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It was
still dark when I woke up. My joints were cracking a bit as I
stretched out in the bed under the blanket. I recalled watching Die
Hard last night and drinking a toast to Bruce Willis. And of course
to myself, since my birthday came the next day.

The
silence and the peace that morning felt unusual. There was no need
to hurry anywhere, to huddle breakfast to anyone, and even the
neighbor wasn’t hammering as usual on Saturdays. Our kids were with
their grandparents, we had done the shopping online, and now we had
the whole morning just for ourselves! Maybe we would even order
Chinese, which we sometimes did at times like this.

My slow
awakening was interrupted by a pleasantly warm, soft hand. My wife,
Laura reached into my pajamas and grabbed my morning erection. She
had always loved to play with it, she had been amused by this kind
of function of the male body. Even now she began to fondle it
loosely, pulling the skin up and down on the end of my
cock.

“Good
morning, darling,” she moaned to my ear. “Did you sleep
well?”

“Oh,
yeah...,” I moaned lustfully, with my eyes still closed. “I haven’t
slept this well for such a long time...”

To be
honest, I could actually have said anything, Laura didn’t really
pay attention to my exact words: she leaned under the blanket,
pushed my pajama pants off my groin, and blew a kiss to the end of
my dick.

“Oh,
how nice!” I declared. “Will there be more?”

“Maybe...” and she already slipped my bulb between her lips,
then began to suck on it gently.

It may
come as a surprise, but during the ten years of our marriage, we
had relatively little time and energy for morning sex. We had just
had to rush to work and deal with things every day, and after the
children had been born, we became completely overwhelmed for the
weekends. That’s why I considered it a rare treasure to be able to
cuddle like this – with some mixed metaphor, I was happy like a
monkey with a peanut machine.

My cock
was rock hard, which Laura swallowed into her mouth lightly. She
had always done it loosely, with pleasure, and although I suspected
that she had practiced with quite a few guys before we got
together, that’s why she had been so pro with it. Secretly,
sometimes I had daydreamed about her past and I had really enjoyed
thinking about how she had all kinds of crazy adventures with guys
unknown to me. They hadn’t even had a face in my imagination. Only
hard dicks and wild, almost perverted energy with which they had
embraced my dear partner’s body.

Her
loose bobbing distracted me from such thoughts. Her mouth was
unusually wet, she had probably drunk the usual morning glass of
water. She let my dick deeper and deeper into her mouth, then
suddenly stopped and just held it inside. It was a wonderful
feeling for my sensitive cock to throb in my wife’s salivating,
warm throat.

I felt
it was time to turn things up, as over the past few years I had
been able to experience how well she can and loves to deep throat.
Sometimes it had been she the one who had put my hand on her head
to fuck her mouth a little wilder, so now I reached under the
blanket and grabbed her by the back of her neck. I impaled her
mouth lightly, making her moan gently, with pleasure.

With my
other hand, I also grabbed her by the back of her neck and began to
fuck her mouth lustfully. The head of my cock penetrated her throat
completely smoothly, without any hindrance, and I was already
beginning to feel the saliva gathering at the base of my dick. I
loved so many things about this woman, from her preciseness to her
ability of calming our children down, and while I had praised her
cocks sucking skills so many times, I don’t think she took it
seriously enough. Though, it had played a serious role back at the
time when I had finally proposed marriage to her.

And
this hadn’t changed over the years. She had sucked me off with
visible pleasure on a regular basis, plus she had been ready for it
in unusual locations like our car, locker rooms on busy beaches, or
just the lodge of a theater. And now I could enjoy this great skill
of hers on my birthday as well. What could a man want more than
that?

She
moved her head on my cock vigorously, and her saliva was already
starting to drip onto my balls.

“Fuck,
that’s so good...,” I moaned.

“Mmhmm,” she replied with her mouth full, but I guessed she
didn’t want to say anything specific. So I just went on fucking her
mouth with great pleasure.

It was
as if a slight electric shock made my testicle tingling as my
little darling ran her fingernails over my sack. I loved this hard
fondling. I felt like I wasn’t far from a great spurting, but I
still wanted to enjoy her hot wet mouth a little longer. So I
pulled my wife’s head off my dick and slapped the head of it to her
lips a few times.

“Are
you ready for a decent amount of fresh morning sperm?” I teased
her.

“Uhhm...” she gasped. Unfortunately, I couldn’t get her to say
so dirty things during these years as the porn actresses do. But I
had been fairly compensated by the fact that, almost without
exception, she always swallowed my semen enthusiastically. So at
this time, it was more like a teasing – I knew for sure that my
words would make her horny. She had listened to them more than once
with her pussy getting wet, eyes closed, and I had been lucky
enough at the end to experience how horny she became from
them.

“Will
you swallow it, honey?” I asked. “Are you ready?”

“I’m
ready,” I heard from under the blanket, and there was no stopping
from here. I grabbed her head by the hair with two hands again, and
pulled her mouth deep in my cock. I pushed hard, basically used
Laura’s head for my own needs. It was as if she had been a cheap
whore instead of the partner of my life and the mother of my
children, a slut whom I had called over for a hard mouth fucking
just a few hours ago.

“That’s
it, swallow it, baby!” I ordered her, but I knew it was actually
unnecessary. Laura had swallowed it ten years ago, on our first
evening together, like a really good, obedient little girl, and she
had enjoyed doing so ever since. Unless I had come into her pussy
or had wanted to decorate her breasts, maybe her face, I had always
shot my semen into her throat and she had always made it disappear
thoroughly, with pleasure.

She did
the same again, swallowing my load busily, though I felt it quite
rich, since we hadn’t had sex in the last few days. But Laura was
doing her thing, eagerly swallowing every drop, and when I became
completely empty, she still sucked the head of my cock acorn a
little, but carefully, of course, because she knew that’s how I
love it.

When my
balls emptied their aching load completely, I let go of my
partner’s head. She still gave me a kiss on my wet dick, then
raised from under the blanket with a big smile.

“Good
morning, darling!” she said.

“Good
morning to you, too! And thank you for this great birthday
present!”

