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      As summer rolls around things are getting hot. This multi author series explores the lives of women who are living their dirtiest fantasies this summer and they are slippery when wet. Enjoy your summer with these filthy hotwife stories.

      Read the entire series here:

      https://mybook.to/ultimatehotwifesummer 
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      I was flipping through my wedding book, double-checking on all the preparations. I’d hired the best wedding planner I could find—my best friend, Kyla. The date was set for a destination beach wedding in Belize at a private resort. Everyone at the wedding party would have their own cabana set just off the beach. We’d be married at sunrise and spend three more days in paradise alone while everyone else flew back to Dallas.

      Jonathan had proposed six months ago, and I’d accepted. We’d survived my impulsive infidelity in the elevator with Josh, the game developer who worked in the same building. I still saw him occasionally, so the electricity from that hot, shared experience reminded me how I’d behaved brazenly. I’d been a slut for him. At first, I’d put it off as the fear of the dark and claustrophobia.

      I had tearfully confessed my sin to Jonathan that same night. He’d returned from a business trip, and the whole thing had started with me fantasizing about wrapping myself up in plastic for Jonathan to unwrap. The fantasy had ramped up my arousal, which was part of the reason I was so horny in the dark elevator in the first place. Jonathan had accepted my apology, and we continued our relationship.

      In the months since then, Jonathan had brought it up many times. He’d want me to relive the experience, to tell him all the sordid details. It never failed to turn me on to tell my boyfriend about the time I cheated on him. I shivered at the memory, I had hoped it would fade over time, but the reality was that Josh in the elevator was my go-to fantasy when I was alone and horny. Retelling the story to Jonathan always excited him, and we’d enjoy a few days of unrelenting sex.

      Would that change once we got married?

      “Hey, Emma,” Jonathan said, leaning against the door frame. “Our ride to the airport is on the way. You got everything?”

      “Of course, just checking the list again. Everything is packed and waiting for the car to get here.” I looked at him as he pushed off the wall and then slid into a chair beside me. “Are you okay?”

      He had this serious look on his face as he looked at me. He pulled my chair out to face his and then pulled me into his lap. I giggled as he pulled my legs across his thighs and ran my hand along his smooth jaw. His eyes were locked on mine and then he kissed me. It was warm and possessive. The kind of kiss that stirred up the lust inside me. I moaned into his mouth.

      “Emma, I have a proposition,” Jonathan said as he pulled back from the kiss. “I’ve researched and think you’ll enjoy my offer.”

      “Research into what?”

      “Have you ever heard the term ‘hotwife’?”

      “No.” I felt my face grow slack at the odd term, and I felt confused.

      “It’s an open relationship between a man and his wife, where the wife has sex with other men. With the husband’s knowledge.”

      I felt my body respond to the lurid suggestion and saw a flash of my memory of riding Josh in the elevator. I felt my cheeks heat up and my nipples tightened in arousal. My body was way ahead of my mind.

      “You want me to fuck other men?” I said, trying not to break down. “You’re bringing this up while we’re waiting to go to the airport to fly to our wedding? Really?”

      “Yeah,” Jonathan said as his eyes darkened, and I felt his physical response to his scheme. He was hard as a rock under my thigh. “I want you to fuck my friends—all my groomsmen—before you walk down the aisle.”

      My mouth hung open after I gasped, “Your friends? Axel, David, and Colin—your groomsmen. The men you want beside you when you vow, in front of a priest, of your fidelity to our marriage.”

      “Emma, our officiant, is your friend, Kyla. Our vows are promises we make to each other, not a deity, and yes. They’ll be beside me and know what a lucky bastard I am to have you in my bed for the rest of my life.”

      His eyes were intense, yet serene. He’d given this much thought, and I’d be lying if the idea of enjoying other men didn’t make my core clench in anticipation.

      “I love you, though, Jonathan,” I tried, but I knew I was already sliding down a slippery slope. “Only you.”

      “Sex isn’t love,” Jonathan explained softly and pressed another kiss to my lips. “You don’t love Josh, but thinking of fucking him again still turns you on. Turns me on too. I think you need this in your life. Our life. You’re it for me, Emma. You are the only one I want, but I can tell you need more than just me. I’m permitting you. I don’t think you’ll fall out of love with me by fucking my friends.”

      We looked at each other in silence. I didn’t want to admit that the idea aroused me, that I was wet thinking about what his friends would do to me. What kind of woman was I to be fantasizing about riding another man’s cock, while looking into my fiancé’s eyes?

      “It’ll be up to you,” Jonathan said, finally breaking the silence. He reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out my wedding band. “When you walk down that aisle and still love me, say I do. I’ll be there, expecting to see you and put this ring on your finger.”

      “What if I don’t want to?” I asked, and I hated the quiver in my voice. “I mean, I want to marry you. That’s not a question. It’s… This is a shock, babe.”

      Jonathan dropped the ring back into his pocket and then touched my thigh. I trembled at his touch. Arousal swirled in my core the more I considered his proposition. I bit my lower lip as I looked at him and edged my thighs apart. His grin at my slight movement did something inside me. He knew me too well, and I knew he’d find my panties soaked when his fingers slid further up my thigh.

      “It’s not a shock, Em,” He growled, kissing along my jaw and down my neck. My head rolled back at the sensation of his lips and teeth. His fingers circled higher up, and I spread my thighs like a needy slut for his touch. “Your sexuality is so next level, baby.”

