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Around 9 o’clock, Christi finally flopped
onto the couch. The Russo kids had both been handfuls, as usual,
but she'd marched them through dinner, homework, brushing teeth,
washing faces, and getting pajamas on. She'd read both boys a story
and then tucked them in. She spent the next hour methodically
working through some Calculus problems. Math was her weakest
subject; if she wanted to hit the ground running at college in the
fall, she knew she’d have to keep on top of it. The ability to
study in peace was really the second-best benefit of babysitting
for Mr. Russo.

The best? Mr. Russo had cable. And not just
any kind of cable; he had the kind that must’ve cost extra. At
home, Christi’s parents kept strict blocks on their very basic
package. And the internet? Forget it. Her every site visit was
scrutinized. She could hardly wait until Fall, when she’d get to be
out on her own in a dorm room, away from her Mom and Dad’s prying
eyes.

Christi never used Mr. Russo’s laptop (it
just seemed too private), but come 10 o’clock every Friday night,
she tuned in the cable for Skinemax’s weekly steamy movie. At five
minutes til, she checked that the kids indeed were asleep, then
shut herself in the den. She clicked the remote.

The title ‘Tempests Of Passion’ floated
across the screen in a haze of smoke and calligraphy. Christi
watched raptly as a busty blonde Amazonian of a woman slinked onto
the screen. She purred her lines to a hunky cop. He hung on her
every word and gazed at her gorgeous body with naked want.

Christi envied her. Even at 18, she still
felt as if she looked like a gawky teenager. No amount of makeup
would hide her freckles, and her naturally slim body didn’t seem to
want to put on many curves. Her butt was decently rounded from
soccer and track, but her barely B cup breasts paled in comparison
with the woman’s astounding cleavage.

But she forgot her anxieties as the hunky
uniformed cop grabbed the woman by the back of the neck and hauled
her into a rough kiss. She moaned as he groped her body.

Christi felt hot. She imagined herself in
that position, with the cop running his hands all over her, his hot
breath in her ear.

Soon the cop had the woman topless. Her large
pink nipples stood out like hard peaks from her full breasts.

Christi absently rubbed at
her own nipples. Through her cotton T-shirt, she felt her buds
harden. She pinched them, imagining her hands belonged to someone
else. A bolt of pleasure shot through her. She knew she shouldn’t
touch herself like this here, not after Mr. Russo had put his trust
in her - but she couldn’t help it. She savored these forbidden
moments.

On screen, the woman dropped to her knees in
front of the cop. He grabbed her hair and twisted it back. She
flashed him a wicked grin before she unbuckled his belt and lowered
his zipper.

Christi bit her lip. She craned her neck,
hoping to see more, even though the films never showed the man’s
penis. The picture cut to the woman’s head bobbing up and down.
Moans and soft sucking noises filled the den. She tried to imagine
what it would feel like to be kneeling before a man - especially
one as big and brawny as the cop was.

The man made noises of pleasure and moaned
the woman’s name. “Suck it good,” he told her.

Christi wet her lips. Experimentally she
placed two fingers at her mouth. She licked them slowly, using long
laps. It felt wet and soft. She imagined what it would feel like to
a man, to have his hard, hot cock in her mouth. She wondered
whether he’d look at her the same way.

The couple onscreen shifted. The woman laid
back on a desk and spread her legs open. She had a light thatch of
pubic hair. Her long fingers teased her mound through her lacy
panties.

Her skirt inched up her thighs. Christi’s wet
index finger traced the edge of her white cotton underwear.

The woman reached underneath the scrap of
lace.

Christi followed suit, reaching underneath.
Her wet fingers encountered an answering wetness. She dipped her
fingertips into it, coating them with her natural juices. Christi’s
breaths came fast as she slid them upward, tracing the sensitive
lips of her pussy. Higher still, and she found her clit. Just a
touch and her thighs trembled. She watched with heavy-lidded eyes
as the cop on screen slid his hands up the woman’s thighs. He
removed her panties and stepped between her legs. Christi groaned
along with the woman as the cop thrust his cock inside her. Jazz
music filtered over their coupling in an attempt to soften the
scene, but Christi couldn’t stop rubbing her clit at the way the
woman clawed the cop’s back, and how the muscles in the cop’s ass
clenched and released with every thrust.

The rolled over, and suddenly the woman was
on top. She pinched her nipples, moaned, and tossed her long mane
of hair as she rode.

Christi let her eyes shut. She imagined
herself in place of the woman, her pussy clenching around the man’s
hard cock.

“Hey, this is a good one,” a voice said.