“Come
on, that was just a foretaste! The real gift will come later!” she
said, then popped up and left me in our marriage bed alone. And I
stretched out satisfied, feeling really good, having no idea it was
going to be the most memorable birthday of my life.
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I took
a shower. I shuddered a little from the cold floor, but the warm
water jets rolling on my skin felt very nice. I smeared myself with
the shower gel from top to bottom, and to my greatest regret, it
was time to wash the rest of my sweetheart’s saliva off my dick as
well.

I was
just rinsing the foam off myself when the door opened and Laura
entered beside me. She was already naked, with her hair tied up. We
had showered together several times and then it had always ended in
sex, so we hadn’t really got round to it on an average morning. So
now I was very happy to have her joining me, ready for action
according to our unspoken rules.

“You
still have an erection?” she asked seductively, her hand slipping
softly on my cock, which really was hard now. “I just took care of
you!”

“What
could I say...,” I moaned. “This is one of those
days...”

“That’s
good news…,” Laura said. She leaned over my cock, and as she pulled
back my foreskin, dripped a small portion of saliva from her lips
onto the head of my cock. Then she pulled the skin back on it and
started massaging like that, spreading her warm saliva on my
cock.

It felt
so great to have my wife’s soft hand jerking my dick up and down.
It was damn exciting to watch her finely manicured fingers and
red-painted nails as well, as if I had just been in the shower
scene of a porn movie.

“Can we
start the second round?” she growled in my ear, and I just nodded
enthusiastically.

Laura
then knelt behind me, and beating my dick vigorously, buried her
face into my ass. It was such a wonderful feeling to experience her
wet, warm tongue beginning to circle on my anus. I sighed heavily
and began to enjoy it with my eyes closed as she was licking my
asshole.

She was
the first woman in my life to do even this. The sex had been good
with my exes, as well, but they had rather exceled in sucking only,
and some of them even had trouble swallowing my sperm in the end.
Laura, my little darling stood out in this too. There is perhaps
little talk about this, still it is really important for men and
women to fit sexually - and we got along perfectly, even in filthy
things.

“That’s
it, jerk it off,” I said hoarsely, almost unnecessarily, because my
dear wife was jerking my cock wildly as her tongue penetrated deep
into my ass. She slid her tongue into me with plenty of saliva and
twisted it thoroughly, licking my rectum well.

I
lowered my head, leaned against the tile, and pushed my butt back,
onto my partner’s face, who was licking me with unusual greed. The
snapping of my foreskin echoed in the small, humid room, and my
acorn was a little sensitive due to the sucking I just had. But my
dick was throbbing wildly from the blood, the caress of the warm
water, and of course the powerful movements of Laura’s delicate
palm.

“Let it
go...,” she whispered barely audibly behind me. “Shoot a great
one!”

This
made me reach back and push her head back into my buttocks by the
hair. She continued the deep, salivating licking eagerly, and I
couldn’t take it any longer: the sperm shot out of my dick in thick
spurts. I moaned loudly, but Laura didn’t stop, jerking out every
drop vigorously and keeping her tongue pretty deep in my ass. She
only stood up and hugged me from behind when she already felt like
no more was coming out and my knee stopped shivering as
well.

“Look
how much came out,” I pointed proudly at the tile. Laura smiled and
looked at the wall in front of me with several streaks of sperm
glistening on it. “I saved a huge amount in the recent
days...”

Then
Laura surprised me again. As if the pleasure I had received from
her in the morning hadn’t been enough, she now showed her even
wilder side: she knelt beside the wall and licked my semen off the
tile with big, wide tongue strokes. It was damn exciting to see her
clean up every drop and eagerly swallow my jizz. When she was done,
she leaned back, turned to me, and showed that her mouth was
completely empty. She knew how much I loved it when she went down
to be a bitch.

“What a
good girl,” I praised and patted her face. I knew she loved it when
I played with her that way, humiliating her a little, stepping out
of the scene of everyday life.

“Happy
birthday!” Laura said, pressing a quick kiss on my face. “Now
finish your shower and hurry for breakfast,” she said, then wrapped
a towel around herself and walked out of the bathroom. I stood
there in the shower satisfied, happy, and I had no idea what kind
of adventures still waited for me that day.
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The
breakfast waiting for me was like a dream. With two children and
having to rush to work, we hadn’t really had the time for more than
a simple sandwich or some muesli. Now, on the other hand, fried
eggs were steaming on my plate, with bacon, onions, beans sprinkled
with chili, and cheese. Next to the plate, my favorite giant mug
smelled of...

“Is
that really dirty latte, darling?” I asked Laura, who was humming
at the counter in a robe with a towel wrapped around her
hair.

“Do you
like it?” she asked. “I don’t really know whether I found the right
recipe on the net...”

“Divine...,” I sniffed the steam. I could smell the strong
coffee poured into the tea, it started to wake me totally up
already. “When did you have time for all this?”

“Oh, I
prepared it tonight while you were watching Bruce Willis. Now I
just had to put it together...”

Wasn’t
this what I had always dreamed of? Favorite movie, good sleep, sex
the next day, and a wonderful breakfast.

“It’s
amazing, darling! You don’t join me for breakfast?”

“Oh,
I’ve already swallowed something!” my wife stated, winking at me. I
nodded with a grin and began to eat. “I wouldn’t have the time for
it anyways, I have to get ready, we’ll have a guest
soon!”

“Who?”
I wandered. “And why today exactly? Wait a minute...,” I thought
about the morning events. “You happened to rope somebody in for us?
Did you still manage to talk Scarlett Johansson into
it?”

“Almost,” Laura replied with a smile. “The point is, just have
your breakfast, then I’ll be waiting for you in the living
room!”

Equipped with my favorite newspaper, I had a nice quiet
breakfast. Blessing the silence, I just leaned back, enjoyed the
flavors, and of course wondered what kind of gift from my lovely
wife still awaited me.

When I
was done with the royal feast, I took a detour to the restroom and
read the second half of the article quite calmly. I always loved
this morning silence.

Arriving in the living room, I found my lovely wife at the
coffee table, in just a bathrobe, applying makeup. She looked at me
over her mirror:

“Did
you enjoy your breakfast?” she asked.

