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NOT REALLY A SLUT - JUST MYSELF
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"Honey?" I whispered into my phone.

On the other end, I heard my husband clear his throat. His sleepy brain didn't quite register. "Yeah, hi, sweetie. Is there something wrong? Is there a problem at the teambuilding?"

"No, not at all!"

"Uhm... what time is it?"

"I don't know... listen..."

I heard rustling. He was probably checking the time.

"It's a quarter past one. Why do you call at this time? Did you lock yourself out of the room?"

"No! No... Everything is fine. The guys and I have been partying a bit... I just have one quick question, and then I'll let you go back to sleep. OK?"

"OK?"

"Are you one hundred per cent sure you want to live out your fantasy?"

––––––––
[image: ]


I was a slut.

In my teens, I was a slut.

I admit it. And, to be honest, I am a bit proud of it. Hell - everybody wanted a piece of my ass. They would do anything to get it. And I loved the power, I loved the rush - and I loved cock.

Correction: I love cock. And my husband, frankly, has an impressive package. I met him when I was 22. I fell hard in love. And I love him like crazy to this day. The moment he said he wanted me, the slut was locked away. I went completely monogamous.

My husband, Kevin, is ten years older than me. He was my boss. He had recently finalised a divorce after eight years of dullness. Kevin is a man who loves sex, all kinds of sex. He doesn't even need to be a part of the sex. He loves to watch people have sex. Or listen to them having sex. And he loves to hear about people having sex.

We hadn't been together for more than a few before he started to ask me about my sex experiences before we met. I was afraid he would ditch me if he knew how slutty I was before him. So I told these pretty dull stories - mainly lies. Or stories my friends had told me about their sex life. His response was reserved. In the beginning, I thought it meant he was disappointed that I had even had a sex life before him.

He stopped asking, which was a relief to me. About that time, we moved in together. I did everything to be a perfect girlfriend. I ensured the apartment was spotless and always looked my best. To not seem too eager, I never took the initiative to have sex, but whenever he did something that could be interpreted as an initiative, I jumped at the chance. And I made sure to introduce some "traditions." Watching the Saturday football match meant bringing him a beer and a snack. Then I would lie down beside him, open up his fly, fish out his meat, and slowly give him a blow job: gentle licks and kisses, a few seconds of special attention at the split, taking just the head in, and tongue-washing every cell of it... If he grew softer, I would suck it all in and start to give him an aggressive deepthroat. If he got close to coming, I'd just keep the head in my warm mouth, humming silently. My goal was to keep him on edge throughout the game and make him blow at halftime — and then again at full-time. He loved that. He either took it as a celebration or a consolation.

The fucking was great as well. Kevin's cock filled me perfectly, and he knew how to rub my clit the right way or put the correct pressure or pulse of touches on my g-spot. While I have always been the most horny when I am happy, Kevin would rough-fuck me whenever he was frustrated, sad or angry. In a way, I loved it when his boss was a jerk or his favourite football team lost a game. That would mean an intense fuck as soon as he laid eyes on me.

I thought everything was perfect. Of course, I would love to have more sex. I concluded on that long before I met Kevin. But he made me happy. Really happy.

But there was this growing feeling that Kevin was not 100% happy. Sometimes, when we were watching something on the TV, I would see him look in my direction, but his mind was miles away. I didn't dare ask him if something was amiss, afraid of the answer.

When we had his friends over, and we were all having too much to drink, sex stories were often a part of the entertainment. It seemed everyone knew that Kevin loved to entice people to tell their most exciting sex stories. I won't lie: I loved it. Sitting in the nook of his arm, feeling his manly body, smelling his musky smell - and listening to someone describing a fuck they had had... It made my pussy very wet. And often, I would sneakily rub Kevin's cock as the stories were told. Sometimes, his friends wouldn't bring their girlfriends. That would typically be for watching a match together or doing a film sequel marathon. I would join them late at night after my night with the girls had ended. And on those nights, the stories would be raunchier and more detailed, like how Davie had managed to seduce their English teacher, Mrs Landon: "And, you remember how we had English at the end of the day on Thursdays? It must have been late November because the whole of December I was banging her, so it had to start before that..." he would start, and someone would yell: "Bullshit!" and everyone would laugh and then beg him to continue.

"I knew I had her, so when everyone else left the classroom, I took my time packing my bag. As soon as we were alone, I walked towards the door, but instead of leaving, I closed it and locked it. She looked up at me at the sound of the lock. Then she shook her head and said, 'No, Dave - not now. Not here'. But I made her see the logic."

"You made her see your horse-cock, you mean!" More roaring laughter.

Rumours had it that Dave's member reached his knees when soft. His wife confirmed to me in confidentiality that he, indeed, was long and thick.

"But the rumours give him too much credit," she winked and giggled.

Anyway... Dave's story continued with about how he pulled out his horse-cock, and Mrs Landon sucked him eagerly. "She never had a fat cock like mine before. But what woman has, huh, Julie?"

Julie - that is me. I apologise for not introducing myself earlier!

I smirked and said, "You know Charlotte and I talk, right?" The other guys howled. Dave grinned. "She would just play down my size to make sure you don't try to seduce me with your huge tits."

Yeah... I know. Dave didn't hold back and never considered if it was improper to talk about a friend's girlfriend's breasts. But I must admit that I had thought the same thing when Charlotte told me he wasn't 'that' big. I am pretty sure several of the wives of Kevin's friends are not actually fond of me. Some of them, I think, outright hate me and talk shit about me behind my back, like Charlotte. I think they don't appreciate that I am a part of the all-boys nights.

My answer to Dave's quips? Usually, just laugh. The time I tell you about now? Put my hands under my solid bosom and lifted them up to accentuate the size and cleavage. The guys would "ooh" and "ah" and laugh. But they would all ogle as much as they felt was possible without pissing off Kevin. And Kevin would never do anything but laugh.

"Come on, Dave! Get to the point!" I urged him to get the story back on track and get the boys to stop focusing on me. I only wanted them not to look at me because I -was afraid Kevin would not appreciate it. The inner me revelled in their evident lust for me.

"Sure! Where was I? Oh, yeah..." Dave tilted his head back, looked at the ceiling and started recalling.

"She grabbed my monster, pulled me towards her and said it was the biggest thing she ever saw. Her left hand cradled my balls. They are the size of tennis balls, you know..."

"Yeah, yeah!" moaned the others.

"Then she started to suck me. Fuck, she was good! She didn't have experience with my kind of size, but she did a great job: never gave up!"

I could see it in my head: the middle-aged woman sucking off the 19-year-old student. My pussy tingled. I snuck my hand over to check Kevin's bulge and smiled when I felt his hard cock. He smiled at me and winked. That made me even hotter. That wink meant a proper fuck later.

"But you know me! I am not satisfied with some blowjob! I need pussy, and damn, did she have a good pussy. One of the best! When I bent her over her desk, pushed her skirt up to her midriff and ripped off her panties, her pussy lips were spread open, inviting my fat schlong inside her love tunnel."

At that moment, I considered becoming a teacher. Then I remembered Kevin, that I loved him and had vowed to be faithful, and that fucking your students probably was a bad idea.

"I wanted to take her in one go, but her pathetic husband has such a tiny dick; she was tight like a teen! I had to work it inside and stop several times because she came so hard on my meat."

The thought of the hot-blooded woman finally getting what she needed instead of settling for her pencil-dick husband gave me a shiver. Fuck, but that was a hot image!

"But, being the perfect lover I am, I let her have her breaks, and after a while, I bottomed out in her. She said she had never had a cock so deep in her - and I believe her. Not many girls have."

I started to wonder if I had ever had a man bottom out in me. I couldn't say for sure. They said that would often hurt, but they said the same about the first time you have sex - and I loved that! So maybe having a guy hitting the bottom of your vagina doesn't hurt?

"I grabbed her hips and started to really give it to her. Did I tell you that I unbuttoned her blouse and lifted her tits out of her bra while she sucked me? No? Well, I did. Great jugs. Not like yours, Julie, but I don't complain."

If I had been sober, I would have scolded him for talking about my boobs, just to keep up the pretence. But I wasn't sober, so I laughed and winked at him.

"So... I gave her the Dave treatment. Jack-hammering my cock in and out of her wet pussy until she shrieked like a banshee!" "Don't banshees shriek to herald someone's death?" one of Kevin's friends muttered.

"Yeah... it was the death of her monogamous lifestyle," Davie quipped, and we all laughed.

"So that means you fucked her again," Kevin asked.

"Hell yeah! But what happened was that she went back to her husband and told him what she had done, and it turned out he had gotten off from it. So, in effect, I turned her into a hotwife and him a cuckold. I was a bull for them for a few months until I found better pussy," Dave said with pride and did a mock bow.

The others laughed and joked, but I sat there thinking about cuckolding. I had heard about the lifestyle. But I always thought it was just a porn thing. And here one of my boyfriend's friends was a bull for a couple. Who would have thought...

"...isn't that right, Julie?"

Kevin's voice brought me out of my horny thoughts.

"Sorry! I was thinking about something. What did you say?"

