got. It probably wouldn’t have been so bad if he hadn’t started off so nice, but going from having erotic fantasies about him to dreading setting foot in his house every day killed every ounce of enthusiasm I had for the job. I considered quitting, but the money was really good, and I was struggling to make ends meet because my roommate had bailed on me a couple of months ago to move in with her boyfriend.

I spent a quiet evening with the kids playing board games and watching cartoons. When Dylan finally got home he was too tired to bother with me, and I was able to escape without having to endure another of his scathing lectures. As I drove away, I would have given anything for things to be back the way they had been during those first weeks. Those were the nights when Dylan would come home and chat with me about what the kids had done, how his day had gone, and his photography hobby until I lost myself in those warm, brown eyes of his and I was usually halfway home before I snapped myself out of his spell. And then most nights I ended up playing with the massaging showerhead in the tub at home while imagining how good Dylan would feel inside of me.

The next day I walked into the foyer with two minutes to spare. Dylan was waiting when I opened the door; he looked at his watch and gave me a grudging nod before he stamped away. I watched him go, still a little wistful. Damn. Even now, despite it all, the man got me tingling.

That night was not one of my best experiences with the Hayes family. The kids bounced off the walls all evening, and they completely wore me out. By the time I got them to bed, I was ready to collapse myself. I stretched out on the big sofa in the living room, kicked off my shoes, and flipped on the TV. Naturally, I fell asleep.

Falling asleep wasn’t that big of a deal by itself; it was the dream I had that was the problem. I was naked on the couch and Dylan was doing wonderfully wicked things to me that set off bursts of electric fire in my pulsating pussy. His mouth and tongue pampered my clit while his fingers played in the tight, wet hole below. I creamed hard on those wonderful fingers, my hips wiggling against their teasing probes, trying to get them deeper inside of me. Dylan’s thumb took over massaging my clit and his mouth dropped down to my steaming snatch. The moist tip of his tongue licked up my slit, scooping up the juices running down me, and then darted inside my hole to suck the cream straight from the source. When he had enough, his mouth hovered over my clit again, sucking it softly between his lips while his fingers slipped back inside me.

I was so hot and so wet, and I exhaled a chorus of low moans under the onslaught of his hot mouth and expert fingers. At last he looked up at me, laughter in his eyes, and he kissed his way up my mound, up my stomach, lingering a moment to tease my bellybutton before continuing up to the firm roundness of my tits. His mouth on my hard, pink nipples sent more shocks through my already-throbbing pussy. I couldn’t stand it anymore. I needed his cock inside of me.

“Jenna,” he whispered, his mouth hovering over mine. “Jenna.”

“Oh, god, Dylan, don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

The strong, spicy scent of his cologne washed over me, and I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled his face to mine. I crushed my lips against his, grinding my hips against him in the burning agony of my desire.

“Jenna!”

My eyes snapped open. Dylan stood a couple of feet from the couch, looking down at me, eyes aflame. I thought at first that he was pissed, but it wasn’t anger I saw in his eyes. It was a look of yearning, of deep desire mixed with hopelessness. I caught it for just an instant and then it vanished so quickly, masked by his usual sternness, that I wondered if I had just imagined it. My eyes dropped to his mouth, where a bright slash of pink stood out against his dark lips. Pink that was the exact same shade as my lip gloss.

Oh. Shit.

I jerked myself upright, panic washing through me like an icy wave.

“Oh my god, Mr. Hayes, I’m so sorry.”

For a second I thought his eyes danced with amusement. “That must have been quite the dream, Jenna,” Dylan said drily. “From now on I’ll be sure to stand a safe distance away when I need to wake you up.”

I flushed hotly under that look. I could only imagine what he thought of me now—probably that I was a silly little slut who couldn’t get her mind off of sex. And OK, maybe he would have a point with that, but at the moment I was ready to die of embarrassment and wished I could crawl under the couch to hide.

“I suppose I’d better go clean this off. It’s not really my shade.”

As he sauntered out, I knew this was the final straw. I was going to have to quit, now. There was no way that I could endure Dylan throwing this in my face every day along with his usual surliness. As quickly as I could, I gathered my things and fled to the safety of my car.

