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Summary

The bullshit had gotten completely out of hand.

Sean and Vick have had it. Ever since the trio of sorority girls moved in at the beginning of the summer, they’ve been a perpetual pain in the ass. Loud, drunken parties last until dawn, somehow their trash always ends up in Sean and Vicki's yard, and music blares out of the house at all hours even when none of the girls are at home.

When Sean and Vicki wake up to a yard and pool full of bottles and broken glass, they finally hit their fuck it limit. It’s time to put a stop to the girls’ crap once and for all, and Vicki knows just how to do it. She has a brilliant plan to get even while teaching the girls a lesson they'll never forget - and she's going to immortalize the whole thing on video.
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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.”

*          *          *

Vicki had already left for work when Sean came off his shift the next morning, and he was still sleeping soundly when she returned home that afternoon. She let him sleep while she changed into comfy pajamas and finished up dinner—a chipotle pork roast and seasoned new potatoes combination that was one of his favorites. Poor guy was usually wiped and ravenous after a shift, and she secretly enjoyed taking care of him. She smiled fondly as she thought of him asleep, the worry soothed from his face and his thick, black hair all mussy. She’d wake him up in the nicest possible way half an hour or so before dinner was ready.

The more she had thought about it over the last two days the more she liked Sean’s idea. While he might have said it as a joke, her roommate was enough of a hottie that she thought they might actually have a shot at pulling it off. A slim chance, to be sure, but a chance. And for the potential fun they could have it was definitely worth making the effort.

When the timer on the microwave dinged she turned it off and padded to Sean’s room. Vicki crept through his door into perfect darkness, the windows blacked out with aluminum foil so Sean could sleep during the day, and followed the long-memorized path to his bed. Gingerly she tugged the covers back and eased herself in beside him so as not to wake him. A cautious probe with her fingertips revealed that he was naked as she had hoped, and an inch at a time she slid her way down his body until his cock was right in front of her. He always took a long shower when he got in from a shift, so he smelled of fresh soap and the spicy body spray he used with just a hint of his own natural male scent under it—but that hint was enough to have her loose and slippery in moments. 

With practiced ease she took him into her mouth, slowly, so very slowly, letting her wet heat envelop him. It drove him wild when she did this, and she knew that he’d give as good as he got later on. Her tongue slid lightly against him, the tip lingering on the spots she knew were most sensitive along the bottom of his shaft and the base of the head, until his pliant flesh twitched inside her and slowly began to pulse and swell. She loved his hardness, his salty tang in her mouth, the ridges of his maleness gliding against the top of her tongue, loved most of all the power of being able to bring him to his knees through the pleasure she gave him this way.

When he was fully erect she took his balls in her fingertips and began to massage them as she worked her mouth along his length, wetted lips keeping up a suction on his skin. Sean stirred with a muted groan and shifted his hips, thrusting himself at her in his sleep, and she had to smother a giggle. He was so easy this way. Not that she had any room to talk—more than once she had woken up in the throes of a screaming orgasm to find Sean between her legs, a smug grin plastered on his face.

He moaned again, his cock trembling a little, and the first salty taste of his pre-cum hit her tongue. With a moan of her own Vicki pushed herself down on him until his head touched the back of her throat, working him in and out of her mouth in slow, deep strokes. Big hands dug under the blanket, found her head and buried thick fingers in her hair. She let him take over, let him control the pace even as she felt his balls tightening with his impending release, only using her tongue to help him along. His arms locked, hands holding her firmly to him as his cum boiled into the back of her throat, then with a deep sigh he released her and sank limply back into the mattress.

“That beats the hell out of an alarm clock,” he panted.

She laughed and slid up his body to snuggle into his warmth. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. Dinner is ready.”

“You cooked, too?” 

“And if you’re a very good boy you can have me for dessert.”

He hugged her briefly, releasing her all too soon. However little she wanted to admit it even to herself Sean had hooked her, and before long they were going to have to revisit her no dating policy. But first they had other things to take care of, and she really didn’t mind sharing him in a good cause. Especially if that cause involved paybacks.

She hopped out of bed and opened the door. “Come on. I’ll have dinner on the table by the time you’re dressed.”

As he wolfed down one helping and started on a second she filled him in.

“While you were otherwise occupied I did some checking up.” Her job at the bursar’s office at the university gave her access to all kinds of information on the students. “The older girl—the blonde—is Lesley. She’s a grad student in the Art department. One of the brunettes is her sister Erin. She’s a junior—psych major. The other brunette is Melinda. She’s a senior getting a BFA, and the work-study girls in the registrar’s office tell me that her older sister is Lesley’s best friend in the sorority, and that’s how she ended up as her roommate.”

“How cozy.”

She grinned. “My sources also say that Melinda has a scorching crush on Lesley.”

“Hot. Unfortunately, while it’s all interesting, I don’t see how any of that gets us anywhere.”

“Me either,” she had to agree. “We’ll just have to wait and see what comes up.”

The heat in his eyes made her insides quiver. “Oh, I don’t think you’ll be waiting long to see what comes up. I’m ready for my dessert.”

She squealed in mock indignation as he scooped her up and slung her over his shoulder to carry her back to his bed, but her body had throbbed all through dinner in anticipation of what was to come. Sean always repaid her sexual favors with interest.