      “I’m supposed to be yours,” I whined, but my thoughts were filled with images of his friends as his practiced fingers slid over my lace panties. I felt his growl when he realized they were soaked and shuddered when his fingers circled over my clit. “You’re not going to be jealous?”

      My body had already agreed to his wicked request. In some way, deep in my mind, I was on my knees before his friends, their fingers gripping my hair, controlling me as I savored their cock. As Jonathan teased his fingers under the lace of my thong, spread my lips open, and pushed inside me, I rocked my hips to meet him.

      “Are you thinking of me?” He growled, slowly pumping his fingers.

      “No.” My confession only made my pussy clench tighter around his fingers. “Axel.”

      I groaned at the thought of his tattooed, bearded, bald friend thrusting into my tight slit.

      “Just Axel?” Jonathan brushed his thumb over my clit, and my body shivered.

      “Mmnnhh-no, David, and Colin too.” I was lost in fantasy as my fiancé fingered me to heaven. I pulled down one side of my top and tugged my bra down, my breast popping free. Jonathan growled and latched onto my turgid nipple, sucking hard and deep. I was on edge from the thought of fucking his friends. Too soon, I crested and came gushing my release around his plunging fingers.

      “Good girl, Emma,” Jonathan said, pulling his lips from my hard nipple. “I love you, my slutty, soon-to-be hotwife. Now—are you ready to go?”

      I flung my arms around Jonathan’s neck and kissed him deeply. I was high from the orgasm but deeply in love with the man who had my heart. I’d follow him if he wanted to lead me into a hotwife life.

      “I love you, Jonathan,” I said, keeping my lips against his. “Let’s get married.”
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            LANDING

          

        

      

    

    
      The plane banked across the teal blue of the Gulf of Mexico. I watched from the business class seat at the front of the cabin, pressing my face against the window to look at the lush greenery growing along the strips of white, sandy beaches. The flight hadn’t taken long and had been over water for half the distance. According to Jonathan, we’d crossed over Mexico and the Yucatan peninsula, which stuck up like a thumb into the blue-green gulf. We’d banked and turned over the water, reversing our direction as the plane steadied and flew level.

      I looked over my shoulder, and Jonathan was resting against his fully upright and locked seat, looking serene as my gut tightened with every shake and every waver the plane took while it aligned with the runway. I grabbed Jonathan’s hand, squeezing until his eyes blinked open.

      “Babe, relax.” His smile was tranquil, and I wanted to know what drugs he was on.

      “I’m horrible with flying and small spaces, remember?” I whispered, not to disturb the other guests in business class.

      “It’s almost over.” Jonathan gripped my hand and pulled me away from the window, pulling me against his chest. “Close your eyes and just listen to my heart, babe.”

      I did as he said, and the steady thrum of his heartbeat in my ear did help me relax. I focused on deep breathing as the plane shuddered and swerved on a gust of wind. I screeched slightly when the wheels struck the tarmac, then tightened my grip on Jonathan’s hand as the plane braked hard.

      “There, now we just have to taxi to the gate,” Jonathan said, kissing my temple. “We have a bit of a drive to get to the resort after getting our bags.”

      “Are you driving?” I asked because his chill demeanor made me suspect he was in an altered state.

      “Nope, I got it all arranged. The resort is sending a shuttle. Then we have a boat ride to the island.”

      “Can you share your drugs with me?” I whispered in his ear, then lightly bit his ear lobe. “How can you be so calm?”

      “I’m marrying my dream girl the day after tomorrow. With all of our friends along to celebrate. This is going to be the best destination wedding ever.” Jonathan turned and kissed me.

      “When do our friends get here? None of them were on this flight.” I swayed against his chest as the plane turned and then slightly accelerated towards the terminal.

      “They get in late tonight. Kyla and her team are already there. She’ll meet us on the island. Then all your friends are on the next flight, and my friends will be in after that.”

      “Next time, let me handle the travel arrangements too.” I huffed, frustrated at the haphazard planning.

      “I did my best, Emma.” Jonathan smiled and combed through my hair, then shifted my  my head to kiss me. His lips were soft but insistent and I melted into the kiss and felt his tongue brush over my lips. When he parted, my frustration mostly vanished. “There’s not going to be a next time, babe. You’re it for me. I’m only marrying you once.”

      “Fine.” I smiled, and we kissed until the bell rang and the seat belt light extinguished.

      We parted and then rose. Jonathan stepped into the aisle and retrieved our carry-on baggage. I collected our belongings and my purse. We were the first couple off the plane and felt the tropical heat before we stepped into the jetway and back into air conditioning.

      “This is hotter than Dallas,” I moaned.

      “It’s the humidity, but we’re going to be in a resort on a small island with the gulf surrounding us,” Jonathan explained. “You can wear your striped bikini when not in your white wedding bikini.”

      “Should it be white?” I asked aloud as we walked through the airport. “Maybe I should shop for a red bikini since I’m going to be practically a w-h-o-r-e the night before our wedding.”

      Jonathan dragged me to a stop, then pulled me tight against his chest. He kissed my forehead and tilted my chin to look into my eyes. His dark hazel eyes were serious and intense.

