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*****

 


“I’m about to say something
weird,” Andrea told me.

I didn’t bother bracing
myself anymore. After year three, I’d began to trust that it was
code for ‘Hey, I need to talk to you about a thing that makes me
feel insecure’ and not ‘Hey, I’m leaving you for another man’.
“Okay, shoot.”

My wife turned on her side
in our bed. She wore a tiny cotton tank top and a cute little pair
of booty shorts. Her eyes and her smile were still shining from the
four (or five) glasses of wine she’d had that night. Andrea had put
on a couple of pounds since we’d gotten married, but only a few and
only in the right places. Her long, dark hair hung loose.
“Steve.”

As she leaned forward, her
top slipped and revealed a hint of one of her suckable pink
nipples. I toyed with the idea of playing with it - but it always
turned her on something fierce. And being pleasantly sleepy and
drunk, I figured I’d save it for the morning. Waking up next to a
hot, horny wife was one of the best parts of a lazy Saturday. Not
for the first time, I thanked goodness I’d kept in shape - I had
the feeling she was going to put me through my paces tomorrow. I
arched an eyebrow. “Andrea?”

“You know I like Marianne,
right?”

“Yeah?” Marianne, our
babysitter, had been a godsend. The kids - Susan, 9, and Jeff, 7 -
both liked her. She didn’t overcharge, she was reliable, and she’d
added an extra layer of comfort to our leaving the kids for Friday
date nights. “Oh, no. She’s not leaving us, is she?”

“No.”

“She wants more money?” We
could swing it - Andrea and I did pretty well, these
days.

“No. At least, not so far as
I know. I paid her, she left. She said the kids were fine tonight.
They went to sleep early. No worries there.”

“Then what...?”

Andrea giggled. “Just...
promise me we won’t fire her.”

“What...?” I propped up on
my elbows.

My wife’s voice dipped into
a hushed whisper. “I think she used my vibrator.”

“No.” I turned to face her.
“What?”

Andrea nodded gleefully.
“While you were putting away the coats, I came upstairs. I saw a
light in our room.”

“Sometimes she catches a nap
in here. We were out late tonight,” I reminded her.

“Yeah, but I called out for
her. Then I heard this ‘thump’. Like a drawer closing. And now my
vibrator smells like... like pussy,” Andrea whispered.

“Maybe you forgot to wash it
off?”

“This is fresh. Steve.
Steve, here...” She rolled over, fished in her nightstand, and came
out with a rubbery pink wand. It had a raised head, a long reach,
and three speeds.

I grinned at seeing the toy.
Andrea usually kept hers out of sight. She snuck time away with
them like other people might sneak chocolate or cigarettes.
Occasionally she could be persuaded to let me wield them, though.
Andrea never came harder than she did when my cock was buried deep
in her pussy and I held the tip of the vibe against her clit. My
cock stirred at the thought.

“Smell this.” Andrea handed
me the vibrator.

I took it and raised it to
my noise. A whiff revealed the startlingly musky smell of pussy.
“Wow. That’s... it’s not bad, but it’s... concentrated.” And it
smelled a little different than my wife did, I thought.

“Taste it.”

My mouth opened and closed.
I looked from my wife to the vibrator and back.
“Seriously?”

Andrea’s grin had gone
wicked. “You’re the authority.”

“Wh--even if our
babysitter--our very sweet, very sheltered babysitter--was a
little... curious...”

“Marianne is an adult who
presumably has the internet and is going to college soon. It would
be normal for her to be... intrigued.” Andrea sidled up
close.

Her warm skin pressed
against mine; the scent of her apple shampoo was as comforting and
familiar as it was seductive. “I think it’s you that sound
intrigued, Mrs. Dalton.”

“Well, can you blame me?
She’s so cute. Tight body. Wears those flirty little pigtails half
the time. I bet her tits are just perfect.” Andrea’s hand delved
under the covers.

I groaned as she skimmed my
stomach and reached into my boxers. Her hot hand wrapped around my
cock. “I do not have a hard-on for the babysitter.”

“You haven’t even looked? I
have,” Andrea purred as she stroked my cock. “I’m pretty sure she
has, too.”

“You think our babysitter is
into you?”

“I think she’s into
you.”

My eyes rolled back as she
squeezed my balls. “Yeah? She’s playing with your sex
toys.”

“Maybe she’s into both of
us. Maybe she likes to think about us fucking. Maybe she waits
until the kids go to sleep, then comes in here and fingers herself
until her little pussy is gushing.”

My mouth fell open as Andrea
pumped my dick. I considered the vibrator in my hand and the
aroused flush coloring my wife’s face. I tasted the vibe’s
surface.

Andrea stilled.
“Well?”

With a wink, I offered her
the vibrator.

Andrea paused for a moment,
then leaned forward and sucked the vibrator into her mouth like she
was going down on it.

I imagined sliding into her
hot throat, fucking her mouth with my cock instead of the vibrator.
“You like the way our babysitter’s pussy tastes,
Andrea?”

She nodded around the vibe.
“Mm-hmm,” she moaned as she licked and sucked the bright pink
surface.

Then I imagined another face
next to my wife’s: Marianne’s. I imagined Andrea guiding her as she
blew me, showing Marianne just how I liked my cock sucked. “Get on
top of me, you hot little bitch,” I growled.

Andrea flashed me a wicked
glance. She pulled her mouth off the vibe with an audible pop,
pushed off her shorts, shoved the covers aside, straddled me, and
slid my cock into her already-wet pussy. Her slit gripped my dick
hard, hot, and so tight. She moaned her approval and pulled her
tank top off over her head, allowing her pendulous tits to bounce
free.

I grabbed the vibrator and
turned it on. “Yeah, ride me, Andi--”

“Marianne,” she corrected.
Andrea grinned. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she slid her
tight warmth all the way to the root of my cock. “Fuck me, Mr.
Dalton!” she gasped.

And then it was so easy to
grab her hips and pound into her tight quim from below, to bury my
cock so deep in her hot little teenage snatch. I maneuvered the
vibrator between us and rubbed the tip against her clit so that
every time she came down, she felt it buzz her joy button
hard.

