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I paid for pretty much my entire first year of college through babysitting. I liked the work, and it was easy money plus lots of time to work on school projects.

I kept a few main clients who pretty much always wanted me on specific days.

One of those clients was Ryan. He was a bit older, somewhere in his early 40s, and also a single dad.

I have to say one reason I kept working for him was because I had something of a crush on him.

He was always so nice and understanding, and he always paid me a bit extra.

And it wasn’t long before, back in my dorm room, I snuck my hand down between my thighs late at night and thought about what it might be like if he touched me there.

It always got me completely sopping wet. As in when I finished I had to sneak out of bed and change my panties wet.

Because my fantasy was very specific. See, I’d been watching a lot of porn lately to try and scratch the itch and I’d become pretty obsessed with the idea of being bred.

Of having an older man pound my tight, young pussy until he couldn’t take it anymore and emptied his balls inside of me.

There was nothing hotter. I always came when I got to that part of my fantasy. The one where Ryan’s big, hard cock slid in and out of my tight wetness, his shaft glistening with my nectar.

And then I’d beg him to fill me up. He’d fuck me even harder, his cock like a rock inside of me.

And then I’d feel it. Feel his shaft jerk. Feel the warmth of his load splash against my back wall…

Because I’d been babysitting for so long, I kind of wanted a kid of my own rather than continue taking care of other people’s.

I couldn’t think of a better guy than Ryan. Secure career, good looking, nice.

All I had to do was seduce him. But I figured that wouldn’t be too hard. I was 18 years old, I hit the gym regularly, played volleyball, kept myself looking good. Wasn’t that every guy’s wet dream?

Like clockwork, I got Ryan’s text for tonight’s sitting job. I sat back in my desk chair, chewing on my bottom lip.

I shot him a message back saying I’d be there.

Except I showed up to his place an hour early. This wasn’t really a problem for the sitting: his son always went to bed super early since he was so little. That was yet another reason I liked Ryan so much.

I wore a skirt with no panties on beneath, and a thin top with no bra so that my already perky nipples pressed invitingly against the soft fabric.

I put on my most chipper smile when I danced up the couple steps of his front porch and pushed the doorbell.

He showed up at the door in slacks and a button down still tucked in from work.

“Brycie, you’re early!” he said.

His eyes flicked down to my chest and then back up. My pussy quivered, and this undulating sensation of warmth moved low in my tummy.

“Sorry, is that okay? My bus changed schedules so this was the latest I could get here,” I lied.

I licked my lips, which I’d spread some gloss on earlier to really highlight them.

“Sure, no problem,” Ryan said, stepping aside to let me in.

He led me into the living room, where he had some sports thing going on TV and a brown bottle of Bud on the coffee table.

He sat down on the couch and then nodded at the easy chair to the other side, but I sat down on the couch, too.

My whole body buzzed with desire. It ached inside of me. I couldn’t believe how horny I was already.

He’s definitely going to knock me up, I thought¸ how could he not, with me this turned on? I was definitely going to cum all over his cock and pull every last drop of his load deep into my waiting womb.

“You want anything to drink?” Ryan said.

I could see him giving me the side-eye, doing his best to not look directly at my smooth thighs.

“No, thanks,” I said. My stomach had clenched up so tightly in anticipation I didn’t think I could manage a single swallow of anything.

We sat there for a while quietly, the game going on the background. The air filled with this sort of static tension.

I turned towards him, bringing my feet up onto the couch and my knees up to my chest. I let my thighs open up a bit so that if he looked at me there would be no way he wouldn’t get a glimpse of my bald and wet little pussy.

“Ryan?” I said.

“Yeah, what’s up?” he replied, lifting the beer from the table.

“You know what I like the most about sex?” I said, turning my sweet smile to a devilish one.

The bottle stopped halfway to his lips. He glanced quickly down at my bare thighs, then forced his gaze back up to my face.

“Excuse me, young lady?” Ryan said, trying to put on his best “daddy” voice. All it did was make me feel wetter.

I leaned forward, making sure he could see down my shirt. “My favorite part is where the guy’s cock stiffens up even more than it already has, getting so hard I can feel every little bulge, and then he fills me up with his hot load.”

Opening my mouth, I ran the tip of my tongue slowly along my lips. Even with his legs crossed, I could see his cock hardening. 

He opened his mouth to talk, but I cut him off, “I love it even more when the guy is so horny, with a nice, big cock, that when he comes I can feel it hitting inside me. God, it just makes me come all over him...”

My heart doing a machinegun beat in my chest, I reached forward and grabbed Ryan’s stiff cock through his shorts. I could see a little spot in the cloth where his precum had already leaked. 

