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“So,” Brenda hissed as she
poured her beer into the chilled glass, “I wanted to thank the two
of you for taking me out shopping tonight?” She said, batting her
eyes as she smiled teasingly, the tips of her fingers lightly
scraping over my upper thigh, as Sophia watched, smiling slightly
as sat next to me at the end of the table. “It does me well just to
get that asshole out of my mind for a while,” she
whispered.

“Sorry,” Brenda sighed,
looking down into her glass, licking her lips with the tip of her
tongue. “I… I’m kind of broken I guess,” she admitted. “I do love
to flirt with guys that spark my interest and curiosity, sadly most
of them seem to flake out on me after things get heated,” She
added, raising one of her eyebrows upward.

“Broken… Broken in what
way?” I asked.

“Too many bad boys in my
past pretending to be men… broken promises and lies, cheaters just
looking to fuck my pussy, or dick fuck my extremely large breasts”
she breathed deeply.

“Damn,” I hissed, licking my
lips.

“What?” Brenda
asked.

“Just amazed at your
openness when describing certain parts of your body, haven’t met
many women that do that.” I said.

“He’s not use to other women
talking openly about their parts, even though I tell him just how
he should be fucking my pussy all the time,” Sophia
added.

“Oh you mean like calling my
Va-ja-ja a pussy?” Brenda inquired.

“Exactly,” I smiled, “Or
even saying anything about it to begin with.” I added.

“Sorry it sounds a lot
hotter to me than calling it a vagina and a lot less dirty than
calling it a cum whole.” Brenda hissed, “When I’m with a guy I have
no problem calling his junk what it is, like calling it a penis, a
cock, a dick, a shank, in public.” She smiled.

“I kind of find it a turn on
hearing a woman talk the way you do.” I smiled. “Maybe sometime in
the not too distant future, you’ll also call it yours.”

“Maybe, Mr. Pervert” she
whimpered, raking her fingers through her hair, casting it off to
one side, showing off her ripe, tanned neck.

“Damn, bastard,” Sophia
interrupted, “Hitting on my best friend in front of me, Have you no
shame?” she asked.

“Sorry baby,” I said not at
all wanting to lose those hot jugs of hers to what I thought was a
farfetched fantasy.

“Nothing to be sorry about
James, not like Brenda and I weren’t already thinking about sharing
you later on.” Sophia smiled darkly.

“Wait what was that?” I
asked, not sure, I heard my girlfriend correctly.

“I said nothing to be sorry
about baby,” she replied.

“Alright then… anyway,
getting back to you Brenda, I don’t really thing your broken, I
don’t think you’re even close, just think you haven’t met the right
guy,” I smiled, tilting my chair in her direction so that I could
talk to her more directly.

“And I suppose you’re going
to tell me that you’re the right guy for me?” Brenda barked, gazing
at me, her eyebrows curving inward, giving the impression that she
was getting frustrated, “I’ve heard that line of bullshit before,
just to get into my pants” she hissed.

“First off you should know
your pants wouldn’t fit me, your jeans are way too small for me to
even get a leg in,” I said sarcastically. “Secondly I’m already
taken,” so I can’t be that guy for you.

“Alright,” Brenda cocked a
smile, “I’ve heard that line of crap before just to get inside my
tight, moist pussy.” She said, gazing deeply into his
eyes.

“Hmm… do I make you horny
baby?” I breathed deeply, flaring my eyebrows slightly, in an
Austin Powers kind of way.

“Pervert,” she sighed,
smiling, “Not with those lame lines,” she hissed.

“Still think you’re the
right guy for me?” she asked.

“I’m very happy with what I
already have,” I said, gazing back into my girlfriends eyes, only
to see her smiling back.

“You better be… but if you
could, would you want to have more?” Sophia asked.

“What do you mean more?” I
asked, playing the fool.

“Be honest James; where all
sexually charged adults here, remember honesty is the KEY to any
great relationship or dual relationship for that matter.” Sophia
said.

“Fine, being honest with
you, yeah, I’ll admit it, a part of me would love to fuck you and
Brenda,” I said as I smiled, no longer holding myself back. “I also
love the way you both talk, the firmness of your hard rounded ass’s
and the way you both sway your hips when you walk, and of course
the size of both you and Brenda’s breasts, I would love to be
beaten up, pounded to a pulp by those pair of bouncing
beauties.”

