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It was early spring, and time for
George’s annual camping trip with his two high school buddies,
Steve and Mike. The three men had been friends for years, and as
they neared their mid-thirties and acquired careers and families,
the trip evolved into something they all looked forward to as an
escape from their everyday lives. So when Tessa insisted on tagging
along, Steve and Mike protested and hassled George over a few
beers.

“Women aren’t ALLOWED on these trips!!
Why does she have to come???” Steve needled.

“How are we going to make dirty jokes
and talk about other women if your wife is there??” Mike
asked.

“I know, I know, but look. My wife was
just laid off, she doesn’t have a lot of friends to keep her busy,
and frankly I believe that if I leave her at home she’ll just get
into trouble.”

“What do you mean?” Steve and Mike
leaned forward, suddenly intrigued.

“Well man, she’s just been….I don’t
know…”

“What? What?”

“Well…” George looked embarrassed. He
looked down and fiddled with his beer bottle. “She’s been really
horny.”

The other two men hooted and laughed so
loudly that the other bar patrons turned and looked at the trio.
They definitely were not known for being the loud troublemakers at
the bar, which mostly housed a twenty something crowd.

“Shut up.”

“You take advantage of
that?”

“Well yeah! But there’s only so much a
guy can take. She wants it every morning, every night, she wants me
to do her every which way, and then she sends me dirty text
messages all day while I’m at the office. The first week I was in
heaven. Now I’m walking around like I’ve been riding horses all
day.”

“Well, why all of a sudden? Is it just
her losing her job?”

“I think so. I think she’s bored.
Whatever it is…damn, I’m tired.” Suddenly he did look very tired.
The other two men coughed into their hands, looked at the game on
the television, and tried not to think about Tessa being naked and
horny.

It was 10 pm, and the three decided to
pay their tab and head home to their respective families. As Mike
and Steve drove home separately, each man thought about Tessa and
what George had told them. Mike thought about her soft melon- sized
breasts he had always admired, gently nestled in a sweater or
blouse. She had amazing breasts, full and nicely shaped, and he
always had difficulty focusing on her face when she spoke to him.
She had dark blue eyes that always blinked innocently as she talked
about the kids’ soccer games or whatever she and Mike’s own wife
had talked about over lunch. One night as he was over at George and
Tessa’s house for a football game, Tessa had come bouncing down
their stairs, tying her long auburn hair into a ponytail. Her baby
blue lace bra strap had popped out of her cardigan, and he had
glanced up at her sharply as she coaxed it back into place, her
firm tits jiggling. Mike found himself growing hard at the
memory.

Steve rode his bike home, thinking
about the same woman. He thought about George and Tessa’s wedding
day when he was a groomsman and accidentally walked into the bridal
suite looking for George. Tessa had been wearing nothing but a pink
robe. Her perky nipples had poked against the thin fabric and she
had screamed and thrown a box of tissues at him.

“Gaah!! Get outta here!!”

“I’m sorry! I’m looking for
George!”

“He’s not here, you idiot! Why the hell
would he be here?!” She was laughing in spite of her embarrassment
and laughing at him trying to back away towards the door while not
looking at her and bumping into the wall instead. He was incensed
at her laughter and wanted to squeeze those pink nipples, to bend
her over his knee, to spank her round bottom until the soft skin
was red and warm.

“Ok fine, I’m sorry, see you at the
wedding,” he stammered and finally walked out. He had made it down
the hall when he realized that he left the door open. As he turned
back to shut it, he saw a naked Tessa with her back to him. She was
standing at the full length mirror, applying makeup. He stood there
like an idiot, his jaw slack. She applied lipstick to her full
lips, rubbing them together and then licking them slowly. It took
everything in him to reach in and close the door quietly. She made
eye contact with him in the mirror a split second before he was out
of her view. She knew he was there the entire time. He never told
anyone about what had happened, and as far as he knew, she hadn’t
either.

So neither man continued their protests
when George drove up in his Jeep with Tessa in the passenger seat,
and they still didn’t complain when Tessa insisted on stopping
every hour to pee. Nor did they gripe when she wanted to pull over
and “windowshop” at the desert outlet mall. As they lugged her
shopping bags back to the car, George grumbled about losing two
good hours of driving time to “shop for shit that you don’t need.”
Tessa ignored him and smiled sweetly at Mike, who was carrying her
bag of lingerie. A black bra poked out of the top of the bag and
Mike felt himself blush uncontrollably.

They got back into the Jeep and made it
to the mountains three hours later. George fussed as they unpacked
the car and set up their tents while the sun was
setting.

“I’m sorry baby. I’ll make it up to
you…tonight!” Tessa smacked his ass and giggled at him. Mike and
Steve sighed to themselves.

During the campfire and poker game,
Tessa had made them explain the rules of poker again and again
until sweat formed on George’s upper lip and Mike was nearly drunk
with too many beers. As they all stumbled to bed, Tessa stripped
down to her socks and a long sweatshirt. She tumbled into the tent
after George. Things were silent for fifteen minutes, and then Mike
and Steve could hear a flurry of moaning and rustling and Tessa
begging, “Oh yes, oh God, that’s it…do me right there like that, oh
baby….fuck me harder…oh yes…so good….oh God…” When she finally
came, she let out a shameless scream of delight. The two men
wondered how George was the lucky one who ended up marrying a woman
who was a total slut in the bedroom. Or the tent, in this
case.

The next day over breakfast, nothing
was said about the previous night’s escapades. Mike and Steve had
woken up to massive erections and too many dirty thoughts. Tessa
smiled at them sweetly over pancakes and bacon, already plotting
her next move.

The trio spent the day hiking the
nearby waterfalls and swimming in the safer areas. Tessa had
wandered away several times to look at the wildflower blooms. The
men scouted the best fishing spots for early the next morning. It
was a perfect vacation day, lots of sun, plenty of tranquility,
lots of good conversation and laughter. The previous night’s events
had taken their toll on poor George though, and he nodded off
several times in the waning sun. Tessa spent lots of time fanning
him and massaging his neck, all the while her eyes fixed on Mike,
tall and lean in his swim trunks.

That night over bowls of beef stew,
Tessa nudged Mike under the picnic table with her boot, gently
scraping the heel against his muscular calf. He stared straight
down at his food, trying to ignore his burgeoning hardon. He hadn’t
had sex with his wife in a month.

They all went to bed early, the men
explaining to Tessa that they wanted to get up early and fish for
brook trout.

