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If there was
one thing I missed the most after having a kid, it was the sex.
Penelope, my wife, would ask for it every night of the week. Every
day, too, now that I think of it. I found her so sexy that I was
always more than happy to give her what she wanted.

But life
eventually got in the way, and things kind of tapered off. That is,
until we hired our current babysitter, Molly.

Molly was a
college girl in need of some extra cash, so she babysat. The first
time she came over, I nearly did a spit take with the drink I was
holding at the time. She fit the archetype of the hot college girl
to a T, with her lean body, perky breasts, and an ass that made my
mouth go dry whenever I thought of it.

Even Penelope
remarked on Molly’s apparent good looks after we’d paid her and she
left from her first shift. I thought that was the end of it, and
that the next babysitter we hired would be a little old lady or
something. But no, Molly kept coming over. In fact, she was the
only babysitter Penelope allowed into the house.

“Did you see
what Molly was wearing last night?” Penelope asked me as I tied a
Half-Windsor knot in my tie in front of the mirror.

My fingers
paused right in the middle of stuffing the large end back through
the knot. I had noticed. Molly had put on a short skirt that gave
just the barest hint of the very fine cheeks barely concealed
beneath them. I’d had to sit down to hide my suddenly sprouting
erection.

“Yeah, quite
the outfit,” I said, forcing my fingers to finish with my tie.
Looking down at myself in the mirror, I saw my cock beginning to
stiffen at the thought of the young woman sat down in my living
room at that very moment.

“She always
does such a good job, doesn’t she?” Penelope said. She’d put on a
little black dress, and she smiled as she caught me stealing a
glance at the rather large amount of cleavage she displayed.

I found myself
wishing that we didn’t have to go to this office party. All I
really wanted to do was bend my wife over the bed, pull her dress
up her thighs, and fuck her. I started wondering if she had any
panties on.

“Keep it in
your pants, Ryan,” Penelope said.

She came up
behind me, wrapping her arms around my stomach. I jumped a little
when she grabbed my shaft through my pants and gave it a loving
squeeze.

“If I have to
keep my cool, so do you,” Penelope said, letting go of me and
looking over my shoulder to check her hair in the mirror.

Both of us
ready to go, we headed downstairs. We found Molly on the couch,
flipping through the channels. When she noticed us, she muted the
volume and turned around with a smile on her face. She also
displayed a good bit of cleavage, and I found my mind again on the
subject of panties, and whether Molly had any on under that
extremely short skirt.

“Well, the
kid’s already in bed,” I said, stuffing my hands in my pockets and
hoping they hid the increasingly large bulge of my hardening cock.
“We’ll probably be back in three hours or so. If you throw a party
while we’re out, you need to have it cleaned up by then.”

Molly smiled at
my bad joke, while Penelope squeezed my shoulder.

“Okay, have
fun, you two,” Molly replied.

She turned back
to the TV and I heard the volume come back on as I opened the front
door.

I could barely
concentrate on the road as we sped towards the office function at
my job.

“God, I am so
horny,” Penelope said, “If this got cancelled, we could have had a
nice night in, just you and me...”

Her hand crept
onto my lap. I had an even more difficult time driving as she
massaged me through my pants, bringing me to full hardness right
away.

When my cell
rang, I nearly put us in the ditch. My whole body shaking, we
pulled off to the side and I answered.

It was work.
Hanging up, I turned to Penelope. She looked at me, a touch of
concern in her eyes.

“It’s been
cancelled,” I said.

Her concern
immediately turned to delight as I explained that my boss had come
down with food poisoning, and that he’d instructed his secretary to
postpone the whole thing.

In hindsight, I
guess I should have called Molly to let her know we were on our way
back, but in her joy, Penelope had actually begun stroking me
faster. All I could think about was getting home and getting her
upstairs to our bedroom. In retrospect, my forgetting to call home
was the best decision I made all damn year.

Pulling into
the driveway, we both got out of the car laughing and smiling.
There were still lights on inside, which I didn’t find surprising.
We’d only been gone twenty minutes at the most.

What I did find
surprising were the moans coming from the living room as I opened
the front door and we stepped inside.

Penelope
frowned at me, glancing in the direction of the living room and
mouthing, “Molly?”