Two weeks passed before she got the opportunity she had been waiting for. When she left the house to go to work one morning the sound of muffled cursing from next door caught her attention and she caught sight of a brunette girl—Erin, she guessed—under the open hood of a shiny new Mustang. Ignoring her instincts to leave the spoiled little snot to figure out her own problems, Vicki paused.

“Everything okay?” she called out.

The girl peered up at her. A little frown creased her forehead and she was gnawing her lower lip in agitation. “It won’t start and I’m about to be late for class.”

Gears whirled in Vicki’s mind. She could gloat, or she could try to turn the situation to her advantage. “It’s probably the battery,” she said. “Hang on a sec. Sean put cables in the trunk; I’ll give you a boost.”

Five minutes later the Mustang purred to life, and as Vicki unhooked the cables from their batteries her neighbor walked up and stuck out a perfectly manicured hand.

“Thanks. You’re a lifesaver. I’m Erin.”

“Vicki.”

“I’ve seen you around somewhere at school.”

“I work over in the bursar’s office.”

“Oh, yeah, that’s it. Well, thanks again. I’ve got to run—see you!”

Vicki watched her drive away with a small sense of satisfaction. She had wedged a crack in the door; now she just had to give it a good, hard shove or two.

Saturday the week after that Vicki stretched out by the pool to soak in the late morning sunlight. Sean had gone out to run errands, leaving her at loose ends until later, but she didn’t mind a little quiet time alone to herself. It had been a hectic week at the office, and she figured she had earned some peace and relaxation in the sun.

Next door someone took a hammer to the fence, the pounding echoing loudly between the houses.

“You have got to be kidding me,” Vicki groaned.

Silence returned, but just as she settled back into her chair something hit the fence with a loud thunk. Vicki took a deep breath and managed not to scream. A couple of hours of quiet; that was all she had wanted. Thunk. And she obviously wasn’t going to get it. Thunk. With a long-suffering sigh she went over to the ladder on the pool and climbed to the top so she could see over the fence.

Erin stood in the adjacent backyard wearing a disheveled black lace dress, a trio of metallic red darts gleaming wickedly in one hand. Thunk. Vicki’s eyes followed the bright blur to a spot on the fence where the picture of an attractive guy in his early twenties had been nailed to the boards. Thunk. A second dart sank quivering into his right eye. Ouch. Apparently somebody had screwed up big time. Thunk. This one landed dead center in the left eye.

Darts gone, Erin wobbled over to a table on her patio and took a long swig of clear liquid from a bottle. Vicki recognized the label. Ugh. Whipped cream flavored vodka at ten in the morning. The girl was going to be passed out or puking by lunchtime.

“He must have really pissed you off,” Vicki said, pitching her voice to carry.

Bleary eyes red-rimmed from crying and lack of sleep blinked up at her. “Men suck.”

“You won’t get any argument from me.”

Erin retrieved her darts and headed back to her bottle for another swig. Thunk. Another eye poked out.

“Remind me not to piss you off.”

Thunk. “I’ve ranked in the top of my league for the last two years.” Thunk.

“I can believe it.” Vicki winced as Erin threw back another slug of vodka. “Listen, why don’t you come over and tell me what happened? I’ve got a fresh pot of coffee—that vodka can’t be doing you any good this early in the morning—and we can sit out by the pool and talk trash about men.”

Eyes blinked quizzically at her. “Really? Okay.”

A few minutes later Vicki had her installed in a lounge chair by the pool with a steaming cup of coffee. The girl took a sip and slumped into her chair.

“Thanks.”

“Sure. Now, what did Mr. Wonderful do that got you so worked up?”

“My boyfriend. Last night I walked in on him in bed with two of the Little Sisters from his frat.”

“Yeah,” Vicki sighed. “That’ll do it.”

“He didn’t so much as have the decency to act embarrassed or anything. Bastard just smirked and told me I ought to join them.”

“Sounds like a real award winner.”

“I just don’t understand why he would do that. I mean, is there something wrong with me?”

“He’s a guy, Erin. Asking why they do stuff like that is like asking why the sun comes up. They just do, that’s all. It doesn’t make it right, and it doesn’t mean there’s anything wrong with you.”

“I guess so.”

Vicki sat up, eyes bright with a sudden thought. “What you need is a rebound guy.”

“Huh?”

“Find some smoking hot guy who’s better looking than your ex to have a fling with—and make sure your ex finds out. Nothing pisses a guy off more than punching him right in his ego.”

That earned a smile. “I like the sound of that. Now I just have to find the guy.”

“You really need someone like Sean.”

“Sean?”

“My boyfriend.” Saying it gave her a delicious little thrill that she’d have to examine more carefully later. “The guy I live with. You’ve seen him—dark hair, big puppy dog eyes, totally ripped. And a freakin’ tiger in bed.”

Erin’s eyes went wide. “Oh, wow, the guy practically oozes sex. He’s so not my type, but I’d be all over that in a heartbeat.”

“Not your type?”

The younger girl giggled. “He’s a fireman or something ,right? A little too blue collar for me. I mean, I can just imagine Daddy’s face if I brought him home. He and Mom would have a conniption fit because he wasn’t getting a degree in law or business or something.”

“I see. But you have to admit that a stud like Sean would make for great payback on your ex, even if you didn’t intend to take him home to meet your parents.”

“I’d definitely let the jerk know I was getting laid by a real man for a change.”

“Exactly. Not to mention you’d get to have great rebound sex.”

“Oh, yeah. I could sure use some of that.”

