
        
            
                
            
        

    

    
        
          The Bride's Slip

        

        
        
          After The Vows, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Elyse McCormick

        

        
          Published by Strangelove, 2025.

        

    





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE BRIDE'S SLIP

    

    
      First edition. June 24, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Elyse McCormick.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231319213

    

    
    
      Written by Elyse McCormick.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Epigraph

Waking Wrong

The Ceremony

Honeymoon Rot

Playing With It

The Shift

The Story Changes

Permission

The Second Slip

Epilogue - Wedding Plus One

Sign up for Elyse McCormick's Mailing List

Further Reading: What My Husband Wanted

Also By Elyse McCormick

About the Author

About the Publisher





  	
        
            
            A cuckold is not a fool; he is wise enough to share love.Tempest Storm

      

    



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Waking Wrong

[image: ]


Mara woke up naked.

The sheets were tangled around her legs, and she could feel cold air brushing her nipples. Her tits ached — one more than the other. She sat up fast, instantly dizzy. Her hand went to her chest. Bare. Her pussy felt raw, messy, sore. The smell hit her.

Sex. Cum. Sweat. Regret.

Her pulse spiked.

She looked to her right and saw him. Asleep. On his back, one arm behind his head. She didn’t even know his name.

He was younger. Tanned, muscular, and stretched out like a goddamn ad. The sheet barely covered his lower stomach, and even under the fabric, she could see the shape of his cock — long and thick, still half hard.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

She pressed a palm to her temple and looked around for her clothes.

Her panties were hanging off the lamp. Her bra was near the minibar. Her dress was draped over a chair, inside-out, looking like it had been peeled off. One heel was on its side by the bed. The other? No clue.

She stood up, ignoring the stickiness between her legs. Her thighs brushed together and made her flinch. She grabbed her dress, stepped into it, didn’t bother with the zipper. She shoved the bra into her purse, bent over to grab her heels.

She froze.

Her tits swung forward, heavy, sore. One of her nipples still looked swollen. Probably from when he bit it. Her stomach turned. Her pussy clenched — not in shame. In memory.

She found her phone on the floor beside the nightstand. 8:37 a.m. One missed call from Graham.

Her future husband.

She didn’t even remember getting into this hotel room. She remembered the bar. The dancing. His hands on her ass. The elevator. His lips on her neck. Her whispering something filthy in his ear.

And then — nothing. Just flashes. Flesh. Gripping sheets. The sound of her own voice, begging.

She looked at the man again. Still asleep. Still gorgeous. Still a problem.

She left without waking him.

The cab smelled like old air freshener and fried food. Mara slid into the back seat and slammed the door harder than she meant to.

"Where to?" the driver asked without looking up.

She gave the name of the hotel where she and Graham had the suite. Her voice cracked halfway through. She cleared her throat, sat back, and checked her phone again.

No new messages. Just the missed call from earlier.

She pulled down the mirror. Her mascara had melted into two dark half-moons. Her hair was a mess. She looked like what she was — a woman who’d just gotten used hard and fast by a stranger in a hotel room. Her tits felt tender. Her inner thighs still sticky. Her whole body radiated heat.

She tried to fix her hair. Gave up.

Outside the window, downtown crawled past like everything was normal.

Her stomach twisted. She had to remember what happened. All of it.

She closed her eyes.

The music had been loud. Some rooftop bar. Someone handed her a shot — maybe two. Graham had already gone back to the hotel. He’d said, “Have fun.” She had kissed him and waved him off.

She stayed. She danced. Laughed. A man put his hand on her lower back, and she didn’t move away. She looked up at him — olive skin, shaved jaw, bold eyes. Her fingers slid down his shirt without thinking.

And she said it.

She leaned up to his ear and said, “I’m not wearing panties.”

Her heart thudded now just remembering it.

In the elevator, she grabbed his cock through his jeans. She laughed when he groaned and pushed against her. She was the one who reached for the room key. Not him. Her.

Her legs spread the second he locked the door. She had wanted it. Bad.

The cab hit a bump, and her tits bounced under her dress. The soreness in them made her bite her lip.

Her pussy clenched again. She felt the wetness, even now. She hadn’t cleaned up properly. The cab smelled like old fries — but under that, she could still smell him. That scent was hers now, clinging to her thighs, between her tits, inside her.

The phone buzzed.

Graham: Everything okay?

She stared at the message, then typed one word:

Mara: On my way.

She hit send.

And felt her heart start to hammer again.

She had kissed him first.

She’d turned her head toward him at the bar, laughed at something he said, and kissed him. Just like that. No hesitation. His lips were soft but hungry, and when his hand moved to her waist, she didn’t stop it. Didn’t even flinch. She leaned in, rubbed against him, let him feel how warm she was through the thin fabric of her dress.

She remembered the heat of the elevator. His body behind hers. One hand on the mirrored wall. One hand gripping her ass, pulling her into his cock. He was hard already. Thick. She reached back and grabbed him — felt it through his jeans. Heavy. Long. She looked over her shoulder and watched him exhale when she squeezed it.

“Not wearing any panties,” she whispered.

He looked like he wanted to rip the dress off her right there.

By the time the elevator doors opened, her pussy was already wet. Her legs were shaking, and she didn’t care. Her vision blurred slightly, head spinning from champagne—but she felt every touch, every whisper, clearly.

She remembered laughing when they stumbled into the room, but there was no more talking after that. 

He turned her around and shoved her against the wall. His mouth was at her neck, biting her. His hands slid up her thighs, under the hem of her dress. One hand grabbed her ass, hard. The other came around front and slipped between her legs.

He groaned into her ear. “You’re soaked.”

She didn’t answer. She kissed him again, sloppier now. She unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, pushed them down with both hands, and his cock bounced out into her palm — thick, veined, already leaking. Her hand wrapped around it and stroked him slowly, feeling the weight of it, the pulse.

“Get on the bed,” he growled.

She backed toward it, climbing up with her dress bunched around her hips. She pulled it over her head and tossed it to the floor. Her tits fell free — the bra had given up halfway through the elevator ride.

He looked at her like she was a meal.

“Fuck,” he said, climbing over her. His mouth latched onto her right nipple, biting it. Hard. She gasped, grabbed the back of his head, held him there while his tongue flicked and circled. He switched sides and sucked the other, rougher this time.

Her nipples ached. Her tits felt swollen in the best way.

She reached between them and grabbed his cock again. Still hard. Hot against her skin. She rubbed the tip against her clit, spreading wetness across herself.

“Now,” she breathed.

He pulled back, turned her over, and bent her face-down on the bed. Her legs spread. Her ass bare and high. She felt the pressure of his cock at her entrance.

Then he shoved it in. One long thrust.

She screamed into the sheets. Her back arched. Her tits dragged across the comforter.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted.

He grabbed her hips and started fucking her. No warm-up. Just hard, thick strokes, every one bottoming out inside her. Her pussy squeezed him instinctively, gripping the length of him, clenching at the stretch.

She loved it.

The sound of his hips slapping her ass filled the room. Her tits bounced wildly beneath her, brushing the bedspread. She could hear herself — moaning, gasping, breathing like she was about to break. Her eyes rolled back. Her thighs trembled.

“Harder,” she panted. “Don’t stop.”

He gave it to her harder. Faster. He held her in place, using her body. Her arms gave out. She buried her face in the mattress and just let it happen.

She came fast. Her whole body went tight, pussy pulsing around his cock in waves. She didn’t cry out — just held her breath, shook, and let it rip through her.

When he pulled out, she dropped to the floor.

She didn’t even think. Just dropped to her knees and grabbed his cock. It was slick with her. She licked it clean, moaning quietly at the taste. Then she sucked him in — deep, fast, no teasing. She let him hit the back of her throat and held it there, choking a little.

He grabbed her head and started fucking her mouth.

She looked up and saw it in his face — he was close.

He came in her mouth. Thick, hot spurts. She swallowed. Some dripped out the corner of her lips. She wiped it with the back of her hand, sucked her fingers clean.

Then she crawled back onto the bed and collapsed onto her back, tits rising and falling with every breath. Her nipples were stiff, sore. Her thighs were still twitching.

He laid down beside her, pulled her close, his hand resting on her waist. She felt the weight of his cum inside her.

Neither of them spoke.

And that was the last thing she remembered before she passed out.

The hallway outside the suite was too quiet. Her heels tapped loud against the carpet. She adjusted her dress, pulled it higher over her chest, but it didn’t help. Her bra was still in her purse. Her tits bounced with every step.

She stopped outside the door. Her hand hovered over the handle.

She hadn’t planned what to say. She didn’t know how much he already knew.

When she finally pushed it open, Graham was standing by the mirror in a white dress shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows. His tie hung around his neck, undone.

He looked up.

Their eyes met.

She didn’t speak. Neither did he.

She closed the door behind her. The click of the lock echoed like a gunshot.

“I’m here,” she said, softly.

He didn’t nod. Didn’t smile.

His eyes dropped to her chest. She knew what he saw — nipples pressing against thin fabric, hair messy, cheeks flushed. She probably still smelled like sex.

“Where were you?” he asked, voice tight.

Her mouth was dry. “I stayed out too late. I had too much to drink. I...” She paused. “I fucked someone.”

He blinked. Just once.

Then silence.

She waited.

