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Summary

Ever since they had moved in at the beginning of the summer, the trio of college girls had been a perpetual pain...

Two brats are toast. Sean and Vicki’s scheme for revenge has now claimed two victims, and they’re ready to finish off the third. But this time Vicki wants to play, too, and she isn’t going to let Sean have all the fun. Can they convince Melinda to take them both on?

*          *          *
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Misleading Melinda

Vicki moaned and rolled over as a bar of bright sunlight slapped her in the face through a crack in the blinds. Morning already? It felt as though she had just gotten to sleep. Of course that was probably because she and Sean had been up half the night going at it like a pair of bunnies after a meal of Viagra-laced carrots.

She flung out an arm but Sean’s side of the bed was empty, the sheets already cool. A smile flickered across her face—he was such a sweetie, always so considerate about not waking her up. It was a pleasant change from her other boyfriends, who had seemed to think that if they were up she needed to be as well to see them off. That seemed backwards to Vicki. Shouldn’t they be more interested in having her awake and glad to see them come home rather than dead on her feet and happy to see them leave? Thank goodness Sean had better sense.

As sleep loosened its fogging tendrils from her mind Vicki’s eyes popped open and she sat bolt upright. Sean’s side of the bed? Her other boyfriends? She muffled a sigh. Drat the man. He had weaseled his way in despite her best efforts and now she was caught. Of course he wouldn’t complain since he had been hounding her for months to give their relationship a second chance, but she had managed to hold him off until now. Flopping back onto the bed she made a face at the ceiling. It had probably been inevitable; they were good together, made a great couple in general, and the sex was beyond fantastic. She had no reason to complain if they became an item.

There was just one problem—they still had to get even with Melinda, the third sorority brat who lived next door. There was absolutely no way she was letting Sean anywhere near a hot little piece of ass like that once they were a couple, so they had to finish up Vicki’s plan for revenge before they could move forward. Erin, the first of the brats, had been easy. All Vicki had to do was dangle Sean in front of the little coed and stand back to watch. Literally. Vicki had hidden in the closet with a video recorder while Erin tripped over herself to seduce Sean as a means to get even with her boyfriend. Armed with that sex tape Vicki was able to convince the second brat, Lesley, to agree to a session with Sean as well. And now they had a second sex tape, this one of Sean with Lesley, to hold over the girls’ heads.

Melinda was more of a challenge because Vicki didn’t have the same kind of leverage on her that she’d had with Lesley, but she had something that she hoped would work just as well. Rumors around campus suggested that Melinda was in love with Lesley. Vicki knew how far she’d be willing to go to protect Sean, although she hadn’t yet even fully owned up to how much she cared about him. So how far would Melinda be willing to go to protect Lesley? That was the question, and it was the linchpin of Vicki’s plan to finish up their paybacks because she hadn’t found another angle she could use to put the college girl in her place if this one didn’t pan out.

For a second her conscience twinged, but she pushed it aside. For months they had tried to be reasonable, had been patient and understanding, had let incident after incident with the little bitches next door slide. In return the situation had grown steadily worse, the girls getting more arrogant and careless by the day. If they had shown the slightest remorse or made any attempt to clean up their acts Vicki would have let it go, but enough was enough. They needed someone to teach them a lesson about not screwing with other people, and since no one else had stepped up to the plate Vicki had taken it on herself to dispense a little much-needed justice.

No, Melinda was going to get hers, just the same as Erin and Lesley already had.

Vicki crawled out of bed and stumbled for the shower, her body still worn out from the wild night of sex with Sean. Fortunately the university offices closed early on Fridays, so she could come home and rest up. Not for too long, though, since she was itching to watch that tape of Sean and Lesley again. She’d probably have it memorized by the end of Sean’s twenty-four hour shift at the fire department, but she would try not to wear her clit completely out before Sean got home to put out her fire. Still, Saturday morning was a long way off.

Warm, rapturous waves rocked slowly through her pelvis, drifting out through her limbs on tingling currents that left her whole body buzzing with bliss. She drifted up and her body floated through golden swirls of desire that whipped and teased her, then gently curled between her legs to tug and probe at her quivering sex. With a primal moan of need she stretched to open herself, to bare the pulsing knot which wound up the glorious tension building inside her like some tightly coiled spring of desire. Now the waves lapped at her, hot and wet against her aching flesh as she writhed in delicious agony and tried to soak in every drop through skin thirsty for such pleasures. 

Warmth crept up her skin and drowned her in a silky embrace while low in her belly the knot grew, bright and twisting inside of her. She whimpered—when that tangle broke free the force of it would shatter her, rend her to the bones. Already the torment of it drove her deeper into herself until it seemed that her entire being consisted of the throbbing pink pearl between her legs. Then with an incandescent blast of color sensation ripped through her and tore a ragged cry of relief from her throat.

Vicki sat up with another cry, naked breasts heaving, her whole body a-tremble with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Wet, she was so wet, moisture pooling in tiny drops to leak down her backside and coat her lips while deep inside her walls fluttered like a captive bird.

Sean smiled up at her from between her shaking thighs, puppy-dog eyes dark and heavy-lidded with desire. “Good morning, beautiful.”

“Jesus, Sean,” she gasped, still trying to find enough air. “I think my heart stopped.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“Good until it kills me, anyway.”

He licked lips still glistening with her dew. “If you’ve gotta go…”

With a contented sigh she sank back into the bed and closed her eyes to enjoy the purr of her body in the afterglow. Still between her legs Sean drew soothing little patterns on the skin of her thighs with his fingertips until she thought she would melt straight into the bed. What had she ever done to deserve a guy like him? Finally she cranked her eyes back open, afraid that she’d drift off to sleep once more if she didn’t get up.

“How was work?”

“Quiet. Certainly not as exciting as being at home.” A grin tugged at his lips. “I could taste the sex on you as soon as I got between your legs. You started without me.”

For some reason that made her blush. It was ridiculous after all the things they had done together, but still the heat swept over her skin and she hoped he would miss it in the dim light. She sat up, drew her knees close against her, and wrapped protective arms around her shins.