“Oh!” my wife cried, her
moans breathier than they needed to be. She grabbed her breasts and
pinched her nipples. Suddenly her mouth turned down into a frown.
She was close. “Fuck me, Mr. Dalton, fuck my virgin pussy...” she
purred.

I rolled Andrea over onto
her back and thrust my cock into her quivering pussy. She took over
control of the vibrator as I grabbed her breasts and pounded her
with savage thrusts, delighting in her moans and squeals. I
imagined what it’d be like to be balls-deep in our babysitter’s
tight pussy, imagined her eager face buried in Andrea’s
cunt.

“Oh fuck, I’m coming,” she
gasped. Her pussy tightened around my dick, squeezing it with a
familiar fluttering rhythm that urged me onward.

“Yeah...” I groaned. “You
like coming on my cock, Marianne?”

“I love it,” she cried.
Andrea’s shivers subsided. She looked up at me with a happy, wicked
grin and tossed the vibrator aside. She grabbed my shoulders and
pumped her hips so that I sank all the way into her juicy
cunt.

I was so close. I felt my
balls tighten.

Andrea looked up at me with
wide, innocent eyes. “Mr. Dalton, you better not come in my pussy.
I’m not on the pill. You could get me pregnant!”

“H-ho shit,” I moaned. I
imagined Marianne’s innocent face staring up at me and lost
control. I drove my cock deep into her pussy and fired my load
inside her. “Take it,” I gasped, “let my come knock you up, you
slutty little...” I shuddered as I came imagining my jizz knocking
up our babysitter, how hot it would be to come inside
her.

Finally, I collapsed into
Andrea’s arms.

She giggled.

I slipped out of her pussy
and buried my face between her breasts. “Mmmph.”

“Mr. Dalton, you so
nasty...” she teased.

I shook my head. “You’re one
to talk.”

 


*****

 


“So have you thought more
about... Marianne?”

The kids played outside on
the lawn. I chopped lettuce and veggies for salad and kept a
lookout through the kitchen window while Andrea worked on potato
salad. “What about her?”

“About... you
know.”

“No. I don’t.” I put the
knife down. “What exactly are you suggesting?”

“Don’t get all proper on me.
It’s just... Steve, I love you. I’m crazy about you. You know that,
right?”

“Yeah...” She was leading up
to something, and I wasn’t sure I liked the direction.
“But?”

“But... look, you know I
never really... did much with anyone else before I met you. And the
kids and careers kept us really busy there for a few years. But now
that things are leveling out, we have more time on our hands...”
Andrea stirred the potato salad thoughtfully as she stared off into
space. “Look, I’m okay with fantasy, and porn, and toys, and
whatever else. If you don’t want to do it, then we shouldn’t do it.
But if, once in a while, I was thinking...” She got
tongue-tied.

I left the salad makings and
grabbed her from behind, wrapping my arms around her middle as she
worked. I kissed her on the neck. “You’re actually thinking
about... seducing the babysitter?”

“Not seducing. Offering. You
think she’s cute. I think she’s cute. She’s into us,” Andrea
said.

“She played with your toys.
That may just mean she was curious about them. Not us.”

“Okay, she might be into us.
She might be into just toys. Either way... I think we should put an
offer out there. Low pressure. We don’t want to freak her out or
start a neighborhood witch hunt or anything.”

“Or lose her as a
babysitter,” I added.

Andrea nodded. “She is a
good one. But she’ll be off to college in a bit. She’ll probably
stop sitting for us then anyway.”

“Right.” Wow. Actually
having sex with our babysitter? I had noticed her before, but only
in that fantasy-fuel way you notice someone. Marianne was young,
and with her sweet, dimpled smile and sunny disposition, it seemed
to me that she might be too young for what Andrea had in mind. “Is
she old enough? Are we young enough? We don’t want to take
advantage of her or be creepy or anything.” Something else occurred
to me. “It’s not me, is it?”

“What is?” Andrea put down
the bowl, wiped her hands, and turned toward me.

I held her gaze. I needed to
know. “Am I... not enough? Is that why you want to--”

“No. Oh, God, Steve, no,”
she insisted sincerely.

Inwardly, I breathed a sigh
of relief. I knew her crafty-eyes, and these weren’t them. “Good.
So what, have you been repressing babysitter fantasies all this
time?”

“No,” she said, swatting at
me with a dishtowel. “I’ll admit, I just... thought it was really
hot, when I found the vibrator. And the idea of us... introducing
her. Inducting her. ...It sounds really very exciting. Plus,” she
admitted in hushed tones, “the thought of watching you fuck her is
really, really hot.”

Huh. Really? “Is this
something new?”

Andrea went crafty-eyes on
me. “Maybe.”

“This isn’t new!” I
announced gleefully. “Really?”

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t
make such a big deal about it.” She tried to sound bored, but the
blush creeping up her neck gave her away.

“How long have we been
together? You want to watch me with other people and you never said
anything?” I could’ve kissed her. So I did.

Andrea kissed back, then
ducked her head. “It’s more like... I don’t want to risk our
marriage over fulfilling a fantasy. And some other women--well, I
think it’d be hot to see you with them, but then they might try to
go after you. Steve, I know you don’t always think you’re all that,
but baby... you’re in demand.” She reached down and squeezed my
ass.

Now it was my turn to flush.
My wife gave me regular compliments, and I worked out more now than
I ever had in my greasy-food-eating, hard-drinking 20s. I knew my
body looked all right, well-muscled from lifting and yard work. I
didn’t think I looked too bad, especially for my age. But then
again, I had a few gray hairs now, too. I leaned into her, pinning
her against the counter. “First of all, nobody out there could ever
pry me away from my super-sexy wife. Secondly, do you know how many
guys I have to run off whenever we hit the town? You could meet
some nice, young... I don’t know, investment banker, and decide to
leave me.”

Andrea shook her head.
“Never happen. I’m in it to win it.” She took a big breath. “But I
also think that if... and this is a big ‘if’, mind... we meet
someone who’s into us. Both of us. And they’re someone who might be
up for some temporary fun...”

“Then... there’s no reason
we shouldn’t have some temporary fun?” I finished.

