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The Babysitter’s Seduction

“EVERYTHING’S ALL RIGHT? Nobody needs anything?”

“No, David, everything here is under control. Everything’s fine, don’t worry about us.”

I made my tone as reassuring as I could. Poor guy had enough to worry about, and I didn’t want him fretting about the kids or me. He was going to wind up with an ulcer if he wasn’t careful. And everything really was fine; David Morris just worried a lot.

“Good. I’ll be home at eight, then. Thank you again, Jenna.”

“No sweat, David.”

I hung up and went to check on the kids. They had all finished dinner and parked themselves in front of the TV to watch cartoons. Thank god for cartoons. I took advantage of the quiet to clear the table and decided to do the dishes while I was at it; that would be one less thing for David to worry about when he got home. By the time I finished cleaning up it was almost seven-thirty. That meant bath time for the twins.

They launched into their it’s-not-fair-he-gets-to-stay-up-later routine, but by now it was just done for form’s sake, and they headed for the bathroom without having to be told twice. I sat and watched cartoons with Tommy until the twins finished, then sent him in for his turn. When I tucked the girls in and checked the clock it was eight-fifteen.

I plopped down on the couch and tried to read, but I was too restless to get into my book. Tommy came out of the bathroom and waved at me from the hall. He had hit that age where he was getting more standoffish, wanting hugs less frequently and on his own terms. 

I winked at him. “Goodnight, kiddo.”

“Goodnight, Jenna.”

His door closed and the house fell into deep silence. I tried reading again, but I was getting absolutely nowhere, so I dropped the book onto the couch and wandered through the house. A familiar picture in the hallway caught my eye; a family portrait of David with his wife Camille and all the kids gathered around them. Camille had been killed in a car accident a year ago. Since then David had been doing his best to handle everything, but a promotion a couple of months back had eaten up more and more of his time until he was working late practically every weeknight, and spending half his weekends at the office. And often it happened without a lot of notice, leaving his babysitter in the lurch.

When their last sitter finally threw up her hands in disgust and walked out, she told David to call me. I was in my second year of college now and looking for something where I could make a little extra money and still get all of my homework done. When I heard the situation I was skeptical, but I took pity on the naked desperation in David’s voice and agreed to give it a shot. 

I didn’t realize just how bad things were until the second time that eight o’clock turned into midnight. We had a heart-to-heart after that, and David explained that it wasn’t a permanent thing, but he was on the hook for the next three months of the startup period. In the end I didn’t mind it so much. David’s kids were great, and it was generally a pretty quiet job so I never got behind on my homework and studying.

The clock in the hall chimed nine o’clock. I sighed and plopped back down on the couch, looked at my book and sighed again, and then flipped on the TV instead. Nothing was on, so I just surfed the channels mindlessly until I found myself watching a hot little blonde swallowing a guy’s cock. I jerked upright and hit the mute button. The kids’ doors remained firmly shut, so after a couple of minutes I turned the sound up just loud enough so I could hear it from the couch.

It took maybe ten seconds of that to get me wet. I had broken up with my boyfriend about a month ago, and I had gotten used to regular sex with him. The dry spell was killing me. I had a vibrator and I knew how to use it, but it just wasn’t the same as being stuffed with a nice, hot cock.

My clit swelled and throbbed for attention, so I slowly rubbed it through the thin material of my yoga pants. On the screen, the guy pulled his cock out of the blonde’s mouth and bent her over the counter. She spread wide open for him, and he positioned the purple head of his cock at her opening and rammed it deep inside of her. I imagined myself uttering her frenzied moans and thrusting my ass back against him as he pounded away at me with that thick cock. Damn but I needed to be fucked.

Rubbing from the outside just wasn’t getting it done. I slid my hand inside my yoga pants. They were already damp at the crotch because I never wore panties with them, and I pushed two fingers inside my dripping pussy, sliding them in and out until they were covered with the moisture oozing from my tight little hole. I glided their slickness over my clit and moaned at the burst of pleasure that seared through me and threatened to take my breath away. Faster and faster my fingers flew over my swollen little nub until an electric heat exploded between my legs. I arched back against the couch, grinding my clit hard against my hand and biting my lip to keep from crying out.

It wasn’t a great orgasm, but it beat sitting around the rest of the evening with a case of blue clit. At least I hoped it would. I still had that yearning ache for a thick, hot cock to stretch me out and fill me. I changed the channel to something more innocent and sat thinking about guys I could call after David got home who could help me fix my problem.

A little after ten keys rattled in the lock and David walked in. He saw me in the living room, and taking off his jacket fell into the chair across from me. He looked frazzled; tired and frustrated and about at his limit.

“Sorry I’m late, Jenna.”

He looked so contrite, his earnest blue eyes pleading for forgiveness from his haggard face, that I didn’t have the heart to be mad. “It’s all right, David. Don’t worry about it.”

I got up and walked over to the sideboard and filled a glass tumbler half full of the scotch he liked. “Here,” I handed it to him. “You look like you could use this. How was your day?”

“Thanks.” He gulped down about half of the glass in one swallow. “It was long and basically sucked. How was yours?”

“Not so bad.”

“Kids give you any trouble?”

I smiled. “No. They never do.”

“I suppose not.” 

There was a sad wistfulness in his tone, and I knew he was thinking about Camille. I felt bad for him. His life had to be pretty hellish right now, but he was a stand-up guy who did what he had to do without complaining. He would have worked himself to death for the kids and Camille, who wasn’t even here to appreciate it.

But I was here, and I understood and appreciated the sacrifices he was making. It hit me that the charcoal gray suit David wore really set off his dark good looks, its cut emphasizing his broad shoulders and trim waist. He looked pretty damned hot, actually, despite the weariness.

“Here,” I said, moving to take the glass from him.

As I leaned in, I caught a whiff of cologne mixed with David’s own scent and whiskey. Little tingles went off in my clit and pussy, and I almost fumbled the glass. I turned away to hide my confusion by topping off his glass. Down girl!

But why not? He was single. Couldn’t get much more single, really. With his schedule, he didn’t have the time or energy to date. I doubted he had been laid once since Camille died a year ago, and the poor guy probably needed to get laid worse than anybody else in the city. So why not? Wiggle it in front of him, let him know it’s his if he wants it; he seems like the kind of guy who can handle the rest.

I slid the refilled glass back into his hand and stepped around the back of his chair. Leaning over the back, I began gently massaging his temples. He tensed under my fingertips at first, but after a little while he relaxed and sank back into the cushions with a sigh.

“Jenna, you are a gem. I don’t deserve you.”

“Nope, you don’t,” I agreed with a smile. “But then who could, right?”

He gave a quiet little laugh and relaxed a bit more.

“Your problem,” I said, working my way around to the top of his neck, “is that you don’t know how to relax. You need to let go, give yourself a chance to recharge those batteries. All work and no play gives Jack bleeding ulcers.”

“Mmm hmm.”

I kneaded the muscles in his neck and he slowly went limp in my hands.

“That’s more like it. Doesn’t that feel nice?”

“Yes,” he breathed, and took another sip of his scotch.

My hands moved down to his broad shoulders. Firm muscles slid under my fingers, and my insides quivered a bit at the feel of him. Big, strong guy does it for me every time. I wanted to burrow my face in his neck and breathe in the smell of him. But not quite yet.

I kept working on his knotted muscles until each one loosened up, and David’s breathing slowed and deepened. He hadn’t said a word in several minutes, content to enjoy my attentions. When I was satisfied, I stepped back around the chair to look at him. His head was thrown back, eyes closed, and his breathing so deep he might have been asleep. I knew he wasn’t, though. Do or die time, Jenna.

My t-shirt landed on the arm of the couch and I slipped onto his lap. I wasn’t wearing a bra. Before he had a chance to do more than open his eyes in surprise, my lips were on his, my arms curled around his neck, and David Morris found himself with a lap full of very warm, cuddly, half-naked girl. I don’t believe in fighting fair.

Apparently David didn’t believe in fighting for lost causes. He kissed me back, a little tentatively at first but then more confidently as his passion overpowered his doubts. Strong hands moved over me, exploring my curves and caressing the satiny softness of my skin before finding their way to my tits. Already hard, my nipples crinkled in painful pleasure as his thumbs rubbed tight circles around them. His tongue slid and curled against mine, his mouth clamped over mine as if he never intended to so much as come up for air. One elbow knocked over the glass of scotch that sat forgotten on the arm of the chair. Neither of us noticed as it drained onto the carpet.

He pulled away at last and looked at me, blue eyes burning with curiosity and hunger. I don’t know what he was looking for, but I guess he found it, for the next second his hot mouth found my tits. I had never had a guy enjoy my tits like David did that night. His tongue licked and swirled around my aching nipples, and then he sucked on them until I thought my poor clit was going to explode from the singing pressure building up there. When the sensations became so intense that I thought I couldn’t stand them anymore, he bit into my nipples and gently pulled away so his teeth grazed the soft, sensitive skin. I moaned in ecstasy at every touch. My tits were on fire; David had me sopping wet and throbbing, and he hadn’t even gone near my pants, yet.

“Oh, David, that feels so good.”

He let go of my nipple and grinned. “I can do better.”