“Like you won’t get yourself off watching those videos while I’m at work.”

Brown eyes regarded her levelly. “I’d rather save it until we can watch them together.”

The earnestness of his gaze tugged at her. Damn him, he meant it. How could she fight this? “Yeah,” she sighed, looking away, “I’d rather do that too.”

“Hey.” A large hand captured her foot, his thumb caressing the soft skin of her arch. “I wasn’t being critical or anything, Vick.”

“I know.” That slow, gentle touch against her bare skin was making her throb again. “How about I pay you back for waking me up so nicely?”

His grin returned. “You think tasting you, feeling you move that way against me, wasn’t payment enough?”

“I can do better.”

She walked across the bed to him on her knees and tugged his t-shirt over his head. As it came free the smell of freshly soaped man enveloped her; always considerate, he had already showered before he came to her bed. Hands glided across velvet-wrapped iron muscles toned to perfection from endless hours in the gym and pool, and with a sly little smile she ducked her head to brush her lips across a tiny, red nipple. It turned to a pebble against her tongue and she felt a quiver run through Sean’s torso. God how she wanted him.

Wasting no time she pushed him backwards and dragged his shorts down his legs. Desire quickened inside, her pussy slick and loose with hot juices pumping for him. Before her his cock strained upwards, a pale monument to raw desire carved from finely veined pink marble. Fingertips feathered along his length to feel him pulse and twitch, his need a living thing struggling to break free.

Her own desire a gnawing hunger between her legs, Vicki slid over Sean’s supine form and carefully lowered herself onto his manhood. She took him easily, eagerly, her body accepting him as an old friend, fitting to him as though she had been made for him and him alone. As her bottom came to rest against his hips they both uttered a mutual sigh of fulfillment, and Sean’s hands moved to lightly grasp her hips. With her own hands on his chest she levered herself up, lifting her hips up until only his head remained inside her and the sudden absence of him inside of her was an agonizing loss. Just as quickly she swallowed him once more, the thick rod sliding home and filling that dreadful emptiness.

Bodies melded, his hands subtly guiding her hips as Vicki lost herself in bliss once more and her movements became wilder and more frantic. Eyes closed, head flung back, she rode him in silence as molten pleasure flooded her loins and the pressure between her legs swelled to torturous levels. Beneath her Sean stiffened, hands locking on her waist to drive her down onto the hot spike of his manhood and he came within her with a ragged groan. Pressed against him she ground her hips forward, rubbing her swollen clit against him until that sensation mixed with the heat of his cum filling her drove her past her limits and she clamped her legs tightly to his sides. She shook with the force of it, chestnut curls tangling in eyes that saw nothing but haze, sharp cries proclaiming the ecstasy which seized her in a grip of iron.

At last her shivering subsided and she dropped against his chest, where she pressed a soft kiss before she laid her head against him.

“God, how I needed that,” she murmured.

Laughter rumbled in his chest. “I couldn’t tell.”

*          *          *

She let him sleep after that, and worn out from a twenty-four hour shift and satisfying Vicki it was mid-afternoon before he roused. Not that he was complaining. Sean slipped on a pair of swim trunks and padded into the kitchen, where he chugged half a carton of orange juice. Faint splashes from outside informed him that Vicki was in the pool, so he stepped out into the bright sunshine and dropped into a deck chair.

Vicki blew him a deliberately provocative kiss. “Did you sleep okay?”

“You’d better believe it.”

She laughed and pulled herself from the water to sit beside him, water pattering onto the hot bricks around her as she leaned her damp hair against his arm. “Glad I could help. Is there anything special you’d like for dinner?”

“How about if we just order pizza? It’s getting kind of late to cook, and you could probably use a night off anyway. We can relax and watch a movie or something.”

She peered up at him with an impish grin. “Which movie did you have in mind—Erin or Lesley?”

“Jesus, woman—you’re insatiable. Don’t you ever think of anything else?”

Eyes half-closed she turned her lips up for him to kiss. “Not with you around.”

“Well how can I argue with that?” he growled, and bent down to taste her.

The fact was she had the same effect on him—he could never seem to get enough of her. As his mouth found hers Vicki pulled away, teasing, sending her tongue to frisk across his lips, then her teeth nipped playfully at his bottom lip before she drew back once more. Sean’s pulse drummed in his groin with a heavy, bass rhythm until his cock jerked and stretched awake to writhe in his shorts like a snake uncoiling. The little witch had his number, that was for damned sure. Just one teeny kiss from her could set him off like a skyrocket.

With a low growl he scooped her into his arms and headed for the house. Vicki laughed and squealed, water-slick skin enticing against him as she writhed and bucked in his grasp.

“Oh, no,” he told her. “You’re not getting loose. If you tease you have to pay the penalty.”

“But I’m hungry!” she wailed as he carried her through the door into the house.

“Should have thought of that sooner.”

Vicki butted her head against his chest. “At least let’s call and order the pizza first. Then it ought to be getting here about the time we’ve finished.”

With her bottom lip stuck out and her eyes wide and pleading she looked ten years younger and too damned cute for words. Would waiting ten minutes kill him? As badly as he wanted her just then it was certainly a possibility. But maybe he should let her have her way since it was almost dinner time, after all.

She took advantage of his distraction to twist hard and managed to kick her legs loose. In an instant she had freed herself and streaked towards the phone in the kitchen, maniacal giggles bubbling along in her wake. Before he could reach her she snatched up the phone and hit the stored speed dial entry for their favorite pizza joint, and then undismayed by his glare she stuck her tongue out and plopped down on a stool at the breakfast bar.

In a little girl’s sing-song voice she relayed their order, all the while blatantly wetting her lips and using her fingertips to toy with stiff nipples jutting starkly against the sheer, rose-colored fabric of her bikini top. By the time she hung up Sean was boiling.

“There,” she proclaimed smugly. “We’ve got thirty minutes. Think that’ll be enough to satisfy you?”