“Now you just need to find the right guy.”

“Yeah,” the girl sighed mournfully. “There just aren’t a lot of guys like that in the frats.”

“Well keep your eyes open. You’ll find one.”

As Vicki watched the wheels turning in the younger woman’s eyes she had to fight back a giggle. She had baited the hook. Now with Sean’s help she’d set it.

When he got back home that afternoon Vicki was in the pool waiting for him wearing a mint green bikini that was practically all imagination. The way his eyes widened and then went all dark and smoldering when he saw her sent tingles zooming through her center to her clit and left her aching with anticipation.

“Hey,” she called out. “How was your day?”

A lazy grin showed off his dimple. “It just got a lot better.”

“Mmm. It’s a little cool in here. Why don’t you come in and warm me up?”

“You certainly don’t look cold.”

“Oh?” She pointed to her stiff nipples, clearly visible through her bikini.

Breath hissed between his teeth. “Who am I to argue?” he asked, his voice husky with desire as he stripped off his clothes.

When he slid into the water Vicki pushed off from the side of the pool towards him and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling herself up until her mouth was by his ear. She gave it a quick lick then whispered, “We have an audience, big guy. Make this one good.”

“Whatever you say, babe,” he murmured.

Soft lips fastened onto the skin of her neck, the tip of his tongue tickling in the hollow behind her jaw. With a moan she let herself drift upwards in the water until she could wrap her legs around his hips and pull herself into him. Everything felt so much more intense in the water, every nerve alive and reacting as skin slid against skin. Sean was already hard, the steel of his erection an insistent pressure on her body where she molded into him, and her pussy trembled with desperate longing to have him inside of her. Oddly enough, knowing that Erin was watching them through the fence sent her excitement soaring to new levels, made her wild to have Sean take her hard and deep until the other girl dripped just from looking on.

Lips devoured her while deft fingers at her back untied her bikini top and tossed it aside so that her sensitive, bare nipples dragged across his skin with every movement. Deep below her belly heat exploded with an intensity that ripped her breath away and a low, demanding throb awakened between her legs. Could he feel her throbbing against his cock? It felt as though her whole body was a drum for her pulse to beat on. Big, strong hands skimmed down her sides to grasp her hips and move her against the length of his shaft.

“You warming up yet?” he growled. “I hear friction creates heat.”

As his cock rubbed against her clit through her bikini bottoms she gasped and clung to him while her muscles locked and a low mewl of pleasure crawled from her lips. Sean’s mouth left her neck to nuzzle against her ear.

“Damn, babe, you’re not just putting on a show, are you?”

She didn’t answer, instead turning her head to find his lips, greedy for more of him, for more sensation. His tongue slithered hot against hers and she clutched him as though she might drown if she lost her grip. Really, though, she was already drowning in him, adrift and floundering as pleasure rampaged through her body and her need for him swelled until it overwhelmed every other thought.

Frustration tore through her like a knife when he stopped, but it was only so he could work a hand between them and pull aside the crotch of her bikini. Deft fingers probed into her slick folds, teasing briefly against the hard knob of her clit before diving into her. Her head flew back and she cried out as two fingers pushed deep inside to scissor against her pulsing walls, fingertips brushing there just so. Sean was incredible, knew exactly where and how to touch her to wring every possible ounce of pleasure out of her. Hips rocked, her pelvis grinding against his hand sandwiched between them. The pressure on her clit almost pushed her over the edge, and she moaned against his tongue even as his kiss deepened.

“Not yet,” he breathed against her. “Not yet, babe. Hold on for me.”

Fingers fumbled between them, below her, and suddenly the heat of his cock glided against her bare skin, no longer held back by Sean’s boxers. Shivering and moaning, she let herself slowly drop in the water until his entire length had run between her legs and her clit nestled against the base of his shaft. She hung there suspended, still throbbing, her mouth pressed against Sean’s chest so that she could feel his heart softly beating, his skin smooth and slightly salty against her tongue.

Hard, smooth muscles rippled under skin like bronze satin as he lifted her up again to position her hips over his waiting manhood. His hungry mouth claimed her first, his tongue roughly invading her mouth to take her even as he lowered her onto his cock, the head nudging its way surely into her waiting heat. Breath caught as he entered her and she stretched to fit him, suspended somewhere in a blissful state between pleasure and not-quite-pain. She wanted it to go on forever and Sean must have known somehow because he drew it out, easing her down with an agonizing slowness until her lungs screamed for her to take a breath.

No sooner had she managed to suck in a gasp of air than her clit ground against Sean’s pubic bone and all the oxygen fled her lungs again in a sharp cry. He seemed huge inside of her, and her muscles spasmed and squeezed down on him even further. Sean shook lightly against her, his whole body quivering from pent-up desire as he began to rock her up and down on his shaft. With every motion he made inside of her slow pulses of warmth radiated out from the depths of her pussy to fill the swelling tightness of her breasts and the aching knot at her root. The rhythmic echoes of her moans off the fence were the only way that she knew she was still breathing as burning need consumed the rational parts of her mind.

Sean thrust, and in one bright instant the tension in her strained unbearably tight—and broke into a million slivers of pure ecstasy which seared through her veins as her moans became a drawn out cry that left her limp and shaking. She came to herself with Sean’s arms wrapped tightly around her, holding her up from the water.