Kevin rolled his eyes and said, "The boys wanted you to tell a story, but I told them you don't have any fun stories. Isn't that right?"

"Sure I do," I blurted without thinking. Then my brain managed to navigate through the fog of alcohol and horniness, and I added: "But you guys would probably see them as mild and boring. And it's getting late. I'll leave you to wrap up," I said and got up.

Looking at myself in the mirror in the bathroom, I shook my head. Damn, I almost revealed my wild teens. I really wanted this to work with Kevon, and I did not want him to think I was some slut whore.

As I got ready for bed, I heard my boyfriend guide the drunk and roaring group of friends out the front door. I heard Dave yell: "If you need help with that bombshell in your bedroom, I'll gladly help, Kev!" They all laughed it off, but it had my knees shaking. Fuck! What was wrong with me? Why did hearing those words turn me so much? Hearing about the hotwife teacher?

Kevin found me staring at myself in the bathroom just a few minutes later. He saw immediately something was wrong. "Jules? What is wrong?"

I stood up and shook my head.

"All good! Just a lot to drink!" I smiled.

He cocked his head and accepted my reply for now.

But later, as I lay my head on his shoulder and put my leg over his tummy, he kissed my head and said in a low voice: "I think you have lied to me, hon."

I went rigid. Fear pumped adrenalin through my body.

"What?" I croaked.

"Don't say anything. Just listen to me for a minute?"

I nodded shakily. He wrapped his arm around me and kissed my head again.

"I have always found it a bit peculiar that you are a goddess in bed, so experienced and fun to play with - but you claim to have no experience."

I swallowed hard. Fuck! He finally saw through my lies. This was it... Tomorrow, I would be single.

"But, tonight... When you said you had fun stories to tell, that was the truth, right? You have experienced far more than you pretend to have, right?"

"No! I haven't! I am no slut!" I blurted out and started to cry.

Did I tell you Kevin is a great guy? He didn't say anything. He just held me and kissed my head.

When I started to calm down, he whispered: "You never understood I was disappointed in your lack of stories? You never understood that I think women that have fucked a lot of guys are hot and desirable? Honey... if you were a slut in your teens, I will love you even more..."

I didn't quite understand what he said. That was not the way men should feel, was it? Society tells us the ideal woman is chaste and a virgin until marriage, right?

"You are drunk, Kevin. This is the alcohol and your cock talking. Of course, you wouldn't love me more if I had fucked a lot of guys!" I said and moved away from his arm.

He perched himself up on one elbow and looked me in the eyes.

"Julie! Don't you know me at all? I love sex! I love everything about it! And I love kinky people, people who have had the excellent wit to explore and enjoy their own bodies and other people's bodies. I love you the way you have presented yourself. But if there is more to your sexual past than you have let on, I would love to hear about them," he said.

I searched in his eyes for proof that this was a trick to make me reveal that I was the kind of slut he didn't want. That this was a test. But all I saw was sincerity. He actually meant this. I closed my eyes.

"Kevin..." my voice broke. I swallowed hard and tried again: "Kevin, I have lied to you. I am a slut. Or... I was a slut until I met you," I said slowly and added hastily: "But I love you and will do anything to make you happy and forgive me my lies!" Kevin smiled, laid down and invited me back on his shoulder. I lay down hesitantly - but the feeling of him embracing me spread a warmth I hadn't felt before. He meant it! He didn't hate me!

"Jules... I will forgive you - on one condition," he said, sending my feelings tumbling toward the abyss again.

"Every night, I want you to tell me one new sex story from your life. Starting with the beginning. If it is funny, we will laugh together. If it is sad, we will cry, curse or mourn together. And if it is naughty, you will play with my cock while you tell it, and I will fuck you, and we will cum together. And I want you to start this night."

I did. But that story is not a story I can tell here...
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FANTASY
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I guess a lot of us have sex stories from our teens that are not something society accepts us to talk loudly about. It is like that part of becoming a grown-up exists behind a shroud until one turns the magical age. Suffice it to say, as I

emerged from behind that cover, none of my friends looked at me as a prude.

And as soon as that veil was lifted, men in my life started to more openly appreciate my charms. I am not a very tall woman, but I have assets that make people notice me. Nowadays, I would probably be labelled as a PAWG - a Phat Ass White Girl - with unreasonably massive tits. Back then, my ass was not as fat, but my tits were already huge. And I could get almost what I wanted by using them. Still, that was not my style. I had two teachers who tried to tempt me to get top grades by letting them play with my body. In both classes, I reached out to help elsewhere, worked my ass off, and secured top grades without them seeing an inch more flesh than everyone else.

Now, I have to admit that I did show off quite a lot of flesh. With a big chest, you quickly realise you can wear something that hides your assets and looks like you are obese and wear a tent. Or you can wear tight-fitting clothing with proper cleavage and look very-very - good. Obviously, I chose the latter. Though my ass wasn't as big as now, I knew it was packed, and you would never see me in anything but tight skirts or jeans that threatened to rip by the seams. And high heels so that my gait made my hips swing like a hypnotist's pendulum.

No, I didn't give my body to men that wanted to take advantage of me. But if you didn't... if you just liked what you saw and had the guts to show me, I would seriously consider it. I fucked the janitor at my school many times. He was an older man. He was kind. He didn't hold any power over me. And he never hid his boner when he looked at me. My friends looked at him as a pathetic loser. I looked at him and saw a really fat cock. He was shy the first time I visited his cellar workshop. The next time I met him in the hallway, I had to tell him to continue to play shy so that no one suspected anything, and I could continue to bend over his workbench and feel his fat organ rearrange my intestines.

I had a boyfriend at that time. For some reason, he never got to have sex with me. I gave him blow jobs. He ate my pussy and played with my boobs. But nothing else. Still, I think all his friends fucked me at some time. One of them, I even fucked while my boyfriend stood on the other side of the bathroom door, worried because I was sick from drinking so much... I know! I was bad! I was a slut.

I told Kevin all of these stories and many more. I would lie on his shoulder, jerking his cock and tell him about every single guy I fucked or made out with. From the very first til the last guy before him. When he got close to coming, I would stop talking and start licking and biting his nipple while he groped my melons or ass and talked about what he had just heard and how he loved that I was a slut. He had some crazy, intense orgasms from that. Afterwards, he would speak softly about how he loved me, how thankful he was that I had been a slut before him, and how he loved my stories.

To be honest, it turned me on as well. And it didn't take long before I started to tell Kevin these stories as I slowly rode his big dick while he played with my boobs. It became a standard part of our sex life: the both of us getting off by the thought of my past fucks.

One Saturday, I sat between his knees, nurturing his hard-on while he watched the game. It was a boring game, so Kevin had his focus on me, playing with my hair, moaning happily.

"Fuck, I love how you hold me on the edge through the half! You are a pro, hon!"

I squeezed his balls to acknowledge his praise. He groaned but fell silent. I could feel that he didn't watch the game at all. "Do you remember when Dave talked about his teacher?"

I hummed an answer

"And how he compared you to her?"

I kept on sucking him.

"And how he said you have the best boobs?"

I let his cock out of my mouth long enough to say, "No, he didn't. He said mine were better than hers, not the best." Then I dove back down.

"Yeah... maybe you are right. But I have heard him say it many times. He thinks you are the hottest girl ever."

I found the topic weird and somewhat hot. But what surprised me was how Kevin's cock got harder with each sentence he uttered.

"Fuck... you suck good cock! Dave says your lips are made for pleasing cock."

I bit his cock-head playfully. Then I deepthroated him.

"Hell, yeah! He even says he would love to help satisfy you in bed!"

I knew he didn't lie. I had heard it myself. But I did not expect Kevin to tell me himself. And I did not expect the statement to trigger that he filled my throat with his cum.

Afterwards, as I sat back and looked up at him, I feared Kevin would feel ashamed for what he said. But he wasn't. My boyfriend looked at me lovingly and thanked me for being the best girlfriend ever. I smiled at him but felt the sex-hungry slut I was as a teenager start to re-emerge. How he talked made me imagine myself with other men, which was not good!

A few weeks later, I felt I had the slut under control. I was a monogamous woman with a perfect man. Then, as I one night was riding him slowly, enjoying his fat cock, grinding my clit against the base of his tool, hands resting on his knees, his cock-head rubbing my spot, he made my world explode again.

"You are so beautiful! Watching you riding me like this reminds me of your story about that coach... Damn, I wish I could have seen you ride him..."

I was too into chasing my orgasm to really register what he said. And I think maybe I moaned just after he said it - which could have been interpreted as agreement. Because he continued with: "Or watch you ride - or fuck any man..."

This time, I registered what he said. I stopped my rocking, leaned forward, and rested my hands on his firm chest. "What do you mean?"

He grabbed my tits and started to squeeze the nipples roughly - just the way I like it.

"I feel I can't really see what you look like during sex when I am a part of it. It would be so hot to see it from the other side of the room!"

My emotions were in turmoil. It went against all I had tried to be the last years, but the thought of riding another cock while Kevin watched was sooo hot! But I knew it was just a fantasy. It was a way for Kevin to heat up our fucking.

