
Knocking up the Nanny

Madison Laine

––––––––

Copyright 2023 Madison Laine




Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Knocking up the Nanny



A shout coming up the stairs startled Simone out of a naughty daydream she knew she shouldn’t be having, but the burst of adrenaline brought on by her mother’s call was short lived.

“Get a grip you idiot,” she muttered under her breath then inhaled deeply before raising her voice to reply. “Yeah, OK, I’m coming.”

She turned her attention back to the skirt she held, and a smile flitted across her face. It was a lot shorter than anything she’d owned before, and looking at it had sparked the illicit thoughts in her head. She contemplated what her parents might say if they saw it.

Her mother would likely be a little taken aback, but that would be tame in comparison to her father. He’d probably have a fit at the prospect of her wearing something so revealing. At least, he’d consider it revealing. The mid-thigh length style wasn’t exactly outrageous although Simone had never worn anything like it before.

Not that she was about to let her mom and dad see her new outfit. The idea of that wasn’t the only reason she panicked when she heard the call coming up the stairs. Both her parents would definitely go ballistic if they saw what she’d hidden in the pocket of the skirt and another smile flashed across Simone’s face.

She definitely couldn’t pretend she was experienced when it came to the opposite sex although she was no angel and she’d had her moments. Nothing like she was planning for that evening though, but she put all thoughts of it out of her mind and made sure the skirt was well hidden in the middle of her other clothes when she put the hanger back on the rail. She then closed the closet door and left her bedroom to make her way downstairs.

“All set?” she asked when she walked in the kitchen.

“Just having coffee before we go,” her father said. “Would you like one?”

The truthful answer was that she didn’t. She suspected it wouldn’t go down too well if she said that, however. Her parents didn’t go on trips very often, but they always left her with a multitude of instructions when they did. She suspected that was the reason for the coffee, so gave the answer she knew was expected of her.

“Sure, I’ll have one.”

As her father busied himself making three coffees, Simone walked across the kitchen to sit at the table beside her mother.

“Looking forward to getting away for the weekend?” she asked.

“Definitely,” her mother replied.

Simone listened as she was told some of the plans but wasn’t surprised to find the conversation turning towards the rules and regulations of her weekend alone at home when her father served the coffee. On previous occasions she’d acted a little petulant and told them she wasn’t a baby, she was an adult in college for god's sake, but this time she simply nodded her head as she was given a lecture she’d heard before.

“You understand all that?” her father asked when he finished.

“Yup, got it loud and clear,” Simone replied and resisted the impulse to give a sarcastic salute. Instead, she lifted her cup to drink some more of her coffee.

“A quiet night tonight?” her mother queried.

“I’ll actually be working,” Simone replied. “Mr. Robertson called to ask if I’d look after Scott tonight because of some dinner meeting which got arranged at short notice.”

“Well, at least that will keep you out of mischief for one night,” her father joked.

A smile almost came to Simone’s lips, but she quickly lifted her cup to cover her mouth and took another sip of coffee. There was no need for her to say anything in response to the comment when she lowered her hand. It was her mother who spoke.

“We should get going.”

Simone saw her father look at his watch before rising to his feet. Her mother got up also and both of them walked over to the sink.

“I’ll wash up,” Simone offered.

“So kind,” her mother teased with a smile when she put her cup down.

Simone got up to join her parents as they left the kitchen. She went to open the front door while they collected their suitcases from the entry hall, and they all then made their way out to the driveway.

“Have a lovely time,” Simone said when the luggage was packed in the car.

“We will,” her mother said.

“And remember what we told you,” her father added.

Simone simply nodded and was thankful no more was said before her parents got in the car. She walked to the end of the driveway to open the gates and waved as their car passed her by, then headed down the street. When it disappeared from view, she shut the gates and hurried back inside the house. Returning to the kitchen, she washed the cups and dried them before hanging them on the mug tree. A check of the time showed it was almost six-thirty.