“Show me.”

I climbed up from his lap and headed for his bedroom. When David closed the door I untied the drawstrings of my yoga pants and let them slide to the floor. His eyes roamed hungrily over me from head to toe.

“Turn around,” he said, a little hoarsely.

I did a slow-motion pirouette so he could enjoy my ass. When I came full circle David was standing about two inches away. His arms went around me, and his hands slid down my back to grip my ass and pull me hard against him. His tongue was insistent now as he pushed through my lips, and I could feel his erection pressing against my bellybutton like a steel bar through his slacks. I put my hands on his face to pull him closer and I kissed him back, hard. The satiny fabric of his shirt rubbed against my nipples, sending electric shocks through me to set off a pulsing ache inside of my pussy. I wanted him inside of me so badly it hurt.

When he finally came up for air I put a hand on his chest. “You’re way overdressed for this occasion, mister.”

“I guess I am, huh? I’m really kind of tired, though. Maybe you could help me with the buttons.”

The feel of the tight muscles under his shirt was driving me crazy, and I wanted to unwrap him like a kid going after presents on Christmas morning. I made myself take it slowly, though, carefully undoing each button, my face close to his chest so I could breathe in the smell of him and so my breath warmed his bare skin. When the last button came free I peeled the shirt off of him and glided my hands over his body, up his arms, down his chest and tight stomach and then back up his sides. Oh, damn but he felt good. I wanted to press myself into him and just enjoy his hard warmth against me, but I wasn’t finished with the job, yet.

I grinned wickedly up at him and sank down to my knees at his feet. Unfastening his slacks, I worked the zipper and teasingly slid my fingers along the length of his straining cock through the thin cotton of his underwear. His breath caught at my touch, and I felt his cock jump. He was big, too, nice and thick and just what Jenna needed stuffed in her poor, pulsating pussy.

One tug sent his slacks pooling around his ankles, and I moved in close so David could feel my hot breath on his cock and stomach. I pulled his underwear down slowly, exposing just the head of his cock first. My pink tongue darted out to taste him, soft and warm against his taut skin, and I licked him clean of the precum oozing from his tip. David shifted his hips and I knew that he ached to grab my head and shove his cock down my throat and fuck my face until he exploded.

“Easy there, tiger,” I whispered. “We’ve got all night.”

A little more and his cock swung free, pointing at my face like a compass points north. I snatched it before it had time to bob more than once and sucked his head into my mouth. David was just too big around for me to deep throat; I couldn’t open my mouth wide enough. I felt a pang about that, because I knew how much guys liked that and I really wanted to do it for him. Maybe with some practice. 

I settled for sucking hard on his head and slowly stroking my hand up and down his shaft, slick with saliva that I let dribble past my lips. David’s breathing was ragged now, and I pulled his cock out of my mouth so I could rub his silky hardness all over my face. It always amazed me how guys could be so hard and so soft at the same time. When I vacuumed the head back into my mouth, his hands went into my hair, clenching and unclenching as I swirled my tongue over him. I reached down with the other hand and started massaging his balls. David moaned and his hip motions grew stronger.

I needed to slow him down, and my clit was demanding its fair share of attention. I reluctantly let go of his cock and crawled onto the bed. Turning over on my back, I tucked my legs up with my knees far apart so every quivering inch of me lay exposed. David’s eyes were riveted on my tight little hole. I smiled and slid two fingers in to spread myself open for him.

“Hot, tight, nineteen-year-old pussy. And it’s all yours, David. Now, why don’t you come over here and show me if you can give as good as you get?”

David took just long enough to kick off his shoes and socks before he buried his tongue in my dripping snatch. I had thought my earlier orgasm took the edge off, but it turned out that it had only whetted my appetite; at the first touch of David’s tongue on my swollen clit I felt my insides melt. The soft tip of his tongue whipped against me so that I writhed under him in delicious agony. Then he put his whole mouth over me and sucked in my clit, swirling his tongue around it and holding it lightly in his teeth so he could lash me with his tongue. After a couple of minutes of that I thought I was going to float right off the bed. Either he was a natural at eating pussy, or Camille had been an outstanding teacher.

His tongue left a molten trail down my slit as he glided down to my pussy. He licked teasingly over my lips, hovering around the edges, then his mouth covered me and he forced his tongue as deeply inside me as it would reach while he sucked in the juices gushing from me. I did come off the bed, then, arching my back and clawing at the twisted sheets. I felt his tongue flicker down, into that forbidden area below my pussy to lick and tickle at my puckered little asshole.

“Oh, sweet god, David, yes.” I sucked in air. “Oh, fuck, that feels good.”

He moved back up to my pounding clit, whipping his tongue over it, and snaked two fingers into my slick, hot pussy. He worked them in and out in time with the flickering of his tongue, forming a burning rhythm that throbbed inside of me. His thumb found my ass and rubbed gently, tickling the sensitive skin there.

Another orgasm started building, hot pressure spreading throughout my lower body into my clit and pussy. I was dripping with pleasure, and David was lapping up every drop, but I didn’t want to come that way. I wanted to come when I was all stretched out over that magnificent, thick cock.

I put down a hand and gently pushed his head away from me. Blue eyes smouldered up at me.

“I’d let you do that all day,” I said, “but don’t you want to fuck me? I want your cock in me, David.”

He slid back, grabbed my ankles, and dragged me to the edge of the bed. When he started forward, cock in hand, I stopped him and rolled over so my ass pointed towards him.

“I want it this way, tiger, from behind. I want you to shove it in and pound me.”

A second later I felt the fat head of his cock push into the crack of my ass and slide down, sending tingles through me as it slipped tantalizingly over my back door, ad then it pushed at the opening of my wet little tunnel. Even as wet and slick as I was it was a tight fit. David thrust his hips forward, jamming another couple of inches into me, then again, and again until his balls pressed up against my slit and I knew he was all the way in. He stretched me more than I had ever been stretched before, and it hurt at first, until I got used to it. David didn’t move; he was just enjoying the skintight fit of my pussy over his cock.

I squeezed the muscles deep in my pussy and pushed my ass back against him. His breath hissed out between clenched teeth. It was such a tight fit.

“When was the last time you fucked a tight little teen pussy, tiger?” I asked. “Do you like me? Do you like the way I fit on your cock?”

David massaged my ass with big, strong hands. “You feel wonderful,” he breathed. “I’ve never been inside anyone as tight as you are. And you’re so fucking hot.” His fingers tightened on my ass until I gasped. “You’ve got the most incredible ass, Jenna.”

“Fuck me, then,” I said. “Fuck me hard. Make me feel it.”

He slid his cock back until only the head was still inside of me, leaving me with a gaping emptiness inside crying to be filled again. He stroked in slowly, giving both of us time to get used to the tightness, out, and in again, more forcefully this time. I was pretty well stretched to fit him by then, and he quickly found a good rhythm. With his hands on my hips for leverage, he rocked us together so his balls smacked hard into my slit with each thrust forward. I was so hot for him, the way his cock stretched and filled me, the way his hands gripped me, that I completely lost myself in fucking him. My hands clenched and thrashed in the bedclothes and I shoved my ass back at him like some wanton little slut, wanting that cock to fuck me deeper and harder with every stroke. My breath burst out of me in mewling little gasps like the cries of a puppy. No one had ever fucked me like this before.

My pussy started gushing around David’s cock, and my clit tingled and throbbed until I just hand to reach a hand under to rub it. Tight, burning pressure built in my pussy and pulsed through me, throbbing in my clit and my pussy and my ass. I felt the muscles in my pussy and ass tighten, the back of my thighs and my stomach clench. Oh, it burned in me, wanting to get out, throbbing and searing until I bucked against David’s cock in a frenzy.

“Yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” I moaned over and over again.

Suddenly David slipped his thumb into my well-lubricated little asshole.

“Oh,” I gasped, pushed into a whole new level by this second penetration, and then orgasm hit me. It felt like scalding liquid tingles running through me, searing away the tightness and leaving me shaking in its wake. Cries tore themselves out of my throat in relief from the release of that awful, boiling pressure.

I fell forward against the bed, knees gone watery in reaction to the power of that orgasm. The muscles in my ass and pussy trembled with the aftershocks. Behind me, David continued slipping his rock-hard cock into my sloshing hole. I let him go on for a minute, until I got some self-control back. By then I knew he wasn’t going to last much longer.

“Put it in my ass, David.”

“What?” His voice was incredulous.

“I want it in my ass, tiger. I want you to fuck me and finish off in my ass.”

I don’t think he believed me at first, but after a few more thrusts I felt him pull all the way out. His pulse pounded in the crack of my ass as he slid his cock up to the narrow passage where his thumb was still working slowly in and out, getting me ready for him. Gently he pulled it out and I felt the thick head of his cock take its place.

The stretching he gave my pussy was nothing compared to what David did to my ass. Sweet fuck it hurt going in. I was crying into his bed and trying not to scream, but I wanted him in my ass so badly. Finally he worked the head all the way in, and I fought to relax my muscles to fit the rest of him. As his shaft slid in, inch by inch, it felt like a red-hot baseball bat penetrating me.

“Fuck, you’re so big,” I gasped.