When I stepped up to the Hayes’ front door the next day, an icy lump of dread formed in the pit of my stomach. My imagination ran wild with the cruelties Dylan would force me to endure until my hand shook as I reached for the handle. I forced myself to take a deep breath, then another, and then squared my shoulders and went in to get it over with. Dylan stood waiting in the foyer as always. He glanced quickly at his watch, gave me a curt little nod, and walked away. Relief flooded through me. Was he really going to let it go, and behave like a decent human being? I could hardly believe it, but he left the house without another word to me. I began to think that maybe I should have kissed him sooner.

Later that night after I put the kids to bed, I went to check my email and realized that I didn’t have my phone. I had been so upset that I went off and left it plugged into the charger at my apartment. With a sigh I headed for the kids’ computer in the kitchen. I logged in, but couldn’t get to the internet. I messed with it for a while, until I vaguely recalled Dylan saying something about setting the computer to block internet access after the kids’ bedtimes. Damn the man for being so thorough. The only other computer in the house was the one in his office, which was of course totally off limits to the hired help.

Not that I let that stop me. I didn’t have much hope as I opened the door and turned on the light, because Dylan almost always locked his computer before he went out. But when I touched the mouse, the screen lit up to display his desktop rather than the login prompt I expected. I sank into his chair and started to pull up the internet, but something on the desktop leaped out at me. It was a folder called ‘Jenna’. I guessed it was probably nothing but spreadsheets of my work schedule and hours worked, but I’m a nosy little bitch and I couldn’t help myself. I opened the folder and dozens and dozens of pictures appeared. They were all images of me.

There were pictures of me stretched out in the sun by the pool in Dylan’s back yard, pictures of me playing with the kids, pictures of me making dinner for the kids, pictures of me watching TV, pictures of me sleeping on the couch. I knew Dylan was a photography nut, but this didn’t make any sense. He had been taking pictures of me almost every single day that I came over. I just didn’t understand why. I mean, I could see taking pictures of a girl in a bikini by the pool, I suppose, but why in the hell take pictures of me in my ratty old sweats with no makeup? I had a boyfriend a while back who took pictures of me all the time like that, but Dylan Hayes didn’t even like me. I couldn’t figure it out.

Except all of a sudden it clicked and made perfect sense. My mom used to tell me that most guys never matured past the age of about eight. Well, Dylan was behaving as a typical eight-year-old boy would towards a girl who he liked. I was just lucky he hadn’t pushed me down on the playground or yanked my ponytail. The guy was being a jerk because he had the hots for me and was afraid to show it. That baffled me for a while, too. I mean, Dylan was a guy who oozed self-confidence. He was hot, sexy, successful, sophisticated, and older…

And there you go. I can be slow some days, but I get there eventually. Dylan was over twice my age and probably thought I’d shoot him down in a heartbeat if he made a pass, and that I’d think of him as a dirty old man or something. Poor guy had no idea he was driving me just as wild as I was driving him. I thought about that for a while, and the idea of Dylan being hot for me made my insides quiver. The worst thing that could happen if I let him know how I felt would be to fire me, and I was on the verge of quitting already. I really didn’t have much to lose. And thinking about what I had to gain got me wet and tingling.

I avoided Dylan when he came home, but stayed close to his office. He always checked his email and some reports for work when he got in, and I was right behind him as he went in and sat down. 

“Goddammit, who has been in my office?”

I stayed around the corner in the hallway until I heard him mutter, “Oh, fuck,” and then I stepped in and leaned against the doorjamb.

“Interesting hobby you’ve got there.”

He looked like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar. “Jenna, I can explain…”

“You don’t have to explain anything, Dylan.” I shut the door and walked around his desk to sit on the edge next to him. 

“Let me explain something to you, instead. I’ve been dying for you to fuck me since the day you interviewed me. You’re sexy as hell, and you’re a great guy when you’re not trying to cover up the fact that you want to fuck your babysitter by being a jerk to her.”