      “You’ll be wearing white like you planned. What we’ve planned doesn’t change how perfect you are, and I will be proud to put a ring on your finger.” His voice was severe but low. Then he leaned and kissed me. “Besides, it will match the white cum of my friends dripping down your thighs.”

      I felt my cheeks heat with embarrassment while also feeling my core clench, and I knew that my thoughts would continue to swirl at the reminder of my pre-wedding challenge. Why did I agree to fuck all of the groomsmen before I walked down the aisle? I blinked and looked back into Jonathan’s eyes and his warm smile.

      “This is what I want for you,” Jonathan said. “No guilt or shame. This won’t work if you crucify yourself over our private lives and who we invite to join us.”

      “They’ll know Jonathan,” I whispered. “They’ll know every one of my filthy fantasies. All of my dirty dreams. They’ll know.”

      “And they’ll keep our secret,” Jonathan assured me. “This will remain between us. I trust them, and I trust you.”

      I shook my head as I tried to get a handle on my nerves. Each leg of our journey was one step closer. I was eager and also apprehensive. I thought about each of the groomsmen as I hugged Jonathan, resting my cheek against his chest and hearing the steady thump of his heart. With my eyes closed I paged through my memories of Jonathan’s friends.

      David was Jonathan’s best man and was the most similar to him. Slightly taller with a strong, clean shaven jaw. His dark-brown hair and eyes were intense, and his natural olive complexion only added to his handsome physique. He was the CEO of Jonathan’s company, while Jonathan ran the day-to-day operations as the COO. They had been friends in college, all the way through grad school. They’d pitched their business to investors and started their own company a few months before I met Jonathan at a club. As friends, they were each other’s ride-or-die.

      Axel was the opposite of Jonathan’s white-collar appearance. His forearms and chest covered with a tattoos of various styes and sizes. His bald head and full beard made him appear like an intimidating biker. Over the years I’d known him, he continued to build his well developed physique. His muscular appearance demonstrated his dedication to strength training.  For all of his outward appearance, however, Axel was the CTO for the company and ran their IT department. He was brilliant and knew his way around anything digital. He probably knew more about me than I did about him. I trusted him the most; he was the first I’d thought of when Jonathan told me his fantasy.

      That left Colin, the third of Jonathan’s groomsmen. Colin was originally from the UK and had family money. His accent was always was an attraction. He’d gotten his MBA from Oxford, but David knew him from a conference he’d attended a few years back. Jonathan and David had heavily recruited Colin. When he’d accepted the position as CFO, the company was in secure financial hands. His relaxed demeanor was always comforting, and his charming manners put me at ease.

      I realized that Jonathan was right—his friends would keep our secrets. They would protect me from any nasty rumors. They had Jonathan’s back and, by extension, mine. I looked up at the face of my fiancé and smiled. Pressing up on my toes, I kissed him and wrapped my arms around his neck.

      “I’m ready for anything when I’m in your arms,” I said as I parted the kiss.

      “Good, because there are our bags.”

      We gathered our luggage and pushed it in a cart to the curb, where a car was waiting, holding a sign with David’s surname, Talbot, in big, bold letters. A name that would be mine in less than seventy-two hours. Our bags loaded, we climbed into the back of the car, embarking on the next leg to our destination.
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            ARRIVAL

          

        

      

    

    
      The private island that held the resort we’d rented for the week was isolated from the mainland by a boat ride. That didn’t mean it was deserted. There was a full staff that had quarters on the island, while the guests stayed in cabanas on the sandy strip of land that made up the island. The cabanas stood on sturdy, concrete stilts about ten feet off the white sand. The largest was in the middle, with eight smaller cabanas encircling it.

      Six of the staff met us on the dock and welcomed us with smiles and fruity drinks . They escorted us to the main cabin, where Jonathan and I would spend the following week after our wedding. It would be the meeting point for the wedding party for the next couple of days. Initially, each guest, including Jonathan and me, had a cabana for their stay. After we toured the main cabin, a pair of staff escorted us to our individual cabanas.

      My cabana was right beside Jonathan’s behind the main cabana. The plan for the wedding was to have the groomsmen assigned to cabanas on Jonathan’s side while my bridesmaids would inhabit the cabanas curving past mine. Kyla, my best friend, wedding planner, and officiant, along with her team, had rooms in the building where the island staff stayed, but she met me in my room.

      “Welcome to your little island paradise!” Kyla said excitedly, wrapping me in one of her full-body hugs.

      I dropped my bag and hugged her tightly, glad to have feet on the wooden floor after being in the air and on the water for most of the day. She pulled back and smiled at me.

      “Are you excited? I’m excited. This place is fabulous. The staff is excellent, everything is going to be fine!”

      “I’m tired, Ky,“ I said. “I’m not good at flying, and the boat did a number on my tummy.”

      “I’ve got just what you need,” Kyla said, handing me a glass of ginger ale. “This and a bit of lie down, and you’ll feel just fine. The girls won’t be here for a few hours so you can relax, rest, and get your bearings. There are snacks set up in the main cabana, so grab some food if you want. I’m gonna get out of your hair.”

      “What are you going to do?” I asked, stretching and deciding that unpacking could wait a little longer.

      “I have a million and one things to check on, lists to cross off. I’m going to be a bit nuts until the inventory is done,” Kyla said in one breath. “I plan to finish before the rest of the girls arrive. They all made their flights with no delays.”