“Perfect,” she let out under her breath and left the kitchen to go up to her bedroom.

She had thirty minutes before she needed to be at Mr. Robertson’s home, but that gave her plenty of time to get changed. Moving to the closet, she opened the door and quickly searched for the skirt. When she found it, she went to lay it on the bed then walked over to her dressing table.

Dropping on the stool, she leaned forward to inspect her appearance. She’d never been one for using much makeup and that evening was going to be no different. When she straightened up on the stool, she picked up a small tube of lip gloss to give her mouth a pretty sheen. She then got a brush to run it through her long, dark hair and used a band to secure a ponytail in place.

She considered putting on some eyeliner before deciding against it and leaned forward to check her appearance for a final time before getting to her feet. When she returned to the bed, she took off her jeans so she could put on the skirt. Moving over to the closet, she looked at herself in the mirror on the door and suddenly got cold feet.

Her notion of the skirt being mid-thigh length was probably generous. It sat higher than that to put a lot of bare skin on show and she nervously pulled at the hem as she stared at her reflection.

“It’s fine,” she muttered when she brushed her hands down the denim material.

It took a short while for her to convince herself not to change out of the skirt and back to the jeans she usually wore when she went babysitting for her neighbor. Putting herself on show to a man in his forties suddenly seemed like a ridiculous idea, but she wanted to see how he reacted to it.

She knew he liked what he saw after catching his gaze on her a few times while she’d been at his house. That didn’t surprise her to be honest. She suspected most men in their forties had an eye for pretty, younger girls and she didn’t have a problem with him looking. If anything, it was flattering that he showed an interest.

As the weeks went by, Simone found herself wanting more than just looks although there was little chance for anything to happen while her parents were around. She typically went home as soon as Mr. Robertson got back from a night out, but there would be no need to do so on this occasion.

Then again, there was no guarantee that his obviously admiring glances at her slim, youthful figure were an indication he might want to take things further. The chance had finally arrived to find out though. That brought nerves, however, and Simone shifted uncomfortably at the sinking feeling in the pit of her belly.

“Are you really going to do this?” she asked her reflection.

A glance at her phone showed it was now coming up to five minutes before seven, so she needed to make up her mind. She eventually spun away from the mirror, but turned back almost immediately and opened her closet.

Searching through the hangers, she found what she was looking for and pulled it out. Putting on the long cardigan at least covered up her outfit for the walk to Mr. Robertson’s house and prevented any of the other neighbors who happened to notice her seeing what she wore. Once she arrived at the house, she could decide what to do.

“OK,” she let out under her breath.

She made her way down to the front door, got her sneakers from the shoe rack to put them on then left immediately. A growing sense of anticipation made her mouth dry, and she couldn’t shake off the notion that everyone would be looking out of the windows in her direction. It was stupid. She knew that, but the idea only heightened her anxiety and she needed to wet her lips when she got to the door.

“Just stay calm,” she told herself, but her hand shook when she reached out to ring the bell.

It was the sound of Scott’s yells that greeted her, and she smiled at the little boy who opened the door.

“Hey, kiddo,” she said. “Ready for a fun night?”

“I’ve been coloring!” Scott squealed and reached out to take her hand.

Simone laughed as she was pulled inside. She swung the door shut and barely got a chance to look in the living room when she was dragged past it. All it got her was a glimpse of the man she worked for, and he looked good in the dark suit he wore.

“Evening, Mr. Robertson,” she called.

“Evening,” he shouted back. “Thanks for doing this at such short notice.”

“No problem, have a good night.”

It brought the brief conversation to an end as she was pulled to the stairs and started climbing them. The only other thing she heard from Mr. Robertson was a shout upstairs a few minutes later to say he was leaving. It made her walk across to the window of Scott’s bedroom. A glance back showed the little boy concentrating on the coloring book, so she returned her attention to the scene below.

“Nice,” she let out as her gaze fixed on the broad-shouldered figure heading for the waiting Uber.