“Well, yeah.” Andrea
shrugged. “Except if it’s only one of us that’s wanted or the other
person has a problem with it, we should both be able to call it
off, no matter what, no hard feelings. Agreed?”

“Agreed. But I have to say,
sweetheart, if Marianne wanted to play with you and your toys and
not me...” Just the thought had me half-hard. “I think I could
still get behind that.”

“Oh, no, I’d need you
there,” Andrea said.

I raised an eyebrow. “Why’s
that?”

“I’ve never had sex with a
woman before. I’ll need advice from the expert,” she
explained.

I kissed her, then swatted
Andrea on the butt and laughed.

 


*****

 


I took a deep breath before
I answered the door.

Marianne stood in front of
me, the picture of sweet and innocent in her simple skirt and
blouse. She carried a bookbag over one shoulder. Her pigtails hung
just below her shoulders. She looked like she’d gotten some sun
recently; a few freckles kissed her nose and cheeks. “Evening, Mr.
Dalton.”

Beneath her blouse, I
noticed the swell of her slim young breasts. A hint of bra strap
peeked from one side. White cotton. Probably matching underwear,
too. Gosh, was Andrea really serious about... offering? My mind
flashed on last Friday night, on imagining the feel of her tight
pussy as she licked Andrea...

Marianne looked concerned.
“Mr. Dalton? Are you okay?”

Get it together, Steve.
“Fine, fine, sorry. My mind was a million miles away. Come in. Can
I take your bag?”

“Nah, that’s fine. Where are
the munchkins?” She breezed in and set down her bag.

I shut the front door.
“They’re doing homework at the table. When they’re done, they’ve
got pizza in the fridge. The new Pixar movie just came in the mail.
They can watch it after dinner.”

“Sounds like my job’ll be
easy tonight. But then, every time I say that something seems to
come up...” Marianne mused.

“What? What would come up?”
I asked, possibly with a little too much feeling.

She shook her head and
smiled pleasantly. “I was just joking around.”

“Oh, of course. Looking
forward to summer?”

“Enh.” Marianne shrugged.
“Don’t get me wrong, I’ll be happy when finals are over, but it
gets really boring just hanging around the house doing extra
chores.”

“Oh, yeah? What about
getting a job? Taking a road trip with your friends?”

Marianne shifted. “My
parents. They’re a little protective. I know things’ll be different
when I get to go away to school, but until then it’s early curfews
and extra studying and wearing what they want me to wear.” She
sighed. “Don’t get me wrong. They mean well. But I’m eighteen now,
you know?”

I did know. Since Andrea had
brought it up, since I’d tasted the vibrator with - gosh, had it
really been Marianne’s girl juice on it? - I’d thought of peeling
her out of her clothes, spreading her out on the bed, and comparing
the taste of her pussy with Andrea’s as she writhed underneath me.
And maybe it was because she’d been there at the start, but somehow
Andrea had been there and ready during every fantasy, filling
Marianne’s tight box with her fingers and toys. “Yeah. You’re an
adult.”

“Exactly,” Marianne said,
and smiled.

A moment of quiet fell
between us and deepened. Marianne tucked back one of her pigtail
braids.

“Honey...?” I broke the
tension and called for Andrea.

She came shimmering down the
stairs in her slinkiest black cocktail dress, a pair of heels
carried over her shoulder. She stopped at the foot of the steps,
flashed the barest of winks at me, then turned the full wattage of
her smile on Marianne. “Marianne, so nice of you to make it.” She
advanced, held out her arms, and hugged our babysitter.

If Marianne found it
awkward, she didn’t say anything. She just smiled and returned the
hug warmly. “No problem, Mrs. Dalton. I love sitting for you
guys.”

“Well, we love having you,”
Andrea said. She pulled back. “Say, it’s about time we were all on
a first-name basis. Why don’t you call us Andrea and
Steve?”

“Okay.” Marianne’s voice was
soft. She looked at us from under long lashes. “Andrea.
Steve.”

My wife grinned at her, and
at me.

How could she look so
relaxed? I thought I might start sweating through my shirt. I
couldn’t help notice the way the buttons on Marianne’s blouse gaped
just enough, revealing hints of the soft skin underneath. Suddenly
I realized she’d been speaking to me. “What’s that,
Marianne?”

“I asked where you guys are
going tonight?”

“Out for dinner. Going to
listen to some live music, too. Should be fun.”

Marianne nodded. “Sounds
like it.”

Andrea slung her arm around
my waist. “How do we look?”

Marianne appraised us, then
nodded her approval. “Very nice.”

“Do you think Steve’s
handsome?”

My heart skipped a beat. I
straightened my posture almost without realizing, and looked at my
wife with a raised eyebrow.

The babysitter dug her toe
into the carpet. “Aw, gee, Mrs.--I mean, Andrea. I think you guys
look great,” she said, blushing.

Andrea grinned. “Thank you.
You look very nice yourself tonight, Marianne.”

“Oh, this? It’s just...”
Marianne shrugged her shoulders. Her skirt swirled just above her
knees. Her simple flats were demure and delicate. “The
usual.”

“The usual looks good on
you,” I added. I felt Andrea’s hand slide down behind my back to
cup my ass. Her way of saying bravo, I guessed.

“Thanks.” Marianne seemed to
want to vanish into her backpack.

Had we made her totally
uncomfortable? I opened my mouth, but before I could say anything
Jeff and Susan came bursting in. The kids made a beeline for their
favorite sitter, and soon we were waving them goodbye and on our
way out the door.

 


*****

 


Dinner flew by. Though I
could tell that the meal was delicious, I ate mechanically. Before
long, Andrea had steered me out of my chair and onto the bistro’s
dance floor. I held her as we swayed to the music.

“Stop worrying. It’ll
happen, or it won’t,” Andrea whispered. Her lips brushed my ear.
“Or it may take us weeks to see an opening.”

I chuckled at the double
entendre. “I don’t understand how you’re so cool about
this.”

“I’ve been thinking about it
longer than you have. Plus, I remember what it was like at her age.
I had so many crushes on teachers.”

“Did you do anything with
those teachers?” I asked.

“No. But I would’ve been
into it,” she said.

“Well, it would’ve been
inappropriate.”