      “Okay, I think I’ll take a short nap.” I stretched and yawned, then sipped from the glass of ginger ale, letting the bubbled fizz settle on my tongue before swallowing slowly. “Can you tell Jonathan I’m gonna nap?”

      “Sure thing, hun.” Kyla was already walking out the door and waving her hand above her head. “Get your rest. This is gonna be a wild weekend!”

      I finished the rest of the ginger ale, rinsed the glass, placed it on the sideboard to dry, then walked to the bed and slumped onto my side. I smiled to myself as I felt the expensive comforter cradle my body. The entire cabana was decked out with plush materials yet maintained a beach vibe. I could hear the waves crashing lightly against the beach just past the main cabana, and I let my eyes drift closed.

      I felt the bed move. Jonathan’s arm wrapped around my belly, and I pulled my back against his chest. I wriggled to get comfortable in his arms but kept my eyes closed.

      “Just rest, babe,” Jonathan growled, “I’ll meet your friends in a couple of hours.”

      “You sure?” I ground my ass back into his groin and smiled as I felt his erection stiffen against me.

      “Babe,” Jonathan warned. “You’ll need your strength. You feel good, but I want to wait until I’ve slid my ring on your finger the morning after next.”

      I let out a long slow breath but nodded as I turned toward Jonathan. He moved to hug me close, kissing my forehead and combing through my hair. “Okay, but stay with me for a few minutes? I want some alone time with you, before things get crazy.”

      “Of course, baby. Do you want to walk through the events?” Jonathan asked.

      I nodded into his chest, then pressed my ear against him comforted by his steady heart beat. He traced his fingers up and down my back and started listing the events for the next day.

      “In the morning, we have breakfast, followed by a spa day for the girls in the main cabana,” Jonathan began. “The boys will have the morning to recover from their late flight. Then we will all meet for lunch, and Kyla will review the plans for the party tomorrow night and the sunrise wedding the morning after.”

      I knew that plan, but I had a question. “What is the plan for the party? How is that going to work?”

      I knew I had to reserve time with each groomsman, one at a time, before the wedding in the early morning. My core clenched as I thought about it, and the handsome faces of Jonathan’s friends flashed in my mind.

      “I have a plan,” Jonathan said. “I’ll tell you about it before the party starts, but the details need to be a surprise.”

      I huffed, lifted my mouth to kiss his chin, and bit him lightly. “I don’t like surprises.”

      “You’ll like this one,” Jonathan laughed. “I’ll tell you a secret though. You will have time with each of them in their cabana, privately, while the rest of our guests are dancing and partying. You’ll know when to visit each cabana, and I’ll cover for you while you’re having fun.”

      “While I’m fucking my way through your, friends,” I said, dropping my hand to cup and squeeze his stiff erection. “You’re thinking of me being a slut for each of your groomsmen, aren’t you?”

      “Of course,” Jonathan said, then kissed me deeply, his hands dropping to grab my ass and pull me against him. Parting the kiss, he rubbed his nose against mine. “I know you’re soaked thinking of having three different cocks in one night.”

      “I’d be happy with just yours, lover.”

      “You’ll be happier after you’ve been fucked senseless.”

      “Fair.”

      I snuggled into him and closed my eyes, listening to his heart as my breathing slowed and my thoughts faded to darkness.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            PRE-WEDDING BEACH PARTY

          

        

      

    

    
      The silicone bump in the crotch of my bikini bottoms was cold at first but soon warmed as it sank between my aroused pussy lips. Jonathan wrapped his arms around me, kissed behind my ears, and growled deeply.

      “Remember the patterns?” Jonathan asked as we swayed to the music coming from outside.

      “I do,” I admitted, and my core tingled as the small remote-controlled vibrator shifted into place against my clit. “I can’t believe I’m going to do this. That you want me to fuck all your friends. All our family is out there, eating, drinking, and dancing while I’m supposed to slink away to get plowed by your pals.”

      “Shh,” Jonathan growled in my ear as he gripped my hips, pulling my ass into his rigid erection. “I already know you’re slick and needy, love.”

      “You make me sound like a slut,” I murmured, turning my head towards him, needing the anchor of his lips. He turned and kissed the other shoulder and ground his stiffness against my ass.

      “You’re my slut.” His words echoed in my mind, and I was lost in my fantasies. His fingers tapped out a beat of three short taps, a pause, and then repeated against my right hip.

      “Cabana one,” I whispered, recognizing the pattern he’d drilled into me since he explained how tonight would work.

      “Good girl,” he said, swaying our bodies to the calypso beats of the steel drum band entertaining our guests.

      Our close family members had been arriving on our island throughout the day, and this was the final celebration before our sunrise wedding. I felt his fingers circle and grind in low long circles, like a throb against my left hip.

      “Cabana two,” I moaned, pushing my hips back. The buzzing again my swollen clit was exquisite torture. I needed to be fucked. I needed to be treated like the needy whore I was. The unmoving firm silicone of the vibrator wasn’t enough friction, and I whimpered, close to begging for Jonathan’s cock.

      “Very good, my love,” Jonathan said.

      He withdrew his hips, and the sudden loss of contact robbed me of my breath. He twisted me around to face him, his fingers digging into my ass, pulling my body flush against him. The ache in my nipples grew as they pressed against my striped bikini and into his warm bare chest. His tropical shirt was left untucked and unbuttoned. I wanted to step back and admire my soon-to-be husband’s chest and abs, but his fingers kept me in place. Then his fingers tapped my left hip again: short-long-short long.