When he reached the vehicle, she saw him glance back towards the house. It made her duck behind the curtains, and she felt foolish for doing so A last glimpse at the man she worked for brought her to a decision. She’d make sure he saw the skirt she wore when he returned and illicit thoughts filled her mind.

“Come on, help me,” Scott yelled.

Simone cleared the thoughts of Mr. Robertson from her mind and put a smile on her face when she turned around.

“Right,” she said, and it got a night of babysitting underway that only came to an end when she finally got Scott to bed a few hours later.

She went down to the living room and kicked off her sneakers to lift her feet up onto the couch when she started watching the television. Her mind wasn’t really on the sitcoms though, and they largely passed her by as she sat thinking about what might happen. In truth, she had no idea how the situation would pan out, but it didn’t stop fantasies filling her head and it brought on the flutter of arousal.

The naughty thoughts fled her mind in an instant when she heard the sound of a vehicle coming to a stop out on the street. A glance at her phone showed it was almost eleven thirty in the evening. That was later than Mr. Robertson usually came home. She glanced to where she’d slung the cardigan over the back of the sofa, but knew she wasn’t going to put it back on.

The sound of the gate showed it was the return of her babysitting boss, and that was confirmed when she heard the key sliding into the lock. She grasped the arm of the sofa as she waited, and her nerves spiked when she saw the front door opening.

It got her a sight that showed Mr. Robertson had obviously enjoyed a good evening. His tie was askew, and his hair looked like he’d swept his fingers through it once too often. The slightly mussed up appearance made him look all the more appealing and the slight slurring of his voice was a sign that he probably had indulged in one too many.

“Sorry I’m late,” he said when he came to a stop.

Simone didn’t respond at first. Instead, she slowly unfurled her legs from where they were tucked under her so she could drop her feet to the floor. She got up and made a show of brushing her hands down across the front of the skirt. There was a thrill to seeing the way it captivated the attention of her neighbor and his gaze only came up to her face after a few seconds.

“Tell your parents it was my fault you got home late,” he said and reached in his pocket to get his wallet.

“No need,” Simone said and rose on her tiptoes to stretch out her lithe legs before dropping down. “They’ve gone away for the weekend.”

The information brought Mr. Robertson to a stop for a brief second. Simone rose up on her tiptoes again and saw the way it got his attention on her legs. The moment was gone in an instant, and he quickly busied himself with getting the money from his wallet.

“There you go,” he said and held out his hand when he stepped forward.

Simone made sure to brush her fingers against his when she took the bills.

“Thanks, Mr. Robertson,” she said sweetly and put the money in her pocket.

“I told you, call me Jacob,” he replied.

It gave Simone an opening that she readily took.

“Isn’t that a bit familiar..., I mean, I’m so much younger.”

She saw the way he slid his tongue around his lips when their gazes came together, but he couldn’t hold the eye contact and looked down at the floor. It made her hesitate, but she finally ended the slightly awkward silence by blurting out the words on her mind.

“It’s OK..., if you look.”

Jacob slid the tip of his tongue around his mouth again when he glanced up. Simone could see in his eyes that he was having similar thoughts to her. He wanted to do more than look but was obviously wrestling with whether that was a smart idea considering their age difference. There was also the small matter of her being his babysitter. She sensed it was up to her to push things forward, and the words came out before she could stop them.

“Or you could...”

It was all she got out before Jacob gave in to desires that were too strong to contain. A kiss found her lips. His arms came around her waist and she let out a muffled gasp as she was pulled into an embrace. It was even better than she imagined, and there was no controlling the flare of passion. The way his hungry mouth crushed onto hers took her breath and she could still feel the tingle of the kiss after it ended. She staggered back a step when the grip on her hips was released.

“You know this is wrong,” Jacob said.

Simone simply nodded her head at first when she took another step back.

“But you’re not going to stop, are you,” she let out quietly.

“Do you want me to?” he asked.