So I joined in, talking about how hot it would be to seduce a stranger, take him to our hotel room and let him do what he wanted with me while Kevin watched. It didn't take long before he came. And, I have to admit, being allowed to let my inner slut loose, be it only in fantasy, was exhilarating.

And pretty soon, that was how most of our fucking sessions went. Whether it was a Saturday football blowjob, a spur-of- the-moment fuck over the kitchen table or a long and loving fuck in our bed at night time: Kevin would start talking about how hot it would be to watch me fuck another man, I would join in, and together we would embellish the fantasy.

"Who would you want me to fuck," I would say. And Kevin would say "a stranger" or name one of my coworkers or his friends. And every time, I would picture the scenario, feeling the stranger's cock in my pussy, or his friend's hands on my tits, or my coworker's tongue on my clit. The naughtiness of it, the knowledge that society would frown upon it, made my orgasms so much sweeter.

But after half a year, Kevin seemed less interested. We stopped doing it altogether just before Christmas. Then, on New Year's Eve, we celebrated with his friends. Kevin stood behind me as we waited for the countdown, holding me close. We had both been drinking a bit, and he pressed a semi-hard bulge against my ass.

"Have you talked to Dave tonight?" he whispered in my ear.

I knew where this was going - or so I thought.

"No, not really. Do you want me to?"

"Yes! Would you?"

"Sure. I could try to get him to go to the kitchen with me just after the countdown and then have a quick new-years fuck..."

I said, smiling to myself. That was the kind of answer that would fire up Kevin and make him want to get home early just to fuck my brains out.

But not that time. Instead, he whispered: "Do you think that will work?"

Thinking he was still playing our fantasy, I nodded and said, "Of course. He would never be able to say no to this body..."

I felt Kevin shiver. Bust at that time, the others started to shout the countdown. "10, 9, 8..." At zero, I turned around and kissed Kevin with all my horniness blazing through me, grinding my pussy against his cock. When I pulled back, I could see his eyes were wild with lust.

"Let's go home and fuck right away," I whispered in his ear and gave his earlobe a lick.

But Kevin just looked weirdly at me and said, "But, I thought you would take Dave to the kitchen and..."

At that time, reality hit us both hard.

"Damn! You thought this was just a fantasy!"

"Kevin! Do you want it for real???"

We did leave early. Not to fuck - but to solve some issues. I couldn't believe Kevin actually wanted me to fuck other men. He knew how hard I had fought to be a good girlfriend for him - a faithful girlfriend. He knew how much I wanted to be "normal" and not fuck every cock I saw.

It wasn't a fight, but I raised my voice a few times, cried a bit, and may have said some stupid things. Kevin was, for the most part, quiet. In the end, I stood with my back to him, looking out the window of the now-sleeping city, knowing we

had started the new year badly. Then I heard Kevin get up from the coach and expected him to leave the room. Instead, he came up behind me, put his arms around me and held me tight - like he had done when he, a few hours earlier, asked me to fuck his friend.

"Sweetheart, I am so sorry. I didn't realise you found the thought so disturbing. To me, watching the woman I love enjoy sex or have an orgasm is the most beautiful thing in the world. But if you don't want that, I am perfectly fine. I can watch you cum when we have sex..."

I leaned backwards against him.

"I just don't dare, honey..."

"I know. I understand. But please know that I would be happy if you fucked every man you met, as long as you either let me watch, let me hear, let me know about beforehand - or even you just tell me as soon as possible after you have done it."

I shook my head.

"You don't really mean it, Kevin... That would ruin us."

"It honestly wouldn't. I promise you. I have spent years thinking about this. I am confident in myself. I have the looks, the personality, the success, and the cock to keep you interested in me."

I giggled. The first sign of happiness between us in a few hours.

"You are crazy."

"I know. But please promise me: if you ever get the chance and want to, please do it?"

"It will never happen, Kev!"

"Promise?"

"I promise. But it will never happen!"
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Winter had become late spring when my boss came into my office and told me he was sending the entire office on a teambuilding trip at the beginning of June. The whole office means close to 40 people. We would go to this half museum and half seminar place where we would live in small huts, each sharing with one colleague. They had an old barn made into a dining hall and conference room. Everything was situated on a slope in the woods, overlooking the fjord. And at the bottom of the hill, they had three large wood-heated hot tubs by the beach. The trip became the only topic we discussed in the office. We looked at the fantastic photos of the site. Some were discussing the beautiful hiking treks in the area. Others who should stay with whom. I was happy my best friend at work, Claire, asked me if I would be her cabin mate early on.

I was in the group discussing the beautiful evenings and fun nights we would have in the tubs.

"Look at the view from those tubs!"

"See? They have small rafts for wine glasses and beer cans!"

"Imagine floating there and watching those mountains on the other side of the fjord... I could live there!"

Four of my colleagues were especially enthralled by the hot tubs: our new secretary, Mary; our top sales reps, Christopher and Jacob; and Josh, my closest colleague in the legal department. The five of us would hang out by the water cooler or eat lunch together, planning when and how long we would use the tubs and telling wild stories about what we had done in hot tubs. Mary had just turned twenty and was more quiet. I was actively avoiding the wild stories - as I had too many and too wild.

"Julie, come on! I know you like to pretend to be a boring lawyer, but I am sure there are some wild genes in there as well. Are there no stories for us?" Christopher enquired after the guys had told the same stories for the third time.

"Nope. Boring all the way," I said, only to be met with a scoff from Josh.

"Yeah, right! No woman as hot as you can be all boring," he said. Then he stopped and looked at the shocked faces around the table.

"Did I say that out loud? Fuck! Sorry, Jules, I didn't mean any disrespect!"

Calling a married coworker hot was not the way things were done in our company, but the look on his face had me starting to laugh. That made the others laugh, and soon, we were laughing and joking, forgetting all about the slip. Well... I didn't entirely ignore it. I liked hearing I was hot. And through the days after, I could see all the three guys were checking me out - especially Josh. It wasn't supposed to be me anymore, but I immensely enjoyed it. And I may have been dressing a bit more revealing - due to the hot spring weather, of course. And I may have picked up stuff from the floor without bending my knees or leaning over their desks to grab a pan. The heat was up in the office.

Kevin surprised me by taking me shopping for hiking clothes, new hiking boots, and new bathing suits. The latter became something of a humorous fight. I wanted something modest for the hot tubs, while Kevin, obviously, wanted something naughty. He picked up a tiny white bikini and held it up for me with a grin.

"Not in a million years! That thing doesn't cover anything, and I am pretty sure the cloth will turn transparent if wet!"

Kevin looked at it, then at me and shrugged.

"Sounds like the perfect bikini, I'd say!"

I won the fight - I thought. A few days after the shopping spree, I found the scandalous bikini in my drawer. I picked it up and slapped Kevin with it, scolding him for spending money on something I'd never use. He laughed and called it his "hope for fun". I gave him a mock, icy glare. But when I returned to our bedroom, I couldn't help myself. I had to try it on, and Kevin was, of course, right. It looked perfect on my body. But I was right as well. It hardly covered my aureola, and it didn't hold my jugs at all. They would bounce all over the place. The panties hid my vulva, but I would need to be completely bald, and my ass would be on display. In effect, it was not something I could use at work. Though I knew guys in the "hot tub" gang at work would love it - and if I were the woman I once was, I would have loved to use it around those guys.

On the first Tuesday in June, Kevin drove me to work, where a colossal bus awaited us. He tried to pretend nothing was going on, but I found the white bikini in my bag just before we left. Obviously, he still dreamed of at least having other men look at me and want me and hoped I would be tempted to use it. I don't know why I didn't take it out, but I thought letting him have that fantasy while I was away was OK.

On my way, I got a text from Claire, saying: "Hi, sweetie. Mom fell down and broke her hip yesterday. With Dad travelling, I have to take care of her. Sorry, we can't share that cabin! I was sooo looking forward to it. Have fun for me? Do something I would never do! ;)"

I texted her back, saying all the right stuff, but I was really bummed. I did not look forward to living alone in a cabin. When we came to the office, Kevin jumped out, dragged my bag out from the back seat and gave me a long kiss and a hug. "Please have fun," he whispered.

I looked at him, shook my head and said, "I will - but not how you hope, honey."

"It was worth a try..." he laughed, got in the car and drove off.

As I boarded the bus, I saw Josh sitting by himself halfway back, with Christopher and Jacob just in front of him and Mary and another young employee in front of them. With Claire not present, I decided I might as well sit with the "tub gang." "Do you mind sitting with a hot, boring woman, Josh," I said as I dumped down beside him. The gang laughed.

"I do mind, but I can't be lucky every time. I guess I must endure the closeness," Josh quipped back.

And it was relatively close. Josh is a gym guy, and my hips are the opposite of boyish. So, as I sat down, I could feel the heat from his body against mine.

"Buhu," I grinned and leaned my seat backwards. As I did, I noticed out of the corner of my eye that Josh gave my rack a long glance. Maybe this trip could be fun after all?

After the initial chatting, everyone quieted down as we set out early in the morning. I noticed some heads bobbing, indicating that many were asleep.