“Oh,
very much,” I replied, putting the newspaper in the newsstand next
to the TV. “When is that guest coming? And what should I
wear?”

“You
still have the time,” my wife replied. “Just sit in the armchair
for now.”

I sat
down as I was, only in my bathrobe. I felt Hugh Hefner’s satiety
because of the sucking I had received that morning and a slight
curiosity about what the plans for today were at the same
time.

Just
when I wanted to ask about that again, Laura finished packing her
makeup kit up and pulled the zipper on the little pink handbag she
kept her stuff in. It had been a while since I had seen her in such
vivid make-up, the blood red lipstick and black mascara created a
strong, almost whore-ish contrast. She even let her hair down as
well, looking at me seductively:

“Do you
like it like this?” she asked.

“Yeah,
you’re very hot,” I said. And she really was: she looked wild.
Hadn’t she sucked me off twice that day, my dick would have been
hard again. But after all those, I just leaned back in the armchair
with a satisfied smile on my face.

“Good
then,” she said, and this time she walked over to me. “Then you’re
next!”

“Me?” I
looked at her. “That’s very kind of you, but after the
morning...”

“Come
on, it won’t be about that, honey!” Laura declared, and to my
greatest surprise she took two handcuffs from the pocket of her
robe. They were the same pink plush covered handcuffs that I had
used to tie her to the bed during our wild adventures.

“Well,
are you really planning something?” I asked with a mischievous
smile.

“Yes,
you’ll really like it…,” she replied, leaning down to me. Her
fingers clicked one end of the bracelets one by one on my wrists
and the others on the armrest of the armchair nimbly, imperatively.
Her soft hair swept on my face and I could smell the light, floral
aroma of her perfume spreading around. By the time I filled my
lungs with her scent, she straightened up and checked both my hands
with narrowed eyes, even pulling them a little to see there was no
way I could free myself.

“So
what now?” I asked with a grin, moving my knees left and right.
“Can I get another BJ?”

“Maybe
later, honey,” Laura glanced at the clock. She then moved
etherically to our old carved walnut wardrobe in the corner and
started digging inside. “You’ll get your real gift soon, you just
have to be patient for a little more.”

The
real gift? So what had the morning sex in bed and the other one in
the shower been? Of course, the excellent, relaxed breakfast felt
wonderful, as well, – but what more could a man want?

As if
to feel my train of thought, my wife lowered the robe from her
shoulder. Now she was standing in front of me completely naked, so
I could eye her muscular back, round buttocks and tight thighs up
and down undisturbed. One could tell how carefully she had taken
care of her lines even after giving birth to two children. You
could tell the effects of regular running and cardio – sometimes I
envied her for her perseverance.

Unfortunately, she didn’t turn around while dressing so I
could enjoy her full breasts as well. She put on one of her most
seductive black lacy lingeries I had bought for her last year. As
she aligned the lacy edge of her panties to her gorgeous butt and
joined the bra buckles on her back, I wished I could grab my
hardening dick. But the handcuffs didn’t let me out unfortunately,
so I watched quasi-helplessly as my partner pulled on the lattice
stockings on her underwear. She rolled them up on her legs and
thighs intentionally slowly, looking into my eyes all along.
Finally, she finished dressing up with a pair of black Loubotin
high heels, of which blood-red soles matched her thick red lipstick
really fine. The whore effect she had so far now turned to a
specific courtesan impression.

“So, do
you like it?” she asked with a smile.

“Hell,
yeah...,” I moaned honestly.

“Would
you fuck me?” she asked with a big, innocent look.

“Yes,
Yes!” I gasped like a puppy. “Let’s do it!”

“Soon,
you little eager-minded,” Laura leaned over to me, breathing a
light kiss on my mouth, but she also looked at the clock again.
Then she straightened up, checking my handcuffed hands, my body
stretching in the bathrobe, and as if realizing, “I forgot the most
important part!” she declared, turning back to her robe. From its
pocket, she took out the ball gag, with which we had also spiced up
our marriage sometimes. It was a red, perforated plastic ball with
two brown leather straps. It could be put in the submissive
partner’s mouth, strengthening her vulnerable and humiliated
position even more – I loved putting this in Laura’s mouth as well
and fuck her. But now she put it into my mouth and attached the
thin strap behind my neck. She even checked to see if it stood
firmly enough between my lips.

“Can
you breathe?” she asked.

“Mhhmmm,” I replied enthusiastically, for we had never had fun
like this before.

“Good,”
Laura replied, but unfortunately, she did not kneel before me to
suck me for the third time, but whirled around the room, humming to
herself, packing up all the unnecessary stuff: her robe, her
dressing case, children’s drawings, then collected the coffee cup,
evening tea mugs and took everything out to the kitchen. I stayed
there in the empty living room tied up with my mouth
gagged.

And
then somebody rang the bell at our door. Laura’s high heels knocked
well audibly through the hallway, and then I heard a door open and
a muffled conversation. I was waiting, holding my breath, who might
have visited us at this time.

I
didn’t have to wait for long, Laura showed up at the living room
door right away. She didn’t cover her body with neither a jacket
nor a sweater, as I thought, she led the guest inside wearing her
black lacy lingerie and “fuck me” high heels.

The
guest was a complete stranger. He was a tall guy with brown hair
and very brown skin. I closed my legs instinctively, tried to hide
my groin in my vulnerable position, and tugged at my handcuffs as
well, but the cheap Chinese props were surprisingly strong, they
didn’t even bend.

“Well,
honey,” my wife led the stranger into the living room, “it’s time
for your real gift!”

“Wffmmfft?” I moaned with the gag in my mouth and didn’t
understand the situation at all. What’s this, a joke?

“What’s
wrong, honey, weren’t you the one watching wife sharing porn? Isn’t
this one of your favorite fetishes?”

Another
shock. So Laura had checked back, what had I been watching lately?
Well, I had clicked on this genre for real, I had watched quite a
few scenes in which a husband shared his wife and watched as
someone else fucked her in front of him. I had a lot of fun of the
lame baselines like that particular third wheel had been a
colleague, a friend, or just a hired stranger. Or multiple
strangers if the scene had been a good gangbang. And the fact is
that I had sometimes fantasized about how exciting it would be to
see Laura with another man, moreover, even the stories she had told
about her exes had had a big impact on me. But it was a whole
different feeling to sit in a single bathrobe, with my mouth gagged
to watch as my wife was... Doing what exactly?