In her mind’s eye, Christi flashed on an
image of Mr. Russo, her employer. She pictured him naked and spread
out on the table in the movie, imagined herself impaled on his
cock. Then her eyes widened. She sat bolt upright, yanked her hand
out of her panties, and fumbled for the remote. “Oh, gosh, Mr.
Russo. You’re home. I didn’t hear you come in. The kids are asleep
-” She clicked random buttons. The volume on the movie went up,
filling the dark den with moans.

“Christi. Don’t worry about it.” Mr. Russo
took the remote from her.

She froze. Even in the relative darkness, she
could make out his kind green eyes, dark hair, and well-muscled
chest. Christi had seen the weight machines in Mr. Russo’s
basement, and always stopped to wave if he passed her jogging.
She’d heard her father snort about their neighbor’s habits.
Privately, Christi thought he was just jealous. For an older man,
Mr. Russo was still in very good shape. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean
to - “

“You’re an adult now. You’re old enough to
watch whatever you want. This is a good one.” The leather couch let
out a whuff of air as he sat down beside her. “Did the kids
behave?”

Christi drew a breath. Maybe it had been so
dark, he hadn’t seen what she’d been doing? That had to be it. “A
little rowdy, but nothing I couldn’t handle. We had pizza for
dinner.” She tried to relax. Except that they usually shared these
pleasantries as Mr. Russo was paying her and walking her out to her
car. “You’re home, um, early.”

“Yeah. Bad date. You know how those can be,”
he said, flashing her a rueful smile.

Christi didn’t, actually. Her parents had
never allowed her to date. “Right.” On the television, the woman
and man shared steamy kisses as he fondled her breasts. “Was she
pretty?” she blurted. She blushed. “Sorry. I know that’s
personal.”

“No, don’t be.” Mr. Russo looked at her. He
raised an eyebrow. “She was all right. Good-looking. Seems like
women you meet online either look better than or nothing like their
pictures.” He leaned over and dropped his voice to a whisper.
“Don’t tell the neighborhood I’m reduced to online personal ads.
It’d ruin my reputation.”

Christi shook her head. “I won’t.” Mr. Russo
had a reputation? “I don’t think it’d matter anyway. Lots of people
date online.”

“Oh? Do you, Christi?”

“Me?” A lie stood on the tip of her tongue.
But here in the quiet of the den, it seemed okay to admit.
“No.”

“Ah, you’re too busy hitting on guys in your
classes, huh?”

She shook her head. Christi hoped he couldn’t
see how red her face was. “No.”

Mr. Russo shifted on the couch. “Really? You
make your boyfriends do all the work?”

“Mr. Russo,” she laughed, rolling her eyes.
“No. I don’t have boyfriends.”

“No? A gorgeous girl like you? I don’t
believe that.” He shifted again.

He felt very close. Christi could smell just
a hint of his cologne. Mr. Russo thought she was gorgeous? “I’m
not, um. Gorgeous.”

“Are you kidding me? I thought you were a
good-looking girl when you first started babysitting for the boys.
And you’ve only blossomed since then. You’re a very sexy young
woman, Christi.”

“Thanks,” she said softly. She felt very
aware of her hard nipples pressing through her bra and thin cotton
t-shirt, and of the wetness between her legs and the space between
their bodies. She breathed a sigh of relief as the love scene on
the TV concluded.

“...I hope that doesn’t make me seem like a
dirty old man.”

“No, Mr. Russo. You’re - you’re fine.” She
tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

He nodded. “We’re both adults here.”

“Yeah.” Christi nodded along. She was, after
all. Even if it didn’t often feel like it yet.

“So you should call me Mark,” he said.

“Okay. Mark,” she added shyly.

“So, Christi. It’s early. What say we spend a
little time together, hm? Just you and me?” Mr. Russo’s eyes
twinkled.

“What do you mean?” she asked. Her voice
trembled.

Mr. Russo shrugged one shoulder. “Well.
You’re here. I’m here. We’re both adults. We’re both single. We’ve
got a comfortable couch. A romantic movie...” He leaned towards her
and crooked his finger, beckoning her closer.

Christi leaned in close. Mr. Russo - Mark -
smelled faintly of wine.

“And I wouldn’t mind finishing what you
started a few minutes ago,” he whispered.

Christi’s heart skipped a beat. Her throat
was dry. She swallowed. “Mr. Russo, um, I can explain - “

But he cut her off by pressing his finger to
her lips. “Shh,” he said, and sealed the distance between them with
a kiss.