Josh was not. He had reclined his seat as well, and I was pretty sure he used his height advantage to peek down my cleavage. I decided to catch him doing it. So, in an offhanded way, I started playing with one of the buttons on my shirt and undid it. As I did, Josh caught his breath.

"I knew it, you perv," I whispered with a grin. Josh stiffened.

"Yeah, you," I whispered, hitting him playfully in the side with my elbow.

He got the message. It was OK to watch. I was not angry with him.

"You can't blame me, Julie. You are the hottest woman I know. And giving me that view... phew... what am I supposed to do?" "Maybe respect that I am boring - and married?"

"I don't agree with that!"

"I am not married?"

"Yeah, but not boring! And I wish you weren't married..."

Damn, what a way to tell your coworker that you wanted to bang her... It made my clit tingle and my nipples stiffen. I knew he would notice as I had chosen a flimsy bra and a rather tight shirt. My nipples had nowhere to hide.

"I won't even ask what you would do if I weren't married," I smiled at him. His eyes were nowhere near looking at mine. He was drinking in the view of my cleavage and nipples.

"You seem... focused," I joked.

He chuckled and finally looked at me.

"But, damn, Julie. Those are... I can't wait to go in the tub with you!"

"And I am not sure I dare go in the tub with you, the way you stare. The others will make it the story of the year!"

"They already have, after that comment of mine..."

I giggled. I knew they had.

"Still... it wouldn't be good if we built on that, would it?"

"I am willing to do anything to see you in a bikini..."

"Anything?"

"Anything!"

"Hm... I'll have to remember that..."

Josh shifted in his seat, and I glanced over. Of course, I expected to see his bulge - as I did. But the size was not expected. And my reaction, certainly not. Now, it was my time to gasp and stare. Damn, but he was big!

Josh snickered.

"Do you want to see me in my trunks as well?"

I didn't answer, just blushed furiously. My pants were getting damp.

"I have seen a man's junk before, thank you," I said offhandedly. But still, my eyes were on the bulge. Josh chuckled.

"I bet you have."

"Do you insinuate I am easy?" I asked in mock outrage.

"Not at all," he replied with a hint of shock. But that fades away when he sees my grin.

I lean closer to him, my breath on his ear: "I used to be - so yeah... I have seen plenty..."

His eyes widened, and he glanced quickly over at me to check if I was playing with him.

"Not anymore, though," I said louder, leaned back and crossed my legs demurely. "I am boring, remember?"

He smiled at me, then let his eyes glide over my curves.

"Doesn't make you any less hot... I would love to hear about your past, though."

"Maybe in the tub," I grinned.

"That would be hot... and challenging."

"Challenging?"

"Yeah. If you talk about your wild past in the tub, I may have to sit there alone for some time before I get up."

I nodded towards his obvious erection. His massive erection. "I clearly see what you mean," I smiled. "I'll let you have time

to calm down before we leave this bus. Close your eyes and try to nod off. It'll help..."
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The venue was incredible. I loved my little cabin, though I would have loved it even more with Claire there. The massive barn-like structure where we had our business discussions was beautiful, rustic, andimpressively modern regarding technical stuff. The Wi-Fi was faster than at the office, and the view was magic.

After lunch, the whole group brought their coffee or soft drinks out on the lawn, sat down, and admired the view. At the end of business, I was supposed to present the effects of the recent changes in tax law. It was my field of expertise, but for some reason, Josh kept claiming I was interpreting some minor details wrong. We had a heated discussion, and it didn't help that I was imagining his huge bulge the whole time. It made me dangerously horny to fight with that man, and I really hoped it wasn't clear for all to see.

It wasn't. Mary approached me as we left for our cabins to change for the night's dinner and seemed really worried.

"Has something happened between you and Josh? You always seemed to be such good friends, but today, it looked like you were ready to rip each other's throats out."

My heart beat hard, and my pussy was still wet after the fight, but I managed to hide it with a smile and a "Not at all. Just professional disagreement - and Josh having a big dick."

"Being, you mean," Mary laughed. "I guess you have no idea if he has one."

I stopped and stared at her. "What?"

"You said he has a big dick. You mean 'is a big dick', right?"

I blushed furiously but managed to squeeze out a laugh.

"Yeah! Of course! I have no idea what kind of tool he has..."

Dinner was great, and afterwards, most of us sat outside with our drinks, watching the stars and talking. Josh hadn't been near me since the discussion, but I saw him looking over at me several times, making my heart flutter. I knew I was a married, faithful wife. But my husband fantasised about me being a slut - and it was delicious to have this tension between us.

Around ten, I had a perfect buzz going, but I wanted to maintain it. So I got up to grab another drink and felt more than I saw that Josh did the same. Josh came beside me as I waited for the bartender to mix my choice. He stood very close.

"I'm sorry about the discussion. I was out of line, and I expect I was also wrong."

"You were - and you were," I said tersely.

He chuckled.

"Forgive me? I don't know what happened..."

"You acted like a dick?"

"That's just because my dick-to-body ratio is bigger compared to most guys."

I glanced over at him. When did he go from just a kind coworker to a pretty hot guy with an attitude? "And you know this because...?"

"All the girls say so."

The bartender rolled his eyes and gave me my drink. I laughed, turned to Josh and smiled.

"You are gullible. Never trust what a girl says if she wants to hook you..."

"I should have someone I can't hook to confirm then. Someone who is married..."

"You wish," I laughed and left him waiting for his drinks.

I knew it was all just jokes and laughs. But if I wasn't married, I would have loved to confirm if he was big.

Closer to midnight, quite a few had left to go to bed, but a small group stayed back. Mary had been getting a lot of attention from Christopher. I suspect she had dirty thoughts in her head when she loudly declared she would not let the tubs stay unused anymore. Almost everyone jumped up to go get their swimsuits and bikinis.

I could really feel the alcohol in my blood as I stumbled towards my cabin, and I had some trouble unlocking the door. So, maybe I should have gone to bed. It is not an excuse, but perhaps an explanation for my following choices.

I hadn't really unpacked, so when I opened my bag and rummaged through it, I couldn't find the bikini I had intended to use in the tub. All I saw was the white one. Despite my best attempts, I couldn't find it. Ultimately, I emptied everything onto my bed, but there was no bikini.

Kevin! That fucker! He hadn't added the white bikini. He had swapped them! Angrily, I texted him: "Wtf!??? Did you swap my bikinis?"

He didn't answer immediately, so I stood fuming, considering my options. The obvious one was to clear the bed from my stuff and go to sleep, but then my phone beeped.

"You know you look hotter in the white one. ;)"

"Fuck you! You have just swapped what I wanted with your sick fantasy!" I texted back.

"I'm sorry. I really thought you knew. I promise I'll make it up to you!" he answered after a few minutes.

I threw the phone on the bed, dropped in a chair and cursed. I had really wanted to sit in those tubs, feeling the heat permeate me while looking at the stars. The anger boiled in me, and together with the alcohol, it made me make my first stupid choice: I decided to go anyway. But fuck, if Kevin would get his fantasy. I would NOT use the white bikini.

So I stood up, stripped to my panties and bra, grabbed a towel, and headed out. Now, my underwear was really lovely: black lace. But probably not what you want your coworkers to see you in.

As the others saw me approaching, their cheerful chatter quieted down. The guys all stared with open mouths, while the girls seemed to be sorry for me — as if they could feel my embarrassment the next day.

"Sorry for the outfit, guys. But my dear husband has found removing my swimsuit from my bag fun. So, if you don't mind, I'll join you like this. It covers more than my bikini would, anyway."

Sympathetic responses and lingering looks told me they heard what I said but still found it incredibly hot. And I don't blame them. I know my body is hot. That is why I dress so conservatively. My breasts are round and heavy, my waist small, my hips wide, and my ass... let's just say it is prominent in whatever I wear.

It was hot having all those eyes on me, but I was there to relax - not play around. So I jumped into the first tub and lowered myself as far down as possible.

"Mmmmm," I moaned as I felt the warmth envelop me.

"Damn - even your moans of enjoyment are sexy," a voice whispered in my ear. My eyes shot open, and as I turned, I looked straight at a wonderfully toned torso. Letting my eyes wander up - damn, those pecs were yummy - I saw I had jumped in right next to Josh. He sat on the tub's edge, with just his feet in the water.

"Wh... what?" I stammered.

"I like how you mewed when you felt the water," he smiled.

"Wh... why are you sitting there?"

I think I meant why he sat beside me, which was a stupid question. Luckily, he didn't think I was stupid and thought I meant why he sat on the edge.

"I have been here for some time. The water is hot. I needed to cool down a bit," he said. Then he added: "Fat chance of that with you bouncing around in your skimpy bra and panties..."

His eyes sparkled, mischievous... and horny? I glanced at his crotch but couldn't see any evidence of the latter. Josh snickered, and then he lowered himself down into the water. As he did, he leaned in and whispered: "You do want to see it, don't you?"

"I know you'd show it to me if I wanted to. The fact that you haven't yet should indicate I don't want to - right?" I tried to bluff. But it didn't work. He laughed and shook his head.