“Then
let me introduce you to Brad,” Laura showed the large young man
behind her, as if it were just an exhibit. “He’s a medical student
at university and he’s completing his pocket money from his parents
with some casual jobs, which is a really honourable thing, isn’t
it, darling?”

My wife
said that “casual jobs” with such a mischievous smile that I had no
doubt about this young man getting his extra wage by entertaining
ladies mainly.

“I met
him at Anita’s bachelorette party, don’t you remember it from last
year?”

I
nodded with a moan. Indeed, Laura had been at some hen parties,
returning home in a slightly illuminated condition regularly, and
complaining of a severe headache the next day. At such times, I had
usually left her alone, assuming nothing more than the usual lame
drinking and pranking games.

“Coolie
doolie! He was the stripper guy there! It was really a...,” my wife
looked Brad in the eye, “memorable performance, so when I noticed
what kind of movies you were watching a couple of months ago, I
immediately thought about him. Who could be a better subject for
this?”

Yeah,
who could be? But I couldn’t express my opinion, so I just watched
my partner stroke the guy’s neck.

“So I
decided, if you’re already watching these kinds of things, I really
deserve a little fun of my own. It was easy to get the young man’s
contact, and he was really happy to take the role. Right,
Brad?”

Now
that they got closer, I could really see how young this guy was. He
may have just begun his early college years, his broad shoulders
and slim figure suggested many-many hours spent in gyms. His eyes
flashed just as brown as his short, military hair. He looked around
in the living room, and after looking at the TV, the sofa, and the
coffee table, his gaze settled on me.

“Will
there be... any problem?” he asked in a deep voice. I had to admit,
his charisma was kinda engaging.

“With
him? Come on, no way!” Laura waved with her hand. She stepped to
me, checked the pink handcuffs again. “My dear husband will sit
here and enjoy the show. Right, honey?” she caressed my face with
her fingernails, but of course she didn’t expect a real answer. She
tapped on the ball gag. “He can’t even be mad! After all, his
favorite porn is “hotwifing” and “cuckold”!”

I
couldn't have said anything, even if I could have. Yes, I liked
this genre. Yes, I watched scenes like this. Yes, I was horny about
that situation now.

“So go
on, Brad,” my wife continued, sitting in the armchair, legs
crossed. “Start dancing!”

The guy
picked up his cell phone and started playing a cheerful pop track
on it: I recognized Dua Lipa’s song Future Nostalgia.

“You
sure he’ll be okay?” the guy nodded at me. Laura shrugged,
smiling.

“He’s
completely harmless!” she said without looking at me, then urged
the guy, “You can start it, go on, go on!”

Our
guest put his phone on the table and started dancing lightly to the
music. He slowly unbuttoned his shirt, then turned his back to my
seated wife smiling, and shook his ass. He tossed his shirt under
the floor lamp soon, the undervest underneath it now showed his
muscular shoulders. Laura chuckled as she watched the dance,
blushing as the guy turned back and pulled his undershirt off his
belly, flashing the six pack stretching there.

After a
few wavy moves, our guest got rid of his undershirt. The white
piece of clothing ended up on my wife’s lap with a vigorous fly.
She lifted it to her face with passion and deep empathize, then
inhaled the scent of the guy’s upper body. Then, giggling, she
placed it next to her on the couch – when we had bought it years
ago, it wouldn’t have thought in my wildest dreams a stranger’s
clothes would land on it. Dua Lipa switched to Don’t Start Now,
which I made my guess the music wasn’t coming from a radio show or
pop list, but we’re going to listen to the full album of this
British-Afghan singer now. It wasn’t as if I had any objections to
it, it sounded pretty good, plus I found that girl fucking hot, I
had actually jerked off to her videos for a few times already. And
her music was a perfect choice for this scene. The guy was slowly
circling with his hips as he unbuckled his belt. As the end of the
belt jumped free, it almost hit my wife on the face, who leaned
back with a smile and watched the striptease in a comfortable
position.

The
pants soon fell onto the shirt in the corner of the room: the guy
was now dancing in only a pair of black shorts in front of my wife.
Dua Lipa switched to Cool, the guy’s body was moving in accord to
the soft melodies and the theatrical moans played from the phone.
Leaning on the coffee table, he twerked a little, then pushed with
his groin forward, mimicking intercourse. Then, slowly, teasing his
one-man audience, he also pushed down the black shorts off himself.
This, too, showed his professionalism: beneath the shorts was a
blood-red thong stretching between his buttocks. My wife shook her
head and even giggled as the guy rolled his black boxer shorts over
her head. He threw it with a nice arc towards my wife, who managed
to catch it, and sniffed a deep one from it. She was probably
satisfied with the scent as he unfolded it, looked at it, and then
sniffed it again. The guy, meanwhile, moved his hips around
smiling, this time with his whole body turning to my wife, who just
took a swing of the guy’s pheromones, then tossed the shorts into
my lap with a mischievous smile. It was a nice throw, the black
shorts covered my limp dick completely. I hadn’t exactly imagined
this morning being covered by a young, energetic stranger’s shorts,
but it was better than being embarrassed naked in the armchair in a
slipped rope.

The guy
now stepped quite close to my wife, almost pushing his groin into
her face. His bulging cock was clearly visible through the red
thong. It stretched the red material quite a bit, which is probably
why the audience at the bachelorette parties loved him. He circled
small ones to the fast-paced rhythm of the next song, Physical, of
which bass echoed in the room even from the phone, making the whole
situation dreamily exciting. My wife didn’t hesitate too much,
leaned to the guy’s groin and squeezed the side of the thong
between her teeth, then slowly bent down and pulled the tiny piece
of clothing off her guest. The guy’s dick jumped forward like a
beast, barely avoiding my wife’s forehead with millimeters. When
Laura almost reached the guy’s knee, she took the thong between her
carefully manicured fingers and pushed it down the guy’s leg.
Meanwhile, she straightened up and admired with plain fascination
the huge and naked phallus steeping in front of her with
undisguised rapture. True, it was a piece to check: much longer
than mine, dark brown as the dancer’s entire body, with fiercely
throbbing vessels. He could have easily been a professional porn
actor. Both its stem and the testicles were completely smooth and
bare.