“We’re not her teachers.
Besides, that’s sort of why it’s hot.” Andrea gave me a squeeze,
then pulled back and studied my face. “You’re really not down with
this, are you?”

Physically, I was. I
definitely was. Sex with a hot young thing? Sure. Who would say no?
Except... “She’s just so sheltered.”

Andrea nodded slowly. Only
the slightest flash of disappointment passed over her expression.
“Then we leave her alone. We find somebody else. A babysitter in
her twenties, maybe?”

“I’m sorry,” I
began.

“Don’t be. It’s probably a
good thing. We might’ve offered, and it all might’ve exploded in a
fireball of drama. And hey, this means we get to go on the hunt
together for another person. That is... if you’re still into maybe
trying..?”

I embraced my wife there on
the dance floor. Music swelled around us. “I’d love to.”

 


*****

 


“Oh. My. God.” Andrea
grabbed my arm, stilling us at the top of the stairs.

We’d left the restaurant a
little early, and had come home to a quiet house. Andrea had seen
the light on upstairs, put a finger to her lips, and motioned me
after her.

I stopped behind her. My
breath caught at the scene inside our bedroom.

Through the half-closed
door, we could see Marianne sprawled on my wife’s side of the bed.
Her skirt rode up nearly to her waist; her pink panties had been
pushed to one side, revealing a thatch of light brown pubic hair.
And between her pale, quivering thighs jutted Andrea’s big pink
vibrator.

I held my wife’s hips. It
was on my lips to suggest we go back downstairs, to enter more
loudly and give her a chance to put the toy away.

Then Marianne let out a
breathless little moan.

I watched, spellbound, as
Marianne rubbed the toy in circles, canting her hips up to meet the
buzzing pink surface. I couldn’t quite see if the head of the toy
slid against her pussy lips. Maybe she liked it rubbing against her
clit? I swallowed. And I felt Andrea back into me
slightly.

She followed Marianne’s
movements, rubbing her ass back against my crotch. She lifted my
hands from her hips and moved them to caress her
breasts.

I held Andrea close and
kneaded her tits. Her nipples felt so hard through the flimsy
material of her dress. I imagined Marianne feeling Andrea’s
breasts, thought about Andrea caressing Marianne’s tight little
body. I moaned aloud.

The vibe abruptly cut
off.

Andrea moved before I did.
She went to the doorway just as I heard Marianne say, “Oh God, I’m
so sorry Mrs. Dalton.”

I joined her in the
doorway.

Marianne stood next to the
bed, cringing as she tried to smooth down her skirt. Andrea’s pink
vibrator had fallen onto the floor. Marianne looked worriedly from
it to us and back again. Hurriedly, she scooped it up off the
floor. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to... to drop it. Or use it. I didn’t
mean to - oh please don’t tell anyone. I’m so
embarrassed.”

I couldn’t help it. I looked
from her terrified expression to Andrea’s concerned face and lost
it. I burst out laughing.

Andrea raised an eyebrow at
me.

I shook my head and
chuckled. All the talk of a cunning seduction and tension over the
last week, and even after we’d totally given up, we blunder in and
cause a scene anyway. “This is - really, Marianne, don’t worry
about it.” I reached out and took the vibrator from her.

She looked up at me with
wide, pleading eyes. “Please don’t tell my parents,” she whispered.
Her face started to crumple.

Suddenly I found myself
holding our shaking babysitter. I patted her awkwardly on the back.
“Shh, it’s okay. All right? Nobody is telling anybody anything. We
don’t... we’re open-minded people.”

“Absolutely. Don’t cry,
sweetie,” Andrea added. “It’s fine.”

Marianne pulled away from
me. She had tears in her eyes. She looked between us, confused.
“You’re not... you’re not mad?”

It was my turn to look
embarrassed. “Well. You know, you should ask permission. In the
future.” I exchanged a glance with Andrea.

She hid a small smile. Her
eyes glinted.

“Like I said. We’re
open-minded.” I patted Marianne’s shoulder awkwardly. “It’s
okay.”

Marianne’s eyes were wide as
she absorbed this. She looked at Andrea.

“Is there something else you
want to say?” my wife asked.



“I’ve watched your movies,”
she blurted.

My breath caught. Over the
years, I’d definitely amassed a nice selection of top-shelf porn.
Though lately I stuck mostly to the internet, I had the classics
like Debbie Does Dallas, Deep Throat, and a few of the Taboo
series. But I kept them in a locked cabinet underneath our bedroom
TV’s entertainment center so that the kids wouldn’t find them. “The
key?” I kept it on the shelf above the TV, so it’d be handy but too
high for the kids to see.

Our babysitter shuffled her
feet. “You left it unlocked once. It wasn’t that hard to find
again.”

Andrea’s smile broadened.
“The regular porn? Or our private collection?”

“P-private collection?”
Marianne stammered.

“Didn’t find it? It’s a few
VHS tapes in the back of the closet. Mind if I sit down? My feet
are killing me.” Andrea moved past us and sat on the bed. She slid
her heels off one at a time. The second dangled from her toes
before she let it fall. “Steve had a camcorder back before they
were dirt cheap. He used to film us having sex. Have you ever made
a dirty movie, Marianne?”

She shook her head so hard
her braids threatened to come loose. “No, ma’am.”

I swallowed down the lump in
my throat. Andrea’s legs looked so long and smooth in her
stockings. She’d really dressed to kill tonight. And if I wanted to
admit it to myself, I’d taken care with the razor and after-shave.
My heart beat like a drum. I wanted to shut it down, to kick
Marianne out and ravage Andrea until my blood stopped boiling. But
a darker voice whispered in my ear. Let’s
see what happens, it said.

“Hey, call me Andrea.
There’s no reason to be embarrassed. We’re all adults here.
Personally, I don’t care if you watch the movies. Or if you play
with my toys... so long as you clean them up afterward.”

“Yes, ma’am. Er. Andrea.” A
blush had broken and spread across Marianne’s cheeks. “I... I kinda
can’t believe you’re both okay with this. I mean, I knew you were
cool people, but... this is really, really cool of you.”

“Like Steve said, we’re
open-minded.”