“Hell no,” he replied as he reached for her, “but I’ll have to take what I can get.”

Later that afternoon while they munched on pizza and an 80s movie marathon Sean worked up his courage to broach the topic that he’d been waffling over for days.

“Maybe we should quit while we’re ahead,” he suggested.

Vicki turned her deep blue eyes towards him. “What do you mean?”

“The girls next door. We’ve bagged two out of three, now. Maybe they’ve learned their lesson?”

“Those three? Not damned likely. And Melinda’s the snottiest one of the bunch, if you ask me. Erin was actually halfway decent when she figured out that we were real, live people and not just cardboard cutouts she saw through the windows. Whenever Melinda sees us she gets that expression like we’re something nasty she scraped off the bottom of her shoe.”

“True,” he agreed with a sigh.

“We need to finish what we started.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

“But Sean, remember back when this all started that I said I wanted to watch you fuck them?”

He nodded.

“I changed my mind. I think I want to play, too.”

She giggled as his eyes widened. “Look, I’ve never been with a woman before. I’ll admit that I’m a little curious, and after I tasted Erin on you I kind of got a craving. Now, before you start to panic I’m not about to give up on men—I’m way too fond of that nice, hard cock of yours for that. I’d just like to see what all the fuss is about, you know?”

“Can’t really blame you,” he said. “If I was a woman I’d be a lesbian.”

She snorted. “If you were a woman you’d lay in front of a mirror all day and night feeling yourself up. I just want to test the waters and cross this off of my bucket list.”

That piqued his interest. “And just what else is on your bucket list?”

“Never mind that, now. You just focus on the task at hand.”

Like he was going to argue. “You get her over here and we’ll play it however you want. I suppose that just this once I can share you if I have to.”

“In the meantime,” she said, holding up a silvery DVD, “I spent a couple of hours cleaning up the video of you and Lesley while you were snoozing. Want to see if the sequel is as good as the original?”

“If I say yes then I’m a narcissist.”

“Then I’ll say yes,” she stated, and hopped up to slide the DVD into the player. “I could watch these all day. If you ever get tired of working for the fire department I have no doubt you could have quite a future in the adult entertainment industry.”

She shucked her robe before the movie started playing and pushed the coffee table aside so she had room to go to her knees between Sean’s thighs. Eager fingers slipped inside his bathrobe to find his cock, and soon her hot little hands were wrapped around him in a massage that had his balls tingling with renewed desire.

“I think he likes me, mister,” she said in the same sing-song little girl voice she had used to order pizza. “He’s sure friendly, isn’t he?”

“A little too friendly, maybe,” he replied hoarsely.

On the television screen Sean watched as blonde-haired Lesley from next door went down on his cock. His roommate watched curiously, her head cocked to one side.

“Does he like kisses, mister? I bet he does, huh? Let’s see.” 

Vicki’s hands continued to knead his flesh while her soft lips embraced him, wrapping gently around his head and brushing deliberately over the sensitive flare at the base. Her tongue swirled slow circles around the tip until his rod went rigid as steel and it pulsed with need in her grip. After a moment she let him spring from her lips with a loud pop!

“He does like kisses,” she announced with obvious satisfaction and settled back to watch the show once more, one hand still pumping his shaft in a steady rhythm.

As his on-screen self tied Lesley spread-eagled to his bed Vicki turned wide eyes towards him. “Wow! She must’ve been really bad, huh mister? Did you give her a spanking?”

“Not exactly,” Sean said. It was a major effort to keep his voice normal.

“You sure have a lot of toys, mister. Do you let little girls play with those?”

“Only if they’re very, very good.”

“Oh, I can be really good, mister,” she murmured. “You’ll see.”

“I’m sure you can.”

The squeeze she gave his aching, swollen balls sent him rocketing towards the edge and he had to spend a minute focusing on anything but Vicki or what was happening on television to get himself back under control. When he looked back at the movie Lesley was licking her own juices off of one of Vicki’s vibrators, and then he moved around behind her and slid his cock up to her waiting hole.

“Oooh,” Vicki breathed. “You’re putting your cock in her nasty place.” Her fingers slid a little faster on his shaft. “I bet you’d like to put it in my nasty place, too, wouldn’t you?” She squeezed harder, her fist lubricated with his pre-cum now so that it glided smoothly along his length. “Or maybe my ass. Would you like to put your hard thing in my tight, little asshole, mister?”

Without releasing her hold on his manhood she stood up and bent over before him with her glistening pussy poised right over his erection then carefully she eased herself back until he pushed against her lips. Having her so close—her wet, steamy tunnel only an inch away, was pure torture. Sean ached to lift his hips and drive hard into her, but he wasn’t about to spoil her game. She was having far too much fun with her role-playing. Breath hissed through his teeth as she ran his head along the slippery length of the valley between her lips and then ground back against him when she rubbed him over and over the hard little knot of her clit. 

“That feels so good, mister,” she moaned.

Her hips swung back and the head of his cock pressed into the sopping opening of her pussy. Small movements of her pelvis let her fuck herself against him a fraction of an inch at a time and tease him with the barest taste of the relief he craved. With every movement hot juices leaked from her to drip down onto his straining cock and he was so slick she could barely keep her grip on him.

On the screen yesterday’s Sean worked a finger into Lesley’s squirming ass. “You dirty little slut. You like anal? You like a nice, hard cock in your ass?”

Vicki thrust back against him, harder now, and his head squished wetly against her hole while the wild, tangy scent of her sex filled the air and drove him wild. Little whimpers escaped her every time his cock head nudged against her clit to blend with the noises Lesley made in a raw, animalistic harmony.

“Oh, yeah,” she groaned as Sean’s dick slid into the girl on the screen, so overcome with passion that her persona slipped for a moment. “Take it, you little bitch.”