“Oh, damn,” she panted, wrapping her arms around his neck to take some of her own weight. “That was… something else.” Her eyes widened in alarm. “Did you even get to finish?”

His soft chuckle reassured her. “Yeah, right about the same time you did.” He gave her a final squeeze as she unwrapped her legs and drifted back into the water beside him. “So what was this all about?”

She had completely forgotten about their voyeur in the next yard. “Oh,” she replied with a sly little smile, “I think you’ll find out in the next couple of days.”

The bait was on the hook now, and all that was left to do was let it dangle in the water for a while, until a certain little fish came in for a nibble.

*          *          *

Sean glided slowly through a patch of sunlight that sent shimmering reflections through the pool like a thousand tiny mirrors. Just as his lungs began to protest he twisted, shot up and broke the surface, water droplets arcing in a glittering rainbow as he threw his head back. When he pulled himself up the pool ladder he noticed a face watching him over the fence—a very pretty face with wide green eyes framed by light brown hair that fell in loose waves around slender shoulders.

“Hello,” he ventured.

Her smile came out, flickering for a moment like the sun teasing behind a cloud before turning on him full force.

“Hi. You’re Sean, right?”

“That’s right.”

“I’m Erin. Vicki told me all about you. She’s lucky to have a boyfriend like you.”

What the hell? “Really?”

“Yeah. I was kind of having a bad day last Saturday and she talked me down. So you’re off today, huh?”

“And tomorrow.”

“Oh. Do you know if Vicki’s going to be around?”

He raised an eyebrow. What in hell was going on here? “No. Actually she’s supposed to spend the day at her mom’s.”

Erin brushed a loose strand of hair back from her face and nibbled the corner of her lower lip with perfect, white teeth. “That’s too bad. I was going to ask her if she wanted to go shopping and hang out for a while.”

“I’ll be sure and tell her you asked about her.”

“Nah, it’s cool. I’ll catch her next weekend.” She ducked her head with a shy smile and peeked back at him through her thick lashes. “It was nice to meet you, Sean. I’ll see you around.”

Her head disappeared behind the fence and Sean let out a long breath, then after a minute he wrapped himself in a towel and stalked inside. Picking up his cell phone he punched in a number and waited for it to ring.

“So. Why is Erin from next door asking about you, and why does she think I’m your boyfriend? And why did I tell her you were going to be at your mom’s when your mom lives three states away?”

Peals of wicked laughter was the only response he got for a long time.

Mid-morning the next day Sean was at his computer working his way through a third cup of coffee and the latest sports news when the doorbell rang. He smiled as he sipped from his cup; it didn’t take a psychic to guess who it was. Sure enough, when he opened the door Erin stood there waiting for him in a tiny denim miniskirt and a cropped, emerald tank top that made her clear, green eyes practically glow. His gaze slowly traveled down miles of perfect, tanned legs and back up again to linger over perky, round tits before meeting her eyes. Damn, but she was a hot little thing.

“Morning,” he drawled, leaning against the door frame. He wore a pair of black sweatpants and a tight, gray t-shirt with the fire department logo because Vicki had told him that whenever he wore it all she could think about was taking it off of him. With any luck it would have the same effect on Erin. A smirk fought its way to his lips as her eyes wandered along his arms, down his chest, and then got lost somewhere around his midsection where his sweats outlined the bulge of his cock.

“See something you like?”

Eyes darted back up to his and she gulped, the tip of her pink tongue darting out to run nervously along her lips.

“Um, I guess I missed Vicki, huh?”

“Sorry. She’s long gone. Took off a couple of hours ago.”

“Oh.”

“Is there anything I can help you with?”

“Well…” She gulped again, took a deep breath, and tossed her hair back. “Could we talk inside for a minute?”

Without a word he turned aside and gestured for her to go in. As she brushed past him his cock gave an insistent twitch; that sweet little ass in that tight little skirt was enough to drive any man to the brink, and the rest of her looked every bit as luscious. He intended to verify that for himself in the very near future, up close and personal.

“So, what’s up?”

Even now, standing in his living room with pebble-hard nipples straining under her tank top, she dithered. Was she having second thoughts because she was nervous, or maybe her conscience was nagging her because she thought he was Vicki’s boyfriend? It didn’t matter either way; he already knew she was going to push through it. It was there in her eyes.

“I’ve got a boyfriend problem,” she said, and slowly walked towards him. “See, I caught him cheating on me and I’d really like to one-up him.” Her hand reached out, brushed tentatively against his chest. “If I could find a totally hot and sexy guy—a real man, not an overgrown boy like my ex—I’d show him just what an idiot my ex was.” Fingers traced along his pecs, down his stomach and stopped just short of Sean’s swelling groin. “I’d be willing to let him do just about anything he wanted to me.”

The muscles in his stomach tightened as her fingertips grazed lightly along his straining rod, and she smiled as she felt it jerk against her in response. “Seems like he’s in favor of the idea. Let’s see if I can convince the rest of you.”

Erin whipped her tank top over her head and tossed it onto the sofa, leaving her firm little tits bare. They were just as perfect as he had imagined with tight, creamy skin that made his mouth water; he wanted to taste and lick every bit of them, to suck and nibble those pink nipples until she couldn’t stand the sweet torture of it any longer and begged him to stop. While his attention was focused on them she loosened her skirt and worked it over her hips to let it fall at her feet. No panties, either. With a look of tense anticipation in her eyes the girl stood there utterly naked in his living room like some kind of gift from the gods.