"Nope - you'll ask me soon enough!"

I ignored him and focused on what the others were talking about, and pretty soon, I was a part of a lively and drunken chat. More beer or wine was constantly added to our floating "raft" of drinks, and I felt no pain at all.

Time, heat, and alcohol took their toll on people's stamina, and slowly, the lively chatter died down, and people started to talk more hushedly. The big group chat became quiet conversations between two and two people. Right in front of me, on the other side of the tub, Mary sat staring hungrily into Christopher's eyes as he clumsily tried to seduce her. The fact that he didn't see he already had her if he wanted to was funny, and I giggled to myself.

"Chris must be wasted. She is so horny for him he could have taken her to bed an hour ago. And he still has no clue," Josh whispered into my ear. His breath made me shiver. It had been hard to not let his hard body next to me affect me, but with his voice talking about sex, I felt my pussy melt.

"He is," I answered in a very low voice. "If he ever catches on, I am not sure he will be able to get it up."

"I never understood that. I have never had a problem with getting it up," Josh whispered, his mouth still so close to my ear that it felt like he was about to kiss it. My clit throbbed with anticipation. I felt sorry for tricking it like that - I had no intention of cheating on my husband, after all. But the thought of it... Fuck it would be hot to ride Josh's massive member here in this tub. I shook my head. I couldn't let the conversation turn to him.

"Do you think they'll do it? I don't think I have seen a woman more ready than Mary." Josh leaned forward in the tub.

"Chris?" he said, making me jump. What was his plan? Our colleague didn't react, though.

I leaned forward as well, able to whisper to Josh, "What are you doing?"

He turned towards me with a devilish grin.

"Just helping them."

Damn, but he was handsome.

"Come on! Let them be," I urged. But he didn't.

"Chris! Come here. Let me tell you something."

Chris gave him a dirty look, clearly annoyed that Josh didn't see that he tried to get in Mary's pants. But he did lean forward, hissing irritated, "What?"

"You need to sober up a bit, man," Josh said. "Mary has been trying to get you to bed for an hour."

Chris' eyes shoot up. He stared at Josh. Then at me. Then he glanced over his shoulder at Mary, who leaned backwards, shooting his chest out and sending him the clearest fuck-me-look I have ever seen.

"Damn," Chris muttered. Then he grinned at Josh. "Thanks, man! I have no idea how I didn't catch on!"

"You are drunk," Josh grinned and leaned back as Chris did the same. I smiled at Mary, winked and mouthed, "Have fun!"

However, she didn't have time to respond because Chris went straight for it, leaning over her and mashing his mouth against hers. With a whimper, she threw her hands around his neck and gave back as good as she got. I leaned back, finding Josh's arm resting on the tub's edge, elegantly guiding me to lean against his body, resting my head on his shoulder.

"It's beautiful when you can help people find love," he whispered into my hair.

"That is not love," I said, nodding towards my two coworkers, eagerly groping each other. "That is pure lust." "Even better! They don't have to deal with all the relationship stuff afterwards."

I looked up at him.

"Is that why you are single? You don't want the relationship stuff?"

Josh chuckled.

"Nah. I am single because I can't keep my junk in my pants."

"I knew it!" I exclaimed. "You are a womaniser!"

"Hardly," Josh snorted. Then he continued, more softly: "I know I can't stay monogamous, so I make sure I never involve myself with someone who is not aware of that. I don't want to hurt a woman looking for love."

That hit me in the guts. I had felt that way for so many years. What Josh described was what I had expected my life to be before I met Kevin. Lonely, but with ever-changing lovers. Amazing sex - but no one to actually love me. And now I sat here. Married to a wonderful man, a great friend, a fantastic lover. But still... that feeling of teasing. That feeling of naughtiness. That feeling of illicit fucking. I had to admit I missed it. But I didn't want to hurt Kevin.

I felt a softness in my heart for Josh at that moment. He was a great coworker, a fun, handsome, and sexy man. He deserved happiness. The fact that he didn't trick girls into fucking him made him even sweeter in my eyes. I turned my head and looked up at him. And as I did, it just felt natural to let my right hand rest on his leg. Fuck, but his muscles were hard! "That is rather sweet, Josh. You are a good man...," I said but trailed off. Josh was not looking at my eyes but at my boobs - and his eyes were filled with hunger. A hunger that made my heart beat faster.

"I know how you feel," I mumbled, looking at him licking his lips absentmindedly.

Josh lazily lifted his eyes — but not to look at mine. He stopped at my lips, a greedy smile on his face. Then he looked at me - surprised as if he had just heard what I said.

"You know?"

I nodded.

"I used to feel the same..."

He arched an eyebrow.

"I doubt that. I doubt you know what I feel. If you did, you wouldn't be satisfied with just one man," he said, the hand resting on the tub's rim dropping down on my shoulder and pulling me closer.

I stared at that mouth. Wondering what it would feel like to kiss him. To feel his strong arms around me. Be engulfed in his passion. I almost leaned in.

Then, a loud moan broke the tension. Josh and I looked at Chris and Mary and shook our heads simultaneously. Our two coworkers had clearly forgotten they were not alone. Chris had one hand firmly grasping one of Mary's melons while her hand was furiously doing some work underwater in Chris' lap.

"Hey, you two! Get a room," Josh laughingly barked, and the two lovers broke apart as if whipped. They looked confused and shocked.

"Mary, you are the less drunk. Take him with you and get him to bed," I said with a smile, adding with a wink: "I will never mention it to a soul if you choose to join him in that bed."

Josh and I saw the two struggle to get their swimsuits partly decent, then climb out of the tub and stumble towards Chris' cabin.

Josh puckered his lips and said to no one in particular: "I wonder what Jacob will say when he sees his colleagues fucking like drunk teenagers on the bed next to his..."

He turned towards me: "Jacob and Chris did share a cabin, didn't they?" I nodded with a smile. "Yep. It would be fun to be a fly on the wall..."

The disturbance made me realise I had been precariously close to kissing Josh. Now that we were the only people in this tub, I decided to play it safe. I pushed myself from the seat I had sat on and floated over to the other side. Once there, I lifted myself up, resting my elbows on the tub's rim and looking out over the fjord. A quick glance at the other tub revealed three girls from accounting were finalising polishing off a bottle of wine.

The view, the alcohol, the heat from the water - and the residue of excitement from sitting so close to Josh- made me feel content and happy. What an extraordinary evening!

"I could enjoy this view forever," I whispered.

"So could I," Josh answered - but his voice told me he was not looking at nature. I glanced over my shoulder and saw him leaning back against the tub's wall, his arms resting on the rim. His pecs looked amazing like that - the water glistening on his skin. I smiled and returned to look out over the water.

"You are terrible, you know that?"

"Maybe. But I am honest. Your body looks so perfect like that. Your ass just slightly over the water, your waist dipping under, and your back and shoulders arching beautifully... add quite a bit of sideboob, and any teenager would cream his pants."

I laughed, turned around and splashed him.

"That is not a way to talk to your coworker," I admonished him laughingly.

"Maybe - but it is a way to talk to the most sexy woman I know."

He looked at me with those dangerous eyes again. Damn, but he was hot, lounging like that, fucking me with his eyes the way he was.

"Josh... I love that you like what you see. But remember: I am a married woman - and your coworker," I said seriously. "I can't help noticing you have never said you don't want to have sex with me," he said in a low voice. The three girls in the tub beside us had fallen into a drunken silence. We both glanced over at them. I was afraid they would fall asleep.

"Girls? Are you OK?" I asked.

One looked at me, clearly too drunk, and nodded happily.

Josh stood up, his crotch hidden from the girl by the tub. "Time to go to bed, I guess," he said, indicating he was also.

The girls managed to shake off the worst haze, climbed out of the tub, and stumbled towards their cabins. They never saw what I sat and stared at - what had made me completely speechless: Josh's bathing trunks were not big enough to hide his massive hard-on, and the head of his cock was peeking out of the top. It was huge, angry purple, and absolutely delicious. When he sat down again, I hurriedly turned to look over the fjord again. I didn't care if he would stare at my ass. I did not trust myself at that moment.

"Sorry you had to see it like that," Josh said with a laugh.

"Mmm..." I replied.

"So... what do you say? Want to see more of it?"

My pussy was begging me to say yes. My nipples were like pebbles.

"I am married..." I mumbled.

I turned around and sat down, facing him. The water hid my body completely. I was desperate that he did not see what he did to me.

"I know you are married," he said. His right arm moved slowly under the water. Was he jerking off?

"But you also claim you know what I feel. You claim you used to be a slut. In my head, it is not possible to ever stop. I am pretty sure your pussy is soaking wet, your tits aching, and your heart racing."

I squirmed. He was right, of course. I was extremely horny. But I was married - not a slut!

"Come on," he said, looking at me with hungry eyes. "Please, have fun," he pleaded.

And my heart almost stopped. Those were the exact words Kevin had used just before leaving me by the bus. Something clicked in my head. I stood up so quickly that I startled Josh.

"What..." he started.