“You
don’t mind me tasting this delicacy, do you?” Laura asked with huge
eyes. After she had sucked me off this morning and even had licked
my ass, now she wanted to start sucking again! There was a lot more
in this woman than I had experienced from her in the last years.
“After all, that’s what you wanted, wasn't it? To see your wife
suck another man’s cock?!”

“Mmhhmm,” I moaned in response, but as I really thought about
it, I was horny as hell. Without being tied down, I might have
jumped up and tossed this overly muscular and potent guy out, but
laying there helplessly, with the gag in my mouth and the black
shorts on my lap... Maybe my wife knew me much better than I did
myself?

Laura
slowly pulled the skin back, then licked the head around. She also
closed his eyes, enjoying the guy’s taste. She even gasped a
little. Brad put his hands on his hips, pulled himself out,
stretched like a Greek demigod in front of my wife, and enjoyed as
Laura’s tongue swirled around his swollen cock.

“How do
I look?” Laura said to me, leaning under the guy’s cock. “Does this
stranger’s cock suit me well?” and she licked the rod like a tube
of corn.

Yes, it
looked damn good. The sight exceeded my earlier fantasies ever so
much, in which I had imagined Laura with her exes. I was aware that
the wonderful oral sessions I had received from her had been
practiced on quite a few men before we had gotten together, but
seeing her in such a fornic situation with a naked wild stranger
boiled my blood completely.

She
started bobbing on the guy’s cock to the beat of the spinning pop
song. She let half of the phallus loosely into her mouth; it surely
penetrated her throat right away. She pulled it out slowly, looking
into the guy’s eyes all along, who, moreover, winked proudly at me,
as if to say, “Do you see what I’m doing to your wife?”

Then
Laura closed her eyes and began the rhythmic, deep, passionate
sucking I had already known so well. Her head moved fiercely on the
guy’s cock, her spit flowing heavily on the base of the tool, and
some of her loose locks of hair touched the guest’s thigh. It was
an intimate yet dirty feeling to watch my wife suck this stranger
the way she had reserved for me so far. It wasn’t much different
from the porn I saw on the net. Especially when she grabbed the
guy’s butt with both hands, pulling him closer and closer to her.
Brad dug into her hair as well, he also thrust big ones with his
groin, fucked my partner’s mouth for a while, then suddenly pulled
his cock out, and bent down to Laura:

“You
can suck damn well...” he gasped. “Almost too well...,” and jerked
his cock a bit slower, he probably didn’t want to come yet. He
stared up close at Laura’s flushed, heaving face, as if he were
only examining a bitch at an animal fair.

Then he
pushed my wife back by her hair to the back of the couch and knelt
on her lap. He grabbed her hair with a true royal, dominating
gesture, and slapped his cock to her mouth.

“That’s
it…,” he declared. “Are you ready for a bit harder... face
fucking?”

Laura
just nodded greedily, so our guest easily slipped his cock into my
wife’s mouth. Clinging to the backrest, Laura couldn’t really
retreat, so she allowed the guy to penetrate her mouth deeply. He
pushed his cock much deeper than before, and impaled my wife’s
eager mouth slowly, imperiously with each thrust. The thick, long
dick was already visibly bulging in Laura’s throat, and my lovely
wife was panting more and more. Brad shoved his cock very deep, all
the way to my partner’s mouth, and kept it inside. His balls
touched Laura’s chin, the guy’s muscular butt almost completely
covered my wife’s head, which, moreover, sank helplessly into the
back of the couch. I thought Brad came this time, by which I
wouldn’t have been surprised at all, but when he finally pulled his
cock out of my wife’s mouth, only saliva glistened at the end of
it, there was no trace of sperm. Plus, it was just as hard as
before.

“Did
you like it that much?” he asked my panting wife, who bit her lip
and nodded with sparkling eyes. It was then that I noticed that
both of her hands were working between her legs, fondling herself
wildly through her panties.

“Let me
help!” her guest stated, kneeling between Laura’s legs. My wife
spread her knees even wider. The young man pulled aside the strap
of her black lace panties and admired my partner’s pussy with a
perverted smile. I couldn’t see much of it from my seat, but I did
see the grin with the guy leaned on her. He first licked her thighs
from her knees to her loins, then began to work in the middle. I
couldn’t get much out of it anymore, but I could see well and of
course hear how my dear wife enjoyed it. She closed her eyes with a
happy moan and gripped the guy’s hair as he was kneeling in front
of him. She pulled his head into her lap, making the stranger lick
her deep. Even though I couldn’t see between her legs, I could hear
the squelching sounds.

“Fuck
me...,” my wife whimpered with her eyes closed. Was that stranger
really making her so horny? Or was she just making a show for
me?

“Pardon?” His chin and lips were visibly covered by Laura’s
pussy fluids.

“Please…,” Laura moaned again. “Fuck me!”

“I
didn’t understand clearly,” the guy raised from my wife’s legs,
setting his cock to her gaping, freshly licked pussy. But he didn’t
push it in, he just patted my partner’s pussy lips with the head of
his throbbing cock.

“Please... Fuck me...!”

“Really?” Brad asked again, wickedly, gently slapping his cock
against my wife's pussy.

“Fuck
me! Pound the shit out of me in front of my husband with this huge
dick!” my wife ordered, and the guy nodded contentedly. He fit his
cock to Laura’s pussy and then entered her with a firm
thrust.

“Oooh...,” my wife moaned loudly. The guy didn’t let the grass
grow under his feet, he started fucking her briskly and vigorously.
His six pack contracted with each push, he moved with strength and
passion, as if I was just watching a pervert bodybuilder during
working out. My wife stared wide-eyed at the guy’s face and
screamed a little at each thrust. She dug her fingers into his
well-built pectoral muscles, enjoying the hard fucking.