He looked down at the floor. Exhaled. “Okay.”

“That’s it?” she asked, almost laughing. “Okay?”

He stepped toward her. “You came back.”

“I had to.”

“No,” he said, calm. “You could have lied. You could’ve gone home. You could’ve stayed with him.”

Her chest rose and fell faster now. “I didn’t want that.”

“Do you still want me?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He stared at her. Like he was trying to read the truth on her face. His jaw clenched once. He wanted to scream. To walk away. 

But something strange tightened his chest—dark curiosity, maybe even twisted relief. The idea of Mara beneath another man stirred something he couldn’t yet face. Not anger. Something deeper, shameful, thrilling.

Then he said it:

“We’re still getting married.”

Her knees almost gave out. “What?”

“I said, we’re still getting married.”

“You’re not angry?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Then why?”

“Because you told me,” he said, walking past her. “Because you came back.”

She turned to follow him with her eyes. He stood at the window now, hands in his pockets, facing away from her.

“I didn’t plan it,” she said.

“I know.”

“I fucked up.”

“You did.”

She swallowed. “I didn’t mean to.”

He nodded. Just once.

Then: “Was it good?”

She froze.

He turned halfway. “I want the truth.”

She stared at him, lips parted.

Then she said it. “Yes.”

He looked away. Said nothing else.

And neither did she.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Ceremony
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Mara stood still while three people worked around her. One adjusted the hem. Another smoothed the bodice. The third fixed a loose strand of hair behind her ear and called her “stunning.”

The dress was everything it was meant to be — pure white, expensive, fitted like a second skin. But the bodice did more than hug her curves. It pushed her tits high, almost spilling out. She didn’t dare move too quickly. Even a sharp breath made the top of her chest bounce. Her nipples grazed the inner lining with every shift. She could feel the fabric pressing into the weight of her tits like it was holding something barely under control.

Her mother stood in the corner, hands over her mouth, already crying.

“Oh honey. You’re—God, you’re beautiful.”

Mara smiled. She had practiced it.

“Turn,” one of the stylists said, tapping her lightly on the hip.

She turned.

The mirror reflected what everyone else saw: a dream bride. Smooth skin, glowing cheeks, perfect tits pushed into the kind of shape that made women jealous and men stare. Her veil was pinned just right. Her makeup flawless. Her expression radiant.

But she didn’t see that.

She saw a body that had been fucked the night before by a stranger.

She saw her tits — red at the sides where he’d sucked them, bit them. She saw the faint tension at her mouth. And under the clean sweep of styled blonde hair, right at her throat, she knew what the concealer hid: a red mark from his mouth. She’d layered makeup over it three times. Checked it from every angle. Sprayed it in place.

It still felt hot.

Someone handed her a glass of champagne. She took it and drank half. No one noticed. They were all too busy adjusting her veil.

Under the dress, she wore new, white lace panties — the pair she'd picked weeks ago. The ones meant to mark something symbolic. Purity. Promise.

Now they were were  stained and damp, a fresh pulse of humiliation and heat mingling inside her. She should throw them away. Shower again. Start fresh. But something dark, defiant—perhaps twisted—kept her from it. She slid them back up, feeling him again – feeling his cum against her pussy lips. It was her secret now.

Her thighs were damp. Her pussy still sore. Every movement reminded her of how hard he’d taken her. How rough her body had been used. Her hips still ached faintly from where he held her down.

The knock came at the door.

“Ten minutes,” someone called from the hallway.

Her bridesmaids clapped. Someone took a selfie.

Mara smiled again. Bright. Sweet. Perfect.

She had to.

She held that smile until her jaw hurt.

The doors opened.

Everyone stood. Heads turned. Phones rose.

Mara stepped forward, slow and smooth like she’d practiced at the rehearsal. But this time, every click of a camera felt like it was aimed at her chest, or worse — at what was hiding beneath her dress.

The aisle stretched long and bright. Lined with white petals. Gold chairs. Smiling faces. She walked past family, friends, people who hugged her just hours ago. People who had no idea what she had done.

Each step made her tits shift. The dress had them locked high, the lace edge of her bra cutting into her skin. Her nipples scraped the inner lining. Her chest bounced slightly — too much. She slowed her pace.

She could feel the panties sticking to her. The wetness hadn’t dried. She didn’t know if it was his cum or hers. Maybe both. Every step pressed it deeper into her.

At the end of the aisle, Graham waited.

His suit was sharp. His posture flawless. But his eyes...

He didn’t smile.

He didn’t blink.

He just stared.

Not at her face. Not at her dress. At her. Through her.

Her heart hammered as she got closer. The world around them blurred. Just that gaze — hard, unreadable. Angry? Turned on? Both?

When she reached him, he offered his hand. She took it. His palm was warm and steady. Her fingers trembled inside his.

The officiant began.

Mara couldn’t hear half of it. She looked at Graham instead.

His mouth moved when prompted. His tone was calm. Perfect. He said I do like it was inevitable.

Her turn came. She repeated the words. As she spoke her vows, she shifted slightly, feeling the raw reminder of another man between her thighs. It should’ve felt wrong—but instead, it pulsed warmly inside her.

The crowd beamed. Her mother dabbed her eyes again. Somewhere behind her, someone whispered, “She’s glowing.”

The ring slid onto her finger.

The kiss was next.

Graham leaned in. His lips touched hers for barely a second. Closed. Dry. Mechanical.

Then it was over. Applause filled the room. The organ flared. They turned toward the guests, hand in hand.

He smiled then — but it wasn’t real.

She smiled back — and for the first time, felt like her face might crack open.

The ballroom glittered. Candles flickered. Glasses clinked. Laughter filled the air like warm static. Everything looked perfect — framed in soft light, dressed in white and gold. A wedding no one would forget.

Mara sat at the head table beside Graham, smiling on cue. The photographer circled. Family stopped by with hugs and jokes. Friends toasted. Every word from their lips praised the couple — how good they looked, how happy they seemed, how lucky they were.

She laughed at the right times. Kissed Graham’s cheek when asked. Took a dozen photos with a champagne flute in hand and her shoulders bare under the dress.

Her tits still rose high and round in the bodice, pushed up so tight they spilled forward just a little more with every shift. She adjusted them when she needed to, never too obvious. The attention didn’t bother her. That wasn’t the problem.

Graham’s hand found her thigh under the table.

It was a light touch. Warm. Steady. Not possessive. Not punishing.

He leaned in, just close enough to brush his lips against her ear. “You’re doing great,” he said.

His voice was soft. No tension in it. Just calm.

She turned to look at him.

His face was kind.

Not blank, not cold — kind.

It undid her completely.

She’d prepared for anger. Resentment. Distance.

But not this. Not grace.

Not a man still playing the proud husband so convincingly, not for himself — but for her.

She could feel it in the way he looked at her. He knew she felt disgusting. He knew they hadn’t talked it through. That her mind was still stuck in that hotel room, in that memory, in that filth.

But he was here. Smiling. Holding her hand. Protecting her from the weight of it, if only for a few more hours.

She didn’t deserve him.

She stood up too fast. Her chair scraped. The movement sparked soreness—delicious, shameful, undeniable.

“I’ll be right back,” she whispered, and left the table.

She didn’t run, but she didn’t slow down either.

Inside the powder room, she locked the stall, sat on the closed lid of the toilet, and bent forward, elbows on her knees, eyes burning.

She didn’t cry. 

She just stared at the tiles between her heels and whispered, “What the fuck is wrong with me?”

The suite was silent when they entered. The party still going on downstairs. But the newlyweds were expected to retire.

No staff. No photographer. Just low light, soft music playing from some hidden speaker. Rose petals on the bed. Champagne on ice. A wedding night fantasy.

Graham closed the door and locked it.

He didn’t speak.

He walked behind her, unzipped the dress, and let it fall to the floor. Her white lace panties and strapless bra were all that remained. Her tits were still high, squeezed tight in the cups, the lace barely holding them.

He reached around and unclasped the bra. Pulled it off. Her tits dropped into full view, heavy and flushed. He looked at them like he hadn’t seen them before. Then he touched her—palms cupping, lifting, thumbs brushing her nipples until they hardened.

Still no words.

He turned her toward the bed and shoved her forward.

She caught herself with both hands on the mattress, her ass up, legs spread.

He yanked her panties down in one sharp motion. They stuck slightly, damp against her skin. He tossed them aside.

Then he dropped his pants.

And shoved his cock into her without warning.

“Ah—fuck,” she gasped, arching her back as he filled her.

He grabbed her hips and started pounding her. Hard. Fast. Brutal. Her tits bounced wildly beneath her with every slap of his body against hers. Her mouth stayed open, breath ragged. She pushed back against him, fucking him right back.

It was violent. Desperate.

They weren’t making love. They were fighting. With skin, with sound, with every brutal thrust.

He pulled out and flipped her onto her back. Her tits rolled to the sides before he climbed on and shoved back inside her. She cried out, wrapping her legs around him, digging her heels into his ass.

He kissed her then. The first kiss of the night. Wet. Open-mouthed. Full of teeth.

“You’re mine,” he growled.

“Then fuck me like you own me,” she snapped back.

He grabbed both her tits and squeezed hard. She moaned, loud. He thrust harder, the base of his cock grinding her clit, pressing all her sore nerves back into chaos.