Or rather from Vicki.

He gave her one last chance. “What about Vicki?”

Erin wrapped her arms around his neck and leaned into him, bathing him in an intoxicating mix of honeysuckle and spice. “She doesn’t need to know, does she? It’s not like I want to take you away from her or anything; I just want to borrow you for a while.” She giggled. “Besides, she sort of suggested it.”

“Did she?”

“Yeah. She bragged about how awesome you are in bed. Then yesterday,” she continued, grinding her pelvis deliberately against his hard-on, “I saw you two in the pool. That was so hot, and if you could do that to her… Any woman would want that, Sean.”

He slid his fingers into her hair to tug her head back so he could look down into her eyes. “Are you sure that’s what you want? I’m not one of your pretty little frat boys, and I’m not going to treat you like a fragile flower or something. If you want to play this game, you’re going to play it by my rules.”

“Make me come the way Vicki did in the pool yesterday, and I’ll play by any rules you want.”

“I’ll see what I can do.”

His hands went to her waist, pulled her hard against him so he could feel her softness, the warmth of her through his clothes, then slid down to her ass as his mouth descended on hers. She gasped when his fingers clenched in her naked flesh and he took that opportunity to slide his tongue into her mouth, running the tip across her smooth teeth then exploring their sharp edges before pushing onward. She met him, hesitantly at first because he was a stranger, but she quickly warmed to him and they twined together, slick and hot as they twisted and dove in shared need, and Sean felt his pulse pounding in his cock where it was squeezed between their bodies.

As he explored her mouth his fingers buried themselves in the softness of her ass, pried her open to bare her most private places. She shivered in his grasp, moaning against him as cool air brushed across ticklish skin unused to such exposure. Already he could smell the musky tang of her arousal and knew that she was getting wet in preparation for him. It would take nothing to push aside his sweats and bury himself in her sweet pussy, pound her until they both found release.

But he couldn’t do that just yet.

Abruptly he broke off their kiss, took a step back. Erin’s skin was flushed, her nipples crinkled and dark, breasts heaving as she drank cool drafts of air. Eyes heavy with passion stared at him in confusion.

“Come on,” he told her, and headed towards the back of the house. He shed his clothes as he went and by the time he entered the bedroom Sean was as naked as Erin. She glanced around the room, obviously puzzled.

“It’s Vicki’s room. She has a bigger bed,” he explained, “and most of the toys.”

“Toys?”

A wicked grin stole across his face. “I told you that you were going to play by my rules. Getting cold feet already?”

She shook her head.

“Good.” He stepped close to her, let his hands roam across her smooth curves, skin so soft he wanted to wrap himself up in her. “I take good care of Vicki because she’s a giver. No matter what I do for her, she always gives me a lot more in return. How good are you at giving, Erin?”

Her eyes dropped to the quivering rod that jutted eagerly towards her, and she slowly sank down onto her knees and tucked her hair over one shoulder.

“No hands,” he whispered. “Don’t use anything except your mouth.”

The soft caress of her tongue answered for her, swirling slowly along the tip to lick away the sticky drop of pre-cum glistening there and then circling down the spongy, purple flesh of the head to curl around the flared base. Sean couldn’t suppress a moan, desire flashing through his loins as she slowly and deliberately explored him with her tongue, seeking out those places where the slightest touch would send him up the wall. It was obvious to him that she hadn’t done this often before, but whatever she lacked in experience she made up for in determination to please him. 

Without warning she sucked his head between her lips, her tongue cupping and licking as she enfolded him with her mouth. The sudden intensity of it almost loosened his knees and he took her head in his hands to steady himself, but that threw her off balance and to prevent herself from falling forward into him she braced her hands against his thighs.

“I said no hands,” he admonished.

“But—”

“Nope. No excuses.” It wasn’t really fair, but he didn’t care. Pulling his aching cock from the sweet embrace of her mouth he moved to rummage through one of Vicki’s drawers. When he turned back to Erin he held a bright orange silk scarf. “Hands behind your back.”

For a second he thought that she might balk, but then she did as he ordered and let him wind the smooth fabric around her wrists. It was crazy for her to do that, to trust him this way, and the power he felt at it was almost as intoxicating as having her kneeling naked at his feet. How far would she let him go?

“Open your mouth.”

Obediently she did so, and he eased his cock between her lips to rest it on the top of her tongue, its moist heat sending tingles rocketing through his shaft to tighten his balls. As she sucked him deeper Sean’s eyelids drooped and he let himself float on weaving swells of pleasure. Her tongue stroked, teased, while her lips held him in place with a gentle suction and she began to work him in and out. At first she moved slowly, getting used to the feel of him in her mouth, but as she grew more confident she sped up and swooped her mouth up and down almost his entire length.

“Careful,” he breathed.

As Erin slowed, he buried his fingers in her hair and pulled her closer. He wanted more, wanted to press deeper into her hot little mouth. With a whimper she froze, the head of his cock far along the back of her tongue now, and just little further and he felt her throat squeezing on him. His hands eased her back, then forward once more, back and forward until he felt her relaxing into their rhythm and he was able to ease deeper still into her. Her mouth was perfection, and he loved the way she looked up at him with those big green eyes while her lips wrapped around his cock; he could have happily shot off right down the back of her throat, but he had other plans.

“You’re a natural,” he told her as he drew his twitching manhood from her mouth. “A little practice and you could be amazing.”