I slid off the desk and leaned over him. Whatever else he was, Dylan wasn’t slow. His hands pulled me down onto his lap and his lips locked ravenously onto mine. I melded my body against him and opened my mouth to his questing tongue, savoring the feel and taste of him as he pushed inside me. Firm hands slid beneath the thin fabric of my tank top, running smoothly over my sides and up to my tits. I had gotten rid of my bra earlier when I decided to go through with this, and Dylan’s fingers found my nipples already hard and aching to be touched. As he rubbed them it sent electric shocks arcing through my body until my quivering snatch vibrated like a drum.

Our tongues thrashed together in a frenzied tangle of wet, velvety warmth and shared moans as the heat between us built. I felt moisture between my legs, and I pressed my body against Dylan’s, grinding my ass into his lap until his cock twitched and grew hard beneath me and I could feel his hot hardness pressing into my ass through my yoga pants. He felt so big, and there was a hollowness inside me that ached to be filled with his thick shaft.

I drew back first, chest heaving as I struggled for air. I was so hot I could barely breathe. With trembling hands I pulled the tank top over my head and flung it into a corner. Dylan’s eyes locked on my round, perky tits with their erect, cherry nipples. Those nipples pulled his mouth to them as if they were magnets, his tongue swirling slickly over one and then the other. Wet with his saliva, when Dylan moved his mouth away so that the cool air of the room hit them they crinkled so hard it was almost painful. I groaned in desperate agony, and he swiftly covered one with the warmth of his palm while he sucked the other against his tongue.

Dylan’s other hand felt its way between my legs and began stroking my rock-hard clit through my pants. That soft, firm pressure almost made me come then and there, and the warm, tingling it sent through my pussy had me thrusting myself against his hand for more. I was so wet now that I couldn’t believe I hadn’t soaked all the way through my clothes. And the rubbing just wasn’t getting it done anymore; I needed to feel Dylan inside of me. I forced myself to break free of him, and rose up on legs that were shaky with desire. In one fluid motion I stripped off my pants and stood there naked before him. Eyes burning with lust caressed every curve, lingering on my tits before dropping to my clean-shaven mound. 

“Wipe the drool off your chin, tiger,” I said, loving the way he looked at me. Oh, damn but he was one hot piece of ass.

I climbed back onto his lap, Dylan’s hard cock throbbing against the softness of my bare skin. With a playful smile I gyrated my ass against him as I slowly unbuttoned his shirt. Dylan shivered as my hands slid across his chest beneath his shirt, and down the firmness of his stomach. I had been longing to stroke those abs since the first time I had seen him at the pool. I couldn’t wait to feel them hard against me while Dylan’s cock was buried inside of me.

When his shirt was unbuttoned I leaned in and kissed his throat, and then planted hot little kisses down his chest, sliding down out of his lap to kneel between his legs as I continued my downward journey. Dylan shivered, skin sensitive with anticipation, as I passed his bellybutton and my hands went to the waistband of his slacks. Slowly, teasingly I undid the clasp and pulled down his zipper. His engorged prick strained at his underwear, as if it knew that I was only inches away and it was determined to get to me on its own. I wasn’t inclined to make him work that hard to get me.

“Lift up,” I ordered, and pulled slacks and underwear out from under him so Dylan’s rod sprang free right in front of my face. “There, that’s more like it.”

It was a great cock, too—nice and thick, just the way I like them. A little thrill ran through me as I pictured it penetrating me in every hole, one after another, and I creamed until juices started running down my thighs. I needed that lovely, hot meat inside of me.

I looked up at Dylan with my best wide-eyed innocent expression and slowly eased my lips towards his twitching member. I slid one hand under his balls and gently wrapped the other around the base of the shaft. Like I thought, he was so thick that my fingers wouldn’t meet around it. Never taking my eyes from his, I ran the tip of the head over my lips, smearing them with the big drop of pre-cum sitting there. When they were glistening with his sticky fluid, I smacked my lips and slowly ran the pink tip of my tongue over them. Dylan watched, fascinated.