“Sounds fun, but I’m going to stay here
tomorrow and relax with a book,” she explained. “Hope you guys
catch something good for dinner.” They said goodnight and crawled
into their tents.

About two hours later, Tessa crept out
of her tent while George snored loudly. She was naked and shivering
in the cold night. Barefoot, she tiptoed over to Mike’s tent and
unzipped the entrance. He was sitting there in the dark, wide
awake!

“Hello there, you dirty girl,” he
whispered.

She smiled. “I like being a dirty
girl.” He reached up, took her face in his hands, and kissed her
deeply. Her tits brushed his forearms and he pulled her into the
tent out of the cold. She reached for his pants, and then
paused.

“Are you loud?” she asked.

“I can be as quiet as a
mouse.”

 He
quickly tugged off his clothes while she waited patiently, both
hands covering her gorgeous tits. When he was naked, she reached
over and guided his hard cock to her mouth.

“I want you to come in my mouth…or
pussy.” She started to blow him, sucking hard and swirling her
tongue over his cock. He buried his face in a sleeping bag, trying
not to make noise. When he was about to explode, she sat up,
straddled his muscular waist, and then lowered herself onto his
hard wet cock. His breath exploded in a series of gasps and cries
in spite of himself. She shoved her hand over his mouth, laughing.
When his cock was completely enveloped in her wet pussy, she began
rocking back and forth, drawing him in and then out, feeling him
rub against her clit until she had a sweet orgasm and her wetness
drove him even more wild with desire.

She rode him for what seemed like
forever. He fondled her breasts and tugged gently at her pink
nipples, feeling them harden against his palms. Every so often he
pulled her down so that he could suckle and lick her tits while
smelling her sweet fragrance. When he was about to come, he lifted
her roughly off his cock and pushed her head down towards his
raging cock. She understood, and began sucking him off again. He
writhed and tensed, and then he spurted deep into her mouth. She
drank his essence and relished every drop. Then without a word, she
wiped her mouth, darted out of his tent, and ran back to the one
she shared with George, leaving Mike to pass out in the dark with a
smile on his face.

Early the next morning, Steve stood
outside Mike’s tent and impatiently yelled at him to wake the fuck
up and stop wasting their valuable fishing time. George packed the
fishing gear in the Jeep and then got behind the wheel, waiting for
the other two men. Finally Mike stumbled out of his tent and walked
slowly to the Jeep. Steve grumbled angrily at him the whole way.
Tessa slept for the better part of the morning and then, true to
her word, lazed about on a chaise lounge with her book for the rest
of the day.

When the men returned around
dinnertime, Tessa completely ignored Mike (who was still recovering
from the previous night) and paid complete attention to Steve’s
fishing tale about the ones that got away. While the trio fried up
Mike and George’s trout, she asked Steve to repeat his story again
and again, biting her full lower lip and gazing softly into Steve’s
big brown eyes. George was still tired from the drive, and Mike was
beginning to understand that Tessa had an agenda that involved
using him and Steve for sex only. It would be a strictly physical
thing, and while he felt a flash of jealousy, he understood that
for the sake of his marriage and family, he’d better not act on it.
Still, he thought of her shameless bratty attitude, and it aroused
him.

Later that night, around 2 am, a naked
Tessa crept into Steve’s tent. He was asleep, but that was ok. She
unzipped his sleeping bag and slipped in next to him. He stirred
slightly, and then Tessa reached down and firmly grasped his cock.
That woke him up!

“Ssshhhhh…”

“What the hell are you doing in here?!
What if George finds you in here?!”

“He’s not going to, don’t worry. And
don’t keep me waiting. I want you to fuck me-hard.”

“Wha-!”

“Shhhhh….I want you to fuck me.
Please….I want you.”

She was kissing him now, kissing him
with those lips, touching him down there. He was pretty astonished,
but that didn’t stop him from getting quite aroused. She reached
down as if to take his cock in her mouth, but he wanted her
first.

He threw her down onto his sleeping bag
and then buried his face in her moist pussy. She moaned and flung
open her legs. He found her clit with his tongue and began to lick
and suck it. She felt the tension building and squirmed violently.
Just as she was about to come, he stopped licking her clit and then
began fingering her ass. That was an area she’d never really
considered playing with (and certainly George never had either) and
she enjoyed the new sensation. When she relaxed a little, Steve
began slowly fingering her clit. He pushed his finger into her ass
some more, and every time she tensed up he licked a little
more.

“Please, let me come, I want to come, I
want to….”

“Not until I say…”

“Oh God please please
please…”

He licked her clit softly, and then
firmly and faster like before. His fingers rubbed her ass and pussy
and she felt the frenzy building inside her again. Despite not
having his permission, she started to orgasm against his face and
hands.

“Bad, bad girl.” She was still coming,
unable to speak. He unzipped his pants and quickly but gently
plunged his cock into her pussy. The sensation unnerved him. She
was hot and wet and he started to fuck her the way he’d always
wanted to. His balls lightly slapped her ass as he bucked his hips
and pushed himself into her pussy. He pulled out at the last moment
and spurted onto her thighs and stomach. She lay there gasping,
feeling his hot breath against her neck.

After a little while she stood up as if
to make a break for her tent. Steve grabbed her arm.

“Where you going,
beautiful?”

She stopped and looked at him. He had
an odd little smile on his face and he held her arm
tighter.

“When are we going to do this again?”
He wouldn’t let her go.

“This was a one time thing.” She pulled
away from him and walked out into the cold night, suddenly wanting
to go back to her tent.

He let her go, but said quietly, “I’m
going to want you again. Soon.”

As she walked away, he lightly slapped
her bottom and she ran away giggling into the night. It was the
beginning of a torrid affair that lasted until George caught them
one day having sex on the stairs. But that’s a story for another
time.
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It was a beautiful day for a
wedding.

The sun was high in the sky on a
gorgeous day in June. The nearby mountains showed a hint of snow
from the weekend’s rainstorm, and a hushed breeze streamed through
the trees near the meadow where a fairytale wedding would soon take
place. The blushing bride was nowhere to be seen, but a gaggle of
wedding guests had made their way from the highway pullout and were
walking towards the white chairs set up in the bright green
clearing. A dazzle of blue Indian Paintbrush flowers circled the
wedding site, almost as if it were planned that way. And at the
edge of the meadow, a small gazebo stood decorated with giant
sprays of baby’s breath and tiny pink tea roses awaiting the happy
couple.