“So when is it my turn?” she asked plaintively.

“One moment.”

Vicki kept her toys in the drawer of her nightstand, and Sean quickly pulled out a small assortment of vibrators and dildos. When he turned back to Erin, her eyebrows shot up in alarm.

“Umm, I don’t think so.”

“You want to come like a freight train the way Vicki did yesterday?”

“Well…”

“Then you’re going to have to trust me.”

For a long moment she stared at him, but then she finally dropped her gaze.

“Good girl. You’ll like this part—I promise.”

He was going to like it, too. Without untying her arms he lifted her to her feet and led her to the bed. A gentle press into the small of her back folded her so that she bent double over the edge, her upper body resting solidly on the mattress. He took a second to savor the view—the sleek swell of her narrow waist into her succulent ass, the delicate curves of her back and shoulders—and then he knelt behind her and eased her legs apart.

With one finger he traced the edges of her nether lips which were already damp with her moisture. That and the strong musk of her sex told him that despite her attitude afterwards she really had gotten turned on sucking his cock. He would make sure to pay her back for that, with interest. Her breath hitched as a finger landed on her clit, then breaths turned to soft little moans as he wooed it out of its hiding place, sketching slow little whorls across that taut skin with one slickened fingertip. A twist of his hand positioned his thumb at her entrance, where he teased her by circling along the edges before dipping slightly into the clinging heat of her tunnel and then withdrawing again. He repeated this until she fell into his pattern and her hips began to rock in time with him in an attempt to capture his probing thumb.

Moans grew louder, and Erin’s pussy flowed with her sweet cream until his whole hand was wet and slick. It drew him in like a bee to honey; he bent, nuzzled in close and flirted his tongue across pink, glistening skin. Her taste exploded in his mouth with a tart, tangy bite that set his hormones raging so that he wanted to bury himself in her dripping pussy and lick her until she ran dry. Withdrawing his hand he pressed his face into her folds, tongue arrowing deep into her furrow until he found her clit. Erin whimpered as he rasped the rough surface of his tongue across her hypersensitive nub, and he lashed her until her legs sagged and she feverishly jammed her whole crotch back against his face.

“Oh, please,” she begged, her voice a rough whimper that jerked him back to his senses.

Damn. She was close—he could feel it in the way her thighs trembled, hear it in the wet, sucking noises of her pussy as she rotated her hips. She had almost passed the point of no return, but he couldn’t let her come yet, wasn’t nearly done with her yet. With one last, lingering lick he dragged his face away and climbed to his feet.

“Soon,” he promised her.

Positioning himself between her legs he lifted her hips until she was at just the right height and shoved his cock beneath her. It slid against her slick skin, popping away from her opening to glide forward and nudge against her clit. Erin sucked in a sharp breath and pressed herself down onto him to grind her stiff lump against his hardness. For a few seconds Sean let her pleasure herself, but then he drew back and pressed his head firmly against the opening of her pussy until he penetrated her. 

“Condom,” she gasped.

He gave an evil chuckle. “Not today. I told you that you were going to have to play by my rules. You’re just going to have to take your chances.”

One quick push and his shaft sank deep, buried in her sodden heat from behind. She gasped, froze as her body tried to adjust to this sudden intrusion. She was so incredibly tight, but also so wet now that it didn’t matter. Her walls parted for him, slick as glass as he pushed further inside, and felt so wonderful on his throbbing cock that he could hardly stand it. Shoved to the hilt in her his only thought was of somehow driving deeper still, and he could scarcely hear Erin’s moans over the pounding of his own heartbeat in his ears. Then slowly, savoring every moment, every motion, he began to move inside her.

At first Erin simply lay there limply as his cock pumped in and out of her pulsing tunnel, but before long her hips began rolling to match his strokes, her motions growing wilder as the burning flutter in her depths drove her on. Each frenzied movement caused her buttocks to spread and gave Sean a glimpse of the delicate rosebud hidden within. It was more than he could resist; without thinking he rested a hand on her ass and slid his thumb down into her valley to bump against that tempting, pink ring.

Erin bucked against him as she felt his touch.

“No,” she whimpered. “Not there. I don’t do that.”

The hand on her ass pushed her back down onto the bed. “Easy,” he said. “Just relax.”

Caught up in her own pleasure she quickly seemed to forget his thumb was there, and he continued to massage her until she fell back into their old rhythm. As she bounced helplessly back against him he applied a little pressure, then a little more and felt her giving way before him. Now, now he had her.

He dug through the rumpled bedclothes until his hand came upon the small vibrator he had pulled from Vicki’s nightstand earlier. One-handed he flicked it on and then aimed it at Erin’s clenched little anus. She whined, thrashed as the vibrations sent electric shocks jolting through her lower body, the muscles of her pussy clamping down onto him in reaction. Despite her moans of protest, the buzzing toy proved too much for her and Erin slowly melted into its seductive kiss. As his cock drove into her she pushed back eagerly, now not only against the stiff rod of his manhood but also the humming vibrator as it bored own on her still-virgin ass.

This time when the tip of it penetrated her tiny hole she simply gave a small yelp without flinching and allowed Sean to cautiously explore the outermost edges of that ring of muscle. Breaths turned into gasping cries as her back arched and her fingers clenched into the comforter, and her hips swayed and rolled over Sean’s manhood like a ship in a stormy sea.