      “Cabana three,” I started, but I was silenced by his insistent kiss, claiming my mouth as his arms tightened in a possessive embrace.

      “Perfect.” His eyes glinted in the soft light of my cabana, and his grin warmed my heart even as my pussy clenched with need. “You’re ready. Shall we make our appearance for our guests?”

      I didn’t have the words, so I nodded. My knees felt wobbly as Jonathan turned, and I took his arm, my fingers sliding along his forearm to grip his elbow. My striped bikini bottoms and the devilish device which would direct my actions were hidden behind a white wrap that danced over my knees and calves. I wanted to admire Jonathan in his board shorts and flowered shirt as he escorted me down the steps into the warm sand.

      The sun was just on the horizon, and the beach was warm still warm from the tropical sun.  The beach-party theme  was perfect for our location while also being the perfect cover for my night of devilish delights. Stepping into the outskirts of the party, I worked to recognize the features of the first guest we encountered.

      “Aunt Poppy!” I smiled as my red-headed aunt grinned and pulled me into her warm hug. Poppy was the cookie baker of the family; her warm curves did nothing to soothe the heat of my body. But her comforting aroma and sweet personality soothed my frayed nerves. “I’m so glad you could make it. I know it’s a hassle to fly out from Chicago.”

      “I wouldn’t miss it,” Poppy said, grinning big. “You’re my favorite niece!”

      “I’m your only niece.” I laughed and hugged her. “This is Jonathan.”

      She pulled him into a hug immediately. He laughed and pulled her close.

      “Thank you for the Christmas cookies, Poppy. darling.” He dropped into a faux English accent that thrilled Poppy into a girlish giggle.

      “You probably call all the girls that,” she simpered, pinching his cheek. “Don’t let me hold you two up. Lots of people want to meet you.”

      With a squeeze of her hand, we stepped into the throng of people. Everyone was dressed in bathing suits for the beach-party theme of our wedding weekend. Uncle Joe and his third wife, Bella, who was twenty years his junior, were a contrast in styles. Where Bella had chosen a conservative wrap around her slim, lithe frame, her blonde locks pulled into a severe bun, Uncle Joe had opted for a topless Speedo outfit that exposed too much skin since he was bald.

      The steel drum band was playing hits from a pop-music playlist, and I recognized Fleetwood Mac’s “Landslide” as we mingled into the crowd. I lost track of people and relaxed. The frisson of horny need I’d felt in our cabana had quieted as Jonathan and I shook hands with, hugged, and laughed with our circle of family, close friends, and, of course, the wedding party. The six of them and Kyla were our guests’ extended hosts, and they ensured that sno one was left out of conversations.

      The party buzzed with excitement, drinks were consumed slowly, and appetizers were passed out and eaten while conversations broke off into small groups that merged and flowed naturally. I swayed to music from my youth as Jonathan led me from one group to another, meeting extended family that he’d flown in for our nuptials. I hummed along to the music of The Cars, Tom Petty, and Cheap Trick as the steel drums pounded out the familiar rhythms into the tropical air.

      The band started playing Hall and Oates’ “Maneater” when I felt the first ripple from the device pressing against my clit. The thrumming grew more intense, and my knees trembled.

      
        
        
        *buzz-buzz-buzz*

      

      

      

      “Cabana One,” I murmured, barely audible, and squeezed Jonathan’s forearm. He glanced at me with a mercurial smile and nodded.

      “I need to freshen up,” I said apologetically to whoever we’d been talking to while the insistent pattern of buzzes continued to befuddle my mind and spark my arousal. “I’ll just be gone for a spell.”

      “Of course, babe,” Jonathan covered for me. “Go take a break. You’ve been going non-stop.”

      He shrugged at the couple we’d been talking to. I think it was his cousin or niece and her girlfriend. I nodded as I withdrew and turned to get my bearings, then marched through the sand toward Cabana One. I smiled at the guests I passed and tried to see which of the groomsmen was missing from the crowd. Honestly, I didn’t care. I just wanted a dick inside me as soon as possible. My slick arousal dripped down my hot thigh as I ascended the steps into the secluded cabana.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            ROSES AND THORNS

          

        

      

    

    
      The interior of Cabana One was decorated with string lights and has a muted atmosphere. At the back of the room stood Colin with his formal posture. He was holding a bouquet of red roses at the center of his broad, firm chest, his tight swimsuit outlining his rigid cock. I licked my lips and strode toward him, irritated at the romantic gesture.

      “I don’t need roses, Colin,” I growled as I stepped against him, my fingers gripping and stroking the outline of his cock. “I just need this inside me.”

      “I never thought of you as romantic, my dear,” Colin growled.

      His hand slid up the stems of the bundle of red roses, then pulled the blossoms off the end of the stems and tossed the loose petals over the bed. I gasped while squeezing the thickness of his cock. He gripped the bundle of thorny stems with one hand, while the other wrapped behind my back and swept up my spine to grab my neck.

      In an instant, Colin twisted me around and pushed my face into the pile of rose petals and ocean-scented cotton. I huffed and tried to move or turn, but his grip was too firm. He hooked my wrap with a free finger and pulled it from my hips, leaving my ass bare and my pussy covered in the gusset of my still-pulsing bikini bottoms.