I gave a little smile, took a deep breath, and swooped down on him. I spread my jaws until it hurt because he was so damned big, but I was craving dick now and I was determined to fit every inch of his meat into my mouth. I bathed the bottom of his shaft with my tongue, spreading my warm saliva over as much of him as I could reach. By the time the tip of the shaft hit the back of my throat he was good and slippery, and I was able to work him all the way inside. Dylan groaned and gripped the arms of his chair until his knuckles turned white as I gripped his head in the tight warmth of my throat. I loved having him in my mouth, and my dripping snatch pulsed with need to be stretched out the same way Dylan was stretching my mouth.

I slid him slowly out again, sucking hard and tickling him with the tip of my tongue. When he slipped free I licked and sucked on the head, lapping up his gooey pre-cum like syrup. I planted sloppy, wet kisses all along his shaft and licked across the tight skin of his balls until his cock quivered in my hand. 

As I pulled away from him Dylan let out a little moan. “Jenna…”

“Now, now,” I said. “It’s my turn.” 

I reached between my legs and dipped a finger into my soaking wet hole, and then raised it to his lips. Dylan sucked my finger as greedily as I had sucked on his prick. He stood up, pulling me to my feet and then pushing me back into his chair. As he dropped to his knees, I put my feet up on his desk with my legs spread apart to give him more room. Dylan sighed as he looked into my naked slit, his fingers tracing down my lips from the top of my mound to the bottom of my pussy.

“You’re so nice and smooth,” he breathed.

His tongue glided along my lips and then sank deeper to flicker lightly across my rock-hard clit. I gasped and sank deep into the chair as his wet heat teased my hypersensitive skin. He used the tip of his tongue to first brush across me with firm strokes then to tickle in light swirls until I thought I was going to melt into the chair. I loved to be eaten out, and Dylan was good at it, using his tongue with a skill and enthusiasm I wish every guy could manage.

His fingers came next, sliding up the crack of my ass to catch the juice running down me and gently thrusting inside my tight, wet hole to the first knuckle. Dylan worked them slowly in and out, matching the movements of his tongue on my clit. My head was back, my eyes half closed, and I whimpered softly as my pussy shook and gushed cream. His fingers crept in a little further, now to the second knuckle, and he crooked them up, scissoring them inside me as his fingertips sought that special spot up behind my pubic bone. Sloshing wetly as he moved them in and out, he worked them the rest of the way in, still seeking, and finally found what he was looking for. 

“Oh, fuck, Dylan. Yes, that’s it. Right there.”

My back arched against the chair and I lifted my ass up, humping against those magical fingers while Dylan’s tongue lashed my clit. Waves of heat flashed through my lower body, and my pussy pulsed against his fingers with a hungry thrumming. I felt the muscles in my ass and legs and belly tightening with every stroke of his tongue against my nub. As my heartbeat pounded in my ears, I grabbed the arms of the chair and held on tightly. Dylan felt how close I was from the way my muscles tightened on his fingers, and taking a deep breath sucked my clit between his lips, softly sucking and licking it.

I had time for one moan before the orgasm slammed me down into the chair. My vision dimmed and I clamped my hands and thighs on Dylan’s head, holding him hard against my clit just as the muscles in my pussy clamped down and held his fingers. He held still until I finally released him. My head lolled and I was gasping, my legs shaking.

“Oh, sweet fuck,” I moaned. “You were just as good at that as I dreamed.”

Dylan rose to his feet and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, grinning.

“I’m glad to hear that. What about you, Jenna? Are you as good as I dreamed?”

“Why don’t you find out?”

He gave a little laugh, scooped me up, and sat me on the edge of his desk. As he stepped in, I wrapped my legs around his waist and leaned back. Dylan held his cock with one hand and rubbed it up and down my dripping slit, covering his swollen head with my cum and teasing my clit back to hardness. I looked down at that thick rod of his nestled between my legs and my pussy started trembling all over again. I didn’t care if he split me in half with that thing, I wanted it my tight, hot hole and I wanted it now.