“Plus we think it’s kinda
hot,” I heard myself say. I glanced at my wife’s pleasantly
surprised face and hoped she understood the unspoken
message: I know what I said. I changed my
mind. Because all the ‘innocent little
girl’ thoughts had seemed to hush in the face of Marianne’s curious
and illicit activities in our bedroom.

“I... oh.” Marianne ducked
her head. She also glanced at Andrea, maybe worried she wouldn’t
take it well.

“So do I.” Andrea let the
strap of her dress fall from one shoulder. “And not ‘it’ so much as
‘you.’ We think you’re pretty hot, Marianne.”

“...Really?” she asked with
surprise. Marianne blinked at my wife. “But I’m not...”

“Are you kidding?” I added
gently. “You’re gorgeous.”

“It’s true,” Andrea said.
“Believe it or not, we were talking about it earlier tonight.
See...” She leaned forward. The soft swell of her breasts
threatened to spill out of her dress. “Now, I don’t want to shock
you, Marianne, but I kind of have this wild fantasy.” Andrea
paused.

“Yeah?” Marianne
prompted.

“Well...” she began. “You’ve
come over on a normal Friday night. Only it turns out that the
kids’ grandparents have stopped by as a surprise and taken them for
the weekend. And we forgot to cancel, and were so excited by the
thought of having the house all to ourselves that Steve starts
undressing me right there in the kitchen.” As Andrea spoke she
reached back behind her. Her zipper opened, and with it her dress
loosened and slipped down, exposing her black push-up bra. “That’s
better. Anyhow. So Steve’s got me bent over the kitchen
counter...”

I listened as she wove a
fantasy of me fucking her hard, and then surprise! Seeing Marianne
there peeking in at us through the window. By the time Andrea had
reached the point where we invited Marianne to join us, our
babysitter sat next to my wife on the bed.

I gently closed our bedroom
door and sat on the bed on Andrea’s opposite side, too scared to
break the fragile scene. I bent and kissed my wife’s shoulder,
pausing to slip down her remaining dress strap.

“Would you be interested in
that kind of fantasy, Marianne?”

Her breasts rose and fell
with each quickened breath. “Andrea,” she whispered. “Steve,” she
added, her eyes catching mine. “I’ve... seen movies. But that’s
pretty much it. I don’t know how to...” She shook her
head.

“We could show you,” I
offered.

Her eyes locked with
mine.

I could see the hesitation
there. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. We
won’t be offended if you want to stop, slow down, or go.” As I
spoke, I caressed Andrea’s shoulder, trailed my fingers down her
chest, and felt the smooth swell of her cleavage.

Andrea let her eyelids
almost close. She moaned softly.

I angled her back towards
me, so she faced Marianne. I kissed Andrea’s neck as I found her
dress’ zipper and slowly slid it the rest of the way
down.

Andrea helped shrug the top
of the dress off, revealing her breasts in her black bra and
smooth, soft stomach.

I kissed her neck and
shoulders as I stroked her exposed skin. Andrea felt relaxed in my
arms. But then I saw her reach a hand out to Marianne.

Marianne took it. She laced
her fingers with my wife’s. They gazed at each other.

I’m not sure whether my wife
pulled or Marianne did, but suddenly she slid over and closed the
few inches between them. She and Andrea looked at each other for a
charged moment.

Then Marianne slowly leaned
forward and touched her pink lips to my wife’s mouth. They kissed
chastely, at first. Marianne’s soft mouth stayed closed. As she
kissed Andrea, her fingers flexed. Andrea’s tongue flicked out. She
licked her way into Marianne’s mouth. Her free hand cradled
Marianne’s head as she kissed our babysitter deeply.

Yes, I thought. I could’ve
pumped my fist in the air. Instead, I found the clasp on Andrea’s
bra. I opened it and slid the straps forward off her
shoulders.

She and Marianne continued
to kiss as she shrugged off her bra. She guided Marianne’s hands to
her bare chest.

Marianne broke off the kiss.
She held Andrea’s breasts in her hands and looked down in surprise.
Her lips were reddened from the kissing.

“She likes her nipples
played with,” I told Marianne as I urged Andrea to recline against
me. “Why don’t you try pinching them?”

The edge of a wicked grin
appeared on Marianne’s blushing face. She took Andrea’s nipples
between her fingers and lightly tweaked them.

Andrea hissed in pleasure.
“Yeah, that feels good.”

Marianne toyed with her
nipples for a few more moments. Judging by the shy smile, she
seemed to enjoy the way Andrea felt - and even more the small
noises of pleasure she made. As she played, she watched Andrea.
Suddenly, she looked up at me.

“Do you want to try sucking
them?” I suggested.

Marianne bit her lip. “Can
I?” she asked Andrea.

“Please,” my wife
moaned.

Marianne lowered her head
and licked her nipple. She tweaked the other with her fingers as
she sucked on it.

I felt Andrea shiver in
response. She stroked Marianne’s head and arched up into her
touch.

Before I knew it, I’d
stroked my way up Andrea’s stomach and held her breasts up as if
offering them to Marianne. I watched our babysitter’s sweet pink
lips release Andrea’s nipple.

“Can I touch yours?” Andrea
asked.

Marianne gave her a shy
smile. She reached for the buttons on her blouse, but Andrea found
them first. She picked through the first of the tiny pearl
buttons.

Unconsciously, I reached out
to help. Then I paused, not sure if I’d be welcome.

But Marianne just flashed
that same shy smile. Her chest puffed out. She leaned back
slightly, arching up and offering us the buttons.

I worked from the bottom up;
Andrea unbuttoned from the top down. All too quickly, the blouse
opened. Marianne shrugged out of it and surprised me by pulling the
tank top underneath off over her head, revealing a simple cotton
bra.

Andrea caught her lips in
another kiss. Marianne’s eyes closed as my wife kissed her way down
our babysitter’s smooth neck and chest. She made a small needy
noise.

I couldn’t resist. As Andrea
investigated the hard points of her nipples through her bra with
her fingers and mouth, I switched sides on the bed, turned
Marianne’s face towards me, and kissed her.