Vicki’s purple dildo caught his eye then, peeking out of the covers by Erin’s hip. Roughly the thickness of his thumb and six inches long, the soft rubber tool would do nicely for what he wanted next. He moved his hips faster, spearing his shaft to the balls into Erin’s sloshing hole to distract her while he tossed aside the vibrator and snatched up the dildo instead. It took only a second to slip it into the vibrator’s place against her ass, only a little effort to push past the barrier of her now-loosened sphincter. He eased it into her, a little deeper into her ass with each thrust of his erection into her dripping pussy. In only a minute he had it in far enough that he was able to feel the tip of it bumping against the shaft of his cock through the thin membranes which separated them.

Erin felt it too, and she humped back harder against him, her cries growing still louder. Each time his cock rammed into her he could feel her getting wetter, her body responding ever more strongly to the dual stimulation of being penetrated in both holes at once. Harder and faster he thrust, alternating between tools, until Erin’s cries turned into a shriek and she crushed her pussy down on his cock to engulf him completely and then held him there as her muscles pulsated and quaked, the purple toy wedged immobile in her ass.

Massaged by her smooth muscles, Sean could hold out no longer. Thighs stiffened, buttocks clenched, and his cum boiled up in thick, hot gobs that turned immediately to liquid in Erin’s soaking tunnel. The force of it left him gasping, tingling all over, until he was able to sink back and slide his wet, twitching member from her hole. A moment later the purple dildo slipped from her ass and clattered to the floor beside them, and Sean untied her wrists and flopped onto the bed beside her.

Eyes closed, she lay there panting for breath, damp strands of her brown hair stuck to her sweat-streaked forehead. Sean grinned to himself in satisfaction.

“Well? Did I live up to your expectations?”

One eye opened to regard him blearily. “I thought my heart was going to stop.”

“I haven’t killed anyone yet,” he chuckled.

Her body shuddered with a long sigh. “Um. Is Vicki the jealous type?”

“Afraid so.”

“Shit.”

“Sorry. Besides, I’m the rebound guy, remember? You just used me for sex; you don’t want me hanging around.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right.” Her voice was oddly wistful. “But if you ever break up with her, well, you know where to find me.” She rolled over and sat up. “I should probably go. With my luck she’ll come back early, and they’ll find me floating in the river Monday morning.”

He watched her gather her clothes and get dressed, then with a final wave she vanished out the front door. After a moment he turned and went back to Vicki’s room and collapsed on the bed.

With a creak the closet door opened and Vicki stepped out, a digital camera in one hand. Her face was flushed, her chest heaving with deep breaths.

“Oh my god, that was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Did you get it all?” he asked her.

“Every last second. Although some of it may be a little wobbly—I’m only human, you know, and that got pretty intense. But it’s all there, and I can’t wait for what comes next.”

To be continued…
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Sneak Peek: Luring Lesley

SHE STILL COULDN’T BELIEVE she was doing this.

In the darkness of her closet Vicki held her breath and tried to keep the digital camera steady while she watched the events unfolding in her bedroom on the tiny LCD screen. The idea had sounded good when she came up with it—get Erin, the sexy little coed next door, to try to seduce Vicki’s roommate and “boyfriend” Sean—but she had to admit that she had never really expected it to actually work. Yet somehow her plan had succeeded beyond her wildest dreams and was playing out right before her eyes while she recorded it in breathtaking, high definition detail, and Sean was making sure that she had a perfect view from her hidden vantage point.

The one problem was that watching them was getting her seriously hot and bothered. By the time Sean bound the girl’s wrists behind her back with a silk scarf Vicki’s clit and nipples had hardened to aching knots, and when he went down on her Vicki’s pussy began to drip in sympathy. What made it so exquisitely erotic to watch was Sean. Vicki knew that body, knew every inch of him by touch and taste, knew exactly how every little thing he did to Erin felt. She could practically feel every touch, every lick on her own flesh. Every instinct demanded she shove a hand inside her pajama bottoms and rub herself until she exploded in satisfaction, but she managed to keep both hands on the camera and only shook a little as she fought her body’s need.

It never would have occurred to her that she could get so turned on watching someone else having sex, and she almost felt guilty about her voyeurism until she remembered the show that she and Sean had put on in the pool a few days ago for Erin. Had the girl been as excited watching them as Vicki was now? Had she fingered herself while she watched, struggled to hold in in her moans as she came so they wouldn’t hear her on the other side of the fence?

Vicki bit her lips to quell a moan of her own as she watched Sean take one of her small vibrators and slide it against Erin’s tiny, pink anus. From the girl’s reaction it was obvious she was a novice at this, and Vicki watched fascinated while Erin whined and writhed as Sean slowly penetrated her virgin ass. The simmering heat below her belly throbbed, and the quiver between her legs threatened to loosen her knees while the pressure of the thin silk of her top on her nipples became so unbearable she hardly dared to breathe.

She held it together, barely, while watching Sean fuck the girl in both holes at once until they finally came and collapsed together onto the bed. Every nerve in Vicki’s body strained to the breaking point, screamed for her own chance at release, but with the girl right there she didn’t dare touch herself. When she finally did get to come she wasn’t going to be able to hold back, and having a screaming orgasm in the closet would put an end to the rest of her plan in a hurry.

The heat boiling inside almost made her miss their last byplay.

“Um. Is Vicki the jealous type?”