Simone shook her head vigorously to answer. The exhilaration of a fantasy coming to life hit hard when she was kissed again. She got her hands to the back of Jacob’s head when he grabbed her hips and, for the first time in her life, she could feel an older man’s longing for her nubile body. It made her squeeze her thighs together and there was no missing what the coming together of their bodies did for him.

She eagerly pushed forward to squash her belly against the swell of hardness. The way his tongue slipped between her lips to play with hers made her tighten her grip on the back of his head, but it was clear Jacob wanted more than a kiss when he pulled back. Their eyes met and it sent a shiver down her spine.

“You’re so young,” he let out quietly.

“But I know what boys like,” Simone replied and went to drop down to her knees.

A grip on her arm stopped her. The fear that what they were doing might be a step too far for Jacob disappeared in a second when he spoke.

“You’re not with a boy now.”

Simone let out a squeal when a shove on her shoulder sent her crashing down onto the sofa. It brought a slight panic that they might be heard, and she looked to Jacob when he dropped to his knees in front of her.

“What about Scott?” she blurted out.

“Yeah, he’d like a sister,” Jacob said with a laugh.

“I...,” Simone started to say, but she was interrupted.

“Pretty skirt,” Jacob said in a gruff rasp.

Simone squirmed around on the seat to make the hem ride higher on her thighs. She froze when a hand grasped at her knee but did nothing to stop her legs being spread open. It exposed the pink panties she wore, and her muscles quivered when the soft caress of fingertips trailed up her inner thigh.

“I’ve never had a boy give me...,” she blurted out, but couldn’t bring herself to finish the sentence.

“I told you,” Jacob replied. “You’re not with a boy now.”

The grazing touch of fingertips brushing across the thin material of her panties brought a stifled, gasping groan from Simone. Her muscles tightened as she pushed towards an intimate touch she wanted so badly. She banged her head against the back of the sofa, but didn’t look away for a second from Jacob leaning in.

The juddering movement of her hips was uncontrollable when he kissed on her panties, then slid the tip of his tongue along the swollen outline of her pussy lips. The touch sets her body alight, and it wasn’t only his licking that made her panties wet. It seemed her taste was something he wanted and she grabbed at his hair to hold on as he pleasured her.

His hands grasped at the skirt to force it higher, and she squirmed around to let him push it up around her waist. It puts her ass right on the very edge of the sofa and the quiver in her thigh muscles made them spasm when she felt the touch of fingertips on her naked skin again.

“Are you going to show me?” Jacob asked.

He pulled his hand from between Simone’s spread thighs, but his gaze never left her panties while he removed his jacket. He then took off his tie and loosened the top button of his shirt.

“Fuck,” Simone hissed as she shuffled around on the seat.

Things were getting all the more heated and she so wanted to be a bad girl for an older man. Heavy breathing made her chest heave as she slid a hand down between her thighs. The way she was being watched excited her in a way she’d never felt before, and she spread her knees wider apart when she gripped the edge of her underwear to ease it aside.

“Good girl,” Jacob murmured, but he seemed to be speaking to himself.

Simone tensed when he reached out, but the judder of her hips was set off again when his fingertips played on slick skin. She knew what was coming when he pulled his hand away. Her dirty dreams about Jacob usually included his head between her thighs, but this was no fantasy. She pushed herself against the back of the seat when she felt a kiss that turned to a slow, sensual lick.

“Like it?” Jacob asked when he glanced up.

“Mm-hmm,” Simone replied through lips squeezed tightly together.

She reached out to his head with her free hand, but he was already leaning forward again, and she tried to stifle groans as he slowly teased the tip of his tongue along her pussy lips. The touch turned to flickering licks that ignited a flood of pleasure. Her mouth opened wide to let out gasping breaths while she was given her first taste of what an experienced man could do for her.

“Are you going to show me?” Jacob repeated when he yanked his head back.