"I need to go," I said quickly, climbed out of the tub and ran to my cabin.
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As soon as I reached my cabin, I threw open the door and ran over to my bed. It was still covered in all my belongings. I started to rummage through it and finally found my phone. With shaking fingers, I found Kevin's speed dial.

Then I paused - a second of uncertainty. Then I clicked "call" and lifted the phone to my ear. It rang once, twice, three times, and then I heard it connect.

"Honey?" I whispered into my phone.

On the other end, I heard my husband clear his throat. His sleepy brain didn't quite register.

"Yeah, hi, sweetie.

Is there something wrong? Is there a problem at the teambuilding?"

"No, not at all!"

"Uhm... what time is it?"

"I don't know... listen..."

I heard rustling. He was probably checking the time.

"It's a quarter past one. Why do you call at this time? Did you lock yourself out of the room?"

"No! No... Everything is fine. The guys and I have been partying a bit... I just have one quick question, and then I'll let you go back to sleep. OK?"

"OK?"

"Are you one hundred per cent sure you want to live out your fantasy?"

Silence. I didn't hear anything.

"Hello?"

"Yeah, I am here..."

I didn't know what to say. I just waited. It was like waiting for a coin that had been flipped to land - in slow motion. "Sorry, hon. I think I am still sleeping. What did you say?"

"Are you one hundred per cent sure you want to live out your fantasy?"

Kevin chuckled.

"That's what I thought I heard. Hell, yes, girl! I have been pestering you about this for months. How hard is it to understand I really want this?"

I didn't answer. Then Kevin finally caught on.

"Wait! You wouldn't call me this late unless you had a chance to do it now! Who is it?" His voice was all of a sudden hoarse. "Just answer me!"

"The answer is the same, no matter who it is."

"And you don't have to see it? I can just tell you afterwards?"

"I would prefer to see it. But if this is what it takes to bring your inner slut out again, I will settle for hearing about it." "Love you," I whispered and hung up. I know it was abrupt. I should have talked more, told him who it was, and given him all the info he needed. But I was so afraid that it would make me think clearly again. And I didn't want that. I wanted a hard, massive cock in my pussy. I wanted to feel the ranging fire of slutty lust in my veins again.

I threw my phone on the bed again and turned to return to Josh. Then I stopped in my tracks. My eyes had caught a white piece of clothing on the bed. Kevin's see-through bikini! I ripped off my wet underwear and grabbed the tiny pieces of cloth.

I felt like a new person when I strutted towards the tubs in my tiny white bikini. I knew I looked good. I knew Josh would never be able to resist me in this. Hell, he would have fucked me whatever I wore, but I wanted his eyes to bulge and his jaw to hit the ground.

But as I got closer to the tub, my heart sank. The area was empty. Not a single person was there. "He must have thought I was leaving," I thought as I walked towards the shore. Leaning against the tub and looking out over the fjords, I thought this was the universe telling me I had been right all along.

"Why the costume change?" a voice asked from behind me. It startled me so much that I jumped away from the tub. And there he sat. Josh. He was submerged in the water, almost reaching his mouth. That's why I didn't see him. His head had been below the tub's rim.

"Fuck, you scared me!"

"Sorry. I thought you went to bed," he said. Then he sat up in the tub, revealing his muscular chest. I walked up to the tub, put my elbows on the rim and leaned forward, knowing full well it would put my massive tits even more on display. "But clearly you didn't," he grinned, clearly enjoying the view.

"Clearly, I didn't," I answered, joining him in the tub. I sank into the water, knowing full well what would happen when I came up again.

"So... why did you leave? To change?"

"I needed to talk to my husband."

Josh looked at his watch.

"At this time?"

"Yeah. You said something that reminded me that I had to talk to him."

Josh looked confused.

"I did? What did I say?"

"You asked me to have fun," I said.

He nodded. "That I did, but I am not sure I like that it made you want to run to talk to your husb..."

As he talked, I slowly sat up, making sure my back was straight so that my tits came almost entirely out of the water. Josh stopped halfway through the word. His eyes bulged, and his jaw dropped. Jackpot! I could feel the adrenalin pulse through me. The rush of being naughty.

"Fuck, Jules..." he moaned.

"What?" I asked innocently.

He managed to tear his gaze away from my fat jugs and look at me.

"You are aware that your bikini is see-through, right? I love to see what I see, but if you didn't know, I want you to be able to..."

"I know," I broke him off.

"So..." He asked questioningly.

"So Kevin bought me this and asked me to wear it here. He thought I would look good in it."

Josh nodded.

"Fuck, he was right. I don't understand why he would do it, but fuck, he was right."

"I didn't understand either. That's why I wore the bra instead. But you reminded me why I should do as he said. And, Josh? It's not nice to jerk your fat cock underwater while staring at your coworker," I said as I saw his hand had started to move in his lap. He grinned.

"Maybe not nice. But something tells me you won't get angry. What did Kevin say that you should do?"

"Have fun," I said. Then I rose and leaned over Josh, my hands resting on the rim on each side of his head. Josh's eyes were glued to my clearly visible and very erect nipples. He swallowed hard. "And by that, he meant...?"

I leaned in and whispered in his ear: "What do you think?"

Josh's hands touched my knees, then glided up my thighs.

"But, what about you being married?"

"It seems I am the only one of the three of us that thought that meant I am not supposed to fuck other men," I said as a shiver ran through me. "And honestly, it was just the part of me that tried to be like everybody else that thought that. The true me wants to fuck a lot more men..."

Josh's hands continued up the back of my thighs, cupping my ass - then grabbing it hard.

"Huh, who would have thought Kevin wanted a hotwife," he grinned.

"Mhm," I agreed, kissing his neck.

Josh pulled me towards him with his strong hands, clearly willing me to straddle him. And I did nothing to stop him. Happily, I sat on his lap, my knees on the bench, my crotch pressed against his massive member. We both moaned something that made us laugh.

"Damn, Jules! Is this for real?" Josh mumbled as he started to kiss and lick my neck. I grabbed his hair and held him close, grinding against the pulsing cock pressed against my pussy lips.

"So fucking for real, Josh. I need your cock. I need to finally feel a new, throbbing cock in my pussy again!" I whispered in his hair, leading his mouth towards my breasts.

And Josh wasn't hard to get there. He let my ass go and grabbed both my orbs hungrily, diving into my cleavage, kissing, sucking, licking and biting. I giggled.

"You have wanted these for a long time, huh?"

"From... the first... time I... saw you," he growled between attacks on my titflesh. It felt wonderful. Not only the actual onslaught on my rack but rather the feeling of finally having a new man desiring me, hunger for me, taking me.

Josh grabbed the tiny triangles of my bikini top and pulled them down, revealing my stiff nipples to his hands and mouth.

"Fuck, yeah," was all he mumbled before he dove back in, trying to cover as much as possible of my rack with his mouth. Then he settled on my right nipple, biting, licking and flicking it with his tongue.

"Mmmm... you have no idea how I have missed this," I moaned, pulling his head against my tit.

"And you have no idea how I have wanted to do this."

"Mmmm, yeah... Have you been looking at me during staff meetings, wanting to lick my jugs? Or come up behind me while I work and just grope me?"

Josh moaned, and I could feel his cock twitch against my bikini-clad pussy.

"Yeah, you like that thought, you horny bastard?" I grinned.

Josh came up from his tit dive but kept mauling them with his hands.

"Fuck! You have no idea how often I have sat during meetings, looking at the poor buttons in your shirt, just waiting for them to give in and reveal these to everyone there. I have been jerking off in the office bathroom so many times after meetings with you."

The idea made my clit tingle. Josh had wanted me for so long. And now he would get me. I reached for his cock. "Are you going to give this to me?"

A serious look fell upon his face. Josh looked at me as if trying to decipher a complex problem.

"Are you sure, Jules? Do you really want me to fuck you, even if you are married?"

Despite his earnest attempt at making sure I didn't do anything I didn't want to, his words made my pussy to spasm. Fuck, but that sounded hot! I grabbed his cock through his trunks and looked at him with what must have been hooded eyes. "I want you to fuck me because I am married. I want to finally feel a new cock again. I want to feel that incredible feeling of being a slut. A whore for your fat, hard cock," I moaned as I started to desperately pull down his trunks. Josh lifted his ass and helped me with an intense grin.

"Fuck yeah! I knew there was a wild bitch behind that perfect appearance," he almost gloated.

As we pulled down his swimsuit, his hard cock hit my clit through my own bikini bottoms. I grabbed his cock again with one hand, pulled my bikini bottoms aside, and slowly lowered myself down on his cock. I grabbed his shoulders to stabilise myself., and as I felt the head touch my lips, I shuddered and moaned.

"Oh... fuck!"

Josh grabbed my hips, and I felt his eyes on my face. But the feeling of his cock spreading my pussy lips and pushing at the entrance made my brain disable any other senses, focusing one hundred per cent on the feeling as Josh's cockhead pushed inside my eager cunt.

"Yesss," I hissed as the fat cockhead continued to invade my spasming vagina. Damn, but he felt so much bigger than Kevin. I shuddered again.