I shrugged and
lifted my eyebrows. All I knew was how excited I suddenly felt. I
put my finger to my lips to signal the need for silence, and we
both tiptoed over to the living room.

The moans
seemed to be coming from the couch. I saw two bare feet on the
armrest. Molly’s toes curled and her feet twisted as the moaning
got louder. I thought I could hear wet noises, as well.

Penelope and I
walked over to the couch and looked down. Penelope gasped. My cock
jumped in my pants. Molly, totally naked, lay fingering herself on
my couch. The wet noises were caused by the two fingers she was
jamming in and out of her little pussy as quickly as she could. Her
eyes were shut, and her other hand was busily squeezing one of her
breasts and pinching her nipple.

“What the hell
is this?” I said.

Molly’s eyes
shot open and looked up into our faces with utter dread. After a
moment, she realized she still had her fingers buried in her little
pussy all the way and she slowly pulled them out. I tried not to
watch as the lips of her sex pulled back along with them. I
especially tried not to notice how slick her fingers were with her
juices. The harder I tried not to think about her, the more my mind
flood me with images of my own cock dripping with her juices as I
buried it in her again and again.

Trying to hide
my growing arousal, I pressed my hips against the back of the couch
and crossed my arms.

“Molly, what
the hell is going on here?” I said.

Her mouth
opened and shut a few times as she looked back and forth between
Penelope and me. A quick glance showed me that Penelope had her own
arms crossed under her breasts. This had the effect of pushing them
up, exposing her cleavage. Am I cursed or something? I
wondered. I was certain some deity was torturing me with all this
imagery of female flesh that I felt I couldn’t touch, or even
really look at.

“I’m so sorry!”
Molly began.

“I’m sure you
are,” Penelope broke in, “Have you checked to make sure you didn’t
wake anyone up?” She glanced over at the stairs.

I noticed that
I could see Penelope’s stiff nipples rubbing at her dress.

Molly nodded
eagerly, “Of course. Right before I came down to...”

“To touch
yourself,” Penelope finished for her.

Molly sat up
and began looking for her clothes, but Penelope stopped her.
“That’s enough. Do you want to continue working for us?”

The babysitter
frowned at us for a moment, as though confused about not being
instantly fired. I had no idea what Penelope was up to. I was
actually just shocked that she hadn’t kicked Molly out onto the
street butt-naked.

“Um, yes?”
Molly replied.

“Then I think
you need to give Ryan’s cock a good sucking,” Penelope said.

Both Molly and
I said, “What?” at the same time, looking at Penelope in shock.

She waved her
hand, as though frustrated with our lack of understanding. “Look,
Molly, I can tell by the way Ryan’s staring at you that he wants to
fuck you badly. I think from the way I’ve caught you looking at him
all the time, you want him, too.”

Penelope pushed
me back a little from the couch. I hardly protested as she undid my
belt and my pants, then pulled them, along with my boxers, off me.
I couldn’t hide my rigid cock anymore, which stood at full
attention. Molly couldn’t take her eyes off it. I felt my shaft
tremble as I realized her desire for me.

Slowly at
first, Molly climbed off the couch. She came back around it. My
body shook a little as I took in her nakedness. She knelt down in
front of me, so close I could feel her breath on my shaft.

Penelope went
behind me, then reached one hand around me to grasp the base of my
member, holding it steady.

I couldn’t keep
my mouth closed as Molly, hands on her thighs, opened her mouth and
leaned forward. Her lips felt so warm around me as they swallowed
up the head of my cock and locked in a tight ring behind it.

Her tongue
moved over the sensitive flesh and I gasped. Apparently emboldened
by my obvious pleasure, Molly wrapped one of her hands around my
shaft, just above Penelope’s fingers, and started sucking on
me.

“Yes, suck that
fat cock...” Penelope said, her own breath hot as it brushed past
my ear.

“Oh my God,” I
said as Penelope let go of me and Molly began stroking me.

The babysitter
was good at it. She ran her lips up and down, sucking on me while
her fingers squeezed and rubbed me. My whole member seemed to buzz
with the sensations. Molly just looked up into my face as she
worked me. She went faster and faster as her own arousal built.