The groom, Paul, walked anxiously among
his guests, trying to keep his eyes down in case his fiancée
suddenly appeared. He was tall and handsome and resembled Prince
William. People often joked that he and his soon to be wife, Rosa,
were the American Will and Kate. He was blonde, an Air Force
captain, and she was a lovely brunette who taught elementary school
and baked wedding and special occasion cakes as a side business.
She had her mother’s exotic Latina looks. Both Paul and Rosa came
from prominent families who were well-to-do. They were an all
American couple, and many people were excited to see them get
married.

Rosa sat in a bed and breakfast hotel a
couple of miles up the road. It had been Paul’s idea to get married
in the middle of nowhere, and while she didn’t mind the seclusion,
it had been hard to get everything up the mountains and ready for
such a big wedding. But she finally sat on the bed, clad in nothing
but her bridal lingerie: white 36D push up bra, white lace thong
panties, white lace stockings, and a bright red garter belt. The
belt had been her idea, much to the chagrin of her mom. It did look
slightly trashy when she looked at herself in the mirror, but who
was gonna know?

A loud truck pulled into the parking
lot. Rosa peeked out of her window to see who it was. The truck
door slammed and a tall man with dark hair got out. She immediately
pulled back from the mirror, biting her full lower lip. It was
Paul’s best man, Nick.

Where Paul was the ultimate good guy,
Nick was the ultimate bad boy. Paul got straight A’s in high school
and then joined the Air Force, Nick barely graduated because of
truancy and he had attended the local community college for a
semester or two. The two men were unlikely friends, but Paul had
grown up next to Nick, and took him along to many parties and
events during Paul’s stint as a local airman. Paul was quick to
want to settle down with Rosa, Nick went through at least two women
a month. He had no qualms about telling them what they wanted to
hear in order to get into their panties. And get into their panties
he did.

Rosa would never forget the first time
she met Nick. She had spent the day with Paul at the beach, and
later that night they planned to join friends for a bonfire on the
sand. Rosa had walked back to the truck to look for her jeans and a
sweater when she realized that she had sand in her bikini bottoms.
It was getting dark, and there was nobody around, so she stepped
around to the back of the truck, slipped the bottoms off and
started looking through her backpack for a fresh pair of panties.
Suddenly she had the oddest feeling that someone was looking at
her, and she was right! Nick was standing about five feet away in
the bed of his own truck. He had been rummaging about, looking for
a flashlight. She stood frozen for a moment, and then immediately
crouched down, blocking his view with her backpack. “Don’t look at
me!!” she cried out.

He grinned and jumped off the bed of
the truck. Now he was maybe two feet from her. She awkwardly tried
to scuttle away and promptly stumbled and fell. She was completely
naked waist down. He pretended to shield his eyes, and then offered
a hand to help her up. He had a rock hard erection that she didn’t
see right away.

“No, no thank you, I can do this!” She
quickly stepped back into the sandy bikini bottoms (inside out) and
then hastily put on her jeans. The zipper wouldn’t quite come up
because her fingers were cold and jittery. He still stood there,
pretending to shield his eyes.

“You, you must be Nick.” She couldn’t
look at him anymore, but he straightened up and looked at her, his
bright blue eyes dancing with mischief.

“I am. And you must be Rosa. Paul
didn’t tell me you were an exotic Latina.” He said “Latina” very
deliberately, enunciating each syllable as if it were a delicious
morsel, perhaps of figs and honey.

“I think you are very
sexy, Rosa. Sand or no sand. I‘m very glad to make your
acquaintance.” He took another step toward her and reached for her
hand as if to kiss it.

Completely mortified, Rosa turned and
sprinted up the beach towards their group of friends. She spent the
rest of the night glued to Paul’s side, ignoring Nick’s subtle
winks and attempts to get her alone or sidle up next to her at the
fireside. But after that night, he had been a perfect gentleman.
She never told Paul what had happened that night in the parking
lot. As far as she knew, Nick hadn’t told him either. And while she
stood in the bridal suite of the local mountain town bed and
breakfast, she could only wonder what Nick wanted with her. Deep
down though, she knew.

There was a knock at her door. Rosa
reached for her robe, and as she stepped into it, she left the tie
around her waist slightly loose. Her cheeks were flushed with
anticipation. Someone pounded on the door again, and she wobbled
over towards it on watery knees. Without asking who it was, she
flung open the door.

Nick looked her over. He opened his
mouth to say something, but there were no words. With one swift
motion he stepped into her room and cradled her smooth face with
his large hand. He leaned in to kiss her gently, and shockingly she
kissed him back! She tasted like berries and smelled like baby
shampoo. The door closed quietly behind him with a soft
snap.

It was a long, tender kiss. She tasted
his salty tongue, and the longer he firmly held her, the more and
more she forgot that she was getting married in an hour.

Still kissing her, Nick slipped a hand
under her robe near her shoulder. The pink robe fell softly to the
floor to reveal her bridal lingerie ensemble and red garter belt.
Nick glanced down at her body, and then took off his tuxedo jacket.
She stood quietly watching him, her eyes hooded and sleepy. When he
was completely shirtless, she stroked his hard muscular chest and
gazed up at him almost apologetically.

“Nick, I’m getting
married…today.”

“I know. That’s why I’m here now. I
don’t want…to stop you. But I don’t want to stop this. I had to
have you, Rosa. I’m sorry I didn’t have the balls to tell you the
truth before. I had to have your hot body.” He kissed her hard
before she could protest, and his strong arms encircled her waist.
She melted into his kiss and then struggled free.

“Now, how am I supposed to fall for
your line of bullshit? I’ve seen how many women you run around
with! I’ve been friends with several of them. No. You don’t see me
as special…just another fun time. And what about Paul?!” He tried
to reach for her, but she was too flustered to really notice. “I’m
getting married in an hour!” Actually, it was forty five
minutes.

“Yeah, you’re getting married, you’re
getting married. You’re going to marry Paul, and you will run off
into the sunset and live a long and predictable life. So what’s the
matter with having one last minute fling with a handsome devil who
has a way with good girls?” He pretended to bow and she had to
laugh in spite of herself.

He reached for her hand, and kissed her
soft skin. There was something vital and electric about his touch,
and with a deep sigh, she let it happen. Then she shyly unsnapped
her bra, and let him caress her full breasts. His pants slipped
off, and then the secret lovers were on the bed, kissing and
fondling each other. She straddled him as if to ride his cock, not
sure what to do next.