Christi made a plaintive noise into Mr.
Russo’s mouth. His lips were as hot as his breath. He tasted of
wine and mint, and something else indefinable and compelling. He
held the kiss as he pressed her into the back of the couch. For a
moment she let herself be carried away by the surge of feeling.
She’d been kissed before, but only once at camp. That hadn’t been
like this. This wasn’t some boy fumbling. This was a man. His hand
stroked her knee, then slid up her thigh. It felt big and warm
against her bare skin. She broke off for a breath. “Mr. Russo, what
are you...”

That big, warm hand traced its way up her
inner thigh. In just her skirt and panties, she felt nearly naked.
He smiled down her as he caressed her skin. “You’re very beautiful,
Christi. I can’t believe all the boys at school wouldn’t go wild
over you.”

“Oh. But they don’t.” Christi tried to switch
gears. She felt confused. Mr. Russo was nearly as old as her
father! This had to be wrong. She’d known the family for years, had
remembered trick-or-treating at their house. But that had been
years ago, part of her whispered. And besides, it said, he kissed
you first. “Mr. Russo, I’m not sure - “

“Call me Mark.” His fingers flirted with the
edge of her skirt.

He’d only have to pull it up to see her
panties, she thought. “Mark. I don’t know if this is right. I mean.
I haven’t actually... I’m not...” Her eyes caught the flicker of
the TV and the woman on screen. It seemed as if only moments had
passed since the last sex scene, but she already rolled around with
a half-naked man in satin sheets.

“Hey, hey, shh.” Mr. Russo - Mark - brushed
her hair back from her face. He pressed a slow kiss to the corner
of her trembling lips. “Christi, I’m not suggesting you do anything
you’re not comfortable with. But I thought...” He reached
underneath the skirt, caressing her inner thigh as he went.

Christi tensed. She instinctively grabbed for
his wrist to stop him. Except when she wrapped her hands around his
powerful forearm, she didn’t push him away. Her chest rose and fell
quickly.

“Since we’re both adults here. We might as
well enjoy each other’s company. Enjoy each other’s pleasure. Make
each other feel good,” he whispered in her ear. Mr. Russo kissed
her earlobe.

Christi’s eyes fell shut as she felt the
blunt pressure of his teeth graze her ear. His hot lips trailed
down, kissing the curve of her neck, her collarbone, her chest. She
let out a pained whimper as his kisses trailed down over her
t-shirt and settled on her breast. Through the thin cotton
material, he found her nipple with the edge of his teeth. He teased
it. Christi released her hold on his wrist and grabbed a handful of
his hair. She pulled his head away from her breast. Her chest
heaved. Her heart pounded.

Mr. Russo’s freed fingers found the spreading
circle of wetness in the center of her cotton panties.

“Ha - ah, oh,” Christi moaned. “Mr. Russo -
“

“Mark,” he gently corrected her. “Does that
feel good, Christi? Me touching you?”

Christi held Mr. Russo’s hair like a
lifeline. His warm fingertips traced her mound through her panties.
It did feel good. So good. But it was wrong. Wasn’t it? She wasn’t
one of those easy girls. “Yes, but... We shouldn’t be doing
this.”

“Why not? We’re just having a little
fun.”

She sucked in a breath as Mr. Russo tugged
the edge of her panties aside. Underneath the skirt, she felt his
fingers dip into the wetness gathered at the mouth of her pussy.
Christi gripped his hair hard. His fingers explored her delicate
folds, massaging and tickling every inch. Her legs shook. She
clenched her teeth together.

Finally, his fingers slid to the apex of her
sex, and fireworks went off behind Christi’s closed eyelids. She
cried out and held on and moaned as he played her eager clit like
an instrument. His quick, clever fingers thrummed against her hot
button, coaxing out shivers of intense pleasure.

“That’s my good little girl,” Mark whispered.
He kissed her with passion. His opened his mouth and let his tongue
trace her lips.

She followed his lead, letting her tongue
slip against his. Their kisses turned hot, wet, savage.

He broke off. “So sweet, Christi. Let me show
you something else.”

 

Christi moaned as Mark shifted away from her.
Then she felt herself being guided down so that she lay flat on the
couch on her back. She propped herself up on her elbows.

Mark knelt between her thighs. He wore a
mysterious smile.

Christi swallowed.

“I’m going to lick your pussy. Okay?”

Before Christi fully processed the request,
he’d tugged off her panties. She obediently lifted her feet to let
him slide them off. Her skirt flipped up, exposing her
lightly-haired mound to the older man’s eyes.

“Beautiful,” Mark breathed, and then buried
his face between her thighs.