Then Penelope
appeared in front of me. She’d taken off her clothes, as well, and
was entirely naked. Her nipples were puckered with excitement, and
she seemed flushed as she knelt down beside Molly.

“Give me some
of that,” Penelope said.

Molly glanced
at her, then pulled her mouth from my shaft. Long strings of spit
connected her lips to my cock. She stopped stroking me, instead
using her hand to point my member at my wife.

Putting her
hands on my thighs for support, Penelope opened her mouth wide and
sank it down my cock. She took me all the way down to Molly’s
fingers, moaning as she went. She left her lips around me for a
moment before pulling off, leaving me all wet with her saliva.

Then they took
turns swallowing me as much as they could. Molly shoved her mouth
down me, surrounding my member with warmth and wetness before
pulling off and pointing the head at Penelope so she could do the
same thing.

I ran my
fingers through my hair, grabbing handfuls and squeezing as I
watched the two women share me.

Molly had
started fingering herself again. I could hear the wet noises she
made as her hand moved faster and deeper. My cock swelled in
Penelope’s mouth as she pressed her lips down my shaft. My wife
looked up into my eyes, then glanced over at Molly and realized
what was turning me on so much.

Penelope let
her teeth just barely graze along the top and bottom of my shaft as
she moved her mouth off me. I grunted at the new sensation.

“Do you want
him to fuck you, Molly?” Penelope asked. She let her fingers move
back and forth along my length as she spoke. Molly watched the
movement, apparently mesmerized by the way the skin moved.

“Yes,” she
said, glancing between the two of us.

So Molly and
Penelope stood up, holding hands. Penelope sat on the couch, then
scooted forward until she was right on the edge. She put her feet
on the cushions, wide apart to show off her own tight little
pussy.

Penelope pulled
Molly down in front of her, kneeling between her legs. Without
hesitation, Molly buried her face in my wife’s pussy, licking up
and down.

I watched as
the babysitter pleasured my wife. I could see Molly’s ass wiggle as
she put her whole body into the effort. Her back was arched, and I
loved the way her hips curved.

I found myself
taking up position behind Molly. I crouched down lower, angling my
shaft with one thumb. Molly jumped a little when she felt the head
of my cock press against her sex. A shudder went through her as I
shoved forward, entering her tight, wet hole.

It was even
tighter around me than her mouth had been, and so warm. I gasped as
I watched the skin on my shaft bunch back from the strength of her
grip around me. The pink lips of her pussy were parted around
me.

Grabbing her by
the hips for a better grip, I pulled back and thrust into her.
Penelope opened her eyes, then her mouth as she saw what I was
doing.

“You horny
bastard,” she said, gritting her teeth.

I could tell
from the way she flushed that she enjoyed watching me fuck the
babysitter. Molly’s moans grew more insistent as I jammed my cock
into her faster and harder. I felt my balls slap against the lips
of her pussy as I simultaneously thrust forward into her and pulled
back on her hips.

It was so good
that she had to pull her mouth away from Penelope to beg me to fuck
her even harder.

I looked down
at my shaft, marvelling at how wet she’d made it. Her grip was so
tight around me that I needed that much of her juices lubing me so
that I could move at all.

My fingers
pressed into her hips, leaving her flesh even whiter as I fought
against that grip. I had to concentrate hard so that I wouldn’t
come. I didn’t want to come yet, it felt so good. The heat, the
wetness, the tightness of the babysitter’s pussy was something I
needed and wanted to experience for as long as I could.

I spat down
onto my shaft and rubbed it in with the ball of my thumb for some
extra lubricant as I went faster. The couch began to shake, the
legs squeaking against the floor, as I pounded forward as hard as I
could.

Molly pulled
her head back again and groaned loudly. Penelope grabbed her by the
back of the head to keep her neck arched as she came on me. Her
pussy clenched up around my shaft. I buried myself inside her and
flexed my cock, making her groans turn to whimpers as she squeezed
and relaxed over and over.

When she
finished, I pulled out of her. I watched my cock glisten with her
juices.

“Come up here
beside me,” Penelope said, patting the cushion to her left.

Molly sat on
the couch beside Penelope, and they both assumed the same position.
They grabbed their legs behind their knees and pulled their thighs
back to their chests. Molly’s pussy was sopping wet, and I could
see the shine of her juices on her inner thighs. There were hints
of moisture in Penelope’s slit.