“Take me into your mouth…please…” She’d
never seen him look so vulnerable, and it was pretty cute. She
lightly gripped his full cock in her hands, and started licking and
sucking it while he writhed and cursed on the bed. She rubbed his
balls with her tits and felt her nipples harden with
excitement.

“I love your lips.”

“You’re going to sit through my wedding
with my lipstick on your cock.” The dirty talk turned him on even
more. She took him even deeper in her mouth, tasting the saltiness
and relishing his full attention on her. As his cock swirled in her
mouth, she could feel him becoming more and more engorged and
possibly about to burst. Just when she thought he couldn’t take any
more, she stopped sucking him off and laid on her back, those perky
tits pointing up at the ceiling.

“Want to fuck my mouth?”

“You have the dirtiest
mouth!…Yes.”

He made his way slowly down her body,
spending as much time as possible licking and sucking her breasts,
his hard cock dribbling precum down her thighs and pussy. Then he
moved up straddling her chest and let his cock drop down into her
open, waiting mouth.

Nick began to pump, slowly at first and
then faster and deeper. He closed his eyes and started to lose
control, bucking hard and fast. Rosa gripped his ass with both
hands, watching his strong body move rhythmically above hers. She
let him fuck her mouth as hard and deep as he wanted, and she felt
her pussy become drenched with arousal.

Feeling her pussy ache and vibrate
below her, Rosa moved a hand down to push into her slippery folds.
She cried out around Nick’s cock as she moved her fingers sliding
in a matching rhythm deep inside her pussy. Finally, as sweat began
to bead on his forehead, Nick pulled out of Rosa’s mouth and came
hard all over her tits and chest. A moment later, Rosa bucked
upward beneath him as her own orgasm raced through her taut
body.

After a few minutes of panting and
looking for Rosa’s bra, they made their way to the bathroom. Rosa
immediately noticed all her lipstick was gone, her eyeshadow was a
mess and there was no time to fix it, and Nick looked pink and
disheveled. She laughed suddenly. To think of what she had done
right before her wedding! So much for being the good
girl.

“Come on, help me get all this makeup
off. And maybe you better drink some cool water, or
something.”

“You look better without all that crap
on your face.” They smiled at each other in the mirror. As they
finished cleaning themselves up, Rosa became very quiet and
serious.

“Paul must never find out about
this.”

Nick looked at her sharply, unaware to
this point that she was still planning to marry his best friend. He
quickly adjusted his face and tried to look oblivious, but she was
too quick for him.

“You thought I wasn’t going to go
through with it.”

“I didn’t know what you wanted to
do.”

“Well, you had your fun,
right? That’s what you wanted, wasn’t it?”

He tried a joke. “Well, isn’t that the
whole point? It was just fun. It didn’t mean anything. Let’s get
you to your wedding.”

“Well, is it going to be weird from now
on?”

Nick looked at her, trying to avoid the
feeling of panic in his chest. Was this how women felt when they’d
been a mere sex toy? He didn’t enjoy the thought of being used and
it had always been the other way around for him. He had no way of
articulating his feelings into words.

“It won’t be weird. I won’t tell Paul.
Ever.”

Rosa realized what time it was and
turned back to finish scrubbing the makeup off her face. She then
walked out of the room to step into her dress and pin her veil to
her dark locks. With the wedding ahead of her, she found it quite
easy and necessary to shove this erotic interlude into the back of
her mind, and they left the room separately to ride to the meadow,
he in his truck, and she in a limousine.

As Paul’s fresh faced bride walked down
the grassy aisle surrounded by wildflowers and loving friends and
family, Nick stood dejected next to his ecstatic best friend. He
hoped there would be an open bar at the reception that
evening.
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Bill had always wanted Victoria. That
much she knew was true. She knew he was a dog, and that he was an
unhappily married man with a roving eye, and she knew that he
wanted nothing more than to throw her down and fuck her in a fit of
lust and passion. She knew these facts, as well.

His best friend, her corporate attorney
husband, made more money than him, had a better car, and didn’t
have four kids and a menial job as a maintenance man. She loved
having the kind of power over Bill these circumstances afforded.
She used it to her advantage many, many times, and she knew it
drove him crazy. During a recent campout with both of their
families, Bill had accidentally walked into her tent while she was
changing clothes. She had been wearing absolutely nothing but clean
white bikini panties. Shocked at first, she had covered herself
with her hands and squealed at him “Hey!!!“ He had quickly jumped
out of the tent, but he had definitely seen how gorgeous her ample
tits were, how soft and gently curved her waist was, and how long
and nicely shaped her legs were.

Nowadays, she liked to strut in front
of him in skinny jeans and high heels, watching his eyes go up and
down her taut body and watch her round ass in action. She started
to purposely go braless in a half-open button- up shirt when he was
around. That is, when she thought she could get away with it. On
more than one occasion, she caught him staring at her perky nipples
jutting out of her blouse.

She was secretly attracted to him
because he looked like a young Jeff Bridges. And then one day, he
lost control. It was their friend Aaron’s 30th birthday, and
Victoria and her husband were hosting the party at their house
because they had a pool and it was a hot day in August. Victoria
had turned thirty just the week before. Her birthday present from
her adoring husband had been a black string bikini and a new pair
of sandals. She had opened the present in front of all their
family, friends and neighbors at her birthday party a few weeks
earlier. For most of the night, Bill had slumped in the corner
drinking beer, but when she had triumphantly pulled out the bikini,
he had sat up at full attention. She noted how he had first looked
sharply at her, and then at the rest of the party in order to
ensure that nobody was observing him.

 

The party was in full swing when
Victoria, clad in her new black bikini, walked into the kitchen to
grab some beers for her husband and other friends. Bill was
standing in the bright kitchen, talking on his phone. She walked
over to the refrigerator and opened the door, bending down and
showing off her perky ass.

His eyes never left Victoria as she
picked up three beer bottles and turned to face him, a look of pure
innocence on her face. Her dark, wet hair was plastered to her
back. There was something different about Bill as she regarded him.
He was like a pent up teenager, full of hormones and desire, ready
to charge.

Still on his phone, he made his way
towards the back door she had come through, and quietly shut it.
The sounds of the party became muffled, cries of children playing
volleyball in her pool were muted and her husband, happily
barbecuing, was now out of sight. There were approximately twenty
people in the backyard completely oblivious to what was about to
happen inside.