“I see, seems like you’ve
been comparing the both of us since for some time,” Brenda smiled,
licking her bottom lip with the tip of her tongue.

“The two of you may be a few
years older than me, but I’m still a man,” I hissed, “However,
that’s just the physical observations, there’s so much more to you
obviously. I really want to know why you think you’re such a
“broken” woman.” I whispered, licking my lips slowly with the tip
of my tongue as I continued to gaze into Brenda’s eyes, never
looking away as I told her what I wanted.

“That parts easy to explain”
Sophia sighed, sipping her light beer from her glass as she gazed
into his eyes. “Brenda seems to have bad luck with the men she
choose to fuck her pussy and dick fuck her breasts, her last
relationship was with her boss at the Pizza shop,” Sophia
sighed.

“Really, do tell,” I hissed
darkly, licking my top lip with the tongue.

“Well,” Brenda paused,
smiling slightly. “For some reason I seem to go for older guys at
times, call it an Oedipus complex or something, I don’t know but I
haven’t really found a guy my age as all that mature.

“Really?” I said, “Maybe you
should go down the ladder instead of going up.”

“We’ll see who’s going to be
going down anything thing later,” Sophia interjected, scrolling her
tongue over the contour of her lips.

“I really thought he was a
nice guy,” Brenda said pausing for a moment before gazing deeply
into my eyes, my attention totally on her. “At first the guy kind
of gave me the creeps, I don’t know why but I just didn’t like him,
over time we seemed to get each other, so it wasn’t at all a
surprise when we started flirting.”

“Flirting huh, how so?” I
asked placing one of my hands on her knee, the tips of my fingers
gently stroking her inner thigh as I continued to gaze deeply at
her, waiting for her to continue.

“The usual I guess,” Brenda
hissed, swallowing hard, before grabbing her beer and taking a few
deep sips of her liquid courage, feeling a little looser with her
words. “Brushing against each other in the tight back corners of
the stock room, hands accidently swiping across my ass cheeks or
the outline of his cock,” she whimpered slightly. “Making sexual
comments about which one could last the longest, or who had the
done it in the weirdest place, shit like that.” Brenda
smiled.

“I see,” I breathed deeply,
licking my lips, as I placed my other hand gently on her other
knee, spreading her thighs slightly open before momentarily gazing
down at her crotch, quickly taking notice of the small
well-developed gap between them before slowly looking back into her
eyes.

“Hmm… yeah I think you do,”
she whimpered slightly, pulling her bar stool closer to me so that
we were mere inches from each other.

“Yeah I do.” I said with a
deep, firm tone.

“Yeah he does,” Sophia
added, placing her hands on my right thigh, tips of her fingers
mere inches from my hardening cock.

“Our first time,” Brenda
gasped, licking her lips as small beads of sweat began to merge
across her top lip. “Our first and last time fucking,” she
whispered so that only Sophia and I could hear, “was when I was
cleaning off one of the tables in the dining room after the other
day after everyone else left and he quickly came up on me.” She
said.

“Came up on you?” Sophia
asked.

“Yeah, he came up on me from
behind, quickly pulling down my work pants and red thong panties,
the full rounds of my bare, naked ass pressing firmly up against
his hard cock as he pushed me back across the table top.” Brenda
whispered, running her fingers through her hair, gently caressing
my left inner thigh with her other hand.

“And,” I asked, gulping
slightly, I could feel myself quickly heating up and getting
aroused, despite the fact there were over a dozen or so people in
the bar around us.

“He took me hard and rough,
slamming the whole damn thing into my tight little pussy in one
quick hard thrust.” Brenda hissed, “I must admit he caught be
totally off guard.” She hissed, “The feeling wasn’t all that great,
but I kind of faked it as I lunged forward on the table top, my
huge breasts holding me firmly in place as one of his arms roped
around me, the tips of his fingers slamming into my tight, wet
pussy, it was kind of hot.” She added. “Not the best fuck I ever
had but it was still decent, at least the fucking part
anyway.”

“I… I can only imagine,” I
gulped as Brenda and Sophia both moved closer towards me, their
lips brushing slightly across mine, as both their hand pushed
further up his inner thighs, fingers making contact with bulging
head of my hardening member through my jeans.