I let out a
breath as I slid my cock into my wife’s pussy. Her grip, too, was
tight around me as I began running my shaft in and out of her. Not
wanting to leave Molly out of it, I reached over and found her
stiff clit with one fingertip and began rubbing in circles around
it.

Soon, both
women moaned as I pleasured them.

Penelope looked
at Molly, who looked back at her. They leaned in and kissed. I felt
my cock jump at the sight, and I pulled out of Penelope to keep
myself from coming. When they finished, looking into each other’s
eyes, I re-entered her. She felt so warm around me.

When I noticed
how quickly she breathed, I began pounding her fast and hard. She
looked up into my face, desperate as I brought her closer and
closer to coming. Finally, her jaw dropped open and she let out a
yelp as she tightened in spasms around me.

I wanted them
to share me again.

Getting hold of
the base of my shaft, I pulled out of my wife. One sidestep brought
me between Molly’s lifted legs. She gasped as I entered her again,
then moaned as I sank my cock all the way into her tight little
pussy. I flexed in her for a moment, then pulled out. I stepped
back in front of my wife and did the same thing, both of us
watching the skin on my shaft push back at the tightness of her
pink folds around me.

I only had to
fuck each woman three or four times before they both began moaning
and bucking their hips.

“Don’t you want
to come, hon?” Penelope asked.

“I want you to
come,” Molly said.

Pulling out of
Molly, I paused. My wife looked at me, then nodded. She knew just
what I wanted.

Penelope slid
off the couch, kneeling in front of me. She pulled Molly after her.
Penelope grabbed my cock by the base.

“Suck him
again,” she told Molly.

Molly didn’t
need to be told twice. She put her mouth back on me, taking nearly
half my length before pulling back. Then Penelope grabbed her by
the back of the head and held her mouth in place, her lips locked
tightly just behind the head of my cock.

Penelope began
stroking me, her fingers moving quickly over my lubed shaft.

I groaned as my
toes tried to curl against the floor. A spark seemed to run from
the head of my cock down into my balls, signalling my climax. I
knew I was about to come.

Both woman did,
too. Molly felt me swell in her mouth, and Penelope felt me harden
in her grasp. Penelope stroked me even faster, then. I quickly
reached the tipping point, unable to control myself.

Molly sucked
hard on me as my cock jerked in her mouth. She swallowed the first
spurt of cum as I groaned, my knees threatening to buckle under me
at the intensity of my orgasm.

My cock jumped
again and again. Each time, Molly swallowed. I felt her tongue move
over the slit at the tip of my cock repeatedly, trying to make sure
she got all of it. Penelope’s strokes slowed down as she felt me
run dry. Finally, she ran her fingers up and down me a couple more
times, milking the last of it out of me, before letting go.

Molly kissed
the tip of my cock and looked up into my eyes as Penelope let go of
her hair, allowing her to move back.



There was a
deep and satisfying soreness in my balls as the women stood up. I
looked from one beautiful naked body to the other, some part of my
mind unwilling to believe that I’d just managed to have a threesome
with my wife and the babysitter.

Penelope smiled
at me. Molly did as well, but after a moment, she looked down at
the floor.

“Wow,” was all
I could say.

After a moment,
Penelope grabbed Molly’s clothes from beside the couch and handed
them to her. “I think you can keep working for us. Though I think
you may end up doing more than babysitting from time to time,”
Penelope said.

Molly smiled at
us both, clearly happy with the outcome.

After Molly got
dressed and left, I pulled Penelope close to me and kissed her. We
were both naked still, and I felt my cock stir as I felt the lips
of her pussy on it.

“Did you like
that?” Penelope asked as we parted.

I raised an
eyebrow at her. “Of course!”

Penelope turned
around and bent over, giving me a good view as she picked up her
dress from the floor. She turned around and slipped it back on.

“Good. Look
here, mister, it was fun for me, too. In fact, I want it to happen
again. I have just one rule.”

“What?” I asked
as I followed her upstairs.

She paused for
a moment at the top, one hand on the banister as she turned to face
me, “I have to be here every time you fuck her.”

