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“Hey… you just missed… just
missed Ryan,” I panted, a bit startled as Clint entered through the
back door leading into the kitchen.

“I know…,” he hissed in a
clam, almost airless sigh as he walked into the dining room, gazing
deeply into my dark chocolate eyes as I gazed back.

“So…, what are you,” I
attempted to ask, feeling a small rush of fear mixed with arousal
running through me, only to hear him interrupt my
question.

“I know what you’re planning
and I am all for it,” Clint breathed deeply as he gazed at hungrily
at me from across the kitchen table, his fingers slowly gliding
down his chest, licking his lips with his tongue, I could feel the
hunger, the passion of lust emanating from his body and knew he was
there to take me.

Damn that is fucking
hot, I thought, never really thinking that
Clint would have the balls to finally move on his best friend’s
wife. Through the past several years, as the love for my husband
grew more distant, I began flirting with Clint whenever a moment
would allow, shaking my ass in front of him when no one was
around.

Allowing him to walk in on me in the
shower, or see parts of my naked body. Always teasing him and in so
doing, loving the feeling of desire I would see in his eyes, and
now he was here standing in front of me in such a way, a way that
made me suddenly grow slightly wet between my thighs.

“And… and what is it you
think you know?” I barked, cocking my head to one side as I stood a
bit defensively on the other end of the table, watching him as he
slowly moved towards me.

“I know,” he said again,
pausing only to rush around the table, his hand reaching out
towards me in a flash, gliding it slowly over the side of my ass
cheek. “I know you’re going to leave him… you’ve wanted to leave
him for so long but,” he paused once more, quickly roping his other
arm around me, pushing his hands against my back, forcing my finely
sculpted body against his. “You were afraid to be alone again,” he
added, the palm of his hand slowly sinking down my back before
cupping my firm, rounded ass cheeks. “You will never be
alone.”

“Clint… CLINT!” I yelped,
secretly enjoying the warmth of his body, the touch of his hands on
my ass.

“What are you…? How… how do
you know?” I gasped, feeling his hips pressing into mine, the
heated outline of his pulsating cock brushing over my moistening
pussy.

“The past few months, even
years, it’s been obvious, only a fool like your husband wouldn’t be
able to read you… to see your true thoughts written so clearly upon
your face, your body” He growled.

“That’s… that’s your best
friend you’re insulting,” I hissed, wiggling my ass in his hands,
acting as if I was trying to fight off his advances, yet at the
same time enjoying every second.

“Perhaps some time ago he
was, but not… not anymore.” Clint gasped, placing a small kiss on
my forehead; I could feel the tip of his tongue against my flesh.
“For how… how could I be friends with someone that treats his lover
with such ill respect?” he asked.

“Ill respect?” I
yelped.

“Yes,” Clint hissed, his
eyes meeting mine, our eyes locking on to each other’s as his warm,
soft breath passed over my face.

“If I had to choose him over
you, I would easily choose a chance, a moment of love and pleasure
with you than forever with him.” Clint hissed. “You’re very beautiful, Erica. Even
now as stand before me, you’re still as hot, as breathtaking as you
were when we were all teenagers.”

“Fuck,” I blushed, rolling
my eyes a little bit. I have never been any good at taking
compliments, especially not after hearing any for almost ten years.
Damn, I was amazed as to how those simple words could move me so,
could heat me up so fast. Stir up my insides so quickly.

“You’re absolutely fucking
hot,” Clint, hissed again, this time his voice darker, more
animalistic than before. “How could any man use you and then ignore
you?” he sighed, “how can Ryan call himself a man without
fulfilling his duties as a husband in pleasuring his
wife?”

“Now Erica,” Clint hissed
letting go of me, his hands slowly falling away from my ass, as he
slowly backed away. “I know that though you two have sex at least
three times a week it’s become more of a task than a pleasure for
you.” Clint sighed. “That you haven’t had a good fuck, a good man
inside you for so long.” He added.

“Clint… that none, none of
your business, how do you now” I hissed. Wondering how he knew, how
he could read me so well, how he knew that I had not felt like a
real, desired woman for the past several years.

“Ryan likes to brag about
his alleged conquests,” Clint fired back, “But I know better,” he
added.

“Now Erica, take off your
top. Will you do that for me?” Clint asked unexpectedly. “Let me, a
man that desires to pleasure you watch as you take off your top,”
he growled, his eyes roaming up and down my body, taking in the
full sight of my treats, making me feel ever erotic, ever desired
for the first time in so long.