She tasted of strawberry lip
gloss with just a hint of what I recognized as Andrea’s lipstick.
Marianne opened her mouth to me almost immediately. I flicked my
tongue against the tip of hers, swallowing her tiny gasps as Andrea
licked and sucked at her nipples.

The white cotton bra
unhooked in back. Andrea helped Marianne take it off while I
continued kissing her. It was strange to kiss someone else,
especially after so many years of faithful marriage. I was seized
by sudden doubt. I broke off the kiss and looked for
Andrea...

Who grinned a cheshire cat
smile at me before looking to Marianne.

Our babysitter gasped for
breath. She looked debauched. Her skirt slid up her thighs,
revealing the pink triangle of her panties. Small caramel-colored
nipples topped her tight little breasts. She looked between Andrea
and I hungrily.

Andrea winked at Marianne.
“Someone here is still wearing a shirt. I think we better get it
off him.” They giggled, then pounced.

“Whoa, ladies!” I laughed as
my wife with Marianne’s help pushed me to onto the bed on my back.
They ripped off my shirt and undershirt, pausing only to taste each
other’s lips and fondle each other’s breasts before returning to
me. Marianne laid down on one side, Andrea on the other, and they
took turns kissing me, running their hot fingers through my chest
hair and down my bare stomach. Fingertips grazed my arms and teeth
worried my nipples. I was harder than I’d ever been in my whole
life, but I didn’t mind a bit.

“Does he like that?”
Marianne asked Andrea as she looked up from a nipple.

Andrea shook her head. “He’s
not much of a nipple guy. You know what he does
like...?”

“What’s that?”

My wife traced her
fingernails down my chest until she found the tent in my slacks. I
groaned as she massaged my cock through the material. “He likes his
balls sucked on.”

Just the thought had my cock
twitching.

Marianne let out a giggle.
“He moved.”

“He’s excited. Should we...
let him out?”

“Yes, please,” I
groaned.

Andrea urged Marianne to
unbuckle my belt. I raised my hips as they yanked it off me, the
both of them giggling all the while as they fumbled with my slacks
and zipper.

I could feel their hot
fingers skimming my erection through the layers of material. Andrea
took the lead yanking my slacks off, leaving me in only a pair of
gray jockey shorts. My cock tented the front of the soft
cotton.

“Gosh,” Marianne
whispered.

Andrea winked at her. “He’s
pretty big. You want to see him?” She reached for the edge of my
shorts.

“Okay,” Marianne said
shyly.

I couldn’t resist helping
them slide off my underwear. The cool air in the bedroom hit me,
followed by the knowledge that two hot women poised above me ready
to pounce. My dick felt impossibly hard. Precome pearled at the
tip; I grabbed my shaft and snuck in a stroke as I glanced from
Andrea’s flushed face to Marianne’s wide-eyed look of
wonder.

“That is big,” Marianne
ventured.

Andrea beckoned her
forward.

I could feel their hot
breath on my dick. My eyes shut; I could feel the come boiling in
my balls. For a moment, I feared I would just explode then and
there, like some kind of horny teenager. I wrapped my fist around
my cock and grabbed my balls with my other hand. A quick squeeze
staved off my climax.

“Ooh, he’s already close,”
Andrea whispered. “You want to try touching him?”

“I... how should I do it?”
Marianne asked.

“It’s easy. Just wrap your
hand around him. Steve, you want to let her try?”

I let go and took a slow,
deep breath as a hot hand gripped the middle of my
shaft.

“Yeah, just like that. Don’t
be afraid, you’re not going to hurt him.”

I stifled a groan as
Marianne squeezed my cock.

“Like that?”

“Perfect,” Andrea said. “But
careful. If you try to stroke him as he is now, it’s just going to
be dry and not fun for anyone. You need some kind of lube. Or
there’s another way to get him wet...” Andrea’s giggle turned
slightly evil.

Her warm, wet mouth engulfed
the tip of my dick. She swirled her tongue around the leaking tip
of my cock before she withdrew and spat on my cock. “See, this way
you can get him all

slick easily.”

I opened my eyes. My cock
jerked at the sight of Andrea and Marianne bent over me, two hands
on my rod. Together they began to stroke me, spreading the wetness
over the length of my cock. I thrust my hips up and moaned. “Yeah,
like that,” I said.

“Oh, he’s getting dry
again,” Marianne whispered.

“You want to try this time?”
Andrea asked her. At Marianne’s hesitance, my wife leaned over and
kissed her. Their hands stayed on me as Andrea’s tongue teased
Marianne’s blushing lips. Their nipples rubbed together.

When Andrea finally pulled
back, Marianne looked flush with desire. The babysitter looked at
me, then my cock in her small hand. “Do you want me to?” she asked
me.

“Yes, please,” I answered.
At that moment, I would’ve begged.

Marianne lowered her lips
and kissed the tip of my cock.

“Oh shit,” I hissed. I
resisted the urge to push myself into that wet mouth and watched as
Marianne’s sweet pink lips parted and slid down around the crown of
my throbbing shaft. Her tongue felt a little hesitant, but then the
lapping of her tongue grew confident. She pulled back suddenly,
breathing as if she’d forgotten to while she tasted my cock. I
gripped the bed clothes as our eyes met.

“Have you ever given a
blowjob before?” Andrea’s voice cut through the
stillness.

“No,” Marianne confessed,
actually ducking her head.

Of course she hadn’t.
“Nothing to be ashamed of,” I spoke up, my voice raspy with want.
“Andrea, why don’t you show her how, then let her try?”

The glint in my wife’s eye
showed her approval. “Well, first you want to get a good angle...”
Andrea got down onto her stomach on the bed.

I twisted the comforter as
she showed Marianne just how I liked to be teased. I couldn’t
concentrate on the words, not after Marianne nodded
enthusiastically, those cute braids bouncing, and lowered her lips
to join my wife in licking up and down my shaft.

“Hey Steve?” Andrea surfaced
to ask.

“What’s that, hon?” I
croaked.

She arched a wicked eyebrow.
“Don’t come until we tell you to.”

Oh, no. I groaned as
together, Marianne and Andrea explored every inch of my cock. They
giggled as they lapped the head and stroked their tongues tenderly
up the underside of my cock. And when Andrea showed Marianne how to
take one of my balls into her mouth and gently slurp as she did the
same from the other side...

