
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

 

EROTICA: THE BABYSITTER’S SEDUCTION

The Babysitter Diaries #1

 

 

 

 

KELLI WOLFE

 

Erotica: The Babysitter’s Seduction

Copyright © 2011 Kelli Wolfe

Published by Pink Parts Press

 

All rights reserved. No part of this eBook may be reproduced in any form or by any means, except for the inclusion of brief quotations in a review, without permission in writing from the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. Names, characters, places, businesses, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

To be notified of new book releases and sales, sign up for Kelli’s mailing list or subscribe to her blog. She also writes romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.




TABLE OF CONTENTS

 

 

The Babysitter’s Seduction

 

Bonus Material

 

Sneak Peek: Babysitter and the Beast

Kelli Wolfe Catalog

About the Author

 

 




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

Keep reading for a sneak peek at at Jenna’s next story, Babysitter and the Beast. 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: 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.

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

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

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

Kelli



OPS/image28.jpg





OPS/image53.jpg





OPS/image10.jpg





OPS/image37.jpg





OPS/image44.jpg





OPS/image61.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image70.jpg





OPS/image8.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





cover.jpeg





OPS/image35.jpg





OPS/image60.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image29.jpg
K’EL&M[OLFE





OPS/image52.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters






OPS/image38.jpg
Proy
Beast Ten

Kexti Worre





OPS/image43.jpg





OPS/image7.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image47.jpg





OPS/image17.jpg





OPS/image42.jpg





OPS/image2.jpg





OPS/image12.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image68.jpg





OPS/image18.jpg





OPS/image55.jpg





OPS/image48.jpg





OPS/image41.jpg
SIDONIES TALE.






OPS/image24.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image54.jpg
ZLL) Wolgs






OPS/image0.jpg
% ’
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image11.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image67.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg





OPS/image19.jpg
!m 90N 10 take M. Perfect down a few pegs.






OPS/image49.jpg





OPS/image36.jpg





OPS/image71.jpg
/u‘ 4
srmeur
ST\)DENT

<l

| Wa






OPS/image9.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image58.jpg





OPS/image23.jpg
s hartd as | tried | coulda't forget him.






OPS/image4.jpg





OPS/image15.jpg





OPS/image40.jpg





OPS/image66.jpg
o

e;s

Kﬂmmg





OPS/image57.jpg
% ’
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image31.jpg





OPS/image59.jpg





OPS/image16.jpg





OPS/image65.jpg





OPS/image3.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image22.jpg
IS an opportunity that might never come AgaIn...=

REIANEY GIEE





OPS/image13.jpg
AV
Kelli Wolfe





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;

}
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