David let out a little moan as the base of his shaft touched my ass. Ever so slowly he withdrew a couple of inches and began sliding in and out. I felt so dirty and so slutty, my ass stuffed full of his thick cock, my belly full like I was going to explode.

“Fuck me, David,” I grunted. “Oh, yes, fuck me. Fuck my ass.”

The heat and tightness of my ass were too much for him to take for long. In seconds I felt his cock jerk inside of me and send scalding gouts of cum shooting deep into my guts. I let myself go limp, gasping for air, my skin still on fire from the orgasm and the incredible fucking.

David’s cock slowly shrank until he could squeeze it out of my twitching ass. I felt like I had sat on a bowling pin, and I was probably going to have trouble sitting down tomorrow. I didn’t really care. It’s not every day you get fucked as thoroughly as David had just done for me.

I felt warm lips kissing my neck, then move to my ear.

“Thank you,” he said softly. “I really needed that.”

A little tingle started in my clit. I smiled.

“You’re very welcome. And maybe when you’ve had a little while to recover you’ll really need it again.”

The End




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




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.

The brunette wriggled and twisted as Alicia’s tongue flickered over her clit, clawing at the bedclothes until her hands found the headboard and locked onto it like a drowning woman might grab a life preserver. Alicia’s perfect ass swayed as she fought to keep her face in the woman’s snatch. Colin finally got tired of chasing her with his fingers, and he pulled his hand away from her cunt, drawing a mewling whine from Alicia.

“No,” she pleaded. “Please don’t stop.”

Colin stood up and stripped off his clothes. His cock jutted straight out, so stiff and erect that it might have been chiseled from marble. The swollen, purple head bounced a little as he climbed back onto the bed and sank to his knees behind his wife. Colin’s hands massaged the soft, round globes of her ass, and his thumbs slid tantalizingly through the crevice between them to lightly tickle her pink little asshole. Alicia’s body shuddered at every touch on her innermost private place, her moans turning into an animal whimpering against the brunette’s mound as the burning lust inside her built and consumed her. 

I felt my own ass pucker and tighten in sympathy, sending a new wave of hot tingles through my quivering tunnel. Oh, fuck, but I would have given anything to be sitting on that lovely rod of Colin’s just then, with it spearing up into that aching hollowness I felt inside. My fingers continued working on my hard nub as I pumped out more cum to soak through my panties.

Gripping his cock with one hand, Colin guided it into the slippery trough between Alicia’s legs. He ran it up until the head slid over the ticklish skin of her clit, then drew it slowly back until the tip rested against the trembling crinkle of her ass. He taunted her with it, driving Alicia crazy with its nearness to her pussy until she was practically frantic. 

“Oh god, please put it in,” she begged. “Please. I need it, Colin. Shove it in me and fuck me, baby.”

She spread her legs wider, humping her ass back at him. Colin eased forward and worked the head of his prick into the wet warmth of her tunnel. From where I watched I could see her stretch to take his thick shaft as he pushed deeper inside of her. Alicia’s hands tightened on the brunette’s ass as Colin penetrated her, gasping sharply as each thrust forced its way into her tightness.

My fingers flew over my rigid little nub as I watched Colin driving his cock into his wife while she sucked wildly on the brunette woman’s pussy. I felt the warm, tingling pressure of the orgasm building deep inside my cunt even as the brunette threw herself back into the bed, her thighs locked on Alicia’s head as she cried out again and again in blissful ecstasy. Alicia was so lost in her own passion that she hardly noticed; she had her ass thrust high to give Colin easy access and gave low, guttural grunts every time Colin’s shaft filled her. Colin’s fingers clenched tightly in the flesh of her ass, spreading her cheeks apart so he could watch himself as he drove into her dripping snatch.

Alicia’s cries pushed me over the edge as well, the muscles in my pussy pulsing hard as my legs turned to water and I fought to keep from gasping loudly enough to be heard. Colin sped up, his rod pounding into Alicia like the shaft of some fleshy engine. The brunette slid down beside Alicia and they kissed again, then she crawled back to Colin, who pulled his dripping cock from Alicia’s cunt and presented it to her. With a wicked little smile she began licking his wife’s cum from his shaft.

I felt the walls of my pussy flutter again, but the brunette had moved to where she could see into the hallway if she looked up, and I didn’t want to risk getting caught. I crept back to the couch and lay there quietly for another half hour before Colin came to wake me up. He told me that Alicia hadn’t been feeling well, so they came home early and she went straight to bed. I made the usual polite noises and tried to keep what I was really thinking off of my face as my imagination ran wild with what the three of them had gotten up to after I quit watching. I was so hot when I left their house that I thought I was going to have to pull over to the side of the road on the way home to finish myself again.

*          *          *

“Spread wider, Jenna,” Alicia murmured, her voice a little muffled because she was sucking on my nipple.

I stretched my legs as far apart as they would go while her fingers—the softest I had ever felt—sought out the hard little lump at the top of my slit. I sighed contentedly as warm pleasure swelled inside my cunt, stirred by the tingles Alicia sent through my nipples and clit. Colin moved between my legs and I felt the hot, satiny hardness of his cock slide against my inner thigh. He rubbed the head back and forth through the juices oozing from the opening of my narrow tunnel, and then thrust inside. I gasped as my pussy stretched to receive him, as his meat slid in to stuff the void inside of me, and I felt myself start to gush over him.

My eyes snapped open and I stared blearily at the clock by the bed, pulling a pillow over my head with a groan as I saw the time. This was the third time this week that I had woken up in the middle of the night with my pussy all wet and pulsating from a dream about being in a threesome with the Burkes. After all the things I had dreamed of them doing to me, I didn’t know if I was going to be able to look them in the face when I went back to babysit on Saturday.

The throbbing below the sheets was relentless. I was never going to get back to sleep if I didn’t do something about it. With a sigh of frustration I reached down and stroked the tight skin of my clit, gently the first few times but with increasing vigor until I was rubbing it wildly. I needed to come so badly I could barely stand it. I stretched, straining my muscles, trying to push myself over the edge and attain the orgasm my body craved. Two fingers from my other hand pushed into my sopping wet cunt, mirroring the feverish motions on my rigid little nub.

The orgasm rose inside of me, hot and tingling and tight, but agonizingly slow. I needed the release, I needed the tension to fucking break already so I could go back to sleep, and I was ready to scream in frustration. I slid a finger back between the cheeks of my ass and caressed the tender flesh of my nether hole. Little thrills shot up my rear and into the innermost parts of my pussy. Slowly I wiggled the tip inside, up to the first knuckle, and I bit my lip as I savored this new penetration. Working it in and out of the tight ring of my ass finally did the trick, and my pussy spasmed and squeezed my fingers inside of it. I did cry out in relief then, not giving a damn if the neighbors heard me or not. Eventually my pulse and my breathing slowed, and as I rolled over to try to get back to sleep my last thought was that I needed to find myself a boyfriend and a good vibrator.

Three days later I was back at the Burkes’ house, watching through the living room window as they drove away. As their car turned the corner and passed out of sight, I sighed and went back to the kitchen where the kids were finishing their dinner. I plopped them down in front of one of their favorite movies while I cleaned up the mess in the kitchen, unable to think of anything but whether the Burkes might bring home another girl later, and whether I might have a chance to watch them again. Deep inside my pussy I felt a little flutter. It was going to be a long night.

After I put the kids to bed I turned off all the lights but one lamp by the couch, and stretched out with a book. I was far too wound up to even consider looking at the homework in my backpack. I hardly knew what I was reading; most of my attention was turned to listening for the sound of the Burkes pulling into the driveway. Again and again I heard cars approach and my pulse would race and I would start shaking in anticipation, but each time the car would pass and the sound would die away in the distance. Hours passed. 

Another car neared the house, but by that time I had given up waiting and it wasn’t until the car doors slammed shut that I realized that the Burkes were home early again. Swiftly I dropped the book and curled up on the couch with my eyes closed, willing my breathing and heartbeat to slow. I felt sure my heart was hammering loud enough for them to hear before they ever got the front door open.

The key rattled in the lock and the door swung slowly open. Colin peeked in and saw me lying still on the couch.

“She’s out,” he murmured.

Alicia came in, her clothes and hair mussed so that I decided that they had already been going at it hot and heavy in the car. She looked over at me, eyes sliding over the long legs revealed by my short skirt, and smiled.

“She looks so sweet,” she whispered to Colin.

“And probably tastes sweeter.”

Alicia giggled. “Oh, how I’d love to find out. And I’m sure you’d like to sink that cock into every hole she’s got.”

“The thought has crossed my mind a time or two.”

She ground her hand against the crotch of his pants. “I’ll just bet it has. Well, come on; you can be the daddy and I’ll be the sweet, innocent little babysitter you’ve decided to corrupt.”

“Hm? That could be interesting.”

“Yeah.” She grabbed him and started pulling him into the hallway, already tugging at her clothes with her other hand. “Tonight I want you to use me every way you can think of while you pretend I’m sweet little Jenna.”

I had to fight not to choke. Sweet little Jenna? Seriously? Damn, did I have them fooled, or what? They seemed to be getting a lot of mileage out of the fantasy, though. I waited on pins and needles to see what would happen next. Would they leave the light on? Would they forget to close the door again?