Simone understood and let out a groan. The rise and fall of her chest became more pronounced as she sucked in deeper breaths, and she knew she was being the naughty girl she dreamed about so often. Pulling harder on her panties to hold them out of the way, she got her free hand between her thighs and watched the expression on Jacob’s face as she used two fingers to open herself up for him.

“Is that what you want?” she asked.

There was no response. Jacob seemed utterly spellbound for a few seconds as he stared at the glisten on her pretty, pink skin. He suddenly snapped himself out of inaction and his head darted forward.

The strain in Simone’s muscles gave way to tremors when she felt his tongue enter her. She clenched her buttocks to push towards the roiling touch inside and her mouth opened wide as her body was engulfed in a flood of pleasure. It got even better when licks slid up to her clitoris.

She got her fingers to the top of her pubic mound to dig fingers into the soft flesh. It made her clitoris pop all the way out of its protective hood and the swell of bliss really set her excitement on edge. Her gasping chants of yes were met with more vigorous licking on the sensitive bud until it felt like she was going to lose her mind.

A shudder ripped through her when Jacob’s tongue slid back to her slick opening to ease inside. She clenched her buttocks to push towards him and slammed her head against the back of the seat as she was held in a moment like never before. The way she was fiercely licked out left her thigh muscles straining, but she slumped back down on the sofa when her lover backed off.

She looked at the way he slid his tongue around his lips to take the glisten of her arousal from them. It was her who was spellbound now as she watched, and she felt the flush of redness on her face grow more vivid when she heard the quiet laugh.

“See what a man can do,” Jacob teased her.

She held her breath when he leaned in again, but it was no more than a soft kiss this time. A hunger for more made her sink her fingers deeper into her flesh to expose her clitoris and she closed her eyes tightly when his lips wrapped around it. The sucking took her breath to make her butt lift up again, but she collapsed down when Jacob backed off.

She cursed under her breath when he straightened up, but the disappointment didn’t last long. He began to unbutton his shirt and her eyes fixed on chest muscles coming into view. It brought another curse spilling from her lips as she watched, but the urge for more than that quickly filled her mind.

Jacob was already pulling his shirt off when she let go of her panties to let them slide back into place then scrambled up in the seat to get her lips on his naked skin. He grabbed her ponytail to pull her up to a kiss and their eyes met when it ended.

“I know what you want,” she said. “Stand up.”

She wasn’t stopped from dropping to her knees this time and it put her face level with his crotch when he got to his feet. The outline of his erection clearly showed through the dark material of his pants, and she glanced up as she reached out a hand. The way he gasped when she brushed her fingers along the swell of his hardness was a massive thrill.

She was suddenly in a hurry to get the button and zipper of the pants loosened and grabbed hold to pull them down. It allowed her to take hold on his erection through the thin material of his underwear, and she could feel just how hard he was getting to her. She waited for him to kick off his shoes and pants before letting go, so she could get her hands to the waistband of his briefs.

“Is this what you want, boss?” She teased him when she slipped her fingers under the waistband.

“Fuck, don’t call me that,” Jacob gasped.

“But boss,” Simone went on in a sweet voice. “Don’t you want to play with your pretty little babysitter?”

Jacob rocked his head back to make his neck stretch out. The words excited him more than he cared to admit. He knew what he was doing was wrong, but that just made it all the more arousing and he could feel the strong pulsing of hot blood surging through his veins. His underwear was eased lower, and it made him look down.

The waistband caught the head of his hard cock to keep it out of view, but he heard Simone’s gasping squeal when it sprang free. She leaned in to kiss on the shaft as she shoved the briefs down and let go, so they slipped to his ankles. By the time he kicked them away, her fingers were clasped around his erection and the tight grip brought about stronger throbbing.

“So hard for me,” Simone murmured and looked up.