She came.

It ripped through her fast and mean. Her body bucked under him, her tits jumping between his hands. She screamed his name.

He didn’t stop.

He pulled out, dragged her to the edge of the bed, and turned her on her side. One leg up, one down. He shoved into her again and fucked her with both hands on her ass, slamming into her over and over while her tits bounced sideways, her mouth open in another moan.

Then he pulled her to her knees. Fucked her from behind, his hands in her hair, his chest against her back, both of them grunting now — wild animals. Her hands gripped the headboard, her body jerking forward every time he drove into her.

“Harder,” she begged. “Fucking harder.”

He gave it to her.

She came again. Shaking, guttural, her voice breaking apart.

He wasn’t far behind.

He grabbed her by the hips, slammed her down one last time, and groaned into her neck as he spilled inside her. One long, thick pulse after another.

She collapsed onto the bed, face buried in the sheets, gasping.

He lay down beside her. Still hard. Still breathing hard.

Then he pulled her in close, his arm wrapped tight around her waist.

“I love you, Mara,” he whispered. “You are my dream wife. What is a one-time stupidity compared to the life we’ll have together?”

She swallowed. Didn’t speak.

“We’ll get past this,” he said, softer.

She rested her head on his chest.

And let herself believe him.

Just for tonight.
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The morning light in Mauritius was almost unreal.

Soft and gold, like someone filtered it through honey. The sheer curtains billowed in the breeze coming off the lagoon. White linen tangled around their legs. Mara stirred slowly, skin bare, still warm from the night before.

Graham was already awake. He lay behind her, one hand spread across her stomach, his chest pressed to her back.

She didn’t speak. Just shifted her hips a little closer. He responded without a word, pulling her in tighter, pressing a soft kiss to the back of her neck.

For the first time in days, it felt simple. Safe.

His hand slid up, fingers brushing the underside of her breast. Her nipple stiffened against his palm. He kissed her again, lower now, his breath hot on her shoulder.

Mara rolled onto her back. No words. Just opened her legs.

He moved between them, eyes on her face, hands spreading her thighs like they belonged to him — because they did. His cock was already hard. He guided himself in slowly, watching her mouth part with that first stretch.

She wasn’t sore anymore.

She was wet.

He fucked her slow. Deep. Like he needed to remind her what they had. Her hands moved to his back, her nails dragging lightly along his spine. Their eyes stayed locked the whole time.

She came quietly, biting her lip, her body rocking with his as he pushed her through it.

He finished inside her a minute later. No rush. Just a low groan against her throat, his hips pressed flush to hers.

Afterward, they lay tangled in silence.

When she got up to shower, he brought her a towel and a kiss on the temple.

They had breakfast on the patio. The ocean just beyond the railing. Fruit and eggs and champagne in tall glasses. Her skin was still warm from the shower, hair damp, robe tied loosely around her waist.

They talked. Laughed. Made plans — boat ride, spa, late dinner on the beach.

For a few hours, it felt like a real honeymoon. Not recovery. Not pretending.

Just two people who loved each other.

By early afternoon, the heat pressed down like a hand. They moved to the infinity pool that overlooked the sea, where the breeze off the water made the heat just bearable.

Mara wore a white bikini — the one she’d bought just before the wedding. It fit tightly, the bottoms narrow, the top snug against her chest, pushing her tits high and full. Every shift sent them jiggling under the fabric. She adjusted the strap on one shoulder and lay back on the lounger beside Graham.

She closed her eyes. Relaxed. Unaware.

Two waiters walked by with trays. One slowed. The other looked down, then up again, and didn’t look away. Graham saw the glance. The extra second it lingered.

Later, at the bar, it happened again. A man turned from the counter and glanced straight at her chest. Another looked over his shoulder as she passed. One woman elbowed her boyfriend when his gaze didn’t move.

Mara didn’t notice.

She stretched out, sipped from her drink, flipped through a magazine, completely unaware of the way her tits filled the top, or how her ass peeked from the bottom of the bikini when she bent to grab her towel. The kind of body that demanded attention — and didn’t mean to.

Graham noticed all of it.

That night, after dinner on the deck, she wore a loose white dress, the kind that clung when the wind caught it. Her skin was sunkissed, her hair still damp from the evening swim. She looked calm. Settled. Like she belonged here, in this life, on this trip.

He leaned forward and touched her hand on the table.

She looked up, smiling.

His voice was quiet. “Did he touch you like this?” His fingers moved over her wrist.

The smile faded.

“What?”

“Did he grab your hips like I do? Pull your hair?”

Her body went still. Her expression closed.

“Graham—”

“Did he make you moan?” he asked. “Louder than I do?”

She set her wineglass down, hard.

“Don’t do this.”

“I’m not angry,” he said. “I want to understand.”

She held his stare. “You want to jerk off to it? Is that what this is?”

“No,” he said. “I want to hear it in your voice.”

She looked away, jaw tight.

Then she spoke, flat and quiet.

“He bent me over the desk. Fucked me hard. I didn’t stop him.”

She paused. Then added: “I came fast. Didn’t mean to. But I did.”

He didn’t answer.

But his hand never left hers.

They didn’t speak on the walk back to the villa. The air had gone thick, tropical heat settling on everything like a second skin. Mara’s hair stuck to her neck. Her dress clung damply to her tits, and her sandals clicked against the wooden path. Graham walked beside her, close but not touching.

Inside, she kicked off her shoes. Walked straight to the bedroom. She didn’t look back to see if he followed.

She didn’t need to.

She untied her dress and let it fall. No bra underneath. Her tits dropped free — high, full, slightly sunburnt. Her nipples were tight from the air conditioning.

She didn’t hesitate as she sat on the edge of the bed, legs parted slightly, hands resting on her knees. Her panties were white lace — sheer enough to see through. The same ones she'd packed for the wedding night. She hadn’t worn them then.

Graham stood in the doorway, watching her like a man deciding whether to pray or take a swing.

Her voice broke the silence.

“You want it?”

He stepped forward.

She looked up. “Not my body,” she said flatly. “The truth. You want it?”

“Yes,” he said. No hesitation.

She took a breath.

“I kissed him first.”

He didn’t move.

“I was drunk, but not stupid. I leaned in. I kissed him. My hand was already on his chest. I wanted it.”

Graham said nothing.

“I told him I wasn’t wearing panties,” she continued. “Right in his ear. Then I grabbed his cock in the elevator.”

She gave him a cold smile. “He got hard. Fast. I rubbed it. Stroked it through his jeans. He moaned. I laughed.”

Graham’s breathing changed.

“I opened the hotel room. It was my key. My name on the reservation. I brought him in.”

She leaned back on her arms. Her tits lifted and parted.

“I told him to get on the bed. I didn’t want talking. I just wanted cock.”

Graham moved. Slowly. He dropped to his knees in front of her and spread her legs wide, pushing the lace aside.

She was already wet.

He looked up at her.

“What did he do first?” he asked, voice low.

Mara tilted her head, lips parting.

“He kissed my tits. Sucked them. Bit my nipples. I moaned right away. He left a mark on this one—” she cupped the underside of her left breast “—had to cover it with makeup.”

Graham ran his fingers along the spot without speaking. Then he leaned in and sucked the same nipple slowly into his mouth. She gasped. His tongue flicked. Bit gently. Sucked harder.

She grabbed the back of his head.

“I let him fuck me from behind. I bent over the desk and pulled my dress up for him. I was dripping by then. He didn’t ask. Just shoved it in.”

She was breathing harder now, hips moving.

“He grabbed my hair. Called me tight. Said I had a slut’s ass. That I’d been aching for cock.”

Graham pulled back, stood up. His cock was rock hard against his shorts. He stripped fast, watching her the entire time. Then shoved her back onto the bed.

She opened her legs wide. “He didn’t kiss me. Just used me. And I loved it.”

He crawled over her. His cock pushed against her entrance.

“Say it,” he growled.

“I loved it,” she repeated.

He thrust into her hard, all the way in. She cried out, arching her back.

He pinned her wrists above her head and started fucking her. Deep, fast strokes, his cock hitting deep enough to make her grunt. Her tits bounced with every thrust, smacking up against his chest.

“Did he make you come like this?” he asked.

She shook her head. “Not like this.”

“Tell me what he did.”

“He kept going. Didn’t care if I came. Just pounded me until he did. And when he pulled out, I dropped to my knees and sucked the rest out.”

Graham fucked her harder. She wrapped her legs around him, heels digging into the backs of his thighs.

“I opened my mouth for it,” she whispered. “Licked the tip. Swallowed everything. He didn’t say thank you.”

He groaned, buried deep, and held still. His cock throbbed inside her.

But she wasn’t done.

“I crawled into bed naked, his cum still in me. I passed out like a slut.”

Graham pulled out and flipped her onto her stomach. Her ass raised up naturally — full, pink, inviting. He slapped it, hard. She gasped, but pushed back into him. He gripped her hips and drove back in.

“You’re mine,” he grunted.

“Then claim me,” she snapped.

He slammed into her over and over. Her tits pressed into the mattress. She clutched the sheets in both hands, teeth bared, groaning as he used her. Their bodies smacked together, loud and wet.

“I should have made you wear his cum down the aisle,” he hissed.

“I did,” she said. “You just didn’t notice.”

He stopped. Froze.