“Oh, Brycie, we shouldn’t,” Ryan said, making no move to get my hand off his throbbing shaft.

Remembering something from some porn I’d seen, I said, “I want you to breed me, Ryan.”

Ryan set his beer down, then ran his hands slowly up my thighs. “What’s that?” he asked.

I leaned forward until my lips were right by his ear, “That’s where we fuck without a condom and you come inside me. Don’t you want to feel our bare flesh rubbing together so much until you can’t take it anymore? Until you fill your daughter’s little pussy up with your cum?” I finished by sucking his earlobe into my mouth and nipping it.

Ryan trembled, and I could feel his cock practically pulsing in my hand. 

“Yes, baby,” he finally said, “But not here.”

Before I could say anything, he shoved his hands under my ass and picked me up. I wrapped my legs around his body as he stood up and went down the hall. The guest room on the ground floor was closest. Ryan practically tore the door off in his hurry to get inside. 

Throwing out his hand, he turned the light on and then dumped me on the bed. He grabbed the neck of his shirt and yanked it over his head. Before he could pull it off, I laid on my stomach in front of him and yanked the waistband of his shorts down, using his balls to keep them from moving back up again. His hard cock quivered a little as it stood straight out from his body.

He was still struggling with his tight shirt as I grabbed his cock with one hand and sunk my lips down over his head. Ryan jumped when I did that. Using the tip of my tongue, I played with the ridges around the head.

My pussy was already so wet that I knew he’d be able to slide his big cock right on in, but the way it turned a guy on to have his cock sucked turned me on even more. 

“Oh, Ryan,” I said, licking at the tip of his member as he pulled his shirt off, “Your cock is so warm and hard in my mouth.”

Throwing his shirt on the floor, he grabbed the back of my head with one hand. I could see all the muscles and veins bulging in his arm. Still just running the tip of my tongue over the taut flesh of his cock, I began stroking him. Each time I pulled up, I milked more precum out of him that I had to lick away.

Groaning, I let my lips slip over his head and down his shaft. As I sucked him, he ran his free hand down my back. He cupped one of my ass cheeks for a moment, squeezing it hard, before shoving his fingers between my legs. I moaned more as he massaged my pussy through my shorts. I arched my ass into the air a little so that he could rub it better. 

I urged my mouth farther and farther down his shaft as his rubbing became more insistent. It was like he was trying to rub right through my shorts to get at my delicate pink folds. 

Squeezing my other ass cheek for a moment, he flattened his hand and ran it under my shorts. With one quick move, I unbuttoned and unzipped my shorts so that his fingers could move over my bare flesh.

As soon as he could slip a finger between my legs, he entered me.

“Oh, Ryan!” I said, pulling my head back and screwing my eyes shut as he shoved his finger deeper into my pussy. I’d already soaked his finger with my pussy juices, and he slid it as deeply as in could. His other fingers rubbed against my lips and my clit, sending little jolts through me that made me tighten up around him. 

“You touch me so good, Ryan. I love you so much,” I said before ramming my lips down his shaft again.

“You’re so wet for me, baby. You get me so hard,” Ryan said.

He pulled his finger out of me. It was all shiny and soaked. I felt my pussy quiver when he stuck his finger into his mouth and sucked all the juices off it. I grabbed his hand and pulled it down next to his cock. I shoved his finger all the way into my mouth, letting my lips trail back along it, before doing the same thing to his cock.

Ryan watched me with wide eyes as I did this, the fisting holding the back of my head clenching harder with each moment. 

“Will you fuck my pussy, Ryan?” I said, batting my eyes and smiling up at him. I took the tip of his cock in my mouth and tongued it while I waited for an answer. More of his salty precum leaked out and I slurped it up. 

“Brycie, I want to fuck you so badly my balls ache.”

I let go of him, then wriggled around on the bed as I shoved my shorts down my legs and finally kicked them off. His eyes were glued to my round and firm ass while I did this. I kissed the tip of his cock while I clenched my ass cheeks for him.

“Do me from behind, Ryan,” I said, moving my forearms under me and sticking my ass a little higher in the air for him. 

Ryan climbed up on the bed behind me, straddling my thighs. I felt the head of his cock rest in the cleft of my ass. I started gyrating my hips, letting the slippery wetness of my saliva on him let him slide around. I felt a little tickle every time I felt him pass over my asshole. He watched my young body with his hungry eyes.

“You want me to fuck you, Brycie?” Ryan said, grabbing my ass cheeks and prying them apart.

“Nice and hard, Ryan,” I said, smiling over my shoulder at him.

Gritting his teeth, I watched as Ryan pushed down on the top of his shaft with one thumb. This moved his cock my sliding up and down my ass to between my legs. He leaned forward. I gasped as he entered me. Even though my pussy and his cock were already totally soaked, I still had to stretch out around his girth. 