That familiar patch of light appeared on the floor of the hallway. Before I knew it I was halfway to their door, pulled by the siren song of my lust. I felt myself growing moist just thinking about what I might see and hear through that narrow crack, enhanced by the thrill of watching them unseen. I stepped in as close as I dared and peered inside.

They had shed their clothes and were already in bed in a classic sixty-nine position with Colin underneath. Alicia straddled him, grinding her crotch back into his face as she sucked wantonly on his swollen meat. Colin grasped her hips and dove into her, burying his face in her steaming cunt even as she took him deep in her throat, her hand slowly pumping his shaft as she bobbed her head up and down on him. I lifted up my skirt and my fingers went straight for my clit.

Alicia let his cock slip from her mouth, her warm, pink tongue caressing his shaft as she glided from the head to the base and back again. Wrapping her mouth around the underside of the head, she vibrated her tongue against the sensitive skin there. I swear I could see Colin’s prick throbbing from the doorway.

I took a step forward so I could see just a little better. Unfortunately that step landed directly on one of the creaky floorboards I had forgotten about in the heat of watching them. I found myself staring straight into Alicia’s eyes, and my breath caught in my chest as a cold wave of terror swept through me. Her eyes dropped to where my hand was still buried under my skirt, then locked back onto my eyes again. Colin’s cock dropped from her lips.

“Come here, Jenna,” she said quietly.

For a second I thought about just running away, but I let my skirt fall back into place and stepped into the room. Alicia pulled herself forward so she straddled her husband’s abdomen instead of his face, and Colin watched at me curiously. I expected to see anger in Alicia’s eyes, but she just looked amused. Amused and more than a little excited.

“It’s not nice to spy on people,” she said.

I hung my head. “I know. I’m sorry.”

“On the other hand, it’s natural to be curious. Especially about sex. And I’m afraid Colin and I haven’t been very careful to keep things under wraps. Once I get going I tend to get carried away and don’t like to slow down.”

“Especially after a couple of drinks,” Colin muttered.

My mind raced. She sounded like she really thought I was some kind of innocent girl, curious about the sex life of adults. Could she really believe I was that naïve and inexperienced at nineteen? I glanced up in time to see Colin unobtrusively slide a hand up Alicia’s thigh to finger her from behind. Her eyes half-closed as his fingers slid home inside her. At that moment I decided to play along with it. Whether they really believed it or not, it seemed like the best way to get myself into the bed with them, and what I wanted more than anything else in the world right then was for the two of them to fuck me.

“I’m really sorry, Alicia,” I said as contritely as I could manage. “It will never happen again.”

“It’s all right, hon. We’re not angry.” She patted the bed beside her. “Come sit.”

She seemed completely oblivious to their nakedness as I sat down next to her. I was anything but oblivious. Colin’s prick jutted up like a flagpole, and Alicia’s hard, pink nipples were practically begging me to suck them. Alicia placed a slim hand on my thigh, her eyes boring into mine.

“Did what you see excite you, Jenna? I saw your hand under your skirt.”

“Yes. Watching you two got me really hot.”

“Mmm. Give me your hand, sweetie.”

Never taking her eyes from mine, she kissed my fingertips, and then one by one drew my fingers into her mouth and sucked my juices from them. Little bolts of electricity coursed from there down to my trembling pussy, which started gushing cream again. Alicia’s hand on my thigh drifted lightly up my satiny skin until it reached the edge of my skirt, her fingers sliding under to brush softly against my panties. She gave each of my fingers a final, playful little lick, and leaned in close to me.

“You’re so beautiful, Jenna,” she murmured. “Such a beautiful girl.”

Warm breath caressed my ear and tickled my cheek. Her lips burned against the skin between my ear and jaw, and I let my head roll to the side, exposing more of my neck to her mouth. She kissed slowly down along the angle of my jaw and continued down my neck, sending shivers of desire through me. I felt her hand exploring further underneath my skirt, and I whimpered as she found the hard knob of my clit and drew slow whorls over it with her fingertips. Those fingertips traced the line of my slit through my panties down to the dampness between my legs.

“Poor Jenna. You’re so wet. You must be about to burst.”

Alicia pulled aside the moist crotch of my panties and skimmed her fingertips through the soaking entrance of my cunt. I drew a shuddering gasp and spread my legs wider, pushing against her fingers. I wanted her to shove then into me and fuck me hard and fast until I came all over her, but Alicia had other ideas.

She dipped her fingers into my cream and turned back to Colin, offering her fingers to him as though they were covered in icing. He sucked them greedily, dark eyes watching me with a naked hunger that excited me every bit as much as Alicia’s fingers.

Alicia climbed over Colin and stood before me, her succulent tits just inches from my face. Watching me carefully, she drew my shirt up and pulled it over my head. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and my nipples crinkled hard as the cool air hit them. Alicia covered them with her warm hands, rubbing them gently under her palms until I was shaking from the thrill of the friction. When I didn’t object, she pressed me back onto the bed and slid my skirt and panties down my legs and dropped them on the floor.

“You are so fucking hot,” Colin said appreciatively.

With a little smile Alicia got back onto the bed and crawled up next to me, draping one long, tanned leg possessively over mine. Her hand went back to my mound, teasing my clit while her mouth bent to suck on my aching nipples. As I shuddered in ecstasy from her touch, Colin pulled himself up until he was sitting against the headboard. He slowly stroked his rock-hard cock while he watched his wife pleasuring me.

Alicia felt me getting wetter, and she looked up at me with a mischievous little grin before slithering down between my legs. It was just like their night with the brunette woman—Alicia burrowed into my soaking pussy while Colin knelt behind her and filled her with his thick rod.

She panted against my exposed slit, her tongue flickering across the swollen knot of my clit as Colin stroked deliberately into her. I felt her fingers teasing the outside of my tunnel, her tickling sending shocks into my depths. Her tongue drifted down to lap at the juices covering me, and then wiggled inside of me to light off a slow, white heat in my cunt that sent tingles all the way down to my toes. Fingers replaced her tongue once more as she went back to lick circles of liquid fire around my nub.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped. “Alicia. Oh, Alicia.”

The first orgasm crashed through me before I knew what hit me. I thrashed on the bed as the room went dim and my blood pounded in my ears. I called her name over and over as my pussy squeezed and pulsed, until finally it passed and I lay limp, immersed in a warm glow, her body a pool of heat against mine.

“I think she liked it,” Alicia commented to her husband.

“I think you’re right. Is it my turn, yet?”

She giggled. “You’ve got such a one-track mind. Be gentle with her, or I’ll take her away from you and just make you watch.”

Alicia leaned forward until she slid off his cock, and rolled over to give him some room. With a little sigh Colin sank down into the bed near me. His cock strained towards the ceiling, still glistening with Alicia’s cum. His wife moved to straddle his chest, facing me, and lowered her slit towards his face. Colin’s tongue shot up to taste her, lashing out in bold strokes as she settled against him.

“You’re so good at that,” she purred.

I felt a little jealous. I had wanted to bury my tongue in her beautiful, wet pussy, to taste her and feel her move against me as I pleased her. But Colin’s shaft swayed hypnotically before me, and my pussy still craved a big, thick cock to fill it. Hot tingles let me know that I wasn’t anywhere near done, yet. I sat up and took him carefully in one hand, gripping him close to the root. I felt Alicia’s eyes on me as I trailed my tongue over his hot meat in long, lazy swirls. Alicia’s sharp, tangy musk filled my mouth and nose as I licked Colin clean of her cum, the most intense aphrodisiac I could ever have imagined. The walls of my pussy thrummed, and I sucked the purple head of Colin’s cock into the soft, velvet wetness of my mouth.

I wanted every bit of him inside me, to taste her while having my mouth crammed full of hot, throbbing meat. The taste of his pre-cum mingled with her juices in my mouth, salty and tangy, a deliciously naughty mixture. I slid my mouth down over him, jamming his shaft further and further in until the tip of the head reached the back of my throat. Sucking hard, working my mouth and tongue on him, I could feel Colin stiffen and jerk and I started fucking him with my mouth, squeezing and sliding. It made me hotter and wetter every second.

I couldn’t take it anymore. My pussy was demanding a cock to fill it, to stuff the aching, fluttery emptiness. I rose to my knees, straddled Colin’s hips, and slowly lowered myself until the head of his cock pushed between my folds and rested at the entrance to my cunt. I reached down and gripped him, still slick with my saliva, and held him steady while I slowly sank down to my knees, letting him stretch and fill me. Colin had a good, thick cock that stretched the walls of my pussy so I really knew I was being fucked. When I was all the way down and I felt him deep inside, stuffing me full, I leaned forward and ground my clit against his pelvis. Slowly I rocked back and forth on him, grinding against him, forcing him as far into my depths as he would reach.