The way she was being watched captivated her and she held the eye contact as she leaned in to ease her tongue slowly around the thickly swollen head. It sent a shudder through Jacob’s body and his head rocked back again when flickering licks set his heartbeat racing faster still. When he looked down again, he got a hand to Simone’s ponytail to hold on to as she kissed all the way down to where her hand was gripped around the base of his shaft.

“Fuck,” he groaned through gritted teeth and heard the mischievous laugh.

“Does the boss like?” Simone teased but didn’t wait for an answer before kissing all the way back up and flickering her tongue on the little slit on the head of her lover’s erection.

She lifted her free hand to softly tap a fingertip on the slit, so she could stretch out a string of pre-cum and looked up to the wicked smile on Jacob’s face when she used her tongue to lick it away.

“Bad girl,” he said in a growling raspy.

Simone did the same thing again then made a show of sucking her finger clean for Jacob to watch. The grip on her ponytail tightened, and she willingly gave in to her mouth being pulled to his rigidly erect cock. She pressed her lips on the tip then slowly let them part and the sound of his groan thrilled her as she let the hardness slip into her mouth.

Clamping her mouth around the head, she rolled her tongue around it. At the same time, she stroked her fingers up and down the throbbing shaft and the sound of louder groans showed just how much her attention was being enjoyed.

When her fingers were wrapped tightly around the base again, she slid her mouth to the tip and pursed her lips to let spit spill from them. It rolled across his glistening skin and she was quick to bring her fingers up to work the lubrication along the full length. She gasped when Jacob thrust forward to fuck his cock back between her lips, but did nothing more than look up to give him eye contact while he used her mouth.

His thrusts became more vigorous as he gave in to lust and Simone started to gag as the tip of his cock brushed against the back of her throat. It filled her mouth with saliva and thick strings of it stretched out from her lips to keep her connected to his erection when he eventually backed off.

“Work it in,” he urged her.

Simone took in heavy breaths as she used her tongue to break the bubble, white strings of spit then stroked her fingers up and down his erect length to spread the lubrication all the way down to the base.

“Makes it feel all the silkier going in,” Jacob said as he watched.

It brought a thought into Simone’s mind and she blurted it out.

“But the condom is lubricated.”

She reached into her skirt pocket to bring out the little square wrapper and held it up. Her nerves surged when she saw the wicked smile spread across Jacob’s face.

“You’re not going to make me wear that, are you?” He said.

“But...”

Simone let out a gasp when the condom was snatched from her grasp.

“I told you?” Jacob said. “Scott would love a sister.”

The implications of the words dawned on Simone to make her mouth flap open. When he’d told her before, she thought he was talking about her as the sister. That wasn’t what he meant though, and it panicked her.

“I can’t,” she let out in a rush of breath.

Jacob dropped to his knees in front of her, and there was no avoiding the kiss that stopped any more being said. Hands grasped at her t-shirt to pull it up and she could feel the hardness of his erection rubbing against her naked skin.

“Please,” Jacob urged when he pulled out of the kiss.

All that came out of Simone’s mouth was a gasp when she was made to turn. She was bent down across the sofa and squirmed around as her skirt was shoved up the back of her thighs to expose her panties. They didn’t stay in place long, and there was no escape from the lust of an aroused, older man when he shuffled forward. It trapped her thighs against the couch, and she could feel the slipperiness of her spit on his erection when it slipped between her buttocks to rub on puckered skin.

“It’s not...”

It was all Simone got out before her ponytail was grabbed to pull her head back. She inhaled deeply when his lips touched on her ear to send shivers racing through her.

“You’re not going to make me wear it, are you?” Jacob growled.

Simone pushed back against the weight pinning her to the sofa, but all it did was make her ass rub against the pulsing hardness of Jacob’s erection and she felt the excitement of a risky moment. He wanted to ride her bareback and she knew the danger of that. Her mother had drummed into her the importance of condoms, but her handsome neighbor was trying to get her to do otherwise. It seemed she wasn’t the only one who’d been having fantasies, and she felt the shock of getting so excited by his suggestion.