Christi squealed at the electric touch of
Mark’s tongue on her clit. He circled her sensitive nub, softly at
first and then with an increasing speed and pressure that made her
grab at the couch upholstery. She became aware of a keening noise
coming from her. She pressed her palm over her mouth to stifle the
sound.

But that only seemed to embolden Mark. His
tongue swirled on her clit. And as he delved lower, sucking and
slurping on her sensitive pussy lips, he brought a finger up to
continue driving her horny clit crazy. Finally his tongue pointed
and slipped inside her.

He’s inside my
pussy, Christi thought. And she yelped as
he replaced his tongue with a single long finger. “Mark!” she
cried.

“Shh, Christi, shh. You’re doing so well. You
have such a sexy little pussy. Look at the way it squeezes around
my finger. Do you want another one?”

“Another - wha - “ Christi felt her pussy
contract around the second finger Mark slipped inside her. His hot
tongue circled her clit as he slowly began to pump his fingers in
and out of her slit. Her juices made wet sounds as he went deeper
and deeper. She shuddered as his fingers went further in than she
would’ve thought possible.

Mark leaned back from her pussy. He kept his
fingers inside her and flicked her sensitive clit lightly with his
thumb. “Are you a virgin, Christie?” He licked his slick lips.

They were wet because he’d been licking her,
she thought. She felt wild and desperate and as if she would scream
if the pleasure building within her didn’t continue. She nodded her
head.

“Have you ever put anything in your pussy
before?” Mark whispered.

Christi grunted at a savage thrust of his
fingers. She wanted more, faster. She grabbed the couch cushions
and rode Mark’s probing fingers.

“Christi, I asked you a question. Have you
ever put anything in your pussy?”

“A. A hairbrush,” she moaned. “The
handle.”

“Ohh. Naughty girl.” Mark nodded. “Did you
make yourself come fucking your hairbrush?”

Come? She shook her head. “I just... put it
in. To see what it would feel like.”

“What did it feel like?” Mark withdrew his
hand from her pussy.

Had she made him angry? Christi thought she’d
better answer. “It was... full. It hurt a little, at first, but
every time after it felt better. Good.”

Mark pulled his shirt off over his head. A
light trail of dark hair traced from his muscled chest down his
lean abs and into his slacks. He unbuckled his belt and opened his
slacks.

“What - what are you doing?” Christi
asked.

“Getting more comfortable. Why don’t you take
off your shirt, Christi? Let me see those gorgeous breasts.”

Desires warred within her. “I’m - they’re not
- can you put your fingers in me again?” she finished.

“I’ll do better than that,” Mark promised. He
stripped down to his grey boxers, revealing equally muscular
thighs.

Christi leaned up and pulled her shirt off
overhead. She dropped it next to her on the floor. Her cotton bra
gave her B cups a little bit of extra lift. But when she opened the
front clasp and let Mark see her pink, pebble-hard nipples, he
sucked in a breath. And she realized the funny shape that pushed
against the front of his boxers - was his erect cock.

“Perfect,” Mark said, and shifted to lie over
her.

“Wait,” she said. But he lowered his lips to
her left nipple. His fingers slipped back into her pussy.

Christi grabbed Mark’s hair. But then she let
her hands trail down his powerful shoulders, his back. God, he was
so big! She felt very small underneath him. And his tongue and
teeth worried her at left nipple as he thrust his big fingers in
and out of her pussy. She guided his mouth to her other nipple and
raised her hips to meet his fingers.

As he shifted, his cock brushed her legs
through his boxers.

A moan made Christi glance
at the TV. The woman grasped the satin sheets on all fours as her
lover’s hips pistoned into hers from behind. He was fucking her, Christi thought,
and a bolt of jealousy struck her. She imagined herself on all
fours, Mr. Russo - Mark - fucking her. Fucking her pussy, she
thought. “Fuck me,” she blurted.

Mark pulled back. His dark eyes gazed into
hers.

Christi opened her mouth to take it back.

Before she could, he kissed her lips hard,
pressing her back into the couch. In a scramble of hands and
clothes, Christi found herself completely naked and lying with her
thighs spread open in front of Mark... and his very big-looking
cock.

It jutted proudly from between his muscular
thighs, and looked near painfully swollen.

Christi doubted she could take it all. She
had to be so small in comparison to a cock that big. She hesitated.
“Mark?” she asked.

“Daddy,” he said.

Christi frowned. “M - “

“Say ‘fuck my little pussy, Daddy,’” he told
her.

As she watched, he took his big cock in his
fist and stroked the length of it. His tool looked even bigger and
harder now. Christi gulped. Could she do this? Could she really let
Mr. Russo have sex with her?