With one hand holding him steady she lowered herself to bury his rock-hard pole in her tunnel. A shudder rippled through Sean’s body as her velvet grip claimed him, and his hands moved to her hips to help guide her. She only allowed herself a handful of slow strokes before pulling away again, though, and her hand reached back between her legs and wrapped around his girth. This time she guided him higher, up past the sodden entrance to her pussy until his head nudged against the puckered rosebud of her ass.

“Don’t you want to put it in there, mister? Like you did that other girl?”

That was a no-brainer of a question, but still he hesitated. “You sure, Vicki?”

She answered by pressing back against him so that the tip of his cock squeezed into that tight little ring. He swallowed as incandescent pleasure hammered at his senses, and his fingers clenched in the flesh of her hips. Despite his body crying out to ram home and hammer her until he finished Sean forced himself to ease in slowly, inch by tantalizing inch. Vicki didn’t make it any easier on him. With every movement she wiggled against him and uttered a moan or a sigh, and every time he paused she clamped her muscles as tightly around him as she could. By the time he sank fully into her ass a fine sheen of sweat on his forehead served as a testament to his powers of self control.

Vicki’s hand slithered between her legs, fingers dancing frantically against her clit while he slowly fucked her ass. As she warmed to him she grew wilder, flinging her head from side to side, and her moans turned into deeper grunts. The molten heat of her spread to his root and down into his balls where it boiled and simmered until it felt like an electric current running through him.

To his surprise Vicki’s grunts turned to a long, low whine and then with a strangled cry she flung herself backwards on him. Her ass tightened, clenched with a spasm, and then quivered around him while deep inside her a flutter pulsated against his shaft. It was too much; he gave a cry of his own as a flood of hot cum burst from his cock and left him trembling all over in reaction to the sudden release of the tension which had held him.

After a moment Vicki looked back over her shoulder at him. “Did you like that, mister?”

“Jesus, you’re a kinky little thing,” Sean panted.

A smug grin settled on her flushed face. “But I’m your kinky little thing. Besides, you think I’m going to let myself be outdone by a couple of college girls? No way.”

She rubbed her ass suggestively against his slippery, still-hard cock. To Sean’s surprise he pulsed, twitching at the friction with more life than he would have thought possible after an orgasm like that.

Vicki grinned. “In a minute we’re going to go clean up in the shower, and I want you to fuck me until I come so hard I can’t see straight.”

“Again? Right now? You think maybe you’re giving me too much credit?”

Her eyes went wide and innocent and when she spoke it was in her little girl’s voice. “Would you like to play with me again, mister? Maybe next time I should call you daddy. I’ll bet you’d be a real good daddy.”

Kinky little witch. What the hell—if he keeled over from exhaustion he’d at least die happy.

*          *          *

Although she had intended to go next door to confront Lesley the following day, the college brat’s car was missing from their driveway so Vicki amused herself with Sean instead. By the time she finally allowed him collapse into sleep Sunday night she was sure that he’d be looking forward to going to work so he could get some rest. For her part she felt wonderfully taken care of and content, if a little sore in a couple of places. Vicki looked down on her roommate’s sleeping face with a fond smile. One more time; one more girl and then she’d close the book on the brats next door and focus on seeing where this thing with her and Sean went.

Quietly as she could she went to her desk and burned a copy of the video of Sean and Lesley onto a blank DVD. Best to go ahead and do it now rather than not have it when she needed it. As soon as the disc was done she returned to her bed and curled up against her roommate’s broad back, where she closed her eyes with a tired but happy sigh and soon drifted off into the dreamless sleep of exhaustion.

When she returned from work the next day Lesley’s car was parked next door. This was it. Do or die time. Adrenaline cranked up her heartbeat until she could feel her pulse thumping at her throat, and she ran inside to get the DVD before she could chicken out.

At the first sight of Vicki standing in her doorway Lesley blanched and peered out at her with suspicious eyes.

“Oh, it’s you. Now what do you want?”

“We need to talk. I’d suggest you ask me inside.”

The blonde girl shook her head vehemently. “Oh, no. We’re done. I did what you wanted. We’ve got nothing else to talk about.”

With a sweet smile Vicki held up a DVD. “I think we do.”

Lesley frowned. “Are you reneging on our deal?”

“Not at all. You have my solemn promise that no one will ever see that video of Erin.”

“Then what’s that?” The other girl nodded towards the shiny disc.

Erin’s grin turned feral. “I’ll give you one guess.”

It only took a second before it hit her. “Oh, shit,” Lesley growled through clenched teeth. “Not again. How did you do that? I checked the place out.”

“Never mind.” Vicki waved that away. “Right now we need to talk about what has to happen so that this stays private, because with you as the star this one will have you in a lot more hot water than Erin’s.”

With a curse the sorority girl stepped aside so Vicki could come in. As she slammed the front door shut she snarled, “You two are unbelievable.”

“You know, that’s exactly what we said about you girls more times than I care to remember,” Vicki replied. “Karma, darling. What goes around comes around. So be more careful of who you go around trying to fuck over in the future.”

“All right, all right. What do you want?”

“Melinda.”

“Great. Have her. Just leave me out of it.”

Vicki smiled and shook her head. “But I need you to help me get her.”

“How the hell am I supposed to do that? She doesn’t even like guys.”

“She’s in love with you—or at least she thinks she is, which is just as good. So if you want to keep what’s on this disc quiet you need to find a way to persuade her.” She batted her eyelashes suggestively. “I’m sure you can manage, hon.”

Long, perfectly manicured fingernails drummed against the breakfast bar. “I get her over there and we’re through?”

“You get her over to my place willing and ready to do anything Sean asks and that video of you will go away forever. No one else will ever see it. I swear.”

Lesley gnawed at her lip. “Fine. Anything to be done with you two.”

“Good. Sean is working today, but he’s off tomorrow and Wednesday so we’ll be expecting her sometime then.”

The blonde girl raised an eyebrow. “We?”

“Figure of speech.”

“Whatever. I don’t really care what you sickos get up to. I just want this over with.”

“Oh, lighten up. It’s not that bad.” Vicki turned towards the door then looked back. “Neither was the video, for that matter. You looked good, hon—put on quite the show. It was very… stimulating.”