Without another word, Bill hung up the
phone and slipped it into his pocket. He looked straight at
Victoria’s large, wet breasts. She felt a blush creeping up her
neck. Against her better judgement, she offered a shy smile and set
the beer bottles down on the counter. Several of them rolled over
and fell into the empty sink with a crash.

“Your husband is my best friend.” He
said this quietly, reflecting on the many years of friendship that
they had shared. Victoria didn’t know what to say.

Bill strode towards her in three swift
steps and quickly snapped down her bikini top, exposing her 36C
breasts. They bounced out of her bikini top and he quickly pinched
her right pink nipple, hard.

“Walk to your bedroom. Now.”

Victoria was too shocked and aroused to
argue. She started to turn towards the hallway, and Bill firmly
spanked her on the ass, moving her along faster. He had one hand on
her tit and walked behind her, spanking her lightly along the way.
She was a little fearful that they would run into someone in the
hall and she hesitated as she scanned their path. She stumbled a
little and he spanked her harder.

They walked into the large master
bedroom. She paused at the bed and he pushed her roughly towards
the bathroom.

“No, beautiful. I’m going to fuck you
on the cold floor.”

She made a small noise. “I’m not
beautiful!” she exclaimed, wrinkling her freckled nose.

He smirked. “Yeah, you are. You know
you are, and you’ve had this coming. This is going to be
fun.”

They were now in the bathroom. He
eagerly slammed the door behind them, giving them privacy from the
party. Then he started kissing her neck and pulling hungrily at
both of her tits. She licked his ear and that made him even
crazier. She pulled off his swim shorts to reveal a massive
erection. She touched his smooth cock and felt a drop of precum on
her fingers.

Completely naked, he pushed her down
into the large empty jettub. She moved as though to take off her
bikini top and he lightly slapped her hands away. He pushed the
straps off her shoulders and then pulled the top down just enough
so that her large breasts were supported by the rolled fabric and
were high upon her chest. They bounced up and down as he started
playing with her nipples and squeezing the smooth flesh. She moaned
and untied her bikini bottom eager to show Bill her
pussy.

He sat up and looked at her shaved
pussy. Then, with a devilish smile, he stood up.

“Do you have a vibrator?” he asked.
“Don’t be shy.”

“....yes.” she said.

“Get it. Now. Let me watch
you do it.”

She stood unsteadily and walked towards
the bedroom. He was sitting in the bathtub, waiting. She took the
blue vibrator out of her panty drawer and returned with it, large
breasts bouncing.

He turned the vibrator on and guided
her down into the tub. She lay on her back, both legs up in the
air. He shifted her hips and leaned on the backs of her thighs as
though to trap her.

“What a sweet pussy you’ve got there.”
He gently laid the vibrator on her exposed clit, and she jumped as
though she’d been burned. It felt delicious. He took the vibrator
off and started licking her wet pussy, drinking in her sweet
juices. She moaned and rocked her hips against the cold tub. He
alternated the vibrator and his mouth, stopping every so often to
finger her clit. When she started to moan louder because she wanted
to come, he would stop all movement to make her wait.

“And just what would your husband say
if he saw me fucking his pretty little wife?” Bill
asked.

“He’d kill you...or maybe join in.”
They shared a laugh and Bill lightly swatted her pussy with the
vibrator. Victoria jumped and let out a louder laugh.

Bill suddenly leaned forward and pulled
Victoria out of the tub, sweeping her off her feet. He swiftly
walked with her into the bedroom and laid her ass first on the king
size bed. They shared a hot kiss, and he pushed her hair to the
side to expose her breasts. He flicked at her nipples and began
licking them quickly so they became erect. She moaned, and then sat
up to grasp his large cock.

She began caressing his cock slowly,
and then, when he shut his eyes, she pumped the shaft faster and
faster. When he became wetter, she wrapped her full lips around his
erect cock and began sucking and licking it. Her tongue moved
faster and faster, and she cupped his balls in her hand. He groaned
and cursed and grabbed at the pillow.

Bill was just about to explode when
Victoria suddenly straddled his narrow waist, her dripping pussy
just inches from his swollen dick. He guided her down and she
slowly lowered herself onto his cock. His breathing grew louder and
louder and she cried out softly as her pussy enveloped
him.

Victoria rocked her hips forward,
slowly at first, and then faster and faster. He met her every
movement and cradled her gorgeous tits with both hands. When he
wasn’t fondling her nipples, he was reaching around and squeezing
her glorious ass with both hands. When she got tired, he rolled her
onto her stomach so that they both faced the wall length mirror
across from the bed.

She propped herself up on all fours,
her long hair hanging down to one side. He looked at her perfect
naked body in the mirror and began entering her from behind,
stroking her smooth ass with his hand. She was surprised to find
that he was also fingering her ass.

As he pushed into her, his cock fit
snugly into her wet pussy and hit numerous pressure points she
hadn’t felt before. He began to pump harder, watching as his
movements jolted and shook her body, made her tits quiver. He
pulled on her hair so that she would lean back and he could watch
her tits shake and bounce. Then he reached around her stomach and
fingered her clit until he forced her to have an orgasm so hard
that her eyes rolled around.

He pumped faster, rocking back and
forth. She began squealing, “Oh God, oh God, oh Jesus fuck fuck
fuck it feels so good...” Her own husband had never done her like
this.

Suddenly, and with a loud cry, he
exploded inside her, and wet come began dripping from her pussy
down onto the bed. He collapsed on top of her, gasping for air, and
she lay down on the bed feeling his wet cock against her thigh.
They stayed there like that, listening to the party that sounded
like it was twenty miles away.

After a little while Bill sat up.
“Well? How was it for you?”

She laughed like a little kid because
it was such a cliched question. “It was wonderful,”she purred as
she moved toward him for a kiss. She felt his cock instantly harden
at the thought of having her again. She went to grab it and he
pushed her hand away, his blue eyes twinkling with mischief and
unexpected affection.

“Jesus, woman! How am I supposed to
live knowing how good we are together??”

“Well..haha. I’m not sure how often we
are going to be able to do this...but you know what? My husband
sometimes jokes about having a threesome!” They both smiled,
knowing that it would be impossible. He reached up and gently
stroked her long hair. It was a tender moment, and then it was
over.

“Get up, get up, get up! I hear your
husband calling you!!! I think he’s coming inside!!” They leapt off
the bed, scurrying to pick up the scraps of their clothing that
were flung all over the bedroom.