That little bitch. She could see the longing in those big, green eyes—it wasn’t enough that she had just screwed the man she thought was Vicki’s boyfriend. She’d steal him if she got the chance. Vicki breathed a silent sigh of relief as Sean shot that idea down, but couldn’t help feeling a twinge as the two of them left the room together in search of Erin’s discarded clothes. What if he changed his mind and decided to take Erin up on her offer? It wasn’t like she could complain—Sean wasn’t really her boyfriend, despite what they had both led the young coed to believe.

She was going to have to change that, and soon.

After a few moments he came back to the room and fell backwards onto the bed. As Vicki stepped out of the closet he looked up at her with his soft, brown, puppy dog eyes aglow and a fresh pulse of heat flooded all the way down to her toes.

“Oh my god, that was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Did you get it all?” he asked.

She grinned back at him. “Every last second. Although some of it may be a little wobbly—I’m only human, you know, and that got pretty intense. But it’s all there, and I can’t wait for what comes next.”

“And that would be?”

“This.”

She crawled onto the bed between his legs to hover over his cock. The sharp smell of sex hit her and she shuddered under the onslaught of another wave of desire, then lifting her eyes to his she bent low and drew his flaccid member between her lips. Vicki had tasted her juices on Sean’s cock before, but now for the first time she experienced the taste of another woman—tangy and a little bitter, a wild flavor with a hint of hot metal biting against her tongue. It made her hungry for more so she sucked him greedily, her tongue bathing him from head to balls as she lapped up every drop Erin had left behind.

The hard muscles of Sean’s thighs tensed and he moaned and let his head drop back onto the bed. Already his cock was stirring in her mouth, filling and stiffening against her tongue. She couldn’t wait to get him inside of her. Her tongue swirled around his shaft then she sucked him far down the back of her mouth before pulling back so that his length slid against the rough surface of her tongue. For a moment the suction of her lips held onto his head before he sprang free with a pop!

“God, Vicki,” he moaned as she wrapped her hand around his slick shaft and began to stroke him

“I loved watching you fuck that hot little piece of ass,” she purred. “I’ll bet you would have liked it even more if I had been underneath her licking her clit while you hammered her from behind.”

His cock jerked and swelled in her fist and she smiled. Maybe she’d come up with a way to make that little fantasy come true for him. She had never had a thing for girls, but that taste of Erin made her itch to give it a try. Later, though. She had her hands full with Sean, and that was what she really craved at the moment. The crotch of her pajama pants was soaked and she was dying to get him inside of her. Sean was ready too, his manhood straining in her grasp and hard enough to pound nails.

But he’d just have to settle for pounding her.

Continue reading Luring Lesley…
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Taking Kelsey

She knew he could do anything he wanted to her, anything at all. And the most frightening thing was that some part of her wanted him to.

Kelsey is the preacher’s oldest daughter—still so innocent that she’s hardly even kissed a boy before. When her ride gets pulled over for DUI after they’ve been out drinking with some frat boys from their college she figures it’s all over for her. The preacher has threatened to kick her out if she gets in trouble, and she’s sure she’ll end up in jail for underage drinking. But blue-eyed Deputy Jack Thompson has other ideas. He’ll keep her out of jail and cover for her with the preacher—for a price. He wants her in his bed, and he’s not interested in taking no for an answer. Will Kelsey trade her first time for an alibi?

The Babysitter’s Seduction

I’ve always had a thing for older guys - usually much older guys. They’re like my kryptonite or something...

Nineteen-year-old Jenna babysits because the hours don’t interfere with school and her clients tend to tip very well. It also lets her spend a lot of time around hot, older guys who know exactly how to satisfy a girl. When her latest client, David, starts putting in lots of late nights and weekends because of a promotion Jenna decides that she’s the perfect way for him to unwind after a long, hard day at the office. To do that she’s willing to put in some steamy, sweaty overtime that she won’t be charging him for.

Hysteria

This machine was the Professor’s ultimate achievement. No woman who had lain on this table had yet been able to withstand it.

Lord Elliston is at his wit’s end with his daughter Emily. Nothing he tries seems to make the slightest impact on her deplorable behavior, and when she is caught stealing a handkerchief he knows that it is time for desperate measures. One name comes up again and again—Professor George E. Feversham. The founder of Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education has a reputation for reforming troubled young women of the lower classes, and his treatments for praefocatio matricis—female hysteria—are renowned in scientific circles. It seems that the Professor is his last, best hope for regaining control of his daughter. But what will the treatments mean for Emily?

Polly and Her Neighbor

She wanted to hate Josh for what he was making her do, but at the same time she didn’t want him to ever stop.

When nineteen-year-old Polly backs into her handsome neighbor Josh’s brand new car, it’s all she can do not to break down and cry. She’s going to be late for work again, her insurance is going to go through the roof, and Josh is going to be so angry at her.

No one actually noticed the accident, though, and so Polly decides not to leave a note. As she drives away, she thinks she’s gotten away scot-free.

But her luck runs out when Josh shows up at her house that night with photos of the accident and threatens to turn her over to the police. He’s furious and intends to teach her a hard lesson. How far will Polly be willing to go to convince Josh to let her off the hook?  Will she let him use her however he wants, rough and without protection?
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, after my initial foray into science fiction was an abysmal failure. Fortunately I was lucky enough to find an audience that appreciates my sexy stories. Check out my blog for the latest and greatest at my blog. 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
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	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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