“Get out!”

Vicki giggled all the way home. She had done her part; now they just had to wait and see if Lesley would deliver.

*          *          *

Wednesday went by without any sign of Melinda. On Thursday the hours ticked off; lunchtime passed and then Vicki cooked dinner. They knew that both Lesley and Melinda were home next door because both cars were in the driveway. Together Sean and Vicki cleaned up and washed the dishes then settled onto the couch to watch television.

When Sean gave her an inquisitive look she shrugged. “Maybe Melinda’s not as in love as everyone seems to think.”

Another hour slipped by and then the noise of the doorbell jolted them up off the couch.

“All right—just like we planned it,” Vicki told him then vanished into the other side of the house.

Sean squared his shoulders and opened the door with an electric thrill of anticipation. Melinda stood waiting, her dark, reddish-brown curls gleaming in the warm glow of the porch light. Full, red lips curved upwards in a smile that never came anywhere close to her icy gray eyes.

“I believe you were expecting me?”

He gave her a mock bow. “Do come in.”

The skinny jeans hugging her legs might have been painted on, and he couldn’t help but admire the way they showed off the sweet curves of her perfect ass. While her body wasn’t as lush as Lesley’s she was perfectly proportioned and had the tan and tone of a tennis player. She rounded on him as they reached the living room and it took a supreme act of will to tear his gaze away from the narrow band of her tummy that was visible below the hem of her t-shirt.

“Mistress Lesley told me that I belong to you for the night, and I am to obey you as I would her. I’m not sure why she would do that,” she said, the hurt plain in her voice, “but here I am.”

Mistress Lesley? How very interesting. “All right. The rules are that I call the shots. You do what I tell you to, how I tell you to. If you can’t do that then the door is that way.”

She twitched her shoulders. “I’ll do what I’m told.”

“Come on, then.”

He led her back to Vicki’s bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed.

“Strip,” he told her. “Nice and slow. Make it look good.”

Her nose wrinkled but she took a deep breath, stepped out of her sandals, and began a striptease. Slim fingers dipped under the edge of her shirt to skim against the bare flesh there, teased just beneath the waistband of those sinfully tight jeans. Rising onto her tiptoes she stretched, baring still more golden skin, hands moving higher under the shirt to slide up along her ribs and reveal her flat stomach and the most perfect belly button Sean had ever seen. The shirt rose higher until Sean glimpsed the hot pink of her bra then she twisted away to face the door.

Nimble fingers gathered in the hem of the t-shirt and worked it upwards past her shoulders, her body weaving sinuously as she slowly drew it over her head and let it slip from her fingers. Arms lowered, and although he couldn’t see from behind Sean knew that her hands were cupping her ripe breasts, squeezing them in a gentle massage that made his cock jerk in his shorts. Her hands slid around her back to deftly unhook her bra without allowing it to fall away from her, and one arm held it firmly in place over her tits when she turned back towards him.

Defiant eyes clashed against his while her body teased, one hand tantalizing along the smooth skin of her belly and tracing the curves of her hips while the other arm continued to protect her breasts. She took a step closer to him, daring, and allowed the bra to fall away. Sean’s mouth watered. From the uniform honey-colored skin it was apparent she sunbathed topless, and he was dying to lick those satin globes and suck her dark pink nipples until they hardened in his mouth.

Melinda read his expression and returned it with one of pure disdain. That was something Sean wasn’t used to seeing in the eyes of the women who looked at him, and a sliver of anger twisted its way through his guts. He was going to enjoy the hell out of bending this stuck-up bitch to his will.

Fingers popped the button on her jeans and dipped inside to brush along panties the same hot pink as her bra, arcing along the edges of her mound before sliding around to peel the pants down her hips. Her body curved from side to side as she skinned them slowly down her long legs, her eyes never straying from his. When the jeans reached her calves she stepped daintily out of them and straightened, clad now only in those tiny, hot pink panties. She made sure he was looking then ran the tip of her tongue over her pouty lips until they glistened before pushing her fingers through the waistband of those panties. Once more she turned away, this time so she could give him a perfect view of her ass while she stripped away the last scrap of her clothing.

Sean feigned boredom, but his heart thundered in his chest and his cock strained to be free of the confines of his shorts. For all she was a snotty bitch, Melinda was smoking hot and sexy as hell. Of the three girls she was the only one who could give Vicki a run for her money in that department. He couldn’t wait to see if it was all show or whether she could actually deliver.

“Well?” she asked him.

“That was all right,” he replied with a dismissive shrug, smiling inwardly at the look of irritation that flashed across her face. “Get on the bed on your hands and knees.”

She obeyed him, although with a deliberate slowness that was obviously meant to annoy. Not that he cared—it just prolonged the time he had to watch that sweet ass of hers in motion. He could watch that for hours—and very well might once Vicki finished with the video. Once she was positioned the way he wanted her he dug through Vicki’s bedside table and tossed a pair of handcuffs onto the bed along with a black velvet blindfold followed by an assortment of Vicki’s favorite toys.

Melinda raised an eyebrow. “Kinky little fucks, aren’t you?”

“Says the girl whose mistress sent her over to be my sex toy.”

She gave him a chagrined little smile. “Touché.”

“Crouch down now, hands together.”

Swiftly he locked the handcuffs around her slender wrists and then tied the blindfold securely over her eyes. It wouldn’t do at all for her to be peeking out.

“There, that’s better.”

“Speak for yourself,” she grumbled.

“Oh, I was.”

But he was also speaking for his roommate. Only moments after he finished with the neighbor girl Vicki tiptoed into the room, naked as the girl on her bed, grinning so broadly that he was afraid her face would split. Quiet as a mouse she sank down into her chair and watched with gleaming eyes as Sean began to undress. Sean wasted no time; every nerve in his body was screaming at him for relief, and the burning tension in his loins drove him to hurry. Not too quickly, though. He had to stick to Vicki’s script. This one was for her, after all.