Then slammed in deeper, all control gone.

“You filthy little—”

“Yes,” she moaned. “I am.”

She came like that — back arched, tits flattened under her, her voice cracking.

He followed seconds later, pressing into her, emptying deep. He didn’t pull out. Just lay on top of her, breathing hard.

He lay back beside her, chest heaving, sweat glistening on his skin. Mara stayed on her side, one leg over his, her cheek pressed against his arm.

For a while, neither of them spoke.

Then Graham let out a low, shaky laugh.

“You looked fucking incredible today.”

She didn’t move.

He ran a hand down her back. Over her ass. Gave it a slow squeeze.

“I saw the way they looked at you. Every man at that resort.”

His voice was calm. Too calm.

“They couldn’t take their eyes off you.”

She said nothing.

His hand moved again. Up to her tit. He cupped it, thumb brushing the still-sensitive nipple.

“They didn’t know what you’d done. What kind of girl you really are.”

He smiled.

“And that made it hotter.”

Mara closed her eyes.

And let him keep touching her.
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The breakfast buffet sat under a sloped palm-thatched roof, open on all sides to the breeze. Birds chirped in the nearby trees. Glassware clinked. The scent of fruit, sea air, and sunscreen mixed with the smell of hot coffee and pastries.

Mara walked ahead of Graham, hips swaying under a light, sheer cover-up. It clung to her thighs and rode high in the back where her ass curved. The white bikini underneath barely counted as clothing — two small triangles struggling to hold her tits, the thin fabric stretched tight over the weight of them.

She didn’t notice the man at the next table staring. Or the way his friend elbowed him when he didn’t stop.

But Graham did.

He watched the line of their eyes — tracking her tits, the way the outline of her nipples showed faintly through the stretched material. The fabric darkened slightly as the sun hit it. One strong gust of wind and she’d be exposed entirely.

When they reached their table, Mara leaned forward to grab a plate, and Graham saw it — her nipples had stiffened under the bikini top.

She caught him staring and raised an eyebrow.

“What?” she asked with a smirk.

He shook his head, lips twitching. “You’re going to get someone killed walking around like that.”

She rolled her eyes, but she stood a little straighter. Her nipples stayed hard. She didn’t fix them.

The waiter came to pour coffee. His eyes dipped low once, hesitated, then moved away. Graham clocked it. Said nothing.

When they sat, Mara crossed her legs, resting one bare foot on the back bar of the chair. Her thighs were smooth and tanned. The wrap had shifted open, just enough for Graham to imagine what anyone across from them might see if they looked close.

He leaned in slightly.

“What did he smell like?”

Mara blinked. “What?”

“The guy. At the hotel.”

She froze for a second. Then glanced at the waiter, who’d walked out of earshot.

She set her coffee cup down.

“Cologne,” she said. “Spice. Something sweet under it. Sweat. Pre-cum. Like the inside of his pants had been hot all day.”

Graham let out a quiet breath through his nose and shifted in his seat.

She reached for a piece of pineapple. Ate it slowly.

“You get hard thinking about that?” she asked, not looking at him.

He didn’t answer.

When they finished, she stood first. Her tits shifted as she moved, the bikini top straining. A couple across the patio paused mid-bite to watch her walk past.

Graham caught it again. The woman noticed too late and scowled. Her husband looked away, flustered.

Mara looked over her shoulder and caught Graham’s expression.

“You like it when they stare, don’t you?”

He raised one eyebrow. “Do you?”

“I didn’t even notice,” she lied.

Her nipples were still hard.

They walked back toward the pool. The sun was climbing. Her ass moved under the cover-up with every step, soft and tight, impossible not to track.

Graham didn’t say anything else. He didn’t have to.

His cock was already hard.

They returned to the water after lunch, slipping into the infinity pool that overlooked the sea. Most of the loungers were empty. A few guests sunbathed in the distance. Quiet jazz played from somewhere above.

Mara slid into the water first, her bikini clinging tight to her hips and tits. The wet fabric turned nearly transparent. Graham followed behind her, eyes locked on her ass as she swam slowly across the pool, arms stretching above the surface, back arched just enough to make her body a show.

They met in the far corner, tucked away from view. She wrapped her arms around his neck and straddled him lazily, her thighs floating open around his waist.

“Better than the Maldives,” she said, mouth close to his ear.

“Mhm,” he replied, hands resting on her lower back. He wasn’t looking at the view.

Her tits were inches from his chest, nipples pressing through the soaked bikini top. He looked down and inhaled slowly.

Then he leaned forward, his voice low. “What did he say to you?”

Mara blinked. “You want more?”

Graham didn’t nod. He just waited.

She tilted her head, pretending to think.

“He said I looked like I needed to be fucked,” she whispered. “Said I had that look in my eyes. That I wanted someone rough.”

Graham’s hands tightened on her ass.

“He said I was his for the night,” she added. “Said I was made to be used.”

Her eyes stayed on him.

“That didn’t happen, did it?” he asked, quietly.

“No,” she admitted. “But you liked hearing it.”

His cock pressed against her through his swim trunks. Hard now. Obvious.

She moved her hips slightly. Just enough to rub herself against him. The water sloshed gently between them. She leaned closer.

“He said my pussy felt like a mouth. So wet he thought I was crying for it.”

Graham let out a breathless sound, somewhere between a moan and a growl.

She grinned.

“I told him to cum in me,” she said. “Begged for it.”

She rubbed against him again, slower now.

“Then I sucked him after. Licked the shaft clean. Took every drop down my throat.”

She didn’t blink. Didn’t smile.

But Graham’s hands were trembling now. His hips jerked once under the water.

“You’re going to cum in your shorts again,” she whispered in his ear. “Aren’t you?”

He didn’t answer.

But his face tensed. His body jolted once. Then again.

She kissed his jaw.

“You really are a fucking mess for this,” she murmured.

He groaned softly into her shoulder.

She didn’t move.

She just held him there, legs wrapped around him in the water, while he pulsed and twitched beneath her.

Then she pulled back and smiled.

“You didn’t last thirty seconds.”

He let out a breath and leaned his head against her shoulder.

Mara stared out across the ocean behind him, her fingers trailing gently down his spine.

The villa was dim when they returned. The sun had just dropped below the horizon, the sky still orange and pink through the wide glass doors. Mara dropped her towel to the floor. Her bikini stayed on just long enough to reach the bed.

She climbed up onto the mattress and lay back, stretching her arms over her head. Her tits rose high with the motion, the last glow of sunlight catching her skin. Her nipples were already stiff. She didn’t bother covering them.

Graham walked toward her, eyes locked on her chest. His cock had been hard since the pool.

He dropped his shorts. Climbed onto the bed. Crawled between her legs.

His hands grabbed her thighs and spread them wide.

“You’ve been wet all day,” he said.

“I know.”

“You like telling me, don’t you?”

Mara smirked. “You like hearing it.”

He didn’t argue. Just rubbed the tip of his cock through her folds, then pushed in.

She moaned immediately. Loud.

He thrust slow, deep. Her pussy clenched around him. He leaned over her, weight pressing her into the bed, and started to move faster.

She wrapped her legs around his waist.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Don’t hold back.”

He didn’t.

His hands grabbed her tits. Pulled and squeezed, rough. He slapped one — hard enough to make her cry out. She arched into it.

Then she said it.

“Fuck me like Adrian did.”

Graham paused mid-thrust. His eyes locked on hers.

She said it again. Louder.

“Yeah. Fuck me like Adrian. I want to feel used.”

Graham started moving again. Faster. Harder.

She moaned louder.

“Make me your cum dumpster, Adrian. Ruin me.”

His cock twitched inside her. He grunted, shoved her legs up, and fucked her in short, brutal strokes.

Her tits bounced violently between them. She grabbed one, squeezed it, played with her nipple.

“Fill me up again,” she panted. “I want to feel it leak out like before.”

Graham lost his rhythm.

He came too fast. Groaned like he hated it, thrusting one more time as he spilled inside her.

He collapsed over her, panting.

She held him there, his weight on her chest, his face buried in her neck.

Then she said it again. Softly this time.

“Adrian...”

Graham didn’t move.

Didn’t protest.

Didn’t say a word.

Dinner was served on the rooftop terrace, just the two of them seated under string lights with the ocean somewhere beyond the rail.

Mara wore a silk slip dress, loose and thin, the kind that needed no bra and offered no forgiveness. Her nipples showed clear as day, two small, perfect outlines that rose and stiffened in the warm breeze.

She didn’t hide them.

The waiter brought their wine, poured two glasses, and paused when he stepped back. His eyes landed on her chest for half a second too long before he turned away. Graham watched the whole thing.

Another man, seated with a group near the edge, glanced at her as she crossed her legs. His mouth parted slightly. His friend nudged him. Mara didn’t notice.

But Graham did.

He sipped his wine and said nothing.

Back in the villa, she undressed slowly. Let the dress fall, walked past him naked on her way to the bathroom, then came back and stood at the foot of the bed, toweling her hair.

Her tits bounced with every motion, full and natural and untamed. She knew he was watching.

When she dropped the towel and started rubbing lotion into her thighs, he sat down on the edge of the bed, cock already half hard.

She looked at him in the mirror.

Then turned.

Walked to him.

Naked.

Soft-eyed.

Dangerous.