He positioned it at the entrance to my snatch, pushing it in a little, then leaned forward. I grunted as the first three inches sank in, stretching me more than I thought. Dylan pulled out about an inch then leaned in again, pushing with his hips this time, and buried half of his shaft in me. I writhed on the desk, my tight hole stuffed with Dylan’s cock so that I felt deliciously full. At Dylan’s next thrust I locked my ankles behind his back and shoved myself against him. I felt his cock slide the rest of the way in, his balls resting snug against my ass.

“Damn, Jenna, you’re so fucking tight.”

Dylan stood there a moment, giving me time to adjust to his thickness inside of me, and then took hold of my hips and began slowly churning in and out of my soaking hole. I mewled as that massive shaft pistoned between my legs; it felt bigger with each thrust into me, even though by now I was creaming so hard again that it slid in easily. I waited until Dylan found a rhythm, and then I tried slowly squeezing his cock with the muscles inside me when he reached his deepest point. For a second he looked startled, then his eyelids drooped and a look of pure bliss took over.

“Do you like my tight little pussy?” I whispered. “How does it feel fucking a girl young enough to be your daughter, tiger?”

“You’re amazing. So damned tight, so fucking hot…”

“Fuck me, then, tiger. Fuck me and make me come again with that big cock of yours.”

He held me steady with one hand while his other dropped to my mound, where his thumb found my clit and rubbed long, slow circles over it. My breath fled in a long hiss. Dylan built it up, starting slow and gradually speeding up his thrusts inside me and the stroking of his thumb. I felt it building deep between my legs, around the fullness of his cock inside of me. He was going to do it; he was going to make me come again.

I could feel Dylan getting close, too. His movements grew a little more erratic, a little jerkier. He thrust a little harder, now, making me feel every inch of him as he strained my pussy to its limits. His balls smacked hard against my ass, sending little tingles through the tight pucker there, too. Oh, fuck, he felt so good, every bit as good as I imagined.

My eyes closed as the orgasm grew inside of me, twisting my muscles into tight little bundles. Juices poured from my snatch, coating Dylan’s cock and soaking his balls. I was so full, so damned stuffed, that I could only breathe when Dylan pulled out of me, the wet sucking noise keeping time with the little gasps of breath I could draw before he plunged back into my deepest parts and drove the air back out of me.

An electric hand yanked every muscle in my body at once. I spasmed and cried out, the room going dark around me, and my insides turned liquid as hot jets of Dylan’s cum spurted into the depths of my tunnel. I lay there gasping until the fireworks stopped and I could see again. Dylan was still standing between my legs, looking down at me in wonder.

“Oh, Dylan, that was amazing.”

“Yeah,” he panted. “Yeah, it was.”

I held out my hands and he pulled me up against his chest, his cock still buried to the hilt inside my pulsating pussy. I felt better than I had in months.

“So,” I said, my head nestled up against his shoulder, “I think we’re off to a pretty good start here. And if you’re a good boy, and promise to behave and be nice to your babysitter from now on, I’ll give you a treat tomorrow.”

“Really?” he asked, sounding about six. “What kind of treat?”

I took his hands and slid them down my body until they came to rest on the firm curves of my buttocks.

“I want you to fuck my ass, tiger.”

Dylan didn’t answer, but his hands tightened on my smooth flesh, and I felt his cock twitch inside me. That was all the answer I needed.

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at at Jenna’s next story, Jenna Makes Three. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.
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Sneak Peek: Jenna Makes Three

I WAS ASLEEP ON THE COUCH WHEN THE NOISE of a key fumbling in the lock woke me up. According to the clock it was barely midnight, far too early for the Burkes to be home, but I could hear women’s voices giggling and whispering outside. Curious, I pretended to be asleep and watched the door through slitted eyes.

“Come on, Colin. Put some hair around it, hon, then you’ll get it in.”

There were more giggles as the door finally swung open.

“Hush, you drunk sluts. Do you want to wake her up?” Colin’s amused whisper was loud enough to tell me that he wasn’t exactly sober himself.

Colin tiptoed in, and convinced that I was still dozing on the couch, waved an all clear at the door. Alicia staggered in behind him, her arms wrapped around a slender, young brunette woman I didn’t know. Their hands were all over each other as they lurched across the room, giggling like a pair of little girls. As Colin quietly closed the door, I saw Alicia and the other woman start to kiss, grinding hard against each other, completely oblivious to everything else. Tingles shot through my pussy as I watched Alicia writhe and moan against the other woman. 