Once he was naked he climbed onto the bed and rose to his knees so that he straddled Melinda’s outstretched hands.

“Now take me in your mouth,” he ordered.

Distaste suffused her face and she hesitated for so long that he thought she might actually refuse, but finally she lifted up and with tentative fingers reached out until she found his manhood. Bold as she had been during her striptease, when faced with the reality of his cock Melinda became nervous as a virgin. Holding it as though afraid it might bite her, she awkwardly drew his swollen head towards her mouth. Once more her tongue flickered out and Sean held his breath as her lips parted to accept him.

She took him slowly, only working him into her inexperienced mouth with some difficulty, but little by little the wet, velvet heat swallowed him. In her chair beside the bed Vicki’s fingers had moved down to her clit to slowly massage her sensitive knob, and she stared in rapt fascination as the girl sucked down Sean’s cock. It felt a little awkward to be performing for a live audience, but at the same time her attention excited him. He wanted to turn her on, to get her wet and aching to have him inside of her.

Melinda jerked and coughed as the tip of his cock nudged against the back of her throat and would have pulled away if he hadn’t gripped her head.

“Easy,” he whispered. “Go slower, and don’t try to take it so deep when you’re not used to it. Now suck while you slide it back out.”

The rough surface of her tongue slithering against the most ticklish parts of his shaft as she drew away blasted him with jolts of pleasure so intense that the muscles of his stomach and ass clenched. When she started to suck and her hot little mouth clamped down on him he thought he just might die of ecstasy.

“Oh, that’s it,” he breathed in a hoarse whisper.

Vicki rose silently and glided over to the bed for a closer look, her fingers never slowing as she watched his glistening shaft emerge from the embrace of Melinda’s lips. When only the head remained inside Sean used his grip on the girl’s head to stop her and press himself deeper. Melinda froze for a second then took his length back into her mouth as far as she could.

While he had received far better blowjobs in his life, Melinda’s inexperience and Vicki’s entranced stare rapidly pushed Sean to the edge. The muscles in his jaw bunched as he clenched his teeth and tried to hold on for a while longer, but already there was a buzzing heat building in his balls and the tension at his root was becoming unbearable. A sharp pulse ran through his member and he knew that his pre-cum was leaking into Melinda’s mouth. Hands tightened on her head and he started to pull away when he caught Vicki frantically shaking her head.

With a sigh he let himself go, submerging his mind in the soft, heavy billows of pleasure washing over him. In and out he rocked, the wavelike motion gliding him through her mouth, twisting him tighter and tighter until his eyes closed and his breath caught and his whole body hovered teetering on the knife’s edge for one infinite brilliant second. All at once it snapped and he gushed into her, his seed running down her tongue to the back of her throat.

“Swallow!” he gasped, refusing to allow her to back off now and holding himself firmly inside her until he felt her throat convulse and knew that she had taken his whole load.

Her throat worked again and her tongue licked against him in a hard swirl as she tried to push him out. With a sigh he released his grip on her head and allowed her to expel him. Chest heaving he sank backwards to rest against the headboard. Melinda shook her head and worked a jaw sore from being used in such a fashion.

“You are such an asshole,” she coughed.

“Tsk, tsk,” he said. “What would Mistress Lesley say?”

“She said I had to do whatever you said. She didn’t say I had to like it!”

“Too bad. She certainly seemed to like it when it was her turn.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

He laughed. “She begged—pleaded—for it, and writhed on this very same bed like a cat in heat while I gave it to her.”

Vicki’s fingers wrapping around his throbbing cock brought him back to earth. He’d gotten his—at least his first. Now it was her turn. He let her pull him from the bed and stood off to one side to watch and see what she was going to do next.

*          *          *

“Where are you going?” Melinda called as Sean’s weight left the bed.

“You’ll see in a sec,” Sean said.

Vicki gave him a quick smile while she looked over the toys scattered on the side of the bed. It was time to see if she could get a reaction out of Melinda. As wonderful as he was in bed she doubted that Sean could manage it; but Vicki was a woman and understood how her body reacted on a completely different level.

She would at least have a lot of fun trying.

Heart thrumming in excitement she crawled onto the bed behind Melinda. Unlike her roommates the girl had shaved or waxed herself smooth as an egg—Vicki couldn’t see so much as a patch of stubble anywhere, and all that creamy satin skin begged for her touch. At the light brush of fingertips against her sex the girl flinched and froze. Vicki’s fingers knew their job, though, and under their sure but gentle touch the sorority brat began to relax.

Skin smooth as silk, warm and soft as a dream flowed beneath her fingertips as Vicki explored her. Was this what Sean felt when he touched her? In her kneeling position the girl was slightly spread to reveal a hint of the pink furrow between her legs. It tugged at Vicki, drew her fingers like bees to clover. Vicki knew how she liked to be touched herself, what would send her right up the wall whenever Sean did it. Would Melinda react the same way? Her fingers probed the edges of sleek, pink lips, traced their edges with a feathery touch that made the neighbor girl shiver, slid deeper. There. The pad of her middle finger settled on the pearl of flesh hidden right at the root of the girl’s slit and gently eased it free of its hiding place. With a curious smile quirking up one side of her lips Vicki swirled her finger over it and held her breath waiting to see what would happen.

Melinda gave an almost inaudible gasp and in only a few seconds that lump had stiffened into a hard little marble. So the ice maiden could be warmed up after all. For long seconds Vicki focused all her attention on that clit until Melinda’s hips shifted to rub back against her fingers, and the girl’s exposed nether lips grew puffy and darkened with arousal. Moisture gathered between her lips, at first only a faint dew but then a drop splashed onto Vicki’s forearm. From where she knelt Vicki was close enough to smell Melinda’s growing arousal, the tart musk of her sex rising like an exotic, exhilarating perfume, and Vicki’s pussy quivered in sympathy.