She stood between his knees, hands resting on his shoulders.

Then she leaned in close, mouth near his ear.

“What if it hadn’t been just one time?” she whispered.

He didn’t move.

She pulled back slightly, studied his face.

He didn’t answer.

His hands gripped her hips.

She dropped to her knees, took his cock in both hands, and rubbed it against her tits.

He groaned.

She looked up, smiling.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “It was.”

She slid his cock between her tits. Pressed them together. Started stroking.

He leaned back, breathing hard.

But the question didn’t go away.

She’d said it.

And he hadn’t answered.
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It had been three months since Mauritius.

Their bags were unpacked. Wedding gifts opened. The honeymoon photos printed and framed. On paper, they were back to normal.

But Graham knew better.

He lay in bed with the lights off. Mara was in the shower, steam humming behind the closed door. The water ran steady. He could hear her humming something faint under her breath. She always did that when she was relaxed. Or turned on.

He pulled his phone from the nightstand and slid under the covers, screen dimmed low.

The browser was already open.

Stories. Tabs. Videos.

“He Watched Me Ruined by Strangers.”
“Used Where He Could See.”
“Honeymoon Hotwife.”
He read, one hand under the blanket. The words were always the same. Wives bent over in front of mirrors. Dripping with someone else. Whispering things they were never supposed to say.

But it wasn’t the stories that got him hard.

It was the memory of Mara.

That voice, soft and deliberate: “He fucked me like I was his.”

The way she rubbed herself against him in the water and whispered about another man coming in her mouth. The way she said the name. The way she lied just to make it hotter.

His hand moved faster.

The shower kept running.

He came quietly, biting the inside of his lip. It was fast. Almost desperate.

He wiped his hand on the inside of his shirt and locked his phone.

When Mara stepped out a few minutes later, wrapped in a towel, tits full under the fabric, her hair dark and wet against her shoulders, he was already curled toward her side of the bed, pretending to doze.

She climbed in next to him. Her skin was warm. Damp. She wore one of his old shirts — stretched tight across her chest, nipples poking through as always.

She kissed the back of his neck.

“You asleep?”

“Not yet.”

She slid a hand over his side. Down toward his waist. She didn’t say anything when she felt he was soft.

“You okay?” she asked, softly.

“Mhm,” he murmured. “Just tired.”

She nodded against his back. Her hand stayed on his stomach, warm and open.

She never asked what he’d been thinking about. And he never brought it up.

Some things, they had agreed without speaking, stayed in Mauritius.

But as she curled around him, her tits pressed against his back, and her leg looped over his hip, he closed his eyes and tried to ignore the truth:

He didn’t want to forget it.

He wanted it again.

They were at a boutique downtown. The kind of place with no prices on the racks, and saleswomen who asked if you wanted water before asking what you were looking for.

Graham said he just wanted to “spoil her a little.”

Mara raised her eyebrows. “It’s not my birthday.”

He shrugged. “You’ve been working hard. You deserve it.”

She didn’t argue.

The first few outfits were modest — tasteful, expensive, elegant.

Then he picked a dress.

Tight. Black. Thin straps. Deep plunge.

She turned it over in her hands. “Really?”

“I think it’d look good on you.”

“You sure you want me wearing something this... obvious?”

He didn’t flinch. “Try it on.”

She disappeared into the changing room.

When she came out, the effect was immediate. Her tits looked massive in it. Barely contained. The fabric hugged her ass so tight she had to adjust it before walking.

He stared.

She saw it. And didn’t say a word.

The saleswoman cleared her throat. “That... is definitely one of our more confident fits.”

Mara smirked and turned to face the mirror. She arched her back slightly. One nipple poked through the thin material.

Graham stood behind her.

“Too much?” she asked.

He stepped closer. “Not at all.”

She looked at him in the mirror. For just a second.

Neither of them smiled.

She didn’t ask for more suggestions. Just brought the dress to the counter. Graham paid without blinking.



Later that week, she wore it to a late lunch date. Graham picked the place: outdoor seating, busy patio, plenty of foot traffic.

She walked in first.

Heads turned. She knew it. She kept her face neutral, but her hips swayed a little more than usual.

Graham trailed behind her, hands in his pockets. He watched the way men watched her — first at the hostess stand, then as she walked between tables.

She sat across from him, legs crossed, chest lifted. The dress clung to her like a second skin.

He said nothing.

She said nothing.

But under the table, her foot brushed his ankle.

When the waiter came, he fumbled the menus twice.

Mara smiled, polite. Graham said thank you. No one mentioned the way the waiter’s eyes dropped to her chest three times in a row.

After they ordered, Mara leaned forward and whispered, “You picked this dress for them, didn’t you?”

Graham’s face didn’t change. “I picked it for you.”

She nodded. Smiled. Sipped her wine.

“Of course.”

The restaurant was upscale but dark, all low lights and polished wood. The company dinner had spilled from formal into tipsy somewhere around the second bottle of wine.

Graham was seated beside the department head. Mara, across from him, had ended up beside Alex.

Mara wore the black dress again.

The one from the boutique.

She hadn’t worn a bra. Hadn’t needed to. The dress was snug enough to keep her tits high, tight, bouncing with every subtle movement.

She wore heels, too. Legs crossed, foot bouncing lightly under the table. Her lips were glossed. Her cheeks a little flushed.

Alex was drinking whiskey. Neat. Fast.

He was funny. Loud. That kind of charming that got riskier the drunker he got.

At first, it was just compliments. Her earrings. Her laugh.

Then the compliments got pointed.

“That dress,” he said, leaning in. “I mean, come on. You can’t expect me to pretend I didn’t notice.”

Mara laughed softly. Not a polite laugh — a real one.

Graham watched. Kept sipping.

Alex didn’t stop.

“You know you have the best tits in the room, right?”

Mara blinked, then covered her mouth with her fingers, pretending to be shocked.

But she didn’t deny it.

Graham didn’t interrupt.

Alex leaned closer, eyes down her neckline, glass still in hand. “Your husband’s a lucky man. Or maybe just smart.”

Mara tilted her head. “How do you mean?”

“He knows what he’s got. And he lets it out in public.”

Her smile was slow. Small. Measured.

“Maybe he doesn’t let me,” she said, voice low. “Maybe I do it anyway.”

Graham felt that in his chest.

Alex grinned. “Even better.”

When the music started — soft and jazzy, but danceable — Alex stood and offered her a hand.

Mara took it.

Graham watched them walk to the small floor in the back. Watched her hips move. The way Alex placed one hand on her waist, the other holding hers.

Then, as the song shifted and the crowd thickened, Graham saw Alex’s hand move.

Lower.

Onto her ass.

He didn’t grope.

He gripped.

She didn’t pull away.

Instead, she let her chest press to his. Tilted her face toward his ear as he said something no one else could hear.

Graham’s cock throbbed under the table.

She danced for two songs.

When she returned, she slid into her seat like nothing had happened.

Her lips glistened. Her pupils were wide.

Graham said nothing.

But his hand found her thigh under the table.

And she opened her legs.

The cab was quiet. Leather seats. A faint citrus smell from the air freshener clipped to the vent.

Mara slid into the back seat first. Her legs didn’t close all the way. The black dress rode up her thighs. She didn’t fix it.

Graham got in beside her, tugged the door shut, and gave the address.

The driver nodded. Pulled away from the curb.

They said nothing at first. The buzz of the evening clung to their skin. The tension hadn't broken, only shifted.

Mara turned her head toward the window, letting the city lights brush over her. Her legs were still apart.

Graham reached over and slid his hand slowly up her thigh.

She didn’t move.

His fingers found the hem of her dress. Slipped underneath.

No panties.

He groaned softly, low in his throat.

“You planned this,” he whispered.

She smiled faintly, eyes still on the window.

He leaned in closer, mouth against her ear. His voice dropped.

“What did he say to you?”

Mara exhaled slowly.

“He told me I had the best tits he’s ever seen. Said it like he meant it.”

Graham’s breath hitched.

She kept going. “Said he wanted to take me into the bathroom and bend me over the sink. That he wouldn’t be gentle.”

Graham’s hand tightened.

“What did you say?”

“I told him I could handle rough,” she said, voice cool. “Told him he’d have to earn it.”

He was rock hard now, his fingers trembling against her thigh.

“What did he do?”

“Grabbed my ass. Pulled me in close. Said he’d ruin me if I let him.”

Graham’s voice dropped to a rasp.

“Would you let him?”

She turned her head, slowly. Her eyes gleamed.

“Let him do what?”

He swallowed.

“Fuck you.”

She didn’t blink.

“If you wanted me to.”

His fingers pushed inside her — wet, warm, hungry. She gasped, breath catching, her hand flying to his forearm.

The cab hit a bump. Her tits bounced under the dress. The driver looked into the mirror.

He saw everything.

Her thighs spread wider. The dress was around her waist now. Her chest rose and fell with every deep thrust of Graham’s hand. Her nipples strained against the fabric.

She saw the driver watching.

And didn’t look away.

She moaned softly, biting her lip. Her hips rocked into his palm.

“Do you want him to watch me cum too?” she whispered.

He didn’t answer.

But his fingers worked faster.

She came before they reached the house — loud, ragged, body jerking as her orgasm took hold. Her thighs trembled. Her tits bounced. The driver stared.