Jacob wanted to feel his bare cock sliding into her tight, fertile vagina and it was clear he had a hunger to fill it with his seed. She pressed her face into the sofa and felt the grinding pressure of his body holding her trapped in place. There was no missing the fierce throbbing of his erection against her asshole, and the forbidden sensation ignited emotions she couldn’t control.

“You don’t have to,” she said and turned her head to see the condom being tossed onto the sofa beside her.

The pressure eased, and she craned her neck to see the way he gripped hold of his cock. The fingers of his other hand sank into the soft flesh of her ass, and she knew she was at his mercy. A gasp burst from her lips when the tip of his erection settled in place against her swollen lips. It made her turn her head to force her face down against the sofa.

“Fuck, yes,” Jacob let out through gritted teeth.

His body tensed as he eased his hips forward and looked down to the thick head of his erection slowly entering Simone’s wet pussy. The sound of her whimpering gasps brought out the beast inside. He thrust forward hard to slap his body against hers and let out a groan as the full length of his slippery cock fucked all the way in tight, young pussy.

Simone turned her head again to take in deep breaths. She could feel the throbbing pulse of Jacob’s erect manhood inside as he pushed forward to grind against her naked ass.

“Yes,” she groaned, but knew the risk she was taking.

The man behind wanted to breed her and she was letting him have his way. Her emotions were in turmoil, but the thrill of being naughty for an older man was just too good. It made her push back and the quivering strain of the hard flesh deep inside her sent shudders through her body.

“Make yourself cum on my cock,” Jacob told her, and the excitement was clear to hear in his voice.

Simone groaned when he eased back a little then thrust forward hard to fuck his cock into her. It was followed by a grip on her hips pulling her away from the front of the sofa.

“Use your hand like you do when you’re alone,” Jacob went on and released the grip of one hand, so he could spank it on her naked ass.

The hot sting of pain made Simone react. Her breath came out in harsh, labored gasps as she got a hand between her thighs and began to circle fingertips on her clitoris. It made her body stretch out as a pleasure she was familiar with became something more when his hard cock began to slow stroke into her pussy.

Jacob’s hand pressed down on the small of her back as he kept slowly thrusting forward, but she could feel him holding his lust in check. She pressed her face down on the sofa, but his other hand came to her ponytail to yank her head up.

“Let me hear it,” he growled.

Simone closed her eyes as her hair was pulled harder to yank her head back. More forceful thrusts began to slap against her naked ass, and she pushed back to meet them as she rubbed more vigorously. It caught her in a mounting excitement as she took herself closer and she slammed her thighs against the front of the sofa to trap her fingers against her clitoris when she started edging.

“Fuck me,” she groaned.

His hands returned to her hips and she pressed her face down onto the sofa when Jacob started to fuck her with a determined passion. She tried to hold onto the delicious feeling as she let herself be taken bareback, but the relentless pounding of hard cock deep into her pussy ignited her orgasm.

Her body stiffened for a split-second as the hot pleasure exploded between her thighs, but the tension broke into a flood of shudders that ripped through her body. It left her writhing around while Jacob kept throwing his hips forward until he finally trapped her against the side of the sofa to leave every hard inch of his erection buried inside her.

The tension returned as her excitement peaked, and it held her in an exquisite moment of bliss until the relaxation made her slump down in a heap. She expected the stinging spank on her ass to be followed by Jacob taking her roughly from behind, but he pulled out.

She was putty in his hands when he made her sit on the sofa and grabbed her hips to pull her butt right to the edge of the seat. It made her skirt ride up her thighs and she was left completely exposed when the panties were taken from her, so her legs could be shoved wide apart. The thick head of his erection pushed into the slick folds of skin to open her up and there was a thrill of knowing he was just going to take what he wanted.

Her trembling limbs felt like jelly as she watched his cock slip all the way inside to lock their bodies together. She was the one who grabbed her T-shirt to pull it up and she let out a whimpering gasp when his fingertips brushed across her belly to set her muscles fluttering. She grimaced when his hands latched onto the top of her thighs and it set him off.