As Victoria raced down the stairs
towards her husband’s voice in the yard, Bill whispered in her ear,
“Stay out of the pool. I want you to feel my come dripping down
your thighs all night long.” She breathed in sharply and felt a
warm gush inside of her.

They raced outside and rejoined the
party. As Victoria passed out beers to the men, Bill went up to his
best friend cooking hamburgers and chicken at the barbeque. They
shook hands.

“Thanks, man.”

“Anytime, my friend. Anytime.” Victoria
walked over to the group of women sitting near the pool, a wide
grin on her face. They smiled and laughed and enjoyed the rest of
the summer evening.
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“Oh, you think I can’t make this shot?
Why, because I’m drunk or because I’m female?” I looked at my
husband, Richard’s, close friend, Alex, and pretended to
pout.

“No, no, that’s not it at all. I just
think it’s a tough shot no matter what.” He was slushing his words
slightly after a long night of drinking that had started with beers
and was ending with harder stuff.

The dinner had been planned for about
two weeks, ever since Richard had told me that Alex’s prissy second
wife, Ellie, had left with their young son to go live with her
mother. I had immediately suggested to Richard that we have Alex
over for dinner. “You don’t want your friend stuck moping at home
like the last time.”

Richard had nodded, remembering, I’m
sure, how he had had to dig Alex out of mounds of pizza boxes, beer
cans and dirty underwear to rescue him from the dissolution of his
first marriage. That had been eight years ago. Now, here we were
again.

I didn’t really mind. For as long as
I’d been with Richard, a very contented twelve years, I’d known his
friend, Alex. I have to admit that Alex was an eye-catcher. He was
tall, with broad shoulders and a long, muscled torso that screamed
football player. Which was very funny when you found out that Alex
actually played soccer in high school and college. He also had the
dark, brooding looks of the angtsy Hollywood star with dark hair
falling artfully into his dark hazel eyes. He had always been the
more serious of the two friends and so it always seemed weird to me
that his marriages fizzled.

Whatever, it didn’t bother me. I liked
having Alex around. When he was around, Richard became wilder and
more adventurous. Tonight seemed like it would be no exception. Of
course, I have to admit that I was helping with things in that
direction. My chosen attire for the night was my slinky little blue
mini that hugged my curves, barely covered my ass and pushed my C
cups up and together to give me cleavage even Dolly Parton might
have stared at. When Richard had seen my outfit, he had smirked and
said I must be planning a different kind of evening than he was. I
denied it but, of course, he was right.

As I leaned over the pool table now, I
made sure that ample cleavage was directly in Alex’s inebriated
line of sight. I pressed my breasts lightly against the edge of the
table to make my dress open even more at the top. I knew my ass was
facing Richard at the same time and I gave it a little shake.
“Okay, watch how it’s done.” I moved my cue and watched my ball
roll into the intended pocket. I stood back up and blew at the top
of the stick with a long sigh.

Richard and Alex both laughed and
high-fived me. I quickly went and re-poured the drinks. I knew it
wouldn’t be long for the fun to begin.

Being the most sober of the group, I
easily won the game. Alex quickly demanded a rematch and we got the
game going with me doing the break. As I leaned forward, I could
sense Richard’s eyes on me. I gave him a wink, but he didn’t
notice. I shifted and moved so that my dress would ride up my
thighs even more than it was. Alex was now right behind me and I
could almost feel his hands on my ass.

When I stood up, I bumped into Alex.
“Oh God, sorry. I didn’t know you were right there.”

Alex gave me a little smile and put a
hand on my shoulder. “It’s okay, Cyn, I can handle it.”

I’m sure you can.
I let my eyes roam over his lanky
body. Yes, indeed.

Suddenly, Richard was beside me and he
pulled me tightly to him for a crushing kiss, sliding his tongue
into my mouth and running his hands down my back to cup my ass. I
could feel Alex’s heavy breathing right next to us and wrapped my
arms around Richard to press even more tightly against him,
standing on tiptoe to rub myself against his crotch.

Richard pulled away and before I knew
what was happening, Alex was stepping into his place and putting
his own sweet mouth on mine. Richard only laughed. “She’s
wonderful, isn’t she, Alex?” He rubbed his hands over my ass and
down the back of my legs while Alex kept his mouth pressed on
me.

I felt an incredible thrill race
through my body as I stood sandwiched between my husband and his
friend. I pulled away from Alex and immediately, while Alex still
had his arms wrapped around my waist, Richard pulled me back and
put his face between my breasts, kissing and licking.

When he stopped and pushed me back up,
he smiled. “You know, Alex, I think I’d like to fuck my wife, if
you don’t mind.”

Alex started to awkwardly pull away,
confusion showing in his drunken eyes. Richard laughed. “No, man, I
meant, I’d like for us to fuck my wife.”

I knew at that moment they were both
fairly far gone. I also knew all my fantasies were about to come
true.

Richard quickly pulled down my dress,
allowing my breasts to finally fall free. Alex hesitated only a
moment before he leaned down and took a nipple in his mouth,
sucking roughly, his tongue rasping against it and hardening it to
a throbbing point.

Richard reached around to tweak my
other nipple, causing me to gasp with the pain of it. He kissed and
sucked at my neck as he moved his hand downward, stopping between
my legs to rub his hand harshly against my already wet
panties.

Alex stood up now and took a step back.
I thought maybe he was rethinking things, until I saw him reach for
his belt. His hands shook as he undid the buckle and unzipped his
pants, watching the whole time as Richard mauled my neck and rubbed
my pussy.

Now, I pulled from Richard’s grasp to
fall in front of Alex and yank his underwear down to join his pants
around his ankles. When I saw his cock, I smiled. He was huge, not
as thick as Richard, but long and slightly curving. My pussy
twinged when I thought of how good he would feel inside me. I
decided to move things as fast as possible and opened my mouth
wide, taking his cock as deeply into my mouth as I could. I heard
Alex gasp as my throat opened up and my lips touched the base of
his huge shaft.

Richard had not been idle behind me. I
had heard his pants being unzipped and now, his thick cock appeared
beside my cheek, demanding some attention. I pulled off of Alex,
leaving a trail of saliva, and took Richard into my mouth. After
sucking him hard, I began to alternate between the two, getting
both of them hard and wet.

Alex was the next one to change things
up. Grabbing me by the shoulders, he steered me to the pool table
and, lifting me up onto the edge, pushed me back on the felt top.
His fingers clumsily pulled my panties down and I watched him fling
them away. I didn’t see past that because Alex quickly spread my
legs and buried his face in my shaved pussy, prodding deeply with
his tongue and making me fall back to the table with a groan. My
hands moved along the felt as my body writhed under Alex’s mouth,
pool balls rolling as I knocked them with my hands.