Brad
surely wasn’t satisfied with the depth of his thrusts, because even
though he was fucking the love of my life with clenched teeth, he
even lifted her legs up now, put them on his shoulders as if
carrying a wheelbarrow, and fucked her even harder, even deeper.
Now his thighs were snapping on Laura’s ass audibly, and the room
was filled with the characteristic smell of genitals moving with
each other.

It was
then that I realized that we didn’t really know where this guy was
coming from, with whom he had done things before, and now he
entered my wife completely naturally, completely bare. And knowing
that my dear partner just let this young guy penetrate her without
any protection felt really exciting. What a dirty, sexy sight it
was!

And
what just made the matter even dirtier was the way that the guy
raised my wife’s high-heeled foot to his face with sparkling eyes
and licked all along the upper part of the shoe in a particularly
slow and sensual way, compared to the fast rhythm of the
fucking.

This
hard pounding made Laura cum right there and then. She reached the
orgasm with a big scream, trembling violently, with her mouth and
eyes wide open. It was a wonderful sight from afar, too, as she
completely surrendered to the pleasure, with no trace of the
restrained, responsible mother to whom she had shown herself in her
normal life. Now I could see her another face, a woman obeying
ancient instincts, letting herself to be fucked wildly by a
stallion. And she enjoyed it. She really enjoyed it.

Brad
kept on with his thrusts, he was fucking my wife’s body all through
her orgasm without a a blink. Perhaps it caused her orgasm not to
subside for a long time, as Laura surrendered to the last
vibrations of pleasure, moaning with a distorted face, gripping the
material of the sofa.

As she
recovered and looked at the stripper with her huge open pupils, the
guy pulled his cock out of her. He pulled her up lightly by the
shoulders and placed her on all fours on the couch. She was just in
place so I could see her face in the carved wooden-framed mirror on
the wall. We had received it as a wedding gift from Laura’s parents
back then – I doubt they had ever wondered if one day their
son-in-law would see from it how their daughter was fucked by her
lover. And yet this was what followed, the guy knelt behind my
wife, easily opened the black lacy bra and threw it on the
carpet:

“We
don’t need this anymore,” he declared, and then entered my wife’s
body from behind. They began to move almost immediately like a good
old couple. It was incredibly exciting to see how my faithful,
respectable, moral wife could demean herself, fucking with this
stripper like as young bitch in heat.

Dua
Lipa just started Good In Bed on the phone, which after all, was
fitting the scene quite well. My wife had always been good in bed,
but today she showed her unknown depths. With her eyes closed, she
pushed herself backwards with a deep enthusiasm onto the guy’s hard
cock. He fucked her vigorously, grabbing her breasts, biting her
sweaty shoulder. Then he pressed her down into the bed, grabbed her
head by the hair. My wife stared at me from the mirror with her
mouth wide open, surprised by how the stripper had yanked her head
up. We could look into each other’s eyes for a few thrusts only,
because Brad, this lovely young man who accepted my wife’s request,
was now cumming.

I
watched with a throbbing cock as this stranger pumped my wife’s
unprotected pussy full with his cum.
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“Come
on, show yourself to your husband,” Brad said, grabbing Laura by
the hair and pulling her off the couch. My wife stood up
groggily.

“Get on
your knees!” the guy ordered. Laura knelt down obediently and
crawled on all fours after the stranger like an obedient bitch.
When she reached my feet, she looked at me panting.

“Did
you ever think your wife is such a bitch?” Brad asked, standing
above her, looking into my eyes for the first time in the evening.
I had no idea what to answer, I couldn’t have spoken even if my
mouth was free. But tied up like that, I couldn’t even move my
head, I just watched with my eyes wide open as the stripper yanked
my wife’s head up by her hair. “Look how much she enjoyed this hard
fucking!” he continued to tease me, stroking my wife’s panting lips
with his thumb. “I’m quite surprised, hardly any of my guests love
this kind of hardcore pounding this much!”

True,
Laura was heaving in front of me in complete satisfaction. Her face
was red, her nostrils dilated, just as her pupils, and a few stray
strands of tangled hair fell into her face despite the others being
in the guy’s hand. That kind of satiety was spreading from her that
is characteristic of fully satisfied, charged women.

The guy
pulled my wife off the floor by her head. He looked into her face
from very close, from inches.

“Did
you enjoy it, bitch?”

“Very
much...,” Laura replied with a smile, and the guy kissed her with
an angry gesture. His tongue ran deep into my partner’s mouth,
devouring each other with wild passion. It was then that I noticed
that the dude was jerking his cock. Well, Laura looked damn good in
her sexy panties, with her smeared makeup, freshly fucked. I would
have liked to touch myself, too, but the handcuffs still held my
hands tightly.

“Sit on
your beloved husband’s lap,” the guy said softly, almost hissing.
Laura obeyed again: she delved on me with straddle legs, swept the
black boxer shorts from my lap to the rug, and sat on my lap. I
could feel the closeness of her hot pussy on my throbbing dick.
Laura even teased me with an evil grin, rubbing her groin straight
to my cock. That’s when I really felt how wet she was.

Laura
reached back and adjusted my dick to her slit. She descended on it
with a devilish smile: her dripping wet pussy embraced my throbbing
rod easily.

“How do
you like it?” my little wife asked.

“Mhhmm...,” I moaned.

“Oh,
poor you!” Laura leaned down and kissed me on the cheek. She swayed
on my dick gently and gave tiny kisses around the ball gag in my
mouth with her hot lips. Then she leaned over my ear, and
whispered, “How do you like my cum filled pussy?”

It was
damn good to be in her wet pussy. I also felt that this guy had
fucked her really hard because she was gaping, moving so easily on
me that I was afraid my cock was about to slip out of her. The
slithering became even stronger, and this time not just because of
Laura’s juices: I could feel the fresh, sticky, foreign sperm in my
wife’s pussy even with my cock which had ejaculated twice already.
The thick, hot liquid lubricated my cock like a fine oil and made
Laura’s pussy particularly smooth.