When the cab stopped, no one spoke.

Graham pulled his hand back, wiped it on his leg.

Mara adjusted her dress. Smoothed her hair. Her face was flushed, eyes glazed.

She opened the door and stepped out like nothing had happened.

Graham followed.

The driver didn’t drive away until the door closed behind them.
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They didn’t go out that night.

No plans. No guests. No makeup on Mara’s face. Just two half-full glasses of red wine, a throw blanket on the couch, and Deep Water queued up on the screen.

Mara sat cross-legged, barefoot, wearing an old college t-shirt that clung to her tits and barely covered her ass. Graham was stretched out beside her, one hand resting on her thigh.

The movie had been her idea.

She sipped her wine and nudged him with her shoulder. “You ever seen this?”

He shook his head. “Heard it’s twisted.”

She grinned. “You’ll like it.”

They watched in silence for a while. The movie moved slow. A couple pretending to be normal, pretending not to notice how everything between them was warped.

At the twenty-minute mark, the wife kissed another man at a party.

Graham shifted beside her. Mara saw it.

She reached for her glass again and took a long sip.

Then turned to him.

“Would you let me have affairs?”

She said it like a joke.

But her eyes didn’t laugh.

Graham froze.

Then swallowed.

He didn’t answer. Just reached for her neck and kissed her hard, deep, one hand sliding up her thigh under the shirt. She moaned into his mouth, her body instantly warm against him.

The wine glass tipped over when she climbed into his lap.

Neither of them noticed.

He cupped her tits through the fabric. No bra. Her nipples poked into his palms as he squeezed, then pulled the shirt off completely.

Her tits bounced free and heavy. He stared.

“God, you’re—” he didn’t finish.

She just smiled, grabbed the back of his head, and pulled his mouth to one.

His lips wrapped around her nipple, tongue circling it until she gasped. She rocked her hips against him, grinding slow. He groaned.

Then he dropped to the floor.

Onto his knees.

And pulled her legs apart, dragging her to the edge of the couch.

She leaned back, arms hooked over the cushions, tits still high and flushed from his mouth.

Her pussy was soaked already.

Graham didn’t hesitate.

He buried his face in her. Tongue deep. Slow. Thorough.

She moaned, loud now, rolling her hips. Her thighs tensed around his head. Her hands grabbed his hair.

And he begged. Between licks. Between gasps.

“Tell me again.”

She looked down at him, breathless. “What?”

“Tell me what he did to you.”

Her eyes darkened. She smiled, slow and wicked.

And then she began to lie.

“He came three times that night,” she said, her voice breathy but clear. “Once on my face. Once inside me. Once down my throat.”

Graham groaned against her clit.

She gasped—then kept going.

“I let him fuck me on the desk. Then on the carpet. Then I begged him to bend me over the window so I could see the lights outside while he used me.”

Graham’s tongue worked faster. His grip on her thighs tightened. Her hips rocked up against his face.

“I rode him like I ride you,” she whispered, grabbing one of her tits and squeezing. “I slapped my own ass and told him to fuck me deeper. He asked if your cock had ever made me cum like that.”

Graham moaned into her.

She felt it.

She smiled.

“I told him no,” she said, voice lower now. “Said you didn’t know how to handle me. That you were sweet. Soft. That you never fucked me the way I needed.”

He sucked harder, tongue pressing tight to her clit now, his face buried between her thighs like he wanted to disappear into her.

“I was loud,” she said. “So loud. I came shaking. My legs gave out.”

Graham’s fingers slipped inside her. She gasped, legs twitching. Her back arched off the couch.

“He pulled out,” she went on, voice hitching between moans. “Came all over my tits. Wiped it across my lips. Told me to taste how proud I should be.”

Her hand slid into his hair, pulled.

“He wasn’t done.”

Graham’s mouth never left her.

“He fucked me again,” she said. “Harder.”

Her voice dropped to a growl.

“Harder than you ever have.”

He moaned. His tongue flicked. His fingers pushed deeper.

“And he made me cum,” she gasped, “so much harder than you ever will.”

That broke him.

Her thighs clamped around his face.

She came loud—raw, high-pitched, swearing, shaking—grinding against his mouth while her whole body locked up around his tongue.

Graham didn’t move. Didn’t pull back. He licked her through it, drinking every twitch, every drop.

And when she finally sank back against the couch, panting, wet, and smiling—

he stayed on his knees.

Waiting for the next lie she’d make true.

She was still catching her breath when Graham pulled back, face wet, mouth open like he couldn’t get enough air.

Her thighs trembled. Her pussy glistened. Her tits were flushed and heavy on her chest.

He looked up at her like she was something holy. Or something ruined.

His voice was hoarse.

“Show me.”

She blinked. “What?”

“Show me how he fucked you.”

She didn’t hesitate.

She stood. Took his hand. Led him to the middle of the floor.

He lay down without being told. Eyes wide. Hard already.

Mara straddled him. Her tits bounced as she lowered herself onto his cock in one slow, deliberate motion.

They both gasped.

She didn’t move at first. Just sat there, full of him, staring down.

Then she placed her palms on his chest.

And started riding.

Hard.

Fast.

Aggressive.

Her ass slapped against his thighs with each bounce. Her tits bounced wildly. Her hair whipped across her face.

She looked down at him and smiled like a woman possessed.

“This how you pictured it?” she panted.

He couldn’t answer.

“Me riding him?” she gasped. “Telling him I wanted it rough? That I didn’t want to cum gently — I wanted to scream?”

Graham groaned.

She slapped her own ass, loud.

“Harder,” she snarled. “Deeper. Make me your filthy little bitch.”

His eyes rolled back.

She leaned forward, tits swaying inches from his mouth.

“He grabbed my tits,” she hissed. “Like this.”

She squeezed them. Pressed them around his face.

“He told me to moan his name.”

Graham’s fingers dug into her hips.

“Say it,” she whispered. “Say his name.”

He didn’t.

She moaned it instead.

“Adrian—fuck yes. Just like that. Make me forget I ever married anyone else.”

Graham broke.

He thrust up into her, hips jerking, cock throbbing.

He came hard.

With a groan full of shame.

She felt it inside her — the twitch, the heat, the helplessness.

She stayed on him. Slowed.

Leaning forward, tits brushing his chest, lips near his ear.

And then she whispered it.

Soft. Sinister.

“Maybe I should do it again.”

He didn’t respond.

Couldn’t.

She rolled off slowly.

His cum leaked from between her thighs onto the floor.

She lay beside him, fingers brushing her nipple, still breathing hard.

He turned his head. Looked at her.

She was already smiling.
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It started a few nights after Deep Water.

They were in bed. Mara lay on her stomach in just a t-shirt, her ass bare beneath the hem, thighs parted for the fan to cool her skin.

Graham ran his hand along the back of her leg, slow. His cock was already hard against the sheets.

“Mara,” he said quietly. “What if we tried something.”

She turned her head, eyes soft. “Tried what?”

He hesitated.

“Pretending you’re... out there. Looking.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Like... online?”

He nodded.

“You want me to flirt with strangers?”

“Not seriously,” he said. “Just... like you’re a hotwife. Just pretend.”

She smiled at him—slow and dangerous.

“You want me to talk dirty to strangers online while you jerk off?”

He didn’t answer.

She rolled onto her side, brushing his cock with her thigh. “I thought you wanted to keep it between us.”

“I do,” he said. “I just want to hear what you’d say. What they’d say to you.”

Her fingers trailed down his stomach.

“I’ll think about it,” she said. “But if I do, I’m doing it right.”

She didn’t bring it up again for three days.

But he noticed.

The laptop came out more. Her phone buzzed a little more often. At night, she’d sit curled on the sofa with one leg tucked under her, reading something she never showed him.

He didn’t ask.

Until one night, as she stepped out of the shower, wrapped in a towel, she paused in the doorway and said:

“I made a profile.”

Graham looked up.

“Really?”

She nodded. “Had to do some digging. Found the forums. Subreddits. Discord groups. There’s a whole fucking world out there, babe.”

She grinned.

“Men begging to fuck other men’s wives. Women bragging about how deep they took it. Whole threads about cum in wedding rings.”

His cock twitched under the blanket.

She let the towel drop.

“You want to help me choose who I talk to?”

He stared at her tits. “No.”

“No?”

“I want you to do it. Pick someone. Start something.”

Her nipples hardened.

She smiled.

“Good answer.”

Three nights later, they were in bed again.

She had a glass of red on the nightstand. Graham was already shirtless. She wore a loose tank top with nothing underneath. When she climbed under the covers, she brought her phone with her.

He turned toward her.

“Well?”

She opened the app.

“Here’s one,” she said. “Wants to fuck me in a hotel, then leave before my husband picks me up.”

Graham exhaled through his nose.

“Another,” she said, scrolling. “Says I have ‘breedable hips.’ Wants to cum inside and leave the rest for you to lick out.”

He groaned.

She smiled. “You like this?”

He nodded. His cock was already in his hand, stroking slow.

She spread her legs.

“Keep going,” he said.

She did.

“He says I should send a video of me getting fucked. Wants to see my tits bounce while I moan someone else’s name.”

Graham moved between her legs. He licked slow. Deep. His hand never stopped working his cock.

Mara kept reading.