“No… I think you’ll be able
to do far more than imagine,” Brenda hissed, kissing me deeply,
passionately, her tongue slipping intensely into my mouth, lashing
across me as her lips pressed roughly inside, devouring me within
mere seconds, before breaking away.

“You like this don’t you
baby?” Sophia asked, her lips brushing across the side of my ear as
she lashed her tongue across my earlobe. “Like the feeling of two
hot women wanting to taste you right here, in public,” Sophia
hissed.

“Why was that your last time
with him?” I asked, forcing her to smile as she ran her hand across
my crotch feeling the fullness of what I had to offer
her.

“Bastard got a phone call
from his wife, scared him so much he came in my mouth.” She hissed,
“Fucking disgusting.”

“I know right?” Sophia
asked, “That’s why James and I talked about that long ago before
doing anything oral,” she added.

“So you were doing a married
guy?” I asked.

She didn’t know fucker was married.”
Sophia added.

“Oh, sorry I get it,” I
gasped.

“Seems like my first
impression of the bastard was dead on,” Brenda sighed. “I felt bad
for his wife, but it’s not like I wanted to be the other woman,
last thing I ever wanted to do is be the cause of a ruined family,”
Brenda gasped, pressing her lips against my ear. “And to be even
more honest, he might have had a decent sized cock, but that’s
about all he had going for him,” she added.

 

“Mmmm, You weren’t the cause
Brenda, he was, and yes, technique is everything,” Trent
hissed.

“I know right,” She hissed,
licking her lips before crushing one of her hands against her
covered breasts, the tips of her fingers striking over her slightly
visible nipple.

“Sophia has said you’re
great with Technique,” Brenda whispered.

“Wait… what?” I paused, this
time knowing I heard her correctly.

“I think it’s time we go
visit that adult shop in the quiet area of the mall,” she breathed
deeply into my ear.

“Definitely,” Sophia added,
“I know James has just been wanting to take us both somewhere more
public.” She hissed, draping the tips of her fingers over the ridge
of my hardened cock.

“Maybe we can let him have
some fun too if he gives us a good showing.” Brenda
hissed.

“That’s funny Bren, I always
wanted to see James in some hot black leather.” Sophia
hissed.

“What… really?” I asked,
unsure how to respond in a room full of people, people very aware
that both my girl and her best friend where brushing the tips of
their fingers across his rock hard cock through his tight
pants.

“Let us make it perfectly
clear big boy,” Brenda smiled, pushing herself away as she stood
off the barstool. “I want to feel more of you… I want to feel how
much you really want me… I want you… inside me.” She
hissed.

“Me too,” Sophia hissed.
“Come on baby don’t you want to know how it feels to be bathed in
breasts and pussy juice of two hot, horny and large breasted sluts?
Sophia added licking her lips as my body heated up
suddenly.

“Check please!” I
shouted.

……

“So… are you ever coming
out?” Brenda sighed as I stood in front of the mirror wearing
nothing as I eyed the pair of leather ass free pants, not really
cool with the idea of trying the damn things on.

“Yeah maybe,” I hollered
back sarcastically, my mind quickly switching to the sexy Images of
Brenda’s hot, body as it feathered through my thoughts. Glaring at
the hard wooden door, knowing she was standing half-naked in a pair
of lacy thong panties and skintight bra.

“You know James, since
Sophia and I are technically a few years older than you that makes
us your elders… so obey one of your hot elders and open the damn
door like a man.” Brenda screamed slamming her closed first across
the door, almost shaking it off its hinges, for a small hot babe,
she had an unusual hidden strength that only those closest to her
knew about.

“Fucking bitch,” I thought
to myself, stroking my 10 inches as I thought of her hot blossoming
34J breast, the round of her firm, apple tight ass through her
panties and bra; imagining the spicy, erotic scent of her wetness,
how her pussy relished and felt coiled around my large hard
cock.

“You and Sophia are only
three years older than me bitch,” I growled back, losing all
composure as I realized what it was I was going to do to show her I
wasn’t some lame little dick.

“You want me to open the
door?” I hissed becoming fully aroused as my hard throbbing cock
began to slap gently across my lower abdomen.