It was the best kind of
torture. Finally, Andrea showed Marianne the best way to take me
deep in her mouth. She held Marianne’s braids as the babysitter
lowered her head. Those pink lips slurped up and down the length of
my shaft. I couldn’t hold it. “Fuck, I’m gonna come,” I
cried.

“Hold it,” Andrea told
me.

“I can’t,” I grunted. My
hips began pumping up into Marianne’s hot mouth. “Fuck, so
good...”

Marianne pulled off just in
time.

I came like a rocket, the
first jet shooting high enough in the air to catch our babysitter
on the chin as she backed away, startled. I grunted as I felt
Andrea take over. She sucked my dick down into her throat and
drained me with hard and fast slurps. Little moans of satisfaction
reverberated down my shaft. I beat my fist against the comforter as
my hips stuttered and pulsed out the last of my climax.

For a moment, I just
breathed and floated on a cloud of bliss.

“Gosh,” Marianne
said.

“Here, let me get that for
you.”

I looked up in time to watch
Andrea lick my come off Marianne’s chin. To my surprise, Marianne
immediately kissed her. She must’ve also gotten a good taste of my
come. Her face registered something, but I couldn’t tell quite
what. When she and Andrea finally broke apart, though, her smile
was sexy and yet sunny. She searched Andrea’s face. “What’s
next?”

“Come here,” Andrea said.
She pulled Marianne into another deep kiss, then drew our
babysitter over me. She arranged Marianne against the pillows in
front of the headboard.

As much as part of me wanted
to snore away the afterglow, no way I was going to miss
this.

The nightstand drawer opened
and Andrea produced a little bottle of flavored lube. She rescued
the pink vibrator, and gave Marianne a wicked grin. “You might have
to be patient with me. I’ve never actually fooled around with
another woman.”

“What, really?” Marianne
asked, her eyes wide. “I’m your first?”

“Yeah.” Andrea shrugged.
“But I’d really like to taste you. Would you mind?”

“Oh. I don’t k...” She
looked uncertain. “I don’t shave,” she confessed. “I trim,
but...”

“That’s okay,” Andrea said.
“Can I take off your skirt?” She glanced my way. “Unless you want
to help, Steve?”

“Give me a minute. You
ladies just blew my mind.” I scooted up to the headboard and
propped myself against the pillows there. “Just have fun. I’ll
watch.”

Marianne bit her lower lip
as she looked at me, but then her full attention was on Andrea’s
warm mouth and roving hands. The babysitter mewled as Andrea
stripped her of her small skirt and panties. Wordlessly, Andrea
slid between her thighs. She kissed her way down Marianne’s smooth
stomach and stopped at the apex of her thatch of pubic hair. Andrea
combed her fingers through it, then urged Marianne to tilt her hips
up and spread open her smooth thighs.

I felt a fresh surge of
arousal stir in my belly. I shifted toward Marianne, who seemed
almost startled by my presence. I draped an arm around her
shoulders, turned her face, and kissed her lips. Her tongue stroked
mine, and suddenly she stiffened and grabbed for me. Andrea had
found her target.

“Tell me if it feels good,”
Andrea looked up to say.

“It feels... gosh,” Marianne
whispered. She clutched at Andrea’s shoulders as my wife lowered
her face into our babysitter’s crotch. “Whoa!” she cried, jerking
upright.

“Softer, Andrea,” I ordered.
“Try making little circles with your tongue.”

My wife nodded and went back
to work. She hummed as she tongued Marianne’s clit. Her eyes even
fell half-shut the way she did when she’d get into giving me a
long, sloppy blowjob.

Marianne leaned back fully.
With lick after lick, she seemed to sink back into the pillows, her
hips humping Andrea’s face as my wife played with her clit. “Yeah,”
she moaned. Her fingernails dug into Andrea’s shoulders, stroked
her back, played with her hair.

They were so hot together. I
watched them, marveling at my incredible luck. My cock stirred, but
I felt like I needed a bit more recharge time. However, the lube
and vibrator lay unattended near my wife.

I waited until Andrea dove
back into Marianne to make my move. Quickly I grabbed the lube and
vibe. I squirted just a hint of the cherry-flavored lube on the
vibe, turned it on, and crawled down the bed to where Andrea’s
panty-clad ass waved in the air. I tugged the strip of black lacy
fabric aside. Underneath, Andrea was already visibly wet. I pressed
the tip of the buzzing vibe to her hungry hole and slid it
inside.

Both my wife and Marianne
moaned simultaneously. Andrea fucked back against her vibrator as I
held it. She surfaced and looked back at me. Her lips were wet with
Marianne’s love juice; I leaned forward and silenced her with a
kiss, tasting the spicy-sweetness.

“That was supposed to be for
her,” Andrea said as she rolled her hips, still fucking herself on
the vibrator.

“We’ve got extra batteries,”
I told her, and released the vibe long enough to give Andrea’s
tight ass a smack. “Now keep eating her pussy.”

“Yes,” Marianne begged. She
practically shoved her face back underneath my wife’s wicked
tongue.

Andrea obediently went back
to feasting on her pussy. The eager wiggle of her bottom answered
any questions I had about objections. As I watched the vibrator
vanish into Andrea’s slit, I imagined what she could do to Marianne
with a strap-on cock. What Marianne could do to her...! Then I
imagined us together, each taking Marianne’s pussy and ass, showing
her the kind of pleasures she’d never even dreamed of.

“Oh, Mrs. Dalton,” Marianne
cried out.

I broke out of my reverie
just in time to watch Marianne clutch my wife’s head desperately.
Tears formed at the corners of her eyes. Her face twisted into a
look that wasn’t quite pain. Her legs shook, her feet lifted off
the bed, and she came hard, twisting and thrashing against the
pillows until she finally collapsed against them, breathing
hard.

Andrea rose up from her
position between Marianne’s thighs. She searched the girl’s face.
When Marianne finally seemed to come back to herself, she kissed
her on the lips. They kissed softly for several more moments.
Andrea’s fingers delved between Marianne’s legs, rubbing gently as
she came down from her climax.