Alicia’s hips gyrated above Colin’s face, her eyes half-closed as her own orgasm approached. She leaned forward and pulled me towards her, her velvet lips parted as she pressed down on mine. Our tongues danced and twined, and I got a wicked thrill knowing that both of us were tasting our own juices in the other’s mouth. I broke from her, gasping for breath, and ran my tongue around her mouth, tasting myself there, too, licking her where my cum had smeared her cheeks and chin. She shuddered and moaned, and twining her fingers in my hair she pulled my face back to hers, her tongue hot and greedy in my mouth. Then her fingers clenched and she cried out into me, jerking away and burying her face in my neck as she shook and trembled in the throes of her orgasm. Her chest heaving, she slid from Colin and fell back onto the bed to watch us.

Colin, free at last, grabbed me by the hips and lifted me off of his cock. Wild with lust, I cried out in anguish at being separated from that iron-hard shaft, but before I knew it he had me bent over and was sliding his slick rod back into me from behind. Cream poured from my pussy, dripping down Colin’s cock and balls and running down the insides of my thighs. My muscles shook with the tension building in this second orgasm, my stomach tightening as the searing pressure coiled inside of me. Everything in my world focused down onto that wonderful, thick cock churning in my cunt.

“You’re so fucking tight,” Colin panted between thrusts. “So fucking hot.”

A warm hand touched my face and I opened my eyes to see Alicia smiling at me from only a couple of inches away. Her lips sank onto mine in a kiss, gentle and slow this time, just wanting to share me again as she felt me getting closer to coming. As I felt her fingers slip under me to massage my clit, I moaned against her tongue and bucked against Colin’s hips. He was getting close as well; his fingers kneaded the soft flesh of my ass as he pounded into me over and over again. I felt the walls of my pussy tremble and quiver, hovering right at the brink.

“Oh, fuck me hard. Ram it into me.”

His strong fingers clenched on my hips, digging into my flesh, and he jammed his manhood into me so that I could feel his balls shoved tight against me. As he jerked inside my throbbing tunnel and the first scalding gobs of his semen shot into my dark recesses, I felt my own muscles spasm and twitch, the walls of my pussy clamping down and pulsing against Colin’s shaft. I gasped into Alicia’s mouth, breathing air from her own lungs, and bit her bottom lip, grasping it in my teeth until I came down and collapsed forward onto the bed, Colin’s rod still buried to the hilt inside of me.

Small, soft hands caressed my body, sliding across the thin sheen of sweat that covered me to soothe and stroke and pet me until my breathing slowed and I felt as relaxed as I had been in months. I looked up into sparkling eyes.

“Jenna, Colin and I have been looking for a playmate for months. You’re so sweet and sexy, we’d love for it to be you. Are you interested?”

I pretended to consider. “I don’t know, Alicia,” I sighed.

Her eyes widened in concern. “Did we do something wrong, sweetie?”

“Oh no, nothing like that. I just don’t know that once every other weekend is going to be enough, that’s all.”

Alicia looked back at her husband, and I could feel him chuckling silently. “I think maybe we can work something out,” she said.

“In that case I’m all yours. All yours.”

Colin started gently thrusting into me again, his thick cock slowly stiffening in the tight grip of my cunt. A warm, tingling began far down in the depths of my pussy as Alicia ran slim fingers through my damp hair. It was going to be a long night. And sometimes those are the best kind.

The End




The Babysitter’s Dilemma

MY PARENTS THINK I’M A LESBIAN. Well, my mom does, anyway. I think my dad does his damnedest never to think of me and sex in the same sentence. Thank god for small favors, right? Anyway, I’m not a lesbian. I’ll happily admit that women are nice, and I very much enjoy playing with them from time to time, but at the end of the day there’s just nothing like a nice thick cock stretching you out and making you feel all nice and full inside. I think Mom’s reasoning is that I never bring guys home, ergo I’m a lesbian. As you can imagine, she gets most of her exercise jumping to conclusions.

The thing is that I’ve always had a thing for older guys—usually much older guys. They’re like my kryptonite or something—sexy older guy walks by and my knees get weak and my pussy starts to tingle and good sense goes right out the window. I’m not complaining, mind you. The sex is generally fantastic, and the men I go for usually have their shit a lot more together than guys my own age do. They’re also much less likely to take you for granted, which just about makes it worthwhile all by itself. Of course it does get awkward taking someone home to meet your parents when he is about their same age. Forget trying to scare your parents with the tattooed and pierced biker-musician with the long, greasy hair, girls. If you really want to give your dad a heart attack, show up at the door for Thanksgiving dinner with a date as old as he is who drives a Mercedes.

I think the youngest guy I had dated during the year and a half I had been in college was twelve years older than I was. Between work and school I didn’t have a lot of time to date, and when I did I didn’t want to waste my time on boys who were still trying to figure out what my girlie bits were for. That gets old really fast once you’ve been with someone who knows exactly what to do and how to do it so that you see fireworks.

It was getting close to Christmas, though, and I was having a dry spell between boyfriends. Mom’s lesbian remarks were really starting to grate, and I thought that just this once it might be nice to go home with a boyfriend my parents could at least pretend to like. So when Brian hit on me in the library one night, I didn’t try too hard to get rid of him. He was tanned and toned and handsome, and it turned out that he was actually a really sweet guy. He was also a fast learner in the bedroom, and eager as a puppy after the first time I gave him a taste of what I had learned from all those older, more experienced men that I had been fucking since high school. I was having a pretty good time with him right up until Trent called me out of the blue the week before Christmas.

Trent was my tennis coach my junior year of high school. He was in his late thirties then, and had no trouble running all of us kids half his age into the ground. He was like a big cat on the tennis court—graceful, quick, and all lean, rippling muscle, and I used to soak my panties just watching him play. There was an intensity about him when he was on the court, a total focus on what he was doing, and late at night under the covers I used to rub my clit until I exploded while fantasizing about what it would be like to have him bring that intensity to the bedroom. I had an enormous crush on him, and I babysat for him up until his wife ran off with some loser who called himself a poet. And naturally she got custody of the kids. I tried making a pass at him after that when I was a senior, but he deflected it so gracefully that I didn’t even get my feelings hurt. I hadn’t spoken to him since, although in one of my mom’s gossip sessions about six months ago she told me that he had moved here from my hometown to coach at a bigger school.

The phone rang Tuesday while I was washing dishes after lunch. “Jenna?”

The voice was familiar, but I couldn’t place it. “Yeah?”

“It’s Trent. Trent Williams. Tennis coach at Durrell High. Do you remember me? You used to babysit for me a while back.”

Did I remember him? You bet your sweet ass I did. “Oh, hi. How are you, Mr. Williams?” Still hot as ever?

“I’m fine, but I’m in a bit of a bind. My ex dumped the kids off on me without any notice so she could flit off to Europe, and I’m stuck judging night tournaments. I didn’t know anyone else to call. Is there any way I can talk you into sitting for me the rest of the week?”

He sounded desperate. Not to mention sexy as all hell. In my experience that makes for a wonderful combination.

“Sure, Mr. Williams. I can do that.”

“Great. Can you be here tonight at six? I’ll be back home around ten.”

“Yep, no problem. I’ll see you then.”

I had completely forgotten that Brian was coming over. He wasn’t happy.

“I can’t believe you did this, Jenna. We just finished finals and this is the first chance we’ve had for some time together all week.”

“I’m sorry, Brian. It’s a favor for a friend. You know how it goes. I’ll make it up to you over Christmas break, though, all right? Cross my heart.”

Brian sighed contritely. “Yeah. I’m sorry. I was really looking forward to seeing you, that’s all. I understand, though.”

He truly was sweet. “Thanks, Brian. Why don’t you come by when I get done? Trent said he’d be back by ten, so meet me here at say, ten-thirty? You can spend the night,” I purred.

“You talked me into it.” I could hear his grin over the phone.

I was at Trent’s at six sharp. The front door swung open before I could ring the doorbell.

“Jenna?”

Eyes like green lasers scanned me from top to bottom, then back up again. The look of frank appraisal in his eyes had never been there when I was in high school. I felt myself growing warm, and a wave of heat surged between my legs. I think I blushed. Holy shit.

 I don’t get flustered. I’ve been with guys ten years older than my dad, and done things with them that are still illegal in most states. But Trent Williams flustered me. I felt like a schoolgirl again, except there wasn’t anything school-girlish about the tingling fire he set off in my pussy. Trent saw me blush, and his face lit up with that same wicked grin he used to get on the tennis courts when his opponent had made a fatal mistake.

“Um, hi Mr. Williams.”

“Trent,” he corrected smoothly, his eyes dancing at my discomfiture. “Trent is fine. You aren’t in high school anymore, Jenna. Please come in.”

I couldn’t help myself; I brushed against him as I went through the door. Big, big mistake. The heat between my legs cranked up another hundred degrees. I was ready to do him right there in the foyer. Trent felt it, too. From the way his eyes were glued to my ass I could tell he was measuring it to see how his cock would fit.

When we got to the kitchen, Trent stood well inside my personal space, as though daring me to do something. I could feel the moisture between my legs, now, and the walls of my pussy were fluttering down deep inside of me. The only thing that stopped me from throwing myself at Trent was Brian. I don’t fuck around on my boyfriends; that’s just not cool. I wanted to so badly, though, especially when I caught sight of the large bulge in Trent’s jeans. I took a careful step back while I still had the willpower to do so.