"Fuck, you are tight! It feels as if you haven't had a cock in you for ages!" Josh groaned as I continued to sink down on his pole. It felt as if I would come just from having him entering me. My vagina walls were gripping him in waves. Then, all of a sudden, I sat on his thighs, my pelvis bone pressed against his. His balls against my ass.

"Wow," Josh exclaimed. "I have never had a woman take me in one go! And still being so tight! Damn, you are a natural fuck, Jules!"

I tightened my grip on his shoulder and sat completely still to avoid collapsing into an orgasm. When Josh leaned in to suck my right nipple, I squeezed my elbows closer together, mumbling: "No! No... not yet... let me just..."

I could feel Josh was tempted to latch on anyway, but he was wise enough to wait. Slowly, I managed to regain control.

"I don't want to come too soon in case it's one of those 'don't touch me afterwards' orgasms. I want some proper fucking. OK? Can you do that?"

Josh grinned.

"Yes, ma'am," he snickered.

I started to rise up slowly, feeling my pussy scream in agony at the void Josh's massive tool left behind. His hands gripped my ass firmly, and just as only his cockhead was left inside, he pulled me back down. The water hindered quick motions, but it didn't stop us from starting to fuck wildly. I lifted, he pulled down - and every time he bottomed out, I ground my clit against the base of his glorious meat.

"Ugh... damn... fuck your... cock... feels like... "I wanted to throw obscenities at him, but I couldn't make my brain form coherent sentences.

"Mhm. You like that fat cock in your pussy, don't you?" Josh growled as he pulled me down on his cock again, meeting my body with upward thrusts.

"Ah! I love it! Fuck, but I love your cock!" I groaned and let go of his shoulders, leaned back and reached for his knees. In that position, I knew he would push against my G-spot every time he filled me up again. I started riding him again, letting him glide in and out, rubbing me closer and closer to an orgasm.

Josh leaned back, rested his hands on the tub's edge, enjoying the view of my tits bouncing heavily.

"Damn! Your udders look perfect like this," he moaned.

Udders? Did he really call my tits "udders"? Usually, I would have smacked him. But the situation made his vulgar language turn me on even more. I just moaned and thrust my chest out, making them bounce even wilder.

But soon, I realised that orgasm would never come like that. Fucking in freshwater has always ruined my natural lubrication, and I started to feel it. I leaned in, grabbed his head in both my hands and kissed Josh passionately. "Fuck me from behind?" I asked him breathlessly and started to stand up.

But before I got far, Josh picked me up, turned me around and put my knees on the ledge he had been sitting on. He pushed me forward, forcing my jugs to hang outside the tub. Then my eager coworker stepped up and plugged his cock into my pussy in one long push. It felt as if he pushed out all the air from my lungs in the process. Fuck, but he felt even bigger in this position.

Josh grabbed the rim of the tub and started fucking me with long and forceful thrusts, using the rim to give him leverage as he pummeled me. I steadied myself, pushing back to avoid rubbing against the rim - making his thrusts feel even harder. The sound of him smacking against my fat ass was loud - really loud.

"Fuck... ahh... the way... you punish... my pussy may... wake up... the others..." I moaned - loving every second of the fucking. "I would love for them to see this," Josh said through gritted teeth. "I know there are more than a handful of the guys in the

company who would love to be where I am now." "Wha...at?" I managed to squeak.

"Yeah... they would love to see your fat tits hanging there, swinging wildly. Maybe they even do?"

I lifted my torso up, leaning back towards my rough lover. Josh grabbed my hair and pulled me back, lifting my tits up and making them even more visible to anyone looking out from one of the cabins. The thought of my coworkers watching me nude like this, getting fucked from behind, should scare me. But it didn't. I loved the idea.

"Arrgh... that is... hot," I mumbled.

"Yeah? Do you like that? You like the thought of the others seeing you being a slut for my cock?"

I moaned and nodded.

"Yeah... we finally got the slut out from her hiding, did we?" he continued.

I didn't say anything, just whined as he grabbed my tit and squeezed it.

Josh started to fuck me faster. I could tell he was getting close. I reached back with one hand and began to rub my clit.

"Damn, Jules. You want to cum?"

I moaned.

"Yesss... Make me cum on your fat cock. Ugh.... Make me squeeze it and milk it and feel your cum splash the bottom of my pussy," I begged.

Josh speeded up. His balls smacked my clit, making me yelp and moan loader - making the whole "the others might see" situation even more probable.

Josh pulled me all the way back and snarled in my ear, "Jules, I am going to fill you up. Not just today but every chance I have - even in the office. You are going to walk around with my cum in your pussy at the office as often as I can make it happen. You are my slut now."

I guess we both knew that would not happen, but the words and the intensity of the fuck - the naughtiness of "cheating" did it for me. My fingers played my clit expertly, and with Josh's massive cock splitting me in half, I felt my orgasm building  up. My moans fell down in pitch, turning into growls. Then Josh slammed his cock deep into me and held it there, grabbing my hips.

"Fuuuu..." he moaned, and then I felt the first spurt splash my insides. I couldn't control myself, and I let out a howl as my orgasm exploded. My body shook, and my knuckles turned white as I grabbed the tub's rim. Time and time again, Josh's cum splashed against my insides, turning the intensity of my orgasm up one extra notch. Years of being a faithful wife despite my nature ripped in pieces as my true self emerged: the hotwife that craved new cock for breakfast, lunch and dinner. The slut that would take anyone as long as they were willing to have sex with me.

I can't detail what happened as we came. I think I passed out for a while there. The next thing I remember was sitting on Josh's lap in the tub, him cradling me lovingly while I shook from the aftershocks of orgasm.

"Shh... It's all right. You are all right... right?"

Poor Josh seemed entirely at a loss at what to do with a woman who had just had a solid earth-shattering orgasm. He kissed my cheek, and a new shudder ripped through me. "Don't... not yet. Just hold me," I whispered.

The self-assured, big-cocked, horny Josh was gone. My sweet, caring coworker Josh was back. He shut up. He sat still. He held me.
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Fifteen minutes later I was myself - almost. Josh still held me carefully. I turned my face against his and kissed him tenderly on the lips.

"Thanks for being a considerate lover," I whispered.

"Damn, Jules! You scared me there! The way you shook and then just went limp... I thought I killed you!"

I giggled.

"I guess you haven't experienced a woman having proper vaginal orgasms before?"

Josh looked at me with so much care and love that I almost felt tears in my eyes.

"I guess I haven't. Is that normal?"

"Not normal... but it can happen. With me, it happens mostly when I am riding the guy and his cock rubs my g-spot for a while," I said. "But today - I guess finally giving in to my lust was hotter than I thought it would be."

Josh grinned. "You sure gave in!"

I slapped his arm in mock anger.

"Not a way to talk to a woman after you fucked the living hell out of her, mister!"

He grinned. I looked at the sky. The long summer made it hard to say what time it was.

"Should we go to bed?" I asked.

"To sleep, or..." Josh replied and squeezed me closer.

"Mhm. I think that would be wise..."

He nodded and helped me stand up. My legs were shaky, but I tried to hide it. Now that my reason had returned, it felt embarrassing to have fucked my long-time coworker in a way that everyone in the company could have seen or heard. I didn't want to make it worse by walking on wobbly legs.

Walking up the path towards my cabin, Josh trotted up beside me and fell in step with me.

"Are we OK, Jules?"

I smiled at his insecurity. He had just shaken my world, and still, he was unsure if he was good enough.

"No," I said somberly. "You are far from OK. You are fucking amazing."

"Phew! That is not an OK way to answer that question," he complained, forcing me to smile at him.

"Sorry," I grinned. "But you can't ask a woman that after you have rearranged her intestines the way you did."

He nudged me and grinned.

"You liked it?"

"I fucking loved it."

He beamed. Men! They never stop being boys!"

"I could join you in your cabin and...?"

I chuckled. It was tempting, but we needed to sleep. I said as much.

"We need to sleep, Josh... A new day tomorrow..."

"I guess you are right..."

We arrived at the door to my cabin right then, and I suddenly wanted not to be alone.

"But..." I said, making Josh peak up like a golden retriever hearing the word "ball".

"...it would be nice if you would just sleep next to me. You know, hold me?"

Josh beamed and took my key when I held it up. Unlocking my door, he turned to me and said, "I would love that!"

He laughed when he saw my bed, filled with all my stuff. He laughed harder when he heard why it was so chaotic. "And after all that, you actually wore that bikini," he laughed. I joined in, grabbing all my belongings and stuffing them back into the bag.

I grabbed my toothbrush.

"Oh... I need mine," Josh exclaimed and bolted out the door. It felt weird. It was as if we were a couple... The natural way we just moved around each other. He returned as I finished brushing my teeth, triumphantly holding up his toothbrush.

"No beer breath when you're sleeping with me," he stated.

When we lay down, he was big spoon, holding me lovingly and nuzzling my neck. His hot, hard body felt amazing against mine - both of us completely nude underneath the duvet. I pressed my body against his and whispered, "Sleep tight, big guy". Josh squeezed me tight and mumbled, "Thank you, Jules. For everything tonight."