His lip curled.

“Fuck my little pussy, Daddy,” Christi
whispered.

Mark leaned over. He kissed her lips sweetly.
“That’s a good girl.”

A blunt pressure found her wet opening.
Christi moaned into Mark’s mouth as she felt an incredible
pressure. Oh, no, she’d been right - he was far too big for her to
handle! His big cock spread her wide open. She braced her palms
against his chest. Her legs shook with the intensity as he sank
inside her all the way to the hilt. “Oh, fuck,” Christi cried out
as he broke the kiss. “Mr. Russo, I can’t - “ she began.

“Shh,” he said. “You’re doing so well,
Christi. So well,” he purred.

Christi felt him slide all the way into her.
She felt fuller than she ever had before. “Please,” she started,
and that’s when he pulled nearly all the way out and thrust back
in. Christi’s mouth dropped open in a wordless shout. There was
pressure, yes, but pleasure eclipsed that fullness and made it
amazing. Her pussy clenched down on his big dick as it drove into
her.

“That’s it, Christi. So good. So beautiful,
such a fucking beautiful little cunt,” Mark groaned as he sped his
thrusts. “Can’t believe it’s wrapped around my dick.”

“Yes,” she gasped. Christi’s legs kicked up
into the air as he bottomed out in her pussy. She grabbed her
ankles to keep from kicking him in the back, inadvertently
spreading herself open even further for her fucking.

Mark’s lip curled. He snarled as he fucked
her. “So fucking hot,” he said, and grabbed her by the shoulders,
pulling her slim body onto his cock.

Then, it must not’ve been enough, because he
shifted position, sitting up and pulling Christi down on top of
him. She sat in his lap and blinked at him for a moment, her mouth
as wide as her eyes. He felt even deeper than before.

Mark gave her ass a light slap. “You want it?
Take my cock, Christi.”

She did as directed. It took her a minute to
get her feet underneath her so that she could bounce her pussy up
and down on his pole. In this position, he seemed to hit deeper,
harder, faster. He grabbed breasts and held her in place as he
thrust into her pussy from below. Christi just hung on through his
savage thrusts. As his pace quickened even further, she felt the
pressure in her pussy build and build. She didn’t want to stop, but
at the same time she felt she might have to. She felt like she
needed the bathroom in one moment, and the next like she never
wanted Mark to stop fucking her!  “Mark -” she began.

He looked up at her, eyes heavy-lidded with
lust.

Christi’s gaze locked with his. Mark was
fucking her. Mr. Russo was fucking her! She moaned aloud and
thought of what he’d asked her to say - “Fuck my little pussy,
Daddy!” she cried.

Mr. Russo growled and pounded his cock up
into her quivering pussy. Christi held on and squealed. She felt
she might explode. Her pussy tightened. She dug her fingernails
into Mark’s arms - and stars burst behind her eyelids as her
muscles clamped down on that big pumping prick. She felt tears leak
from the corners of her eyes as the orgasm rocked her from head to
toe. “Ohh, fuuuuck...” she cried as the shivers and shocks of
climax just kept coming.

“Yes, Christi, come on me, come, come,
come...” Mark urged her on.

Suddenly she felt the world turn upside down.
Mark tossed her onto the couch on her back. He gripped his wet and
throbbing cock in his fist and aimed it over Christi’s naked body.
His expression twisted into a snarl. “Ahh - ahh!”

As she watched, Mark’s balls twitched and the
tip of his cock fired shot after shot of hot, white cream onto
Christi’s chest. It coated her breasts and dripped onto her
stomach. She dipped a fingertip into the cream and tasted it. She
couldn’t place the flavor, but it had a certain tang to it. Not
bad, she decided.

Mark dropped back onto his knees. He held his
cock in one hand and Christi’s leg in the other as he gasped for
breath. After a long moment he picked his undershirt up off the
floor and attempted to mop up the cream on Christi’s chest. “Sorry.
Here. Let me... help you.” He ducked his head as he tried to clean
her.

Was that... was he ashamed? She grabbed
Mark’s wrist and got him to meet her eyes. Christi offered him a
tentative smile.

Mark returned it. He laughed, if a bit
awkwardly.

So did she.

Then they were laughing together, until
finally the pair just shared a smile.

“So...” Mark started, naked and sweaty as
she’d ever seen him. “Christi. What are your plans next Friday
night?”

“I think I’m babysitting,” Christi said. She
wondered what it would be like to suck Mark’s cock.
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 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

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

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

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

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

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

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

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