“Let me see that hot, sexy,
female you’ve been afraid to show for so long,” Clint sighed. His
eyes locked onto mine as I lost the ability to speak, the ability
to think, only to find myself nodding to his request. His eyes
traveling down my breasts, as I slowly pulled my t-shirt up over my
head, revealing the black-laced, and see through bra
underneath.

“Mmmm,” Clint moaned, my
fingers trembling as I pulled the last of my shirt over my head,
dropping it on the floor alongside me. “How exquisite, so round and
firm, so supple and flourishing,” he hissed, licking his lips with
the tip of his tongue as he continued to gaze down at my breasts.
“They look as they long to be touched, fondled, licked and
devoured.”

Do it Clint
please, I wanted to cry out—there was
nothing I wanted more at that moment than his hands on me, ripping
off my bra and doing what I’d wanted him to do since the second he
told me how beautiful I was.

“Now the sweatpants,” Clint
said his voice firm and controlling.

My fingers fumbled with the elastic
ties as I worked my sweatpants down around my hips, letting them
glide slowly down my thighs, falling around my ankles.

“Get on your
knees.”

 

“What?” I asked, not really
sure what was going on.

“Get on your knees.” Clint
hissed again, this time more demanding, more masterful, so much so
that his voice echoed through me. I could feel my body breaking;
giving in, my knees buckling as I fell to the floor, standing on
them, and looking up into the eyes of the man that had some odd,
mystical control over my thoughts.

“Now tell me Erica, what do
you want?” he asked as he sat down in a dining room chair in front
of me.

My body now on fire, the juices
between my inner thighs soaking through my panties, “Please—” I
whimpered, leaning between his knees. “I want you—touch me,
please.”

“What was that Erica?” Clint
asked again. An odd satisfied expression flickered across his face
as he gazed down at me. “What was it you wanted, say it again.” He
demanded.

“Please—” I groaned, arching
my back so that my breast rested between his thighs. “I need you.”
I leaned forward and touched my lips to his neck, pressing my body
into his with as much force as I could.

“And what of Ryan,” he
smiled, rolling his fingers through my dark brown stands of hair.
“What of your loser husband,” he quipped.

“Fuck the pencil dick
bastard,” I hissed. “This body; my breasts, my ass and pussy are no
longer his,” I growled.

“Good girl,” Clint moaned,
his hands rushing my breasts, groping and rolling my nipple between
his fingers, sending shivers down my body, his other hand raking
over my stomach, sliding it underneath my panties to grip my ass
and pull me closer. I surrendered completely, my body filled with
relief as he drew me towards him, conquering me like my soon to be
ex never could.

Clint pulled my panties down in one
fluid motion with one hand, bunching them around my knees as his
other raked through my hair, before quickly, peeling me off his
neck. With both hands, he lifted me from my knees and pressed me
backwards onto the dining room table, pulling my panties off
entirely, spreading my thighs before him. I arched
backwards

“What do you want, Erica?”
Clint asked, dragging his mouth down my neck. His teeth scrape
against my collarbone as he moved his mouth to my breast, flicking
his tongue against my skin, melting my flesh with each
flick.

“I want you—” I cried,
barely able form words. “I want you inside me. Please, please—I
want to feel like a real woman, a desired woman again!” I yelped,
amazed by my own words, my own carnal thoughts.

It was then that Clint moved again,
then that he let one of his hands slide down my body, pressing his
palm between my thighs, spreading me even further apart.

“Is this what you want?” he
asked playfully, sliding a finger deep inside my wet opening, my
outer lips quivering to his soft, warm touch.

“Fu… fuckkkk,” I sighed
hard, clenching my eyes closed. “Yes—” I moaned, trying to slide my
body so that his finger would go deeper inside me.

“Is this what you wanted
when you were with Ryan, when he was getting himself off inside
you?” he asked vulgarly, and yet I could not refuse him, could not
refuse to answer his question.

“Yesss,” I moaned, knowing
that he was right. This was exactly what I wanted, exactly what I
really needed all those cold nights, those nights the springs on
out bed squeaked, and my husband, the man that was supposed to
cherish me, love me and pleasure me, came in me, only to turn away,
leaving me alone and only half finished.