“Yes damn it, open the
fucking door now tiny,” Brenda hissed, as I quickly opened the
door, standing completely naked in front of her with my 10 inch
long 4 inch wide cock fully at attention.

“Oh… hey… wait,” Brenda,
gasped, as she stood in her bra and panties in front of me, mere
inches away from me, wearing her skimp silk laced almost see
through bra, the tips of her nipples hardening right before me, as
if planning beforehand to purposely cock tease me.

“Tiny, I gasped,” licking my
lips, watching her as her eyes and head immediately fell down
between my thighs, her face growing a bright crimson red. Seconds
seemed to go by like minutes, as Brenda bit her bottom lip, her
eyes widening with surprise and hesitation to my length and full
girth as I purposely tightened it and released it, allowing it to
tap gently across my stomach.

“James… I… wow… shit, that’s
hot,” Brenda stuttered as I took advantage of the moment, gently
placing one of my hands against the side of her face, the tips of
my fingers softly caressing her cheek, feeling the warmth of her
soft, succulent flesh.

“See something you like?” I
asked playfully, my voice tender a direct as I pulled upward on the
back of her head, forcing her to gaze directly into my
eyes.

“I… I’m your girlfriend’s
best friend,” she gasped as if stating something I did not already
know. I could see it in her eyes, her thoughts; knowing at that
very moment, what I wanted, both thinking about the other without
saying a word.

“You’re my girl’s sexy best
friend.” I added, “The sexy best friend of hers, who likes to flash
her tight hot ass and enormously large firm breasts at me whenever
she stays the night by wearing these damn thongs,” I said taking
the underside of my monstrous cock and slapping it against her
bare, firm stomach.

“The best hot piece of ass
I’ve thought about from time to time when nailing Sophia rough and
hard.” I hissed, pulling her closer towards me as I kissed her lips
with my own, brushing them against hers softly before sucking them
fervently into my mouth, my tongue finding its way between her
plush velvet lips, only to wrestle with hers, each of us feeding
off the others desires and passions.

“Mmm,” I moaned deeply into
her mouth, pulling away slightly as I opened my eyes to gaze into
her shimmering pools. “I know by the way,” I sighed, gliding my
tongue slowly over her bottom and upper lips, devouring her sugary
sensual taste.

“Know… you think you know
what?” Brenda asked sarcastically, her arms roping around me, as
she rolled her hands around the arcs of my ass, the tips of her
fingers griping my cheeks, her nails scraping across my ass,
tightening firmly into her palms before pulling my lower half
closer towards her.

“Mmmm…,” I moaned again,
feeling the warm of her body pressing into mine, my cock snuggling
between to two of us. “I know that you sent Sophia away so you have
a go at me all on your own I said.

“Condoms I believe; you
asked her to go get some as you didn’t want to get knocked up by
her boyfriend,” I smiled, “you should know that the walls in a
changing room are paper thin.” I said.

“Hmmm, what else do you
know?” she asked, breaking away from me as she rolled both her
hands across my outer thighs, zeroing in on what I knew she wanted
to feel with her hands all along.

“I know that besides the
boss you mentioned, you’ve had a few boyfriends on and off, but
none of them have ever gotten you wet, or sexually excited you
enough to want to fuck them outright, like you’re going to fuck
me.” I said, watching her as she gazed up at me, her hands softly
massaging me as she continued to work me over.

“Cocky much?” she hissed,
“Go on,” Brenda gasped, licking her lips, her eyes locked onto
mine.

“I know,” I paused for a
moment, feeling her tightening her grasps upon me. “I know you’ve
never seen a cock as big as mine in the flesh either, the biggest
you’ve seen was your first boyfriend Robert who took you to the
prom.” I said, gasping for breath as she thrashed her tongue across
the underside of my cockhead. “He… he, unzipped in front of you in
the car, pulled out his cock only to show that it was maybe seven
inches fully aroused, with a really small head.” I said. “But you
sucked him off anyway that night just for the experience.” I
added.

“Fuck…,” Brenda, hissed, “I
don’t know whether to call you a peeping tom, or a pervert, does
Sophia share everything?”

“She’s sharing me with you
right now isn’t she?” I whispered, gazing down at her hot bare
breasts, admiring how much larger they were than my Sophia’s, only
to feel Brenda taking the full tip of my cock into her mouth,
thrashing her tongue around my shaft a couple times, before
releasing me.