“I’ll be back at ten,” he said with a smile that told me that he knew exactly what effect he was having on me, and that he was confident that he’d be fucking me before long.

As he left, I sank onto a barstool with a deep sigh. My knees felt watery and my heart was pounding. My body ached to feel him inside of me. Damn, this was going to be a tough one.

I bolted as soon as he got home, not giving Trent any time to work on me, and hurried back to my apartment to meet Brian. He was waiting when I got there, and we went upstairs together. By the time I closed the front door he already had me half-undressed, so it didn’t take him long to get the rest of my clothes off and sweep me off to bed.

I was still on fire after my encounter with Trent, and Brian soon had me back at a full boil. His tongue slid against mine, and as I felt his fingers brush across the smoothly-shaven skin of my mound I parted my thighs for him. Fingertips found my clit, already rock-hard and aching with need, and swept gentle circles over the taut skin. I whimpered deep in my throat, and his hand moved lower, down my slit to my throbbing pussy. His fingers pushed gently into the opening and found me already soaking.

“Damn, you’re wet, Jenna,” he breathed, one finger toying inside my tight hole. “Just what have you been thinking about?”

Burning need surged through me, and I ground myself hard against him, rubbing my clit against his palm while his finger worked inside. Brian’s mouth moved to my nipple, teasing it with the wet, velvet heat of his tongue. I moaned as he sucked it into his mouth; my skin was so sensitive that I could barely stand it. Juices poured from my snatch and coated my thighs and ass along with Brian’s hand. Two minutes and I was ready to come already, just from him fingering me.

Brian had other things in mind, though. He let my nipple slip out of his mouth and crawled between my legs, his finger still buried in my pussy. His lips caressed the satin skin of my inner thighs with tender kisses, and I tensed in anticipation of what he would do next. With each breath I waited for the feel of his mouth on the hot, eager flesh of my cunt. Slowly he teased his way inwards, his tongue licking at the juices that covered me, every touch leaving me shivering. The heat of his breath washing over my exposed slit set off a rush of tingles deep within, and then he found my clit.

Brian had never eaten a pussy before I got hold of him, but it didn’t take long for him to catch on and he really seemed to enjoy it once he started. The delicate tip of his tongue moved in little patterns over my swollen nub, gently stroking the sensitive skin until waves of heat pounded through me. My whole body sang with the tension building in my pussy, and I threw my head back, gasping as I tried to suck air into the tightness of my chest.

I grabbed Brian’s head, holding him hard against my clit, and my legs went around his back to clasp him against me. His finger never stopped working, even when the muscles inside my tunnel clenched and tightened around him, and I shuddered and cried out as I finally got the relief I had needed for hours.

That relief lasted about thirty seconds. It just wasn’t enough; my body was still screaming to be stuffed with a hot, thick cock. I was throbbing again by the time Brian drew his finger out of my dripping snatch and pulled himself up over me. Wild with lust I pressed up against him, licking my cum from his face and thrusting myself against the iron hardness of his manhood.

“Fuck me, Brian,” I pleaded. “I need you inside of me.”

He settled himself against me until the swollen knob of his head pushed into the entrance of my tunnel. He pressed in slowly, penetrating me easily because I was so wet, and I moaned as he sank into my clinging depths. It felt so good to be stretched around him, and I wanted him to fuck me hard, to pound me into the bed and stuff me full of his hard rod over and over again. Instead, Brian started fucking me with a slow deliberation that was so maddening I wanted to scream. I found myself humping back against him, shoving myself onto his cock in a frenzy.

“Come on, Brian,” I moaned into his ear. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

At my urging Brian’s thrusts quickened and he pushed deeper, forcing himself completely inside of me each time. I felt my nails sink into the skin of his back as I lost myself in the moment, fucking him as hard as he was fucking me. His breath was hot against my ear, and I could tell from the sound of it that he wasn’t going to last long. I closed my eyes and focused on the feeling of his shaft inside of me, on his body rubbing against my clit.

And then from out of nowhere it was Trent’s sharp, laughing green eyes boring down into mine as he claimed me with his cock and sent me spiraling up and up to the edge of oblivion. The world went gray and I cried out until my small bedroom echoed with the voice of my orgasm. As the walls of my pussy clamped down and rippled against him, I felt him stiffen and he jerked inside of me again and again, filling me with his steaming cum.

When I opened my eyes Brian was watching me with a pleased little smile. I pulled him down to me and kissed him, and then snuggled against him while guilt tugged at the orgasm-fogged edges of my mind. Damn, damn, and damn. I was going to have to get Trent out of my head before things got completely out of hand.

Of course that was much easier said than done. The moment my eyes landed on him when I showed up at his house to babysit the next day, my pussy started to quiver and I soaked my panties. The worst part about it was that he knew. I don’t know how, but he knew, and his laughing eyes teased me every second until he left. It was embarrassing and infuriating, but at the same time there was a part of me deep down that didn’t care about any of that at all. That part of me just wanted Trent’s cock, in every way possible. And based on the dampness between my legs, that part of me was winning.

I put off seeing Brian that night, because I didn’t want to risk a repeat of the night before. The problem was that I liked him. He didn’t have the raw, animal magnetism that Trent had, but I liked him and I certainly didn’t want to hurt him. Hurting him was far too likely until I could get Trent completely out of my mind.

But when I got to Trent’s on Thursday, and I saw the naked desire in his eyes that so perfectly mirrored my own, I knew that I really didn’t want to get him out of my mind at all. And I knew that however sweet Brian was, and however much my parents might like him if I took him home, he was never in a million years going to be able to do to me what Trent could with just a look. When Trent left I did a lot of thinking, and after a while I picked up the phone and called Brian.

It was almost eleven when Trent came home that night. He found me sitting alone in the kitchen staring into space. The conversation with Brian hadn’t been an easy one, and I felt like a complete jerk for dumping him two weeks before Christmas.

“I’m sorry I’m so late, Jenna,” he started to apologize, then saw the look on my face. “Hey, are you all right?”

I nodded. “Yeah. My boyfriend and I broke up, that’s all.”

“Oh. I’m sorry.” He watched me cautiously for a minute, unsure how to react. “I didn’t know you had a boyfriend, although I guess I should have assumed... Do you want to talk about it? Was he messing around on you or something?”

“No. He was just a guy from school.” I got up and moved to stand close in front of Trent. “I broke up with him because I wanted someone else a lot more. No matter how I figured it, he always came in second. It wasn’t fair to keep stringing him along, and the longer I put it off the more hurt he was going to get.”

Trent raised an eyebrow. “I see. I think.”

“Let me see if I can clear up any confusion.”

I stepped in so that our bodies touched, the warm leather-and-spice of his cologne drawing me like a moth to a flame. I put my arms around his neck and pulled his head downwards, but he was so much taller that I still had to stand on my tiptoes to reach his mouth. Warm, soft lips met mine, gentle at first, with only a hint of the desire pent-up inside of him. I flickered my tongue against his lips in a butterfly caress, until they parted and I slipped inside to taste him. Trent’s arms went around my waist and drew me tightly against his hard body so that the steel shaft of his cock pressed against me through his jeans. His kiss became more demanding as he slowly unleashed some of his hunger, our tongues sliding together in a passionate dance that had my pulse hammering in seconds. My nipples turned to rocks against his chest, and a hot tingling went off deep inside of me. I pulled away from his mouth and looked up at him, my chest heaving against his.

“Was that clear enough?”

“Yeah, I think I got it,” Trent rasped, and bent to my lips again.

His tongue slipped back into my mouth, a wet, velvety warmth gliding against me. Big, strong hands slid down the swell of my hips to caress my upper thighs, ran slowly back up to my waist, and then traced along the lush curves of my ass. By now my pussy was throbbing for him, and I mewled against his tongue as the friction from my aching nipples rubbing on his chest sent streaks of almost unbearable pleasure rocketing through me. Trent held me as though he never intended to let go, and the heat of our kiss built until I was grinding my hips against him, rubbing myself against his erection while cream poured from my snatch.

I broke away from him before it came down to fucking him on the kitchen floor, because with my luck one of the kids would have picked that moment to come to the kitchen to get a drink of water. We stood there staring at each other, panting for air. Trent looked so damned hot, his eyes smoldering as he watched me, the copious bulge in his jeans a promise of bliss to come. My eyes landed on the refrigerator, and an idea popped into my head. Looking back at Trent I opened the refrigerator and fished out the bottle of caramel topping I had used on the kids’ ice cream earlier. With a mischievous smile l crooked a finger at him and headed towards his bedroom.

My clothes hit the floor about the time Trent flipped the door closed. His eyes locked onto my tits, and before I knew it he had his arms around me and the wet heat of his mouth had enveloped my nipple. His tongue twirled around its pink hardness until I moaned from the stream of electric shocks he sent shooting through my body and down into my sizzling pussy. My skin was aflame from the touch of his hands where they roamed over my naked body. I slid my hand down to caress the erecting straining in his jeans. Trent’s breaths came faster, scalding against the tender skin of my tits, as I slowly rubbed his shaft.

“Stop,” I said, and wiggled out of his arms.