I looked at the phone lying on top of my stuff just before I closed my eyes. There was a notification. A message from Kevin. My husband. The man I had just cuckolded.

"I'll deal with that tomorrow," I thought, falling asleep.

A few hours later, I woke up and found that Josh's hand had snuck up to grab my breast. His cock was rock hard again - pressed against my ass. I loved that feeling! Smilingly, I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep again.

The next time I woke up, I was on my back, and my bed partner was not asleep anymore. Instead, he was perched up on one elbow, leaning over me and gently licking and kissing my breast and nipple. I moaned, revealing I was awake.

"I am sorry. I just couldn't let this perfect breast be. I hope you don't mind me enjoying them," Josh said before he went back to caressing and playing with my boob.

I grabbed his head and held him in place, pressing my chest up towards him.

"Not at all. This is a perfect way to wake up," I moaned, feeling my pussy was already ready for what was bound to happer 

Josh's free hand cupped my other breasts, squeezing the tit flesh and manipulating the nipple.

"Mmm... you like those, don't you?"

Jush just nodded, his mouth busy with sucking and flicking my nipple with his tongue.

Blindly I fumbled between us with my hand, finally finding what I was searching for: Josh's incredibly hard and fat cock. Fuck, but that tool had made me cum in a way I hadn't felt for years. He groaned when he felt my hand touching his meat. He groaned again when I started stroking it.

"I can't believe you actually fucked me yesterday," I said, shuddering as he playfully chewed on my nipple.

"I can't believe I let a coworker fuck me while my husband is home alone," I continued - feeling the words making me hornier - stoking the hotwife flame inside me.

"I can't believe I let him spray all his seed deep inside my pussy, not even considering if it was a safe day or not." At that, Josh let go of my rack and looked questioningly at me.

"No worries, Josh. I am on the pill," I laughed.

He let out a sigh and bit my nipple again.

"Don't you dare scare me like that," he growled as he let his hand glide down from my boob, over my belly to my pussy. There he deftly avoided the clit for now, letting his fingers slide between my slick pussy lips, all the way down to my perineum, then spreading them and sliding them back up towards the clit with her fingers on the outside of my outer lips. He continued to just let them glide: sometimes between the lips, sometimes almost entering me, sometimes playing with one, then the other of the lips. I felt my hips gyrating, eagerly hunting his fingers, trying to trap them inside me or on my clit. In the end, I grabbed his cock hard and moaned: "Fuck, Josh! Go on! Give me some more!"

He chuckled and dipped his index finger in between the pussy lips, halfway entering my pussy. Then he stopped, removed his hand from my pussy and sat up. In frustration, I swore and shot daggers at him with my eyes. But my glare softened immediately when I saw him climb down between my legs and start to eat me out. His technique wasn't extraordinary - but his eagerness made up for it - and when he finally settled in on sucking and flicking my clit with his tongue, he rapidly chased me towards my orgasm.

"Oh yes... keep doing that. Keep flicking your... ah fuck! oh..." I blabbered on. It egged him on as well, and in an attempt to tip me over, he inserted one finger into my pussy. That immediately brought me further away from the edge. When I am close, you should just continue what you are doing. But I knew he did it for me - and I knew he would go on until he brought me there, so I didn't complain. And when he twisted his hand and curled his finger to rub my g-spot, I grabbed his hair and held him in place. This could be good!

His other hand reached up to knead and squeeze my breast, and with the intense stimulation of both clit, vagina and nipple, my orgasm was sprinting towards my goal.

"Now, now, now, no.... don't stop! Keep going! Just the way you are... Fuck, fuck, fuuuu" I wailed and let loose. My body went rigid; I lifted my ass to ground my pelvis into Josh's mouth, my mouth open in a scream - a scream that Josh muted but clamping his hand over my mouth.

Then I felt a fierce desire to have his cock in my pussy, so I reached down, clawed and pulled on his shoulders, arms and hair, spreading my knees obscenely and moaned: "Come, come up here. Fuck me. Put your cock in me. I want your fat cock. Take me..."

Josh didn't hesitate. He climbed on top of me, positioned his cock at the entrance and pushed his meat in to the hilt. That triggered orgasm number two for me. I dug my nails into his back, wrapped my legs around him and started to shake violently.

"Ahhh... yes... hold still! Oh, fuck me! Oh fuck!"

Josh knew what he was doing. He stayed still until I started to relax, and then he began to fuck me slowly - long strokes. Making my pussy lips stretch and grip his cock as if to stop him from pulling out. When I grabbed his face and kissed him passionately, he sped up, starting to bang my pussy hard.

"Hell, Jules! You have the best pussy I have ever felt!"

"Mhm... and your cock is just perfect!"

"Better than your husband's?"

"Mhm... right now, it's the best I have ever had!"

He looked down at my huge tits rolling around atop my chest as he fucked me.

"I love your body. I love how slutty you can be. I can't wait to keep this up at the office!"

I met his thrust eagerly, grabbed his ass and pulled him towards me.

"Who said this is more than a one-time thing," I teasingly whispered in his ear, licking his earlobe for punctuation. Josh groaned and increased the power of his thrusts.

"It's not a one-time thing. ASs far as I can recall, I filled your pussy with my cum yesterday as well."

"Oh... yes, you did... Maybe it's a two-time thing..."

Josh smiled wickedly.

"And it will happen again. You know you will. You will be coming back for more," he said confidently.

"Maybe... but right now, I would like to get on top," I said, stroking his strong arms.

Without delay, Josh grabbed me and rolled us over. I laughed as I settled on top of him, his giant rod still buried deep inside me.

"Good job," I smiled. Then I rested my hands on his muscular chest and started to grind on his cock.

With a satisfied smirk, Josh laid back with his hands behind his head.

"Damn, I can get used to the hottest woman in the company riding my cock," he said.

I smiled, closed my eyes and concentrated on the feeling. But immediately, I saw Kevin in my head. It was as if he was there - sitting in the corner, watching. What would he have done if he had actually been there? Stop it? Sit back and watch? He would probably jerk his cock. The thought made me moan, and I opened my eyes and looked into Josh's beautiful face. "Fuck... I can get used to fucking my coworker as well, as long as he is willing to accept that I am a married woman - and that I love my husband."

"Will that limit my access to this body?" he said, cupped my tits, squeezed them and then rested his hands on my hips.

"Yes, it will. But it will be indefinitely more than if you can't accept that I am Kevin's woman."

"Then I'll take it. You're his woman, but my slut," Josh smiled, cupped my ass checks and lifted me up enough for him to be able to start fucking me. With rapid strokes, he began pummeling my pussy again - so hard strokes that I leaned down, squished my melons against his muscular chest and rested my face in the nook of his neck. I inhaled his smell as he started to fuck me hard. The slapping sound each time his thighs hit my ass was rhythmic and intense. As was the feeling of his massive meat rearranging my insides.

"Oh... yeah... ple...please... fu... fuck... me... ple...ease... make... me... you... your... slu...ut...uh," I whimpered in his ear, receiving a grunt in reply.

The feeling of my whole body getting rubbed against Josh's muscular frame while his cock rubbed all the right places inside me made me shudder. I could feel my orgasm approaching fast.

"Please... fill... my pussy... with... your... cum... again...," I moaned - each word punctuated by Josh's thrusts. Josh fucked me even faster.

"I'll make sure you have cum leaking into your panties when you get home to your husband - make him know he is a cuckold," he snarled.

That was it for me. I felt the orgasm explode deep inside me, my pussy gripped Josh's tool in a vice and I started to shake without control.

"Yes!" I screamed as I lost control, and I repeated it when I felt the beautiful cock inside me expand and release the first spurt of cum deep inside me.

"Fuck, yes! Fill me up!"

Josh pushed his cock as far inside of me as possible, keeping it there, lifting me up, gripping my ass so hard it hurt. "Argh! Take my seed, slut! Take my cum!" he shouted.

Then he relaxed, his cock spasming, sending the last shots into my already filled-to-the-brim pussy.

An hour later, I stood towelling myself after a much-needed shower. Looking in the mirror, I saw my right tit had a bruise - as did my ass cheeks. The proof of someone other than Kevin having touched me was exhilarating. I couldn't wait to come home and show him.

Walking into the bedroom, I saw my phone light up with a notification. Kevin had called me three times during my fuck with Josh, but with my phone on silence, I hadn't noticed. Now, he had sent a message:

"Hi, sweetie. A bit worried when you don't answer. Is everything OK? Did you have fun yesterday? You know... real fun?"

I smiled, glowing in the memories of Josh filling me up several times in the last 12 hours. I texted Kevin back:

"Sorry, honey. I was busy. All is good. It was a really fun night. I'll let you see the proof when I get home."

Then I turned towards the bed where Josh sprawled, his delicious cock in his hand as he looked at me.

"Damn, Jules. You are the sexiest woman alive. Care for another round?"

I smiled wickedly at him, turned on the camera on my phone, started recording and put it on the table on the other side of the room. Making sure it captured the whole bed, I said loudly:

"This time, I want us to give my husband a show, bull. I want to give him something to jerk off to while he waits up for me the next time we meet up."
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 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	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";
	}
}
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