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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 erotic adventure, Enticing Erin. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.
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Sneak Peek: 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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About the Author

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

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