I tossed the caramel topping onto the bed and began undoing the buttons on Trent’s shirt, letting my hands explore his body as it was exposed to me. My fingertips ran over coiled steel muscles sheathed in satin skin, through the tangle of wiry blonde hair on his chest. Trent’s nipples were hard little knobs, and I smiled impishly as I brushed against them and made him shiver. I let his shirt fall to the floor and knelt to work on his jeans, resting my head against his firm stomach. Slowly, teasingly I unbuttoned his jeans and pulled down the zipper until I revealed his rigid cock where it strained against his briefs. As my fingertips brushed against the thin fabric I heard Trent’s sharp intake of breath, and his rod trembled against me. I tugged his jeans down and let them fall to his ankles, then hooked my fingers in the waistband of his underwear. When the purple head of his manhood peeked out I bent over and ran the tip of my tongue over his swollen flesh, tasting the sticky, salty juice bubbling from him. He was perfect; smooth, velvety skin and deliciously thick. With a little sigh I straightened up and finished removing his clothes. There would be time for that later. Right now I had another game in mind.

I threw myself onto his bed and snatched up the squeeze bottle of caramel topping.

“All right, tiger, here are the rules,” I announced. “Rule one. You can only touch me with your mouth.”

Trent grinned wolfishly. “I think I’m going to like this game.”

“Better than tennis,” I assured him. “Rule two. You can only touch me where I put this.” I held up the bottle and gestured to it meaningfully. “Rule three. If you’re a good boy and play by my rules, I’ll let you do anything you want to me later. Anything you want.”

“Oh, I’ll be good,” he replied. “You won’t believe how good I’ll be.”

“Show me.”

I sat up on the bed and dribbled a dab of caramel sauce onto the inside of my ankle. Trent glanced at me, his eyes alight with amusement mingled with lust, and sank down onto the bed beside me. His head bent and the tip of his tongue briefly tasted my skin before scooping up the caramel. When it was gone he looked up at me expectantly. I squirted a few drops on my calf. This time, instead of just scooping it up, Trent used his tongue to spread the sauce around first, then slowly licked it up with long, light sweeps of his tongue.

I led him to the back of my knee, shivering as his warm breath blew across the tender skin. Trent used his whole mouth there, his sucking and licking setting off a storm of tingling like lightning in my pulsating snatch. I was oozing cream, my outer lips already wet, moisture trickling down my ass. As Trent finished, I drew a long line up the inside of my thigh. His tongue flickered like a hummingbird’s, feather-light against my ticklish skin. The higher he got, the closer to my mound, the lighter his touch became, until I was squirming and moaning in ecstasy from his teasing. My swollen clit ached for attention, but Trent was making me feel so damned good that I decided to prolong the exquisite torture just a little bit longer.

I scattered caramel drops along my lower stomach and then squirted a dollop into my bellybutton, and lay back flat on the bed. Trent’s tongue crept along the angle where my thigh met my abdomen, then he rose up and began to follow the trail I had left. The butterfly touch of his tongue and lips tickled my stomach muscles into spasms, and I had to fight myself not to push him away as I collapsed into helpless giggles. I didn’t laugh for long; his hot tongue dove into the recesses of my bellybutton and sent tingles all the way down to my toes, dragging a low moan from me. Trent wasn’t in any hurry to leave, and explored every nook of my little cave until waves of prickling heat surged through me like the tide coming in.

Jerkily I spread a few drops up higher to draw him away from that oh-so-sensitive spot, and I felt his wet flesh glide leisurely up my taut stomach. When he reached the swelling of my tits I slid my hand under his chin and lifted him away. I held the bottle over my mound and squeezed hard so that a thick jet of the cool caramel hit the top of my slit and began to ooze downwards.

Trent grinned like a little kid who has just been handed the biggest present from under the Christmas tree and slithered between my legs. For a second the heat of his breath seared the skin of my mound, and then his tongue landed on my clit and I forgot everything else as crashing waves of pleasure beat down upon me. He flitted across my swollen nub like a skater on ice, lightly gliding along with his saliva leaving trails of cool fire on my aching skin. All too soon he had lapped up the caramel from my clit and sank lower, licking away the sweet sheen coating my lips and down to my sopping tunnel. Trent’s tongue went wild, sinking deep inside of me to scoop up the gooey mix of caramel and my juices, then darting playfully back to tease the sensitive entrance. As fast as he licked me clean, though, I pumped out more cream for him, soaking us both.

I shivered as Trent dipped lower still and burrowed into the crevice between my ass cheeks. White-hot thrills shot through my bottom when he flitted across the tight, pink pucker hidden there. The caramel bottle fell to the bed, forgotten. I spread myself wider for Trent, whimpering in ecstasy as he continued to tongue my asshole with a single-minded devotion that made my toes curl. The throbbing in my pussy was driving me insane.

“Oh, my god,” I moaned, twisting against his hot, wet flesh. “Fuck me now, Trent. Please.”

Trent rose up and climbed over me, his rock-hard cock pointing towards my pussy like a compass towards north. I wrapped my arms around him and pulled his body down onto mine. I wanted to feel every inch of him against my skin, from his toes to his chest. He shifted so that the iron length of his shaft was a hot pulsing nestled between my legs, the head pressing into my slick opening. I gasped and bit my lip to keep from crying out as he pushed inside; he was really thick, and I had to stretch tight to fit him. He kept up an easy, steady pressure that slowly filled my fluttering pussy. When he finally sank all the way in and I was completely stuffed with his hot meat, I let out a deep sigh. This was what I had wanted, what I had needed.

Then he started fucking me with long, slow strokes that seemed to go on forever. With each thrust that filled me, each motion that rubbed against the swollen ache of my clit, I felt the world slip away a little more until there was nothing left but the searing, tingling pressure building up in my loins. As my nerves sang and my muscles began to tighten, I looked up to find him watching me as though trying to memorize every curve of my face. Trent smiled and then his mouth was on mine again, his tongue softly dancing against mine as he stroked over and over into me. There was too much sensation; I had to close my eyes and gave myself up to just trying to get enough air to breathe.

The orgasm jerked a cry from me, and I pressed myself deep into Trent’s bed, my body arching with the intensity of the pleasure running through my jangling nerves. My arms went tight around Trent’s chest and my legs wrapped around his hips, holding him buried deep inside of me as the vibrating walls of my cunt squeezed tight around his manhood. I panted and cried against his ear as wave after wave of blistering pleasure broke over me and finally left me limp and shaking.

The pulsing sensation of the tight muscles wrapped around his cock pushed Trent over the edge. His cries answered mine as his cock lurched and spurted a seemingly endless stream of hot cum into me. When the spasms subsided he slipped free of my grasp to sink panting next to me. After a while he rolled onto his side and looked at me with a pleased smile.

“I should have done that the first time you made a pass at me,” he said.

“Yes, you should. But don’t think I’m done with you yet, tiger. We’ve got a long night ahead of us.”

I sat up and pushed him back on the bed, then leaned over his hips where his wet cock lay twitching, still semi-hard. I threw him a wicked smile and set to licking him. The sharp smell and taste of our mingled sex soon started that hot tingling between my legs again. As I tongued my way along his shaft I drew low, shuddering moans of pleasure from Trent. It wasn’t long before he began to stiffen again, pulsing against my mouth as I sucked our juices from his slick skin.

I wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft and lifted him up. Trent was really thick, but I was determined to take as much of him as I possibly could in my mouth. My lips slid in a tight ring around the engorged head, and I slathered him with my saliva for lubrication. I took in a little more, straining my jaws to fit him, but I could only get the first few inches no matter how I tried. I sucked on him and massaged him with my tongue, and gently stroked what I couldn’t fit inside my mouth with one hand while fondling his large balls with the other.

Trent was fully erect again by now, and I marveled at the satin feel of him, how something so hard could be so soft at the same time. I slid my mouth up and down on his pole, taking every bit of him that I could, sucking and licking until I tasted the saltiness of his juices once more. Knowing that Trent was getting close to coming again, I stroked his shaft faster, and swirled my tongue around the most sensitive parts of his head. Finally he gasped and the muscles in his legs clenched under me and his hot jizz filled my mouth. I swallowed every drop and carefully licked him clean.

That was just the start of a four-day marathon sex session. By the time Sunday night came around I had decided to skip going to my parents’ house for Christmas. I just couldn’t take another round of Mom’s comments, and I certainly couldn’t show up on their doorstep with Trent in tow, so I begged off with the excuse that I had to work. Trent rented a house on the lake for a week and we’re going there with the kids, so when I told Mom that I was stuck with a babysitting job, I wasn’t technically fibbing to her. I think we’ll all be a lot happier this way. Especially Trent, when he sees me in the sexy little “Santa’s Helper” costume I picked up as a surprise for the trip.

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at another sizzling story, Enticing Erin. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.




Sneak Peek: Enticing Erin

EVEN THOUGH IT WAS EARLY SEPTEMBER, the fading summer heat was enough to push the morning temperatures towards ninety and little beads of sweat formed on the bare skin of Sean’s chest and back the instant he left the air conditioned shelter of the house. Thank god for the pool. He had just enough time for a nice, relaxing swim and soak before he had to get ready for a twenty-four hour shift at the fire department, and he intended to make the most of it. Tossing his towel over the back of a lawn chair he pulled himself up the ladder, but stopped short when he reached the top.