Suddenly, he was like an animal as the hunger to give his seed became all that mattered. His body crashed between her naked thighs to drive his erection into her pussy, and she couldn’t look away from the way she was being so roughly taken by an older man. She pulled her t-shirt higher and dragged her bra down to put her tits on show, and her disheveled appearance seemed to spur him on.

His fingers sank into her flesh, so he could pull himself into her with a longing that took her breath and she knew the moment it was too much. Their bodies locked tightly together as one again when he left his erection fucked deep in her tight cunt and the quivering pulse of his lust grew stronger until it exploded to climax.

His hips jabbed forward as the ecstasy of a thick burst of cum streaming inside her tight, young pussy left him gasping for breath. He pressed his weight down on Simone to pin her to the sofa as he savored a moment he’d been dreaming about, with each hot spurt making his body buck until he’d emptied his balls completely. It drained the power from his body, and he slumped down in a gasping heap.

Simone closed her eyes. She could still feel the pulsing quiver of his erection inside her, but the sensation slowly died away and she looked down to the trickle of white which spilled from her when Jacob backed off.

“Oh fuck,” she let out when her gaze settled on the unused condom still sitting on the sofa beside her.

“You won’t need it,” Jacob said and snatched the condom up. “I’ll throw it away.”

Simone wrinkled her nose when she looked down again at the white sliding across her inner thigh. She was playing a risky game but knew she’d willingly do it again to let her babysitting boss take advantage of her nubile, young body whenever he wanted.

******************************
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When innocent 18-year-old Belinda starts her new babysitting job for Kevin, a handsome older single dad, she is unaware of his hidden plans for her...he wants to impregnate her fertile young body!  Will Kevin succeed in knocking up his young babysitter?

This 4600 word short story contains explicit sexual content including impregnation, pregnancy sex, and a man determined to put a baby in his babysitter!

A Virgin for the Doctor (Medical Exam Erotica)

When shy 19-year-old virgin Sarah makes an appointment for her first gynecological exam she doesn’t realize that the handsome older doctor has more in mind than a standard examination.  What will Sarah do when the exam takes a lustful turn?

Warning:  This 4500 word short story contains explicit sexual content including a first time sexual encounter, anal play, oral sex, and a very horny doctor!  This story is for adults only.

Fondled by Four Doctors (Medical Exam Erotica)

When young inexperienced Samantha needs to have her annual gynecological examination, she turns to Dr. Anderson, an old family friend.  Needing money to pay for her college costs, she reluctantly agrees when Dr. Anderson offers her a cash payment for allowing his three interns to sit in on their exam.  Little does Samantha know that Dr. Anderson has more than an examination in mind...and that he and his interns plan to use her for their own fun!

This 5400 word short story contains explicit sexual content including anal play, oral sex, and a reluctant young patient being used by four doctors for kinky medical sex!  This story is for adults only.

Punished by the Doctor (Medical Exam Erotica)

When Melissa has her annual gynecological exam, she can’t resist her attractive doctor’s touch and she asks him to take things further.  When he invites her back after hours for a private exam, she is very excited...until he straps her down and invites in a third party – his wife!  Dr. Cassidy and his wife want to punish Melissa for tempting a married man, and they proceed to use her body in every way they wish!

This 4700 word short story contains explicit sexual content including masturbation, oral sex, and a reluctant woman being punished with a kinky exam!  This story is for adults only.

Check out these and other titles by Madison Laine.

Thank you for purchasing this ebook.  If you liked this story, please leave a positive review so I will know my fans want more stories of this type.  Any feedback or comments can be sent to madisonlaineebooks@gmail.com.

––––––––
[image: image]


This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This e-book may not be resold or distributed without the permission of the author.



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
KNOCKIN






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// 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();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * 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";
	}
}



d2d_images/scene_break.png