      “You’re a bad girl, Ems, aren’t you.”

      “Yes,” I managed, then yelped as Colin whipped the thorny stems into my ass cheeks. “Ugh! Shit.”

      It stung, then it didn’t. I could feel the heat rippling along my bare flesh as Colin flayed the backs of my thighs and the curve of my ass with the fresh stems of the roses. He stopped, and his fingers slid over my heated ass cheeks.

      “I know Jonathan gave you a safeword,” Colin whispered. “You’ve not used it, but now is your chance, Emma. Anything else is consent. Do you understand?”

      I nodded. I didn’t use the safe word because I was a bonfire of need. Colin’s polite and genteel manners had been shattered, and this dominating persona smashed through and turned my insides into melted lust. “More, please,” I managed, knowing those two words didn’t sound like my safeword.

      “You’re a dirty girl, Emma,” Colin said, lighting up my ass with a few more swats. “Does Jonathan know what a pain slut you are?”

      I squeezed my thighs together, getting little friction against my clit as my ass bloomed with pain. Was I a pain slut? Was I dirty? Maybe. But all I needed was more of Colin in every way he wanted. I pressed my back towards him after he whipped me with the stems. The whiny moans of need that echoed inside my head only made me want more.

      “Cock, please… I want your cock inside me.” I twisted to try to find the kind eyes of my fiancé’s friend. His dark smirk made my cunt clench, and I blinked and worked my hips hungrily.

      Colin tossed the ruined stems on the bed full of shredded petals. Some scattered across my shoulders and back as he stepped behind me. His fingers slid into the waistband of my bikini bottoms and then pulled the tight material over my ass. The places where the stems and thorns had bit into my flesh sparked with fresh pain as Colin bared my ass. His lips kissed and teeth nibbled at my flesh. I stayed bent over the bed but spread my thighs, opening my needy cunt to his eyes and… fuck, anything he wanted to give me.

      “You make me so hungry, Emma,” he growled, his teeth pinching a fold of my flesh. His fingers drew up the inside of one thigh and pressed into my cunt. I hadn’t recognized the absence of the firmness of the silicone vibrator until I felt the hot firmness of Colin’s fingertips working between my lips. “You’re slick, soaked, such a needy wench. I can’t wait to sink into this cunt.”

      The word “cunt” sounded lewd, but Colin’s accent was also fucking hot as hell. Being called a wench made my pussy clench. I was a slut and a whore. Now I was also a wench. Would he call me…

      “Does Jonathan know that he’s marrying such a needy trollop?”

      Yep. There it was. As I held myself bent over the side of the bed, my fingers digging into the rose-petal-covered comforter, I knew I was all of those things. I needed cock more than I needed oxygen, and my pitiful whines only made me realize the truth of who I was.

      I moaned as Colin’s broad head pressed into my drooling cunt. My whines of need turned into a satisfied grunt as my proper English friend plowed deep into me. His balls pressed into my overstimulated labia as he worked his hips in a circle, grinding his cock into my depths.

      “Is that what you desired, Emma?”

      Fuck. His accent was going to make me come. The way he even slammed his dick into me with the melodic accent of an English gentleman had my pussy gripping his impressive girth.

      “Yes, fuck. Please. Fuck me. I’m your whore, your wench, your trollop!”

      His strokes grew harder, his tempo increasing. His fingers wrapped around my ponytail. I’d worn my hair pulled back strictly, and his grip pulled the wrap from my hair so he could grab the tail in his fingers. He hauled my head back as he railed into my rippling cunt.

      “Nonsense, Emma,” he grunted in a low voice. “You’re not mine, love. I’m fortunate to use you before your true mate claims you.”

      I exploded, seeing nothing but a blaze of white as my pussy clenched tightly around his thrusting cock. The heat of his hard thrusts and the feel of his thighs smacking into my tender, abraded ass prolonged my bliss. The truth of his words, that I was fucking someone other than my betrothed, only made me crazier as I screamed, arching back with his firm grip on my hair.

      With a roar, he slammed in deep, and I felt the heat of his release stoke the fire within me. He pressed me down and slumped over my prone body. I trembled in the throes of my prolonged orgasm as he growled in my ear.

      “Delightful, darling,” he said. “You are the perfect fit for Jonathan, my dear.”

      The pulse of his hot cream inside me slowed as he nipped along the base of my neck, pushing my loose curls aside to bare my skin to his mouth. The feel of his teeth levering closed, sucking the bottom of my neck, and I moaned, knowing he was leaving his mark.

      Then he pushed back, the weight and heat of his body leaving me in a vacuum of solitude. I heard him pull up his swim trunks, then he rolled me over onto my back. His eyes drank in my body, my tits still covered by my striped bikini bottom.

      “I knew I forgot something,” he teased, holding his hand out. “Let’s get you put back together, love. Your guests will miss you.”

      Colin dropped to his knees and picked up my discarded bikini bottoms. He checked that the vibrator was still in place, then slid the bottoms up my legs. I lifted my hips off the bed, feeling his cum leaking from my cleft as he pulled the bottoms up. I felt the device slip between my tender lips.

      “Fuck,” I sighed, feeling my eyes flutter, but I knew I needed to get it together. With Colin’s help, I stood up and pulled the white wrap around my hips. I wondered if the rose stems had left marks, but I didn’t check in the mirror. I gathered my hair into a loose ponytail and pulled a hair clip off the bathroom shelf. My hair fell loosely along my neck, covering Colin’s mark, and I smiled into the mirror.