“They say I look like I’d be an obedient little cumslut,” she moaned, grabbing his head and pressing his face deeper into her pussy. “They say I have the mouth of a wife who needs to be put in her place.”

Graham groaned into her, tongue working faster.

She reached down and pinched her nipple. Her back arched.

“You want to watch them fuck me?”

He didn’t answer.

She gasped. “You want to see them cum inside me?”

His hips jolted.

She came first — loud, thighs clamping around his face, her whole body shuddering. He didn’t stop licking. Didn’t stop jerking off.

Two seconds later, he groaned, shuddered, and came all over the sheets.

They lay like that for a minute.

Breathless.

Sweaty.

Quiet.

Her phone buzzed again.

She picked it up.

“Another message,” she said, smiling.

Graham didn’t open his eyes.

He just whispered, “Keep going.”

She waited until the moment was quiet.

After dinner. After dishes. After he'd poured her a glass of wine without asking and sat back down on the couch, socks off, legs stretched out.

She curled up next to him, phone in hand.

“I need to show you something,” she said, tapping the screen.

Graham turned his head.

Mara didn’t look up.

She opened a chat window.

A name he didn’t recognize.

Then she turned the screen toward him.

The man was in his late twenties. Handsome in the clean, composed kind of way — not flashy, not desperate. Just strong shoulders, a steady stare, a faint smirk like he knew exactly how women looked at him.

“He reminds me of Adrian,” she said softly.

Graham didn’t speak.

She swiped up. Message after message.

“He didn’t start with dick pics,” she said. “Didn’t beg for nudes. He just... started talking.”

Graham kept reading.

Mara kept talking.

“He told me I sounded confident. Said he could tell I was married. Said it made it hotter.”

She sipped her wine. Her voice stayed calm, even.

“I told him I wasn’t looking to leave my husband. Just looking to feel a little filthier again.”

Graham blinked.

She went on. “He asked what I missed. I said being used. Being talked to like I’m disposable. Said I miss feeling ruined.”

The words hit the room like steam.

She scrolled to another message.

“He said if we met, he’d order a drink for me, tell the bartender I wouldn’t need more than one. Said I’d be on my knees before the bill came.”

Graham adjusted his posture. His hand twitched on his leg.

“I told him I’d swallow everything,” she said. “And ask him if it tasted like a married woman.”

Silence.

Then Graham spoke. Quiet. Controlled.

“You want to meet him?”

She looked straight at him. “Yes.”

He didn’t look away.

“You can meet him if you want to.”

She didn’t smile.

Didn’t say thank you.

She just turned the screen off. Finished her wine and set her empty glass on the table.

Then leaned in and kissed him—slow, full-mouth, no words. Her tits pressed against his chest, soft and warm.

When she pulled back, she brushed her lips against his ear.

“Lie down.”

Graham obeyed.

No questions.

No delay.

She climbed onto the bed, straddled his chest, then crawled up until her thighs were on either side of his face. Her pussy hovered just above his mouth—already wet, already swollen.

She looked down at him, breathing slow.

“Don’t stop until I say.”

He didn’t nod.

He just grabbed her thighs, pulled her down, and buried his tongue in her.

She gasped.

Then started to speak.

“I want him to take me somewhere no one knows my name,” she said, grinding against his mouth. “Somewhere cheap. Not a hotel. A room. A floor. I don’t care.”

Graham moaned into her.

“I want him to tell me I look like someone who needs cock. That I dress like a wife who wants to cheat.”

His tongue circled her clit. Her thighs tightened around his face.

“I want him to pull my dress up in a parking lot and finger me against the car.”

Her hips rocked harder.

“I want him to spit on me,” she whispered. “Slap my tits. Shove his cock down my throat until I cry.”

Graham’s cock throbbed under the sheets.

She reached down and grabbed her tits, moaning.

“I want him to hold me down and fuck me like he doesn’t care if I like it. I want him to cum inside me and tell me I’m already ruined.”

She rode his face faster.

“I want to come home dripping,” she said. “And I want to make you eat every drop out of me.”

Graham’s hips jerked. He was touching himself now, fast, sloppy.

Mara kept moving, kept talking.

“I want to fuck him while I think about you watching.”

Her voice cracked.

“I want to send you pictures of his cock inside me. I want to hear you beg to clean me up.”

Graham moaned so loud it shook her.

She came hard—grinding down, pussy pulsing against his face. Her tits bounced wildly as she rode out the orgasm. She gasped, cursed, grabbed the headboard with both hands.
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She took her time getting dressed.

He noticed.

She was in the bedroom with the door half-shut, soft music playing, hair pinned up. He sat on the edge of the couch with his hands clasped between his knees, one foot bouncing.

Graham had never felt this specific kind of tension before.

Terror and arousal, tangled together.

He hadn’t touched himself yet, but he was already half-hard—and had been for the last twenty minutes.

She stepped out of the bedroom in heels.

Tall ones.

And a black dress he hadn’t seen before.

Tight, short, off the shoulder. Her tits were up and out. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her nipples were already stiff.

He stared.

She caught the look and gave him a soft smile.

“You okay?” she asked, picking up her purse.

He nodded. But it wasn’t convincing.

She walked to him, slow, hips moving deliberately. Her perfume hit first. Subtle and warm. Expensive.

She leaned down and kissed him.

“I’m just meeting him. Nothing else,” she said.

“I know.”

“I’ll come back here,” she added. “And we’ll fuck. No cheating. No new cock. Just you and me. That’s the whole plan. This is all pretend.”

“I know,” he said again. His voice cracked.

She stepped back and studied him.

“You sure you want this?”

Graham looked at her—the way her tits strained against the dress, how her legs looked impossibly long in those heels, how her mouth was glossed and perfect—and nodded.

“Yes.”

Her smile deepened.

“You’ll want to be hard when I get back.”

“I’m already hard now.”

She laughed. Kissed him again—longer this time.

Then turned and left.

The door clicked softly behind her.

Graham didn’t move for a long time.

He just sat there. Half-hard. Buzzing. Breath shallow.

And waited for the fantasy to begin.

The hotel was discreet. Sleek, modern, upscale enough that no one asked questions.

Mara stepped into the lobby like she belonged there.

Her heels clicked sharply against the marble floor. The black dress hugged her like skin. She walked slowly, deliberately. Tits high, tits tight, nipples hard and visible under the fabric.

She spotted him almost immediately.

He was seated near the bar, tall and still, a whiskey in hand. Clean-cut, dark hair, buttoned-down shirt rolled at the sleeves. Legs spread wide.

He stood when he saw her.

She smiled.

He didn’t.

He walked right up and kissed her.

No warning. No greeting. Just a full, hard kiss.

His hand slid around her back, fingers strong and firm. His mouth didn’t ask—it took. She gasped into it, lips parting, body reacting before her brain could catch up.

Then he stepped back.

“You’re even hotter in person,” he said.

Her heart was racing.

He motioned toward the bar.

They sat in a quiet corner, far from the windows. The bartender came. He ordered her a drink. Something short, dark, and bitter.

“You nervous?” he asked.

Mara shook her head. “No. You?”

He laughed once. “No.”

His eyes dropped to her chest. “You dressed to be touched.”

She didn’t respond.

His hand slid under the table. Found her knee. Slid higher.

He didn’t wait for permission.

His fingers were on her thigh. Then between them. She clenched, gasped, looked around.

No one saw.

She opened her legs slightly.

His fingers brushed the edge of her panties.

“You’re soaked,” he said.

“I haven’t done anything yet.”

“You’ve done everything already.”

He leaned in closer. Voice rough. Confident.

“You wore that dress so men would stare. You talk to strangers because you want it. You’re not just a dirty wife—you’re a wife who knows she’s dirty.”

She saw down and saw his bulge.

It was big.

Thick.

Hard.

And he hadn’t even undone a button.

Her mouth was dry.

She reached down and ran her hand lightly across his lap.

He let her.

She felt it—real, solid, hot through the fabric.

She looked up at him.

“Can I see it?”

He held her eyes for a second.

Then nodded once.

“Come on.”

The rooftop terrace was empty.

A few potted plants. Lounge chairs. No one at the bar. The city buzzed quietly below. The hotel’s higher floors looked down into the space, windows catching reflections of movement.

He led her to the edge.

Mara followed, heart pounding harder than she expected.

She’d told herself this was just the game. Just the build-up before going home to Graham. Just foreplay between husband and wife.

But her thighs were already slick.

And her eyes were locked on the bulge in his pants.

He stood in front of her and raised an eyebrow.

“You wanted to see it.”

Her throat tightened.

She nodded.

He undid his belt slowly. Zipped down.

Then pulled it out.

Mara’s breath caught.

It was thick. Long. Veined. Semi-hard and still huge.

Far bigger than Graham’s.

Far bigger than she’d prepared for.

She took a step closer without realizing.

“Holy fuck,” she whispered.

He stroked it once, lazy.

“You like?”

She nodded again, slower this time.

She reached for her phone.

He watched her.

“You want to take a photo?”

“I want to show my husband what I’m looking at,” she said.

He grinned.

“Go ahead.”

She knelt down slightly, angled the camera. Took a shot — cock front and center, her manicured hand hovering near it for scale.

Sent it.

To Graham.

She waited.

Felt her pulse behind her ribs.

A second passed.

Then her screen lit up.

Graham: “Please, fuck him.”