Richard came to the side and watched
his friend lick me, holding his dick in his hand, keeping it hard.
Alex stood and, together with my husband, pulled me up and off the
table. Alex spun me around and bent me over the edge of the table
the moment my toes touched the floor. With his hands on my ass
lifting me even higher, Alex pressed his cock against my wet folds
and thrust.

My body shook as that huge cock entered
me from behind. The slight curve in it made it rub against the
walls of my cunt and made me shiver with the sensation. I was
trying desperately to gain a handhold on the felt of the table to
steady myself, but there was really nothing to grab and I continued
to shift harshly back and forth.

I heard a commotion from the other side
of the table and lifted my head to see Richard climbing onto the
table. I already had my mouth hanging open with Alex thrusting in
my pussy like he was, but seeing Richard suddenly in front of me
was a shock. Suddenly, my mouth was as full of cock as my pussy and
the hard thrusting of both men was practically folding my body in
half.

Alex pulled out just before I lost it
completely and Richard pulled out as well. I wasn’t empty for long,
though. Scooting to the edge of the table, Richard signaled Alex to
help him maneuver me on top of him. Richard and I had often used
this position, with my back to him and sitting on him, but he had a
surprise in store for me. As I positioned myself above him, he
grabbed my waist and brought my ass down on his cock. I cried out
as his huge shaft pushed into my tiny puckered opening.

The pain was incredible but Alex leaned
forward and licked my clit a few times, making my pussy clench and
sending chills through my body as I instantly got close to coming.
Suddenly, the pain of having Richard in my ass was translated to an
incredible need to have my pussy filled. I moaned loudly and
reached forward to pull Alex to his feet. “Fuck my pussy, Alex!” I
growled at him.

His breathing came faster as he moved
up and felt me grab his cock to guide it into my wet cunt. As the
head of his cock pressed against my wet folds, I let go and felt
him thrust deep, rubbing up against my husband’s cock in my ass and
making fuller than I’d ever been before.

With just a few thrusts, my body
exploded into powerful orgasm, throwing me forward into Alex’s
muscled chest as I screamed in rhythm to the spasms that were
clenching both my pussy and my ass tighter. I could hear Richard
behind me grunting and then I felt his cock throb as it released
his warm semen deep inside my ass. A few strokes after that, Alex
was also coming, pushing deep into my pussy as he filled me with
his own semen. The feeling of the two cocks throbbing together
inside me sent another round of spasms through me and I rocked back
and forth on their cocks until I couldn’t stand it
anymore.

Slowly, we disentangled ourselves and
slipped to the floor in a heap of exhausted bodies. I could feel my
husband’s and Alex’s breathing slowing as I lay between them. My
eyes closed and I drifted off, still feeling tiny ripples of my
orgasm roll through me.

Eventually, we began to stir. Richard
was the first one to pull away, stand up and begin dressing. Alex
and I soon followed. It was still dark outside, but I knew it was
early morning and soon it would be light. Once dressed, I went to
the kitchen to get a snack and a small drink to take the sting off
the night.

When I returned, I found that Alex and
Richard had set up the pool table again, with the balls racked and
ready for the break. I set the tray of food and drinks down on a
side table and looked at the two men, who were giggling and
elbowing each other like schoolboys. “Okay, what are you two up
to?”

Alex shrugged and looked at Richard.
Richard smiled and came over to take me into his arms and give me a
hug. When he pulled back, I saw the sly look in his eyes. “We were
just hoping you would be up to a rematch.”

I looked from one to the other, then I
sighed. “Okay, but winner takes all.” I knew I would
win.
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It was a great day for me. We were
getting cable for the new home that my husband and I had just
bought. I wanted it for the great dramas and the food channels, but
my husband… Well, there was a big football game that my husband
wanted to watch, so he needed cable service fast. I stayed home to
get the cable hooked up, but I ended up getting a lot more than I
expected!

The doorbell rang with it’s irritating
chime, and I rushed to the door. I opened it and a nice tall man
was standing there holding a notepad and a pen. He was so cute that
I had to catch my breath. He had tan skin, big brown eyes, and had
a muscular build that made me weak in the knees. I was amazed that
he was actually a cable guy.

I let him in and he looked at me and
smiled like I was the love of his life! I know that I’m a good
eyeful, if you know what I mean. I have huge Double D tits and on
my tiny petite body, they look even bigger. My body is athletic
with a perfect ass to match. Tig tits, tiny little waist, and a
nice heart-shaped ass. Oh yeah. I’m hot. Blond hair and blue eyes,
too. Yes, I know I’m good to look at, but this guy didn’t hide his
staring.

“Hello my name is Andy and I will be
helping you with your cable and internet today.” He said the
clearly rehearsed words with a smile, and the monotonous way he
said them was almost a joke. Then, he shrugged, and smiling he
reached for the tv cords. I looked at him and his hands. He had no
ring. It was silly, since I did, but I figured on a leading
question to get a little more familiar.

“So does your wife love her cable tv
and internet?”

He looked at me and smiled. “I am not
married and I don’t have a girlfriend either.” I looked at him and
smiled big then I went to the kitchen to get us some sodas. He
proceeded with his work while I was in the kitchen, rummaging
through the frig for the natural sodas I knew were there. When I
came back he was sitting on the chair just staring. I took a seat
on the couch after I handed him his soda.

“Thank you so much.” He looked so sad
so I asked him what was wrong.

“Well I came to this house thinking
that I was going to find a frumpy old married woman and instead I
found you, a smoking hot babe. I was smiling so big because you are
so beautiful and I really want something from you.”

I stared at him for just long enough of
a time to keep it from seeming easy and then asked him what he
wanted.

“Well I have not had sex for a while
and I was wondering if I can get you a good deal on your cable,
internet plus phone will you make me the happiest man on
earth?”

I smiled and put my soda on the table.
I signaled to him that I would be back in a few and to just sit
there. I made sure my ass wiggled as I walked out of the room, and
I could almost feel his eyes on my rear as I left.

I ran to the room to put on something
sexier for him and then I grabbed a few things for the fun that we
were going to have. I knew that he wanted me once he walked in the
door, but I was just waiting for him to say it. I knew my husband
would be gone all day and I was feeling very slutty
today.