Half a dozen beer bottles floated before him, bobbing lazily in the gentle swirls generated by the pump, while at least that many more had sunk and littered the mottled blue bottom. Glancing around the yard he saw more bottles that had missed the pool scattered in the grass. A few of them had collided and left bright shards of glass to glitter malevolently in the sunlight, and a small pile of half-crushed cans and cigarette butts littered the edge of the fence to show where the people next door had hung over the fence while they tossed bottles at his pool.

Those little fuckers had gone too far this time.

Ever since they had moved in at the beginning of the summer the trio of college girls had been a perpetual pain in the ass—loud, drunken parties lasted until dawn and somehow the trash always managed to get thrown in his yard, lines of cars blocked his driveway, and music blared into the back yard every evening even when none of the girls was at home. The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

Cursing loudly enough that it was a wonder that the water didn’t steam, Sean slid into the pool and began collecting bottles. He was still fishing them off of the bottom when Vicki slid open the glass doors and stepped onto the patio.

“I could hear you cussing from all the way on the other side of the house. What’s the matter?”

Sean held up a bottle. “The brats next door have struck again. Careful,” he added when he saw that she was barefoot, “there’s broken glass.”

“Oh, for god’s sake. I am so sick of their crap,” Vicki sighed.

Despite his anger Sean took a moment to admire the view. Vicki’s short, blue silk robe clung tantalizingly to the swell of her hips and breasts and left her long, tanned legs bare to mid-thigh. Soft chestnut curls tumbled in sexy disarray around her shoulders while deep blue eyes were still heavy with sleep. Sean’s cock gave a sharp twitch of longing in his swim trunks. He had never had a roommate with benefits before, and he had to admit that he liked it. While there wasn’t a spark of romance between them, they got along really well and the sex definitely sizzled when they weren’t involved with anyone else.

They had tried dating for a while and there were still times he thought maybe they ought to try it again, but whenever he mentioned it Vicki brushed it off.

“Why not give it a chance?” he had asked her a couple of months back.

She had just smiled that sweet, sexy smile and kissed him with enough oomph to launch a rocket into space. “Sean, you’re a great roommate and a great friend, both of which are far too rare to risk ruining them by mixing them up in a relationship. Plus you get lots of fantastic, no-strings attached sex. You’re a guy—you ought to think you’ve died and gone to heaven.”

While he had wanted to argue the point, he wasn’t about to push the issue and screw up a good thing. She liked sex and was both curious and adventurous. It was going to take one hell of a woman to measure up to Vicki.

“Seriously, Sean, we’ve got to do something. This has gone too far.”

“I know, I know.”

The trouble was that complaints only made the girls double down on their bullshit, and he was far too much of a gentleman to punch a girl—no matter how richly she might deserve it. Spankings, on the other hand, that he could get on board with. His cock jerked again, more insistent this time.

“So? What are we going to do?”

Sean snagged the last bottle and pulled himself up the ladder, streams of water cascading back into the pool from his skin and trunks.

“Let’s see. How about if I fuck all three of them silly until they’re so desperate for it that they’ll never even dream of screwing with us again?”

Vicki’s loud snicker broadcast her opinion on that idea. “Oh, I’m sure you’d just love that. And how exactly do you intend to carry out this little plan, Romeo?”

“I don’t know,” he growled. “It’ll give me something to think about while I’m at work for the next twenty-four hours.”

She looked down at his slowly pulsing erection with a smirk. “Looks like you’ve already been thinking about it. Tell you what, big guy,” she said, shrugging her robe over her shoulders and letting it settle to her feet with a soft rustle. “Why don’t I help you relax since you missed your morning swim? You can fuck me while you think of all the things you’d like to do to those hot little pieces of ass next door.”

The sight of her round, high breasts, nipples already dark pink and swollen, was all the encouragement he needed. In a moment his still-dripping swim trunks lay in a growing puddle on the floor and he had his stiff manhood nestled against the soft warmth of her belly. Vicki hopped up, his arms cradling her to him automatically as her legs went around his hips and she slowly rubbed her slick, wet furrow up and down against his shaft.

“You’re already soaked,” he murmured into her ear.

“Yeah,” she breathed, bending down to flick her tongue against one of his nipples. “And you’re hard as a rock. I guess neither of us got quite enough last night.”

Carefully Sean walked to his bedroom, where he slowly loosened his hold on Vicki until she sank back onto the tangled sheets of his bed. As her thighs released him he slid her legs up so that her ankles rested on his shoulders and then held them there with one arm while his free hand guided his cock to her dripping entrance. With one swift motion he plunged into her, knowing her well enough to understand that this morning she wanted it hard without any playing around.

A few thrusts got the bed rocking enough to let it do most of the work, and as the mattress bounced off of his muscled thighs Sean found Vicki’s clit with his thumb. A sharp hiss of indrawn breath let him know that he had nailed it the first try, and her head sank deeper into the bedclothes as her hands moved up to her breasts to roll her swollen nipples between her fingers. Low moans encouraged him to press harder into her, and in seconds the sharp, tangy smell of her arousal filled the air as her juices squeezed out to coat his cock and balls. He let his mind drift as he felt the first prickling in the depths of his balls, his body continuing its steady rhythm on autopilot.

“Mmm,” Vicki moaned, more loudly this time. “Are you thinking about them? I bet you’d love to get them on their knees in front of you at once, rub your cock all over their faces, then make them trade off sucking it.”

Damn. She was really getting into this. Sean’s eyes closed and he could feel his hands buried in thick masses of cool, silken hair as he stroked into a tight little mouth, fucking the pretty face of the slender brunette next door while she looked up at him with those wide, innocent green eyes. Vicki had better be careful, or this was going to be over with in a hurry.

“And those sweet, firm asses,” she continued in a dreamy voice. “You’d love to stick your cock in those, wouldn’t you Sean? Mmm, I’ve seen you looking, you bad boy, and I know how you like to fuck a nice, hot ass. Think they’d wiggle and moan for you the way I do when I let you take mine?”

Oh, damn. That was it. He leaned in, balls on fire now, and hammered into her quivering pussy. Vicki’s moans turned into desperate whimpers as she ground her hips back against him, forcing him as deep as he could reach with each stroke. Her walls pulsed against him and with a sharp cry she jerked, arched her back and her fingers dug into the covers on the bed until her knuckles went white. Another wave of her slippery fluids gushed around his cock while her muscles tried to grip and hold him within her. Another stroke, then two, and he exploded with a hoarse gasp ripped from deep in his chest, muscles at his root spasming until he had nothing left to give and he sagged weakly against the side of the bed.

Vicki gave a contented sigh and gazed up at him through half-lidded eyes. “Sean?”

“Yeah?”

“When you fuck them, I get to watch.”

Continue reading Enticing Erin…
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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



OPS/image28.jpg





OPS/image53.jpg





OPS/image10.jpg





OPS/image37.jpg





OPS/image44.jpg





OPS/image61.jpg
o

e;s

Kﬂmmg





OPS/image8.jpg
AV
Kelli Wolfe





cover.jpeg





OPS/image35.jpg





OPS/image60.jpg





OPS/image29.jpg





OPS/image52.jpg
% ’
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image38.jpg





OPS/image43.jpg





OPS/image7.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image47.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters






OPS/image17.jpg
IS an opportunity that might never come AgaIn...=

REIANEY GIEE





OPS/image42.jpg





OPS/image2.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image12.jpg





OPS/image18.jpg
s hartd as | tried | coulda't forget him.






OPS/image55.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image48.jpg





OPS/image41.jpg
“The Preacher's Vingn Daughters





OPS/image24.jpg
K’EL&M[OLFE





OPS/image54.jpg





OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image11.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg





OPS/image19.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image49.jpg
ZLL) Wolgs






OPS/image36.jpg
SIDONIES TALE.






OPS/image9.jpg





OPS/image58.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image23.jpg





OPS/image4.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image15.jpg





OPS/image40.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters

> ‘\
"KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image66.jpg
/u‘ 4
srmeur
ST\)DENT

<l

| Wa






OPS/image57.jpg





OPS/image31.jpg





OPS/image59.jpg
g
l 2
Noth1’r‘1g

KELLI WD.FE





OPS/image16.jpg





OPS/image65.jpg





OPS/image3.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image22.jpg
VYT
Bt ofrondlc Dk
‘/\}\v

3 Y 3






OPS/image13.jpg





OPS/image25.jpg





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;

}













OPS/image56.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image21.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image30.jpg





OPS/image34.jpg
vaw
Bea s Men

KeLl1 WoLre





OPS/image39.jpg





OPS/image64.jpg





OPS/image26.jpg





OPS/image51.jpg





OPS/image6.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image20.jpg





OPS/image50.jpg





OPS/image63.jpg





OPS/image33.jpg
Proy
Beast Ten

Kexti Worre





OPS/image46.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Daughters

KELLI WOLFE |





OPS/image14.jpg
!m 90N 10 take M. Perfect down a few pegs.






OPS/image27.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image5.jpg





OPS/image62.jpg





OPS/image45.jpg





OPS/image32.jpg