“Damn,” Colin muttered. “Can’t you two wait ten minutes for me to get rid of the sitter?”

“Noooo,” whined Alicia. “Now, Colin. My pussy is on fire. Jenna will be fine; she’s fast asleep.”

“Well, what if she wakes up?”

Alicia giggled mischievously. “Maybe we’ll ask her to play with us.”

Colin’s eyes roamed over my body where I lay stretched out on the couch, and one side of his mouth quirked up in a little smile. “Whatever you say, love.”

Alicia snorted. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed the way you’ve been looking at that hot little piece of ass, either, you dirty old man. But you can worry about fucking the babysitter later. You’ve got more important things to do right now. Us.”

As they disappeared up the hallway leading to their bedroom, my mind was reeling. Holy shit. All this time I had thought the Burkes were so wrapped up in each other that they never even noticed anyone else.

I had been working for the Burkes for a couple of months now, watching their two kids while they went out every other Saturday night. They were younger than most of the people I usually worked for, only in their late twenties, and they were into the club scene so they usually didn’t stagger in until around two or three in the morning. They could never keep their hands off each other, and seemed to be in a perpetual state of low heat. It wasn’t hard to see why. Colin was ruggedly handsome with a hard body and a tight ass that I wanted to grab every time he walked by. As for Alicia, well... 

I had done the girl-on-girl thing with my first roommate for a few months when I had moved away from home, mainly to see what all the fuss was about. It was nice, no doubt about that, but I just had a craving for cock that wouldn’t go away no matter how many times she made me come, so eventually I gave up on sex with girls. Alicia had me reconsidering that. The way she walked, the way she moved, the way she laughed; everything she did set off desires that I never knew I had. I found my eyes drawn to her firm, tawny thighs and the perfect curves of her mouth-watering tits, and I’d start creaming my panties imagining how she would feel and taste, and what it would be like to have her mouth on me.

My pussy throbbed deep inside of me, thoroughly awakened by the scene I had just witnessed. And up the hallway a slender beam of yellow light fell on the floor; the bedroom door hadn’t closed. The house was an antique, with lots of character that included a number of doors that wouldn’t stay shut unless you closed them firmly. Apparently Colin had been in too much of a hurry to do that tonight. As I thought of what was going on inside that room my heart pounded, and I found myself rising from the couch and creeping down the hallway. I was terrified of being caught, but that light in the hallway drew me like a moth to a flame. Stepping carefully to avoid the creaking floorboards that were another feature of the old house, I stopped just outside of the patch of light and peered through the cracked door.

The brunette woman I didn’t know lay naked on the bed with her legs spread. Alicia crouched between her thighs, face buried in the wide-open snatch before her. As I watched, Colin hiked Alicia’s tight skirt up around her waist to expose the lush roundness of her ass. She wasn’t wearing panties. Colin’s fingers probed between her legs until a gasp from Alicia told me that he had hit the right spot. With soft little moans, she began gyrating her hips and humping back against his hand.

“Fuck, yes,” she groaned. “Right there, baby.”

 For a second I saw the glistening slit of the other woman pointed right at the doorway, the dark pink of her tunnel open and inviting, and then Alicia bent back down to lap hungrily at the juices leaking from that steaming hole. The brunette’s moans joined Alicia’s in an erotic chorus that vibrated through me, meshing with my own hammering pulse. Moisture seeped into my panties, and I slid my hand into my pants until my fingertips dipped into the spreading wetness between my legs, toying at the entrance of my aching cunt. My clit was hard as a rock, and I rubbed it softly with fingers slick with my own cream while I watched entranced as Colin’s fingers stroked into his wife. My breaths came hard and fast, and I bit my lip to keep from moaning myself. I had never imagined that just watching other people this way could get me so fucking hot.

Continue reading Jenna Makes Three…
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, which makes me one of the oldest erotica authors still around! Check out my blog for the latest and greatest, and if you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially to everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO

Kelli
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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}
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