Intrigued she drew her fingers back, ignoring Melinda’s whimper of protest, until they were poised right against the tight, wet opening of the college girl’s pussy. Gingerly she pushed the tip of her index finger inside and gave a little shiver as Melinda’s velvety tunnel enfolded her. Wow. Somehow it was a very different experience from doing it to herself, and she pressed in until she was buried to the second knuckle. Melinda gave another whimper and Vicki stroked her smooth inner wall with her fingertip. Her finger made a sucking noise as she slowly eased it in and out of the girl’s sopping tunnel, the girl seeming to grow wetter by the second until Vicki’s own pussy went liquid.

The scent of her was intoxicating, and Vicki was dying for a taste. She pulled her hand free and gave her finger a delicate lick. Tangy flavor exploded against her tongue, a taste of raw sex that she found wildly erotic. Craving more she popped her glistening finger into her mouth and sucked it clean, then plunged it back into Melinda’s pussy. After a few pumps she sucked it back between her lips. This was heavenly—no wonder Sean liked to go down on her so much!

Still she wanted more, and this time she decided to go directly to the source. She pressed her face against Melinda’s slit and drove her tongue straight into her leaking fount. Could she ever get enough of this? Licking frantically she sucked droplets from around the edges and from Melinda’s lips as well, and then dove deep once more to lap up as much of that fresh honey as possible.

From behind she felt Sean’s fingers slide beneath her, tease against her opening to see how wet she was and she spread herself wider to give him better access. As his thicker fingers slid inside of her a warm bubble formed in her core and grew a little bigger with each beat of her heart. But even as he lit the fires of her own pleasure Vicki continued to eat Melinda’s sweet pussy, her tongue never slowing its sensuous dance over that slick, pink flesh.

The girl’s swift orgasm surprised Vicki with a sudden gush of hot juice that overflowed her tongue and dripped down her chin. She licked wildly and covered Melinda with kisses, desperate that she not miss a single drop. Clit and nipples hardened and ached with the force of her own arousal, and Vicki wondered if maybe she hadn’t been a little hasty in telling Sean that this was a one-time deal. She could see where this could get addictive in a hurry. Sated at last she pulled her face away, gathering a few stray drops from her chin with a finger and licking them away. Fuck, what a turn-on! She could hardly wait to have Sean cram his cock inside of her and pound her until she found her own release. Not quite yet, though. She still had a couple more things planned for the lovely brunette still kneeling on the bed before her.

Speaking of Sean… She turned her head towards him and beckoned him with her eyes, lifting her face up for him to kiss. His tongue darted along her lips to gather a taste of Melinda from her skin, then she opened for him and their tongues met and twined together. For a moment Vicki forgot all about the sorority girl as Sean’s kiss went hard and deep and his tongue ravished her mouth. It left her lightheaded and her body a mass of swirling, hot tingles that seemed to pool low between her legs. Her lungs were burning when he pulled away at last, his eyes burning dark with his desire for her, and a deep quiver rippled through her pussy at the thought of what he would do to her later. 

“Hello?” Melinda said, catching her attention again.

“One second,” Sean told her in a voice rough with suppressed need.

Vicki winked at him then turned back to the task at hand. The toys Sean had pulled from her nightstand still lay scattered on the side of the bed, and Vicki’s hand hovered over them while she considered. After a moment her fingers settled on a fleshy-tipped vibrator and with a deft movement of her fingers she flipped it on. Melinda started at the sudden buzz, but then relaxed as she realized what it must be.

It slid easily between her slippery lips, guided up through that furrow to rest against her clit where it hummed with a happy buzz. With a low mewl of pleasure Melinda sank lower on the bed, back arched, her ass thrust high towards Vicki. That gave her another idea.

With her free hand she pushed aside a couple of dildos and grabbed a vibrating anal plug. The thick, pink toy ought to be just the thing to give Melinda a little lesson, so Vicki gripped it by the base and moved it between the girl’s legs. Aiming the tip at the girl’s juicy entrance she eased it inside. Melinda gave a little squawk at this sudden new intrusion, but wet as she was the jellied plastic entered easily into her tunnel. A few thrusts had it nice and slippery and Vicki pulled it out and slid it higher until it rested against the girl’s tightly clenched anus.

“Whoa, wait!” Melinda exclaimed. “What are you doing? No way, nothing goes in there.”

Instead of answering Vicki turned on the vibrator. For a moment the only sound in the room was the loud buzz coming from the pink toy, but then a shudder ran through Melinda’s bottom and she groaned.

“Oh, dear god,” she breathed in wonder. “That feels amazing.”

Vicki held it there for a few seconds to let her get used to it and then slowly increased the pressure against the girl’s sphincter while continuing to massage her clit with the other vibrator. Slick with her juices the tip pierced the entrance and Vicki carefully eased it into that hot, narrow passage. She went slowly, pausing frequently while Melinda moaned and whined, but the girl never asked her to stop. She understood—the pain of stretching that slowly turned into a delicious heat that spread through your whole lower body, attenuated by that constant low buzz which penetrated to the very root of your pussy and made you throb until you thought your body would explode from it. Sometimes she put the plug in while she did housework on the days Sean worked, and then attacked him when he came in the door. There was no denying the seduction of it.

When it sank fully into the girl’s ass Vicki turned off the other vibrator and tossed it aside. It was time for the grand finale. At a sharp gesture Sean handed her a toy that Melinda had not seen—a large strap-on dildo. With trembling fingers Vicki fastened it onto her hips and eased up behind Melinda. The girl’s moans filled the room now, and she bucked a little as Vicki pressed the head of the latex cock into her pussy. Vicki had to hold onto her hips to steady herself before giving a shove that thrust her up and in to bury the whole thing inside Melinda at once. With a sharp cry the girl writhed and squirmed among the bedclothes.

“Too full!” she groaned. “Oh, fuck.”

Vicki watched in fascination as Melinda’s ass flexed and bounced before her. Poor Sean must be totally jealous that he wasn’t in her spot! With a wicked grin she smacked one perfect ass cheek with the palm of her hand. Melinda squeaked in surprise, but before she could protest Vicki began fucking her hard with the strap-on. It was a little rough at first, but the girls soon moved into a steady rhythm and it became easier. When Melinda had settled Vicki began to toy her ass with the butt plug as well, and before long the college girl jerked and shuddered under the onslaught of a second overpowering orgasm.