“Delicious, isn’t it?” Laura asked, and I really had to agree.
Even though I never would have done that on my own, now it was damn
exciting to enter my wife’s pussy having another man’s sperm in it.
Laura probably enjoyed it too, for she closed her eyes and slowly,
in an almost meditative trance, began to ride up and down my dick.
This had been one of our favorite positions so far, but in this
weird lineup, it even felt more exciting somehow. The head of my
cock entered lightly all the way into my wife’s slippery-sticky
pussy.

“No
wonder... they say...,” she panted while riding me, “that sperm is
the best... lubricant...”

And it
really was. Laura moved on my cock very easily also because of this
special lubricant, but also because she had just been fucked hard
by a muscular stranger.

I
looked around to see where he might be right now: he was just
standing on the coffee table next to us. Jerking his cock for a
while, he was watching my wife ride me, then grabbed Laura’s hair
with both hands and pulled her head on his cock. The love of my
life swallowed deep the muscular cock glistening from the sperm and
pussy juice with a small scream immediately. The guy pounded my
wife’s mouth professionally, at the same pace as she was riding me.
It wasn’t the sensitive oral love making that I could have seen
before, now he was penetrating Laura’s mouth with powerful thrusts,
a bit as if he wanted to show what a real mouth fucking was
like.

I had
to close my eyes, the feeling of my wife riding me completely
overwhelmed my senses. The sticky fluids didn’t stop at embracing
my dick, they also started leaking onto my balls. I would have
liked to see if it was just pussy fluids, or maybe mixed with some
from our guest’s sperm, but I couldn’t bend over from the armchair.
So I just enjoyed my wife’s sloppy pussy. The sound of sucking
began to become loud, so I opened my eyes: the guy had just pushed
his cock all the way into Laura’s mouth, I could even see the
bulging of his dick entering deep into her throat. He didn’t really
care for my wife’s breathing, he just fucked her lovely mouth hard.
Laura’s saliva poured wildly out of her mouth, wrapping the
throbbing cock with dense strays. Watching those hardcore thrusts,
the saliva flowed not only on the stripper’s cock but on his balls
as well. In front of my wide eyes, a large drop slowly came off and
splashed on my face. It flowed along my nose, rolling on my skin
with tainting slowness.

Oh my
God! So far, I’d only tasted Laura’s saliva when she kissed me.
Now, it was dripping on me from the testicles of a total stranger?
I knew I would never forget this day, no matter how our
relationship with Laura developed from this.

It was
damn exciting to see this man fucking my wife’s mouth hard, right
after he had pounded and filled her with his sperm. I wished I
could have grabbed and bitten into Laura’s breasts, too, but those
damn handcuffs still wouldn’t let me.

The guy
now pulled out his cock, which had large, fat drops of saliva
dripping down on my forehead, then he bent down to Laura’s
face.

“Open
your mouth!” he ordered my partner, not caring about her intense
panting at all. Laura opened her mouth obediently, even held her
tongue out, and the guy suddenly spat on it with a vigorous
gesture. Laura sprang back a little, but then pulled her tongue
back and swallowed the stranger’s saliva.

“We’re
going to fuck you in half now, you little bitch!” our guest stated
with an objective voice, as if describing the weather of tomorrow
only. Then he pushed his cock back between Laura’s lips and started
pounding hard again, as if she was just a toy, not caring about the
loud moans and swallows that came from my wife’s throat. Every
thrust penetrated till the balls, his thick cock entered Laura’s
mouth all the way, his sack smacked on her jaw again and again.
Even Laura’s throat bulged from the violent thrusts.

Laura
didn’t even ride on me anymore, she completely surrendered herself
to the alpha male using her mouth, staying motionless on me,
letting him push his cock into her throat as he wished. She leaned
on me not only with her hands any more, but also with her elbows,
which pressed my ribs a little, but of course I didn’t mind it at
all. I could watch up close as this muscular dancer fucked my
wife’s mouth and his semen embraced my wildly throbbing cock inside
Laura’s sloppy pussy.

After a
few energetic movements, the guy pulled his dick out from my wife’s
lips again: her lipstick-covered lips were connected with thick
strips of saliva to the thick rod. And the largest stripe got loose
and of course it landed on my face – it covered half the stretching
ball gag in my mouth.

“That’s
gonna be okay,” the guy said contentedly and jumped off the table
with ease. He stepped behind my wife and murmured into her ear,
“Are you ready?”

My
partner just nodded, but I could still see her clenching her teeth.
The guy joined his cock to Laura’s ass and entered her.

It was
a very strange feeling to see so close my lover’s eyes opening wide
as she muffled a scream staring into my face. And it also felt very
strange to feel another, unknown dick through the wall of her
pussy, as he was about to impale my wife’s asshole, which,
moreover, she had rarely allowed me to occupy.

Luckily, he was a real gentleman, or rather a professional.
True, he grabbed and pulled back my darling’s arms, but he didn’t
penetrate her yet, just waited for her sphincter to relax. Laura
concentrated inside with her eyes closed tight. Then she
nodded.

“Fuck
me...”

“Are
you sure?” the guy asked. How thoughtful! After he had fucked my
wife’s pussy and mouth, and even had filled her with his sperm, now
he asked for safety's sake whether he can pound her ass with his
huge cock as well.

“Yes!”
it blurted from Laura. The guy grinned and slowly began to move his
cock in and out. I could really feel the head of his cock
penetrating my wife’s rectum slowly. Her tortured expression with
her eyes closed turned slowly into a joyful smile. She opened her
eyes, looked down at me:

“It’s
nice, isn’t it?” she asked. “You enjoy how you two fill... my body,
don’t you?”

In
response, I nodded and moaned, which made her smile even
more.

“Isn’t
this what... you wanted?” she asked stutteringly from the thrusts
from behind. “To share me with someone? To pound me in a
sandwich?”

I just
whimpered again, and she continued undisturbed.

“Isn’t
this how wives are fucked in your... porn movies? Isn’t this...
ahhh... you like to jerk... off to?”

Again,
she was just right, it really was one of my favorite scenes when a
husband shared his wife with someone. But I wouldn’t have thought
in my wildest dreams that my dear honey would enjoy this so
much.