I heard his breath catch as he put more of his weight into it, sinking his cock more deeply into my tight little pussy. He was so thick that a little bit of pain mingled with the pleasure of feeling him inside me. I shut my eyes and pushed my forehead against the mattress. 

Sucking in a deep breath, I started pushing back against him. I heard him grunt as my tightness pulled against the skin on his cock. 

Panting, I looked back over my shoulder. I felt myself tighten up more when I saw him. His abs were flexed, and he was staring straight down at my pussy as it strained around him.

“Ryan,” I said, making him look at him, “I love the way you feel inside me. Nothing in between, just your skin on my skin. Am I tight enough for you?”

I felt his cock jerk a little inside me when I said that, and it was his turn to suck in a sharp breath and his fingers squeezed my ass harder.

“Yes, Brycie, your pussy is nice and tight. I wish you could see how you’re all stretched out around my cock.”

He pulled his cock out a little, then shoved it back into me. Neither of us spoke for the next little bit as he fucked me over and over. I could feel my pussy being forced apart a little more each time he entered me again. 

Soon, I felt his hips bump against my ass. He got balls deep into my pussy. I could feel his balls slap against my lips then. I squeezed his shaft tightly with my pussy, making myself as tight as I could, whenever he pushed into me. 

“I love how you fuck me, Ryan,” I said.

He responded by giving my ass another squeeze. We were at a good rhythm, his rod pounding me at a quick pace. 

I was really starting to get into it, my whole body trembling as my soft pussy yielded to his hard cock. My breathing was more like a series of pants, groans, and moans than anything.

It was like I’d gone to a different level of reality, where all sensation just blurred into pure sensual pleasure. Aside from our fucking, I had completely lost touch with the world. 

It was because of this that I squealed out as my Ryan grabbed me by the thighs and, pushing my leg back so that it wouldn’t hit him, rolled me onto my back with his cock still buried all the way into my trembling pussy. 

I looked up into his strained face and he smiled. “I want to see the look on you when I come,” he said. 

With that, he pushed my knees back against my chest and started giving me the hardest pounding I’ve ever had. His cock slammed into me, the head bumping against the back lightly each time. He pushed both my legs together and rested them on one shoulder. I closed my eyes and pushed my head back against the mattress at the suddenly increased tightness. 

I grabbed my shirt and pulled it up over my breasts, rolling my stiff nipples between my fingers as my Ryan continued pounding my pussy hard and fast. All I could hear were his grunts, the wet noises of my pussy as his bare cock slid in and out of it, and the slap of his balls against my flesh. 

“Come inside me, Ryan,” I begged him, stretching out my hand to feel his hard abs as they flexed with each thrust.

“I can’t... I can’t stop it anymore,” Ryan said, an expression close to pain crossing his handsome face. 

That expression coincided with a stiffening of his cock inside me. I moaned at the new hardness. 

I knew Ryan was about to come inside me. I wanted it so badly; my body wanted it so badly.

“Fill me up, Ryan!” I moaned, my young and nubile body writhing on the mattress as my pussy strained around his member.

“Brycie!” Ryan yelled as his cock jumped in me. I felt his cum shoot against the back of my pussy again and again. I screamed out wordlessly as my pussy tensed up around his member, holding it in while I came all over him. 

The warmth of his cum spread throughout my body in waves with my orgasm. Ryan went still as his cock jumped fitfully a few times. He stayed inside me for a little longer, letting my pussy massage out any cum left in him. 

He pulled his cock out with a wet noise. I quickly covered up my pussy with one hand so that none of his seed could trickle out of me onto the bed. I couldn’t let my mom find out about this, not if I wanted to it happen again, at least. 

“It feels like there’s so much in me, Ryan,” I said.

“Yeah, well, I wanted you really badly,” he said. 

“That’s good. That should definitely get my pregnant!” I said.

“What?” he replied, shifting back, “I thought you were on the pill!”

“Nope. Man, you came so much in me! There’s no way I’m not pregnant!” I said.

“Fuck,” Ryan replied.




Freebies For You!

 

Enjoy the story? Want more? How about 27 more erotic stories, all free? Sign up for the Jillian Cumming Erotica newsletter for a free bundle brimming with steamy sex. 

 

As a VIP newsletter member you’ll receive updates for stories by Jillian Cumming, Terry Innis, Maggie Fields, Brenda Moon, and more!

 

Interested? Click Here or copy this URL (http://eepurl.com/dsHLIP) into your browser to get onto the list. I promise you’ll receive no spam, and your information will be protected.

 

 



cover.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;

}