Before Melinda calmed down Vicki jerked the latex cock free and hopped off of the bed. Sean took her place, ramming his iron shaft into the girl’s waiting pussy with a hiss of satisfaction.

“Sorry,” he murmured to cover for their change, “I slipped.”

In a flash Vicki unfastened the strap-on and shoved it deep into her own tunnel, her juices mingling with Melinda’s. Timing her thrusts with Sean’s she fucked herself wildly and had to bite down hard on her lip to keep from crying out. She saw Sean’s muscular ass clench, heard him gasp and groan as he released a new load of hot cum into Melinda’s pussy.

A sharp pulse of heat washed through Vicki to beat at her with rolling waves of pleasure until she could barely see. She lasted only seconds more and then it crashed into her, searing along every nerve in her body so that she went rigid with the plastic pole still buried in her fluttering pussy. Again and again the orgasm crushed her until finally it relented and she was able to take a breath.

When she opened her eyes Melinda was stirring on the bed and Sean was gesturing at her to get out. Quickly as she could she slid the dildo free and scampered silently into the hall and into the spare room, where she collapsed to the floor and struggled not to pant too loudly. A few minutes later the front door opened and closed then Sean poked his head in and grinned down at her.

“Was it good for you?”

He helped her to her feet and together they went back to her room. Even though she had been there she could hardly believe what had just happened. Shaking her head she sat down at her computer to pull up the video while Sean started to gather up their toys. With a few clicks of the mouse she rewound the video to watch Sean come again, and then to watch herself as one of the most powerful orgasms of her life ripped through her body. In-fucking-credible. Fresh hints of desire sizzled in her core. Once Sean had a chance to recuperate she was going to need him to work his magic on her.

Suddenly she sat up and paused the video, eyes going wide.

“That little bitch,” she breathed.

“What?” Sean asked.

“She stole my favorite butt plug!”

*          *          *

A few months later she and Sean watched from their porch as a new trio of girls unloaded a moving truck into the house next door. Other than hair color and style there wasn’t much to set them apart from the bunch who had moved out at the end of the school year. Sean shook his head and sighed.

“I hope this bunch isn’t as big a pain in the ass as the others.”

Vicki gave him a squeeze. “Well, if they are you’re going to have to find a different way to get even with them. You are off the market, mister.”

His grin made her stomach go fluttery, and when he pressed his lips to her hand beside the new diamond solitaire ring he had given her six weeks ago she melted like butter.

“Maybe we can just slash their tires or something,” he said.

The End

I really hope you enjoyed reading Misleading Melinda. If you liked it, please take a moment to leave a review to help other people find it—even if it’s just one or two lines. I know it’s kind of a pain, but people really do pay attention to reviews when deciding on their next book. Also, be sure to sign up for my newsletter so I can let you know when I have new releases or sales.
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Arousing Brandi

She coveted Alex; to her he was temptation incarnate.

When Alex comes home to find sexy little preacher’s girl Brandi asleep in his bed he’s not sure what to do. She’s so sweet and innocent that he can barely keep his hands off, even though he knows that she’s big trouble.

But though the gentleman in him is ready to head for the couch, the devil on his shoulder is whispering darker suggestions in his ear. The forbidden girl would tempt a saint, and what if Brandi has her own ideas about where he should spend the night?

My Wildest Fantasy

She’s every man’s fantasy. She’s totally off-limits. And she won’t leave me alone…

They say that Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned. I spent the last seven years in Australia to escape the vindictive plots of the woman who had once been my best friend.

Today I came back home for the first time in years, and the first thing I saw was her innocent daughter, Callie. Now I can’t stop thinking about the sexy little nymph and all the filthy things I’d like to do to her. I’m dying to claim her for myself, but touching her would be utterly insane–she’s half my age, and her mother is already my worst enemy. So why can’t I get her out of my head?

I’m trying my best to keep my hands off her. Callie has other ideas, though. She wants me, and she’s pushing every button I’ve got. When she barges into my bedroom, I just can’t take any more. Turns out it’s Callie’s first time. Do you think I’m going to stop?

Obsessed

I’d never imagined that someone just looking at me could set me on fire. Why couldn’t Patrick look at me that way? But this was his father, and the feelings surging through my body were wrong on so many levels that I didn’t even know where to start listing them. This couldn’t be happening. What the hell had I done? I’d kissed my boyfriend’s father. He’d kissed me.

And sweet God, how I wanted him to do it again.

I should have felt guilty for kissing her, but I didn’t. From the very first moment I set eyes on Sylvie, I wanted her. I didn’t give a fuck that she was half my age, or my son’s girlfriend. I didn’t care about anything, except somehow taking her away from him and claiming her for my own.

I intended to make her mine—completely mine—and know that no other man but me was ever going to touch her again.

Straight A Student

“I will do anything to make an A in your class.”

Eighteen-year-old Holly is failing physics. Her teacher, Mr. Edwards, is happy to tutor her, but when she bombs her test she realizes that studying by itself isn’t going to make the grade. Just how far is the innocent, young schoolgirl willing to go to get her A?
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About the Author

Now that I’ve wrapped up My Wildest Fantasy, I’m starting a spinoff series, Obsessed, based on Callie’s best friend, Sylvie. Preacher’s daughters Avery and Katie will get their sequels, where we’ll get to see Kelsey and Jack’s wedding.

I’ve also begun publishing romance under the pen name Olivia Blake. My first novel, With One Word, is out now, and I just wrapped up an eight-part billionaire romance series. Now I’m working on a romantic suspense called Dark Bargains.

Check out my other stories at my Kobo author page or visit my blog for the latest and greatest at https://kelliwolfeblog.wordpress.com. If you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

Thanks to everyone leaving reviews - they really help. You guys rock!
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	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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