Her mouth opened.

Her whole body flushed hot.

She typed back:

Mara: “For real? Or is this part of the fantasy?”

The reply came almost instantly.

Graham: “For real.”

Her hand dropped slowly to her side.

She looked up at the man in front of her.

Her nipples pressed hard against the dress. Her panties were soaked.

She didn’t think about it.

She just said, “Pull it out again.”

He pulled it out again.

Fully hard now.

She stared at it—huge, thick, heavy. The kind of cock that demanded attention. The kind of cock you didn’t forget once you saw it.

Mara stepped forward.

No hesitation.

She dropped to her knees on the warm concrete. Her dress stayed up. She didn’t care.

She wrapped both hands around the shaft. Saw her wedding ring next to this stranger’s cock.

Then opened her mouth.

He groaned as she took it in. Inch after inch. Her lips stretched wide. Her spit dripped from her chin almost immediately. Her hands stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach.

“Fuck, you’re good at this,” he muttered.

She moaned with him in her throat.

From one of the hotel windows above, a curtain moved.

She didn’t stop.

He grabbed her hair. Fucked her mouth slowly, watching her tits bounce with each thrust.

“Your husband’s watching this?” he asked.

She pulled off, gasping. “He wants it.”

“Good. Because you’re not walking out of here clean.”

He pulled her up. Turned her around. Bent her over one of the lounge chairs.

Pulled her panties aside.

No warning. Just shoved himself in.

She cried out.

Loud.

And didn’t move away.

The stretch burned. Filled. Claimed. It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t careful. It was use.

He fucked her hard, hips slamming into her ass with each thrust. Her tits bounced beneath her, tits bare now, nipples scraping the mesh of the chair.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say what you are.”

“I’m a cheating wife,” she gasped.

“Louder.”

“I’m a cheating wife!”

Her legs started to tremble.

He pulled out suddenly, turned her, and lifted her like she weighed nothing.

Sat down.

Put her on top of him.

She rode.

Wild.

Her tits bounced high with every thrust, sweat glistening on her chest, her moans echoing between the rooftop walls. She looked up—saw windows. People. Shadows watching.

She didn’t stop.

He grabbed her ass, slammed her down harder.

She came once.

Then again.

He stood, turned her around, bent her over the railing.

Fucked her fast, brutal, urgent.

Her hair blew wild in the wind. Her face was open-mouthed, eyes wide, silent and overwhelmed.

Then he shoved deep one final time—and stayed there.

She felt it all.

The heat.

The pulse.

The finish.

He didn’t pull out.

Didn’t say a word.

He stepped back, breathing hard, cock glistening, her pussy dripping.

Mara leaned on the railing.

Still shaking.

Still wet.

Still spread.

And for the first time all night—

she didn’t know what to say.

The ride home was silent.

Her phone buzzed once—Graham checking in. She didn’t reply.

Her thighs were sticky. Her dress clung to her skin in all the wrong ways. Her hair was a mess. Her mouth still tasted like his cock.

She didn’t go home clean.

She didn’t want to.

The lights were off when she opened the door. But Graham was waiting.

Sitting on the edge of the bed.

Shirtless.

Hard.

His hand was already around his cock when she stepped into the room.

He looked at her like he didn’t know what to feel.

She dropped her purse.

Didn’t say a word.

Walked straight to him.

Then dropped to her knees.

The same position she’d started in hours earlier—just a different man. A different mouth.

She looked up at him.

“I let him cum inside me.”

His jaw flexed.

She licked her lips.

“Want to taste what he left?”

He groaned.

She wrapped her lips around his cock and sucked hard. Deep. Fast.

He grabbed the back of her head.

She didn’t fight it.

Let him use her face the way the other man had used her body.

Her spit ran down her chin. Her tits bounced as she worked. She moaned around him, still sore, still dripping, still fucked raw.

He came fast.

Hard.

Deep.

Down her throat.

She swallowed without blinking.

Then pulled back slowly. Let him watch the string of spit break.

She sat back on her heels.

Chest bare.

Mouth open.

Eyes locked on his.

And whispered—

“You should thank me.”
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Epilogue - Wedding Plus One
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Mara looked incredible in navy.

The dress was tight across her tits, low in the back, soft and flowing from the hips down. Her hair was pinned up, a few loose strands curling along her neck. She wore no bra. Her nipples were hard the whole night.

She was seated between Graham and a man neither of them knew well—something-something friend of the groom. His name was Miles. Early thirties. Tall, clean-shaven, confident in that quiet, composed way that made women lean in just a little closer.

And Mara did.

She smiled wider when she spoke to him. Laughed more easily. Rested her hand on the table between them, her fingers brushing his wrist once, then twice.

Graham watched.

Didn’t say a word.

After the third round of toasts, Miles leaned close to say something in Mara’s ear.

She didn’t pull away.

She just turned to Graham, eyes bright.

“I'm going to freshen up.”

Graham nodded.

She walked off.

Miles waited exactly ten seconds before excusing himself and heading the same direction.

Graham let him go.

The bathroom was dim, lined with marble, mirrors, and fresh orchids.

She was waiting when he walked in. The women’s side was empty. She'd checked.

He closed the door behind him.

She didn’t speak.

Just stepped forward.

He kissed her.

Hard.

She let him.

His hands grabbed her waist, then slid up to her chest. He squeezed both tits through the dress—firm, greedy. She moaned into his mouth.

When he pulled back, she reached down, tugged the neckline lower, and let both breasts spill out.

“Something to think about during dessert,” she whispered.

Then she turned and walked out, tits still bare for a beat before she tugged the dress back up.

Miles adjusted himself before following.

Back at the table, Graham said nothing when she returned.

But after dinner, as guests started drifting outside for photos and air, he leaned close.

“He’s into you, isn’t he?”

Mara sipped her champagne.

“Of course.”

“And you like it.”

She licked her lips.

“Of course.”

Graham smiled.

“Wait here.”

The air outside was warm, heavy with summer and champagne.

Guests trickled down the steps in pairs and clusters, laughing, tugging off heels, loosening ties. The night was winding down.

Graham stood on the edge of the lot, hands in his pockets, heart thudding.

Not from jealousy.

Not from fear.

From the quiet, electric clarity that something he’d always fantasized about—something that had once filled him with shame—was about to happen. Not just accepted.

Invited.

He spotted Miles standing alone near the row of parked cars, his jacket folded over one arm, his shirt open at the collar. The man looked relaxed. Maybe too relaxed. Maybe not yet aware of how close he was to being inside another man’s wife.

Graham walked to him, steady.

The words came out smooth. Too easy.

“She’s yours for the night.”

Miles turned, blinking. “What?”

Graham didn’t smile. Didn’t blink.

“You heard me.”

A breath passed between them.

Then they both turned—because she was already walking toward them.

Mara.

Bare-legged. Bare-shouldered. Her hair a little messy now, her lipstick a little faded. She looked radiant. Flushed. Alive.

And calm.

She didn’t say anything.

Just walked right up, opened the back door of the car, and slid inside.

She sat sideways on the seat, legs still out, and pulled her dress up her thighs. No hesitation. No underwear. She looked at both of them, then leaned back, spread her legs wider, and let the dress fall behind her waist.

Miles exhaled.

Graham stood still, hard as stone.

And Miles stepped forward.

He got in beside her, shut the door, and didn’t speak. Just ran his hands up her thighs and leaned down to kiss her—deep, hungry.

Graham stood outside the car, one step back, phone in hand.

He started recording.

Inside, Mara moaned into the kiss, her hands already undoing Miles’ belt. He helped. She pulled his cock free and stared at it for half a second before guiding it down and into her.

No teasing. No asking.

She gasped.

He groaned.

And then they moved together like they’d rehearsed it.

Mara’s head hit the seat. Her tits bounced under the thin fabric. Her heels slammed into the door with every thrust.

Graham watched through the window.

Filming.

Miles fucked her hard. Rough. One hand gripping her tit, the other buried in her hair. She took it all. No shame, no guilt—just the open-mouthed sounds of a woman being fucked exactly how she wanted to be.

Inside the car, she turned her head toward the window.

She met her husband’s eyes.

Her mouth parted wider.

She didn’t look away.

When Miles came inside her, she moaned louder. Clutched his back. Locked her legs tight around him.

And Graham—watching, recording, cock straining behind his zipper—felt none of the old doubt.

None of the shame.

Only clarity.

Only heat.

Only pride.

This wasn’t where it started.

But it was exactly who they were now.
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Single by choice, fuelled by tea, whisky, and cold swims, Elyse writes for women who want it real and men who can handle a woman who takes what she wants. If you like your heat honest and filthy, you're in the right place.
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            At Strangelove, we believe passion knows no bounds. Specialising in bold, beautifully written erotic and romance fiction, Strangelove celebrates desire in all its forms — for every gender, every orientation, and every kink. Our books are crafted to ignite imaginations, break taboos, and offer unforgettable journeys into love, lust, and everything in between. Whether you're seeking tender romance, daring exploration, or unapologetic heat, you'll find a home — and a thrill — with Strangelove.
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{
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}
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{
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}

function getPageCount()
{
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}

function getCurrentPage()
{
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}

/**
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 */
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{
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	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
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	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;
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	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
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 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

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

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

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
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}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
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}

//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) {
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}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
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}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
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