The bedroom was still except
for the buzz of the vibrator.

Finally Marianne brushed
back her loose bangs from her face and looked from Andrea to me.
“Do I get to watch now?” she asked.

Somehow the fact that I’d
fucked my wife hundreds of times didn’t matter anymore. With
Marianne there, sex seemed totally new. I slid the vibe out of
Andrea and tossed it aside while she wriggled out of her panties.
Then I slid my now fully-erect cock into Andrea from behind,
claiming her gloriously wet cunt with one thrust. She pushed back
against the comforter as she leaned into my thrusts, our skin
slapping together as I drove in deep. I grabbed her round ass and
used it as leverage to speed up.

Andrea moaned. Her pussy
squeezed around me. She was close, and no surprise. But I knew what
would really get her off, and now we had an extra set of hands.
“Marianne. Grab the vibe. Here.” Marianne dove right in beside us.
She squirmed as she got into position. It took a couple of tries,
but then she found the perfect angle to thrust the slick surface
against Andrea’s clit as I fucked her. My wife dropped her arms and
let her face press into the comforter as she cried out.

I felt Andrea’s pussy
tighten around me. Marianne kissed her breasts and held the vibe
hard against her clit at my urging, riding out her shaking and
shuddering as Andrea came with a squeal. I slowed my strokes only a
little as Andrea fell into Marianne’s arms. Our babysitter
whispered something to her. They both looked at me, each breathing
heavily.

“She’s on birth control,”
Andrea told me, sneaking in a private wink.

Blushing, Marianne bit her
lip and nodded.

Every voice of doubt in my
head spoke up in unison for one terrifying second. Then they went
quiet as Marianne spread open her thighs and bared her perfect pink
pussy to my gaze.

I slid from Andrea’s
satisfied slit and let her guide me over to our babysitter’s
virginal snatch. I knew I should’ve asked questions, should’ve
soothed her and talked to her. But all I wanted was to fuck her
innocent little pussy until she could hardly walk, until she
screamed my name.

“Slow,” Andrea whispered in
my ear, reminding me to treat her gently.

Marianne’s pert breasts
heaved as she lay underneath me. The crown of my cock found the
impossibly tight entrance to her pussy. Luckily, it was already
dripping wet from her earlier orgasm. “Do it, please?” she asked
softly.

I stole her innocence in one
long, slow thrust. All three of us breathed out as I sank into her,
then sawed out and in again. She was so wet that as I picked up a
rhythm, I could feel her slickness spreading. She quivered and bit
her lip as she looked up at me. Her hands hovered in the air before
settling onto my forearms. She looked overwhelmed with
pleasure.

Then Andrea curled up next
to Marianne. She caressed her breasts, her stomach. She tweaked our
babysitter’s perky nipples until she moaned. Andrea stole kisses,
and in between told me to fuck her.

I’d never felt a pussy so
hot, so tight! Marianne’s channel held my cock in a vise-grip as I
plunged into her. “You like that?” I asked.

She nodded. “Yes, Mr.
Dalton,” she gasped.

That sent me heading toward
the edge. I’d already come once tonight, but I couldn’t resist her.
I heard the echoes of Andrea’s fantasy talk from last week in my
head. I wanted deeper inside her, so I lifted her legs over my
shoulders and plunged my cock in to the hilt.

“F-fuck,” Marianne
gasped.

I held her creamy thighs as
I pounded into her hot, tight little pussy. As I fucked her, I lost
control. “You’re such a hot little slut, Marianne, aren’t
you?”

Her mouth dropped into an
‘o’ of surprise, but then I felt a mischievous pair of fingers
snake between us and rub her clit. Marianne trembled and that
already-tight pussy clamped down on my cock and squeezed hard as
our babysitter came again!

“Yes,” I hissed, and could
no longer hold back. For a split-second I was torn. How good was
her birth control? Did she want me to come inside her, to fill her
with my come and knock up her slutty little... “Oh, fuck, I’m going
to...” I grabbed my cock and slid out just as a powerful pulse of
come exploded from my dick. My whole body shook as I jerked my cock
and shot ropes of thick, creamy come all over our babysitter’s
pussy and pubic hair.

“Wow,” Marianne said,
breathing hard.

Andrea snuggled up to
Marianne. I watched in wonder as Marianne explored my come with her
fingertips and fed a drop to Andrea. My wife kissed her fingers and
nuzzled her fondly.

I groaned and squeezed the
very last drop from my balls. Painting her tempting body with come
for the first time was oddly satisfying, as if I were staking a
claim. I groaned and dropped back onto my heels, holding Marianne’s
legs for leverage.

For a minute we all just
looked at each other, speechless.

Andrea broke the silence.
“That... was awesome.”

I grinned. Marianne
giggled.

 


*****

 


“I’d stay, but my
parents...” Marianne shrugged. In a flash, she and Andrea had
managed to put her appearance back together in a way that would
pass muster. I’d walked her out to her car as I usually
did.

“No, please, I understand.
We’re just happy you could join us,” I confessed. “Look, we don’t
want to make anything awkward. We understand if this is a one-time
thing. But if you ever feel like...” I rocked back on my
heels.

“Staying a little later next
time?” Marianne suggested.

“Sure. I think Andrea and I
would enjoy it.”

She nodded. “I think I
might, too.”

“Great. Oh, here.” I reached
in my slacks for the cash I’d set aside to pay with. Wait. Should I
pay her for the babysitting job only, or all her time for the
evening? Would she consider that a bonus, or would she feel like a
prostitute? I had a thought. “You know, I should probably pay you
for the full evening. Since you’re just now leaving. Keeps the
stories straighter?”

Marianne considered the wad
of cash. “I didn’t do any of this for more money. Just so you
understand.”

“Yeah.” I considered
cracking a joke about how if she had, she could’ve charged a whole
lot more. I handed over the bills. “Thanks for coming.”

She tucked the money into
her bag with a grin. “Pleasure’s all mine, Mr. Dalton,” she said
and climbed into her car. She started it up and backed out of the
driveway. She waved before speeding off.

I returned the gesture.
“Until next Friday,” I murmured.
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	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";
	}
}