      “I’ll go out first,” Colin said. “You follow along after a spell.”

      He kissed my neck, his thumb pressing into his mark like a brand before he withdrew, leaving me with my thoughts. I nodded into the mirror, anxious about what was to come. I put myself back together, fixing my makeup and hair and straightening my bikini top. I tugged at the waist of my bottoms and felt the protuberance of the device slide deeper into my tenderness. I smiled at myself and wandered back into the growing darkness of the night.
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      I drifted back to the party, hyper aware of the sand between my toes. The coil of arousal in my core from the remnants of getting railed by Colin made me feel like I had a crazy grin on my face. I was dazed from the bliss I’d felt and had to blink before I recognized Jonathan’s handsome face. I pulled myself against him and kissed him deeply, unaware of anyone else.

      “Someone missed you.”

      I heard the distinctly familiar feminine chuckle nearby, and my brow wrinkled with concern. I recognized the voice and blushed as I turned towards my mother, Betsy, and smiled. “I did. It was only for a few minutes to freshen up, but I missed Jonathan every moment.”

      Jonathan coughed and pulled me against his side. I pressed my hand to his chest, wrapped my arm around his hip, and allowed myself to sink into his presence. My mother looked me with a slight tilt to her head, but her face brightened. She was a bit protective of me, but she also saw how Jonathan treated me. So she tended to dote on him. What would she think if she knew her daughter was fucking her fiancé’s friends? I felt the heat of shame color my cheeks. I knew my mother loved me, but she could lay a guilt trip when she wanted. Instead of shrinking at the emotion I felt, I grinned confidently, feeling Jonathan’s hand squeeze my ass through my wrap.

      “You’re glowing, Emma.” My mother smiled. “You’re looking forward to the sunrise.”

      “I’m looking forward to every moment from now until Jonathan slides his ring on my finger.” I smiled and tried to cover the wince from Jonathan’s firm pinch of my ass.

      “She has a lot to do between now and the morning, Betsy.” Jonathan smiled. “We need to continue to mingle. We’ll catch up with you later on.”

      Jonathan kissed my mother’s cheek, then lead me deeper into the crowd. He leaned next to my ear and nipped at my earlobe. “You had fun, it seems?”

      “It was wonderful,” I admitted to my betrothed. “Colin was a gentleman, of course, but also… not.”

      Jonathan smiled and we got caught up in each other’s eyes. I felt a large hand grip my hip and pull me away from Jonathan and gasped when I felt the humid heat of a bare, round belly against my side.

      “Uncle Joe!” I cried when I recognized my rotund, barely dressed uncle, “You need to give a girl a warning.”

      He hugged me tight, then pushed me back into Jonathan’s chest. Joe’s wife, Bella, smiled and mean and leaned to give me a short hug, and I air-kissed her cheek in return. Jonathan shook Joe’s hand and winked at Bella.

      “You guys make such a good couple,” Joe slurred, and I wondered how many umbrella drinks he’d already had. “Thanks for flying us down. It’s been a while since Bella and I enjoyed some time away from the grind.”

      “We were delighted to,” Jonathan said, with a smile. “We’re all family now.”

      At that moment, the vibrator in my bikini kicked off the next pattern, and my knees buckled. I was hypersensitive, and the sudden vibration pushed my already elevated arousal to the edge. I bit my lip and buckled over, faking a cramp. Jonathan leaned down and helped me, his hand at my belly.

      “I must have had something at lunch that disagreed with me,” I said, straightening up and steeling myself for the onslaught of vibrations that continued. “I need to …” I tilted my head back towards the cabanas.

      “Of course, babe,” Jonathan said. “Need help?”

      “No honey,” I smiled sweetly. “Catch up with Uncle Joe and Aunt Bella.”

      Jonathan’s eyes narrowed, but his smirk told me that I’d have to answer to him later for leaving him with Uncle Joe. I wriggled my ass at him and waved my fingers, heading toward Cabana Two and the next part of my adventure.

      The vibrator kept a steady beat, and my nipples were rigid as I climbed the steps into Cabana Two. I opened the door to a room lit by a canopy of string lights and rimmed by a collection of candles. Axel stood against the back wall in a pair of long board shorts and nothing else. I paused to drink in his muscular torso arrayed with tattoos and had to bite my lip at the sight.

      After a slight pause, I walked toward him with a growl. “What’s with the lighting? I don’t need fucking romance, Axel.” What was with these guys and their devotion to romantic tropes, I needed dick, not candles.

      “Good.” Axel’s eyes narrowed, and he lifted his arms and gripped the string of lights, and pulled them off the ceiling. Then he twisted me around, tugged my wrap off, and pushed my head down into the bed. I found myself in a familiar position as Axel pulled my wrists behind my back, and used the lights, still illuminated, to bind my wrists at the small of my back.

      “Fuck!” I growled into the sheets. I felt Axel push away with a grunt. Before I could push myself to my feet, he’d grabbed my bikini bottoms and pushed them off my ass. I felt his fingers trace the lines left behind from Colin’s rose-stem flogging and heard his growl of approval.

      “Tell me your safe word, Em.” His growl resonated in the room, and my pussy clenched. Axel was a gentle soul but he felt dangerous tonight.