“Is this what you’ve
needed?” Clint asked again, waking me from my thoughts as he rocked
his same finger in and out of me before sliding it fully back in,
as deep as he could, arching the tip of his finger against the
ceiling of my pussy, touching my sweet spot, a spot that had not
been touched by any man for several years.

“FUuuuccccckkkk!” I gasped,
pleasures I long since felt, awakening inside me once more.
“Please…. Please Clint.”

“This is what you wanted
from me all those months ago, when you were bending over this
table, tempting me with your tight little ass or secretly fingering
your hot tight pussy in front of me? Clint hissed, pressing another
finger inside me, forcing waves of pleasure through me once
more.

“You… you knew then?” I
asked. Remembering those times, teasing him when the hubby was not
looking, feeling for that brief moment the power, the gaze of a
lustful man, a man that wanted, a man that hungered from my
body.

“This is what you wanted,”
Clint growled. You wanted me to take you right there, to fuck you
right there in front of the hubby, you wanted me to show him how a
real man fucks his wife, how a real man pleases a woman to
completion” Clint sighed.

“Yes—it’s true… it’s all
true” I groaned.

“Do you want me to fuck you
now?” he growled, at the same time as he shoved two more fingers
inside me, cupping my clit with his palm. “Slam my thick cock
inside your tight pussy? He asked.

“YES—” I screamed, not
caring about anything but his fingers inside me, pumping in and
out, bringing me closer and closer to release, “Please,” I
whimpered, squirming my body against his hand.

“I want to hear you beg for
it,” he hissed, his fingers sliding in and out of my pussy, as I
grew slicker and more wet with each passing second.

“Please… Please Clint…
Please fuck me… please fuck me with your cock… let me feel your big
cock inside me,” I begged like a slut in heat. “Let me feel like a
woman again, let me ride your cock to oblivion.” I
hissed.

“Mmmm… Erica, open your
eyes,” he commanded, taking my wrists and pinning them above my
head as I snapped my eyes open, looking into his as his fingers
slid deep inside me, feeling my muscles clenching, coiling,
tightening around them.

“Fuck… fuck yes,” I panted,
as he worked my clit with his palm, thrusting deeper and deeper
until I could do was gasp for each breath, feeling pressure
building inside me. I wanted to touch him, wanted to pull him
closer to me, but he kept my hands pinned. I arched my body up into
his, feeling my breasts heave with each breath. I fought to keep my
eyes open as waves of pleasure started to roll over me.

The moment he felt me start to clench,
Clint slid a fifth finger inside me, pressing as deep as his hand
could go and holding me there, trembling against him. I moaned as
my entire body gave in, waves of pleasure bathed across my body.
For the first time in several years, I had an orgasm, an orgasm
that rocked my entire world, and sent me to the brink of
euphoria.

“That was—” I could hardly
catch my breath, my body limp and spent. “Wow.” I said, licking my
lips, so how about that cock of yours?” I asked wanting to feel him
inside my pussy, needing to feel his cock molding inside me,
replacing the indentions of my previous lover.

“Soon,” Clint hissed, slowly
pulling his cum laced fingers out of my body. “Very, very soon,” he
hissed licking my sweet nectar away from his fingers with the tip
of his tongue. “for now you need to get to the bathroom and clean
up… Hubby’s driving up the drive.” Clint sighed, forcing me to jump
off the table. “Unless you’re ready to tell him now.” he said,
pulling up his boxers and pants.

“No… still waiting on our
income tax check,” I sighed, kissing him roughly, tasting my own
fluids on his lips before forcing myself to push away, rushing into
the bathroom, leaving Clint to quickly finish getting dressed and
clean up the table top.

 


End Part 1

 


Damn that is fucking
hot, I thought, never really believing
Clint would have the balls to make a move on me, his best friend’s
wife. Through the past several years, as my husband grew more
distant, I began flirting with Clint whenever a moment would allow,
shaking my tight ass in front of him when no one else was
looking.

Allowing him to walk in on
me in the shower, or see parts of my naked body. Always teasing him
and in so doing, loving the feeling of desire I would see in his
eyes. Knowing that I was the cause of his sex crazed agony, and now
he was here standing in front of me in such a way, a way that made
me suddenly grow slightly wet between my thighs.
Damn I wanted him so much at the
moment!

 




cover.jpeg
EX.-_OITED PUBLISH.

tales that make






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

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";
	}
}