“Fuck…that was hot,” I
gasped, closing my eyes, my entire body tensing up.

“Anything else I should know
you know?” Brenda asked.

“Well… I know you’re breast
size is a 34J, and both you and Sophia waxed completely bald
earlier today, just for me,” I said. “I like that,” I said, “I’m
not big into unsaved pussy; it just makes you look so much sexier.”
I said.

“And my breasts, what’s your
opinion on those?” she asked.

“Yours Brenda are
perfection, big enough to suffocate me when you pass out on me from
too much hot, intense sex, and perfect for grabbing, squeezing,
licking, biting and of course cock fucking.” I said in a matter of
fact way.

“Damn…,” Brenda hissed, “You
are a pervert,” she added. “Mmm… so James my hot studly pervert, do
you like having your fantasy bitch’s play with your massive meat
stick?” she asked, her sudden behavior and question turning me on
even more, forcing me to grow harder in her hands.

“Mmmm… “I moaned, unable to
answer fully as I pressed my hands down against the top of her
head, tangling my fingers into her long blond locks of
hair.

“That’s what I thought,”
Brenda giggled, before engulfing the tip of my cock back into her
mouth, sucking hard and long on me before pulling away.

“Fuck… more please Brenda
don’t tease me,” I gasped, begging her to continue. “More huh?” she
asked playfully, slowly lowering her mouth over me, taking almost
all of my length into her warm, seductive mouth.

“Shit… fuuuuucccckkk,” a
loud moan escaped me as I gazed down at the site between my inner
thighs, watching as Brenda’s head bobbed sporadically up and down,
my hands clinching her hair, pulling her closer to my waist as I
gave short, hard thrusts into her mouth each time coming back down
onto my cock.

“Mmmmm…,” I felt her moan
deeply, the hum echoing through my body as she rode me faster with
her mouth. Yet, even though I was enjoying her blowjob, there was
still one more thing I needed her to know, one more thing I needed
to tell her and do to her before we could get to the main
event.

“There’s… there’s one more
thing you should know about me too Brenda.” I said, smiling as I
cracked my knuckles getting ready to surprise her even
more.

“And what’s that,” She
giggled, licking her lips as she flared one of her eyebrows,
stroking my cock with the tip of her tongue.

“I’ve always wanted,” I
paused pushing her away before tearing away her dripping wet thong,
quickly falling to me knees, my senses overcome with her delicious
scent, her sensual, spicy aroma. “I’ve always wanted to,” I
sighed.

“Always wanted what?” Sophia
asked, as she walked into the dressing room with what appeared to
be two condoms from a bathroom vending machine.

“FUCK!” I gasped, jumping in
fear, quickly feeling Brenda biting down on my shaft, forcing me to
blow my hot load deep inside her mouth, forcing her my cum deeply
down her throat.

“Fuck… sick,” Brenda
gasped.

“James, Damn it,” that’s
sick, do you know how that taste, don’t you remember her telling
you at the bar, she doesn’t like the taste of man juice? Sophia
asked, a bit put off by what just happened.

“No… not really,” I said,
smiling as I pulled my cock out of Brenda’s mouth, watching her as
she continued to gag on my seed.

“But you can tell me after
you take some!” I sighed, gazing into Sophia’s eyes, only to see
the “NOT ON YOUR LIFE PAL” glowing from deep within.

“Didn’t we discuss this long
before in our relationship?” Sophia asked.

“Yeah… kind of I guess but
this was special.” I said. “This was your best friend, I thought
she’d,”

“You thought what?” Brenda
hissed, standing up in front of me, my rock hard cock standing at
full attention ready for more action.

“Thought you’d like to
swallow,” I said.

“Nope…,” Brenda said,
suddenly walking out of the dressing room towards another stall
just a few feet down.

“Seriously?” No more? I have
a great hard on here at the ready!” I gasped, dick slapping Sophia
with it.

“Yeah, not going to happen
right now.” Sophia said, “we’ll meet you back in the car.” She
added.

“FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!” I
yelled.

“Not right now cumboy,”
Brenda shouted back, “Stupid fucking men!”
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	}
	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";
	}
}