Now we
were both fucking her very hard. Somehow I managed to match the
rhythm of the guy and so I pushed my dick in and out of Laura’s
dripping pussy at the same time as he did. The stripper filled her
butt completely, it was an incredible experience to feel his thick
cock through the thin wall of her pussy. Laura enjoyed the fucking
screaming, with her eyes closed, her face distorted. Our guest
grabbed my honey’s hair again and this time he pushed her head down
to my neck, dominating my wife’s body even further.

I could
hear our guest not only fucked but also slapping Laura’s ass hard
with his free palm. My wife let out small screams because of the
unexpected feeling and her hot breath flooded my neck.

I
couldn’t take it anymore. Sperm erupted from my dick, straight into
my wife’s freshly fucked pussy. I have no idea how much I sprayed
into her as I had already been squeezed twice that day, anyway, it
was a heavenly experience to pump my jizz into her hot, sloppy
pussy again.

“That’s
it, darling...,” Laura whimpered. “Come in me... Shoot your...
cum... into my jizzy pussy...”

I was
completely emptied, squeezed into the armchair, feeling my wife’s
body slip on my tormented cock. Her pussy was now completely
slippery with two portions of spunk shot in her straight off the
reel.

To my
greatest delight, my wife closed her eyes again and had an intense
orgasm with the thick cock still pounding her butt wildly. Her body
twitched several times, all her muscles tensed – even deep inside
her pussy, causing more sperm to drip out on my
testicles.

The
stripper stopped destroying my wife’s ass and slowly pulled his
cock out. The reddish head left her back door with a loud smack,
and I could feel as her sphincter closed in through the thin wall
of her pussy.

Both
our guest and Laura gasped vividly. It was only me who was
struggling in the armchair with my mouth stuffed. Luckily, there
were holes in the ball gag through which I could
breathe.

The guy
then grabbed Laura’s hair again and pulled her off me. My cock was
already really aching by then, the fresh, cool air felt wonderful
on my skin down there. But it was a pretty weird sight as Brad made
my partner kneel in front of him. He raised his cock in front of
her face and began jerking it off:

“Here
comes the last part!” he stated.
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I
thought he would fuck her mouth again. We’d already seen in porn
movies the actors immediately putting his cocks from the girl’s ass
into her mouth. True, Laura had always been horrified by these, but
after the events of tonight, I wouldn’t have been surprised at all
if she would have done this, too. My love, the mother of my
children had just turned into a dick-hungry bitch in the last few
hours, and now she was kneeling in front of us, panting, satisfied.
Her makeup was now smeared beyond recognition, her sloppy locks
clinging to her face.

“Come
on, my little whore,” our guest grabbed her hair again, for the
umpteenth time today. He started toward the full-wall mirror placed
on the living room wall, and my wife obediently followed him on all
fours like a real bitch. As she crawled away, I could see the
white, sticky river of sperm leaking from her pussy onto her thigh.
Of course, it was already impossible to distinguish if the dense
liquid came from me or from this stranger stallion.

“Just
look at yourself!” He ordered my wife. Laura looked into her own
eyes in the mirror: she looked at her sweaty face, her smudgy skin,
and her gaze wandered to the double dose of semen trickling down
her thighs as well. “That’s what you wanted, right?” the stripper
asked.

“Yes
...” it blurted from Laura. “It was so damn good!” she
said.

“Then
watch this!” the guy stated, jerking his throbbing cock for the
last few times. He shoved Laura’s face onto the mirror with his
free hand and began to come with a deep growl. The white shots flew
one after the other from his reddish cock on my wife’s face, hair,
and the mirror glass, which doubled the sight. Laura greeted the
thick liquid with bright eyes, and a satisfied humming. By the time
he squeezed everything out of himself, his semen accurately marked
both the mirror of our living room and my wife’s flushed face. Our
guest, on the other hand, stood proudly above her, and ordered her
with a ruling voice.

“And
now clean it up!”

Laura
turned obediently to the mirror. She held out her tongue and some
sperm was already dripping on it from her lips. She swallowed them
quickly, then began to lap the mirror. She gathered all the semen
with big, thorough, elongated circles, her tongue leaving thick
streaks of saliva on the surface of the mirror. The stripper
clearly didn’t care about the spots, he was watching my lovely,
humiliated wife with a satisfied, panting grin.

I let
my head back and closed my eyes. It was a very hard morning: Laura
had satisfied me three times, true, but my limbs were getting numb
in the handcuffs and my jaw was already aching from the ball gag in
my mouth. Besides, the mixture of sperm began to dry on my cock and
sack.

I
listened with closed eyes as our guest picked up his stuff and got
dressed. Glancing at the door, I could see my wife following him to
the door. An opaque streak of semen was visibly trickling down on
her thigh.

“Thank
you very much,” I heard Laura’s gratitude. “Anita was right, you’re
just wonderful!”

“Thank
you, it was great!” the guy stated, gesturing to me, “You have a
great wife, man!” Then he turned back to Laura. “If you ever need a
little more... help, you know my number!”

“I know
for sure,” Laura replied with a chuckle, and planted a kiss on the
guy’s cheek while standing on her toes. They looked into each
other’s eyes for a moment, then their lips joined in a wild,
salivating kiss. Brad pulled my wife’s sperm covered, sweaty body
to himself by her butt, and Laura leaned to the guy’s neck
giggling.

This
intensive kissing took quite a long time, and I could have bet that
the guy’s cock was already getting hard again. Mine was getting
filled with blood again, for sure, despite the fact that this
morning I had been completely worn out. Then our guest opened the
door, stepped out, then turned one last time and said to my wife
from the hallway:

“Spread
your legs!”

Laura
obediently spraddled, not caring whether a neighbor passing by sees
her. She even put her hands on her hip, letting the guy take a
photo with his cell phone. She even turned to the side and bent
over a bit. Brad took the pics with a grin, then threw another kiss
and left.

My wife
closed the door and leaned on it for a while. She took some big
breaths, then walked over to me and stood in a small splinter. She
was an incredible sight in her torn stockings, her sperm covered
face, elf-locks. There was a satisfied smile on her face, as she
asked:

“Wasn’t
this better than a cake?”

 


THE
END
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	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