I grabbed her
thigh and gave it a squeeze, thinking about how I wanted to take
her again as soon as we climbed into bed.

“Deal,” I
said.
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Audrey froze.
There were two pairs of shining eyes looking out from the shadows
created by a particularly dense copse of trees. Unblinking, they
stared out at her.

It felt like
there was a solid block of ice where her heart should be. She
didn’t even dare breathe, for fear that any motion, however small,
might break the tableau.

The two sets of
eyes bobbed up and down a little. Audrey realized they were coming
closer to her. She could make out shapes, low and feral, in the
shadows. A set of white fangs appeared when one of the creatures
pulled its lips back. A low thrum of a growl escaped its throat.
Audrey could feel the vibrations of it in her chest, even though it
came all the way from the other side of the clearing.

She whimpered
as the shadowy shapes became more distinct. Two enormous wolves
looked at her. One had fur so black that it might as well have been
dipped in pitch. The other was a tawny color, and slightly
smaller.

A drop of her
juices ran down her knuckles. Audrey remembered that she had her
skirt hiked up, and had two fingers jammed almost all the way into
her pussy.

The wolves
noticed, too. Their eyes fixed on her hand as she tried to slowly
pull her fingers out of herself. There was something about those
eyes. They didn’t look like the eyes of any dog she’d seen before.
Intelligence hid behind them, cool, calculating.

Something in
her urged her to run, but she couldn’t make herself get up.
Instead, she found herself pulling her skirt back down over her
knees, then pulling her knees to her chest as though they could
prevent her from the savagery of the predators watching her.

“Don’t... Don’t
hurt me...” Audrey said. The words were barely audible to her, a
whisper.

But the wolves
heard. Their ears perked, and they exchanged a glance. The big
black one padded toward her. Its lips had gone back down over its
teeth, yet Audrey found herself more frightened then ever.

When it came
close enough that she could feel its hot breath, it changed. Audrey
whimpered as the wolf turned into a man right in front of her eyes.
Despite his black fur, his human skin was almost as fair as
Audrey’s. He was tall and muscular, handsome in a rough,
uncivilized way with his long hair and powerful jaw line.

He was also
naked. As Audrey’s eyes moved down his body, she saw his penis. It
hung heavy and thick between his legs. She found herself blushing
as heat rushed back into her pussy.

The wolfman
turned around to look at the animal behind him. “This one is
ready,” he said, his voice deep.

“What—?” Audrey
said.

The tawny wolf
blinked at the man.

The man then
turned back to Audrey and looked down at her. She saw appreciation
in his eyes. His cock thickened and got longer as she watched.
Audrey felt a hunger within her for that cock, and she wondered how
big it was when it got fully hard at the same time as a deep fear
and loathing invaded her.

“Come, girl.
You’re lucky,” the man said as he bent down over her.

He started
encircling Audrey with his arms. That made something snap within
her. The paralysis that had been keeping her locked into her oak
chair broke.

Letting out a
shriek, Audrey leapt to her feet. She made a break for the edge of
the clearing, knowing that the fence and the farmhouse lay just
beyond. She screamed again, hoping someone might be out in the
yard, able to hear her.

Growling, the
tawny wolf leapt in front of her, blocking her path. Audrey looked
at the long, white fangs. She stepped to the side. The wolf sidled
as well. It took a step toward Audrey, snapping its jaws.

When it leapt,
Audrey jumped backwards. She found herself grabbed up by the man’s
strong arms. She let out an indignant squawk as she felt his big
hands grab her ass and give it an appreciative squeeze. She
struggled, scratching at him with her nails and pummelling his
broad chest with her small fists. He smiled, his teeth far too
white, and chuckled at her.

“Yes, she’s a
good one,” he said to the wolf.

He turned,
Audrey locked in his arms, and stalked off away from the clearing
and deeper into the woods.

“Let me go!”
Audrey said. She pounded her fists against him again. Over his
shoulder, she could see that the tawny wolf followed them. It
watched her with curiosity.

“If you don’t
stop soon, girl, you’ll turn my amusement into annoyance. You don’t
want that.”

“People will
look for me. I told them where I was going. They’ll know to search
the woods,” Audrey said, her anger getting the better of her.
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	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

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();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