I picked out my tightest, sluttiest,
red lingerie, and I think I shocked the hell out of him. Hot was
one thing. Hot and dressed like a little slut for him was something
different altogether. I walked over to him and took his soda out of
his hand and started touching him all over his body. He told me
that he did not have to go back to work because I was his last
stop. I giggled and said that meant he was all mine.

When I got to his belt buckle his cock
was already getting big and hard. It was pushing against his pants
and it made freeing it difficult, but once I saw his cock I
couldn’t mess around! It was too amazing, big and beautiful.
Immediately, I started sucking and licking it all over. He moaned
as I was doing him and I could tell that he loved it.

I wanted it to be incredible for him,
so I started to lightly stroke his raging cock over and over again
until he couldn’t take it anymore. When I stopped he looked at me,
tortured, and asked if he could touch my tits. I smiled and started
started at my tight red corset. When I freed my breasts, my nipples
were hard and my huge tits were right in front of his face. He
loved the sight of them so much that he started reaching for them
right away. I let him squeeze for a while until I finally told him
that it was time for him to lay down on the couch so we could have
some more fun together.

He lay down and then looked kind of
strange. He mentioned that he didn’t even know my name. I told him
my name was “The girl who’s getting you off”, but since he looked a
little confused, I smiled at him and told him my name was
Bonnie.

He smiled and I reached into my little
bag of toys. I started by rubbing a nice whip on his chest first
and then down to his balls. This got him so hot and bothered,
because he really didn’t know what I was going to do next. I love
using the whip because it gives me so much power at times and it’s
so much fun.

I did not hit him with it to start with
because I did not want to scare him off or hurt him in anyway…yet.
After a little while I decide to tap him a little bit with the whip
on his stomach and then tap him a little on his balls to get him to
grunt for me. I love it when a man moans and grunts! It just makes
me wet and excited.

After I’d tortured him a bit with the
light strokes of the whip, I pulled out some massage oil and poured
it on him. This oil was the kind that got hot when it touched the
skin, so this made everything more exciting for me. His eyes grew
wide, and his cock got bigger. I made my way down to his dick and
balls. I put some oil in my hands and started to stroke his raging
dick over and over again.

I knew the oil would make his cock feel
like it was on fire, but the strokes would make pleasure overcome
the pain. It was amazing. He was really excited, because he started
telling me through the wincing and the moans that he wanted more
and more.

He was so cute and so hot that I simply
could not stand it. Since the oil was edible I put my tongue on his
cock. I moved my tongue around and around until he was bigger and
harder and straining. He was begging me for more, so I pulled away
completely. He looked like he might cry, and I took pity on
him.

In one thrust downward, I then I put
his whole dick in my mouth tasting the sweet cinnamon oil and the
drops of pre-cum from him. I loved every second that I had his cock
in my mouth. I sucked and bobbed, and just to let him know I was in
control, I bit down a little bit, making him jump and
moan.

I started taking his cock deeper and
deeper inside of my mouth until I gagged. This was very exciting
for him, because he was moaning my name every time I took it in
deeper. “Aww Bonnie don’t stop please keep going.” he whispered, so
I kept on going and going. I was always a little tease when it came
to oral sex and blow jobs, so I decided to tease him a little bit
before I let him just flat out cum.

I pulled my mouth off and played with
my tits. I could feel the oil warming them. “You like this don’t
you? I know you do.” I whispered to him as he moaned.

He groaned and tried to thrust his cock
toward me, but I backed up. “Aw! Yes, I love this Bonnie I need
more please give me your mouth! Please.”

I giggled at him and then plunged down
again. I just kept going in deep with my mouth on his warm sweet
cock as he laid there whispering to me and calling me his dream
come true.

I could feel his balls tightening. He
was going to cum soon. So, I pulled back. “Not so fast, Andy.” I
reached into my toybag and pulled out a vibrating cock ring. I
looked confused, but I ignored him and slipped it on. Then, I
started playing with his balls and making sure to stroke his cock
as well. I kept up the tempo and the combination for a few minutes
until I thought he was going to cum.

Of course, I pulled back again. He
moaned so pitifully that I almost gave in. “You can not cum yet
Andy.” I said smiling. He looked a little worried, but I could tell
that he liked every minute of my stalling. “Let’s see how well you
please me. If you do well, I’ll let you cum.”

I climbed onto him in the 69 position.
My perfect ass gleamed right into his face and he started to touch
and lick my wet pussy over and over again. I went back to stroking
him and playing with his ball sack over and over. I really wanted
us to both cum together, so I stalled him until I was
ready.

Andy was licking and sucking my sweet
big pussy more and more and then he decided to finger me a little
bit as well. He told me that I was wet and tight just like he
wanted. I moaned while he took advantage of my nice ass and sweet
pussy, but I could feel myself getting ready to cum. I did not want
to cum that early, so I tried to stall myself until I was ready for
Andy to come too.

We were taking turns licking and
sucking each other back and forth. I was getting really aggravated
and I wanted to cum in Andy’s mouth so bad, but I couldn’t. Andy
was making me so hot and bothered that I could not help but start
squealing and telling him that I was ready to cum. He smiled and
started talking dirty to me every step of the way. “Awe yes cum for
me Bonnie cum.” he whispered. I perked my ass up in the air and
came.

It was electric, waves of sensation
rolling over me, and as I came, I put my mouth on Andy and felt him
explode, sending his hot semen into my mouth. I sucked hard and
gulped it down while I ground my pussy against his face.

Finally, when he was completely empty,
I sat up right on his face and swallowed up what was left. I could
feel his mouth on my pussy and his nose poking at my ass. When he
started to struggle, I finally stood up and walked helped him to
his feet. I turned him around and slapped his ass hard. “You get my
cable set up while I get dressed.”

I went upstairs, took a nice long
shower, and called my husband. I told him we would enjoy our cable
because I had just forced the cable guy to make me cum and
swallowed his cock. “So, your big game will be all ready to
go.”

“Thank you, baby. I wish you had
recorded it.”

I walked downstairs, phone in hand and
saw that Andy was finishing up. “Well, he’s just about done, so I
could give him an extra reward, or I could just show you everything
I did when you get home.”

I smiled as my husband answered, though
of the way he loved to push into my ass while another man was in my
pussy. When he hung up, I walked up to Andy, who was at the front
door.

“You’re not going anywhere, Andy. Take
off your clothes.” I reached into my toybag and pulled out a pair
of handcuffs. “My husband is on his way home.”
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	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