      “Poppy,” I said, naming my favorite flower.

      “Good girl.” I felt my face flush at the praise. Axel’s fingers spread my ass cheeks apart, and he pushed one thick finger between my silky petals. “You’re soaked. Is it from your needy pussy, or Colin’s spunk?”

      “Both,” I admitted, pressing back into his fingers. “Don’t tease me, Axel. I need you inside me.”

      “In due time, princess.” His growl made butterflies erupt in my stomach.

      “Aiieee” I screamed in the next breath when hot heat bloomed on my ass cheek. Axel held me down, but I swiveled to look behind me and saw Axel tipping a red candle over my bare ass. I tensed as another drop spilled from the end and I squealed from another spark of pain. The heat blazed into my flesh, but I was unable to wipe it off. The wax cooled quickly, the pain fading into an oddly comforting warmth before another drop of molten wax dripped onto my already abraded ass.

      “Fuck!” I screamed. Axel had a knee in the small of my back, as he guided the candle tip over my round ass cheeks. His free hand slapped my thighs, and I spread them open further. Axel’s chuckle and chiding voice made me whimper. “You’re such and eager slut, aren’t you?”

      My head nodded into the sheets as I buried my face into the comforter. The feeling of Axel’s other hand cupping my sex, sliding between my lips, then circling my clit had me groaning in need. The sting of wax drops trailing in arcs over my ass all added to the overwhelming sensations as I writhed underneath Axel’s ministrations.

      I curled my hips up and drove back when I felt his fingers slide to my opening, and then a pair of thick fingers pressed inside. His laugh at my desperation to be filled with something sparked something inside me. I was a needy slut. I was eager to be fucked, to be used, to be a plaything for Axel’s deviant desires.

      When his fingers pulled back, I whipped my head around. When his knee lifted from my back, I rolled to my side to look at him. He licked my juices off his fingers, then sucked the pair into his mouth. I bit my lip and wanted his tongue on my clit. I was about to roll on my back, when his fingers pulled from my back and pushed on my shoulder to press me down flat.

      He held the candle horizontally and dripped the red drops of wax over my belly. His free hand reached and pulled my bikini top up, baring my breasts. My nipples zinged as they hardened under the cool air of the large fan above us. I arched my back as Axel directed the flow of wax onto my nipples, and screamed at the exquisite pain.

      My eyes widened as I just accepted what was happening. Axel’s presence was domineering enough, and the pain and pleasure he worked with the hot wax and his dexterous fingers had me on edge. He paused, then gripped the waist of his shorts and pushed them down. His cock sprang free and bounced rigidly, a silver bar gleaming along his thick veiny shaft.

      “What is that?”

      “It’s pierced,” Axle growled and blew out the candle.

      “Fucckk,” I managed as his hands pushed my thighs apart.

      “You’ll love it,” Axel said and notched the head of his cock against my spread lips. Then, with a thrust of his hips, he buried his adorned cock deep inside my needy cunt.

      He was thick and stretched my pussy wide as he sank in deep. I felt the barbell as he drove in and moaned as it dragged across my slick inner walls. His hand lowered to my mound and pressed, compressing my pussy around his shaft.

      Our eyes met as he worked his cock in and out. The heel of his hand ground into my clit and he pressed my hips to add more friction. I was breathless with need as Axel patiently fucked me. His long strokes were the ultimate edging tease. He was in no hurry.

      “Your pussy feels so good, so slick, so hot, so fucking wet.”

      “Fuck me, Axel… Fuck me hard. Harder—please!” The desperation in my voice only added to the heat coiling in my core. Axel arched a brow, and his lips spread into a wicked grin.

      “Nah,” he drawled. “I’m going to enjoy this. It might be the only time I get to fuck you, Em.”

      I was a mess of need, my hips rolling to meet his thrust, and my mind echoed with his words. I realized that I hoped it wasn’t the last time I’d have his cock in me. I wanted to feel this again. I wanted to be fucked by Colin again too. Fuck—I really was a slut.

      I shivered, and an orgasm exploded behind my eyes. My thighs squeezed and tightened as Axel grunted at my tightening cunt. He gripped my hip, held me down, and drove in deeper and harder. His hips jerked, punching his cock into my clenching walls, and the steel bar seemed to vibrate inside me as I crashed into wave after wave of bliss.

      I lost my breath as I felt the heat of Axel’s release deep inside me. His hands pulled from my hips and squeezed my breasts. I felt the hardened wax splinter in his grip as he held me down, his hips jerking as he emptied his load inside me. I blinked and inhaled a long, deep breath as Axel lowered to kiss my neck.

      I tried to move my arms. I wanted to pull his hard body against mine, and I whimpered when I couldn’t because of the string lights binding my wrists. His lips dipped and kissed down my neck. I whimpered when his teeth bit into the flesh under my jaw, and he sucked. Marking me again, claiming me on the night before my wedding.

      I closed my eyes as I felt my body relax. Axel pulled back his hips, and his cock slid out. I felt our combined juices seep out of my pussy. He rose up and pulled his swim trunks back up over his beautiful cock, and I licked my lips. I really did want to feel that barbell with my tongue. I sighed with a tinge of regret. Axel turned me to the side and unwrapped my wrists.

      Once I was free, I pressed onto my knees, turned around and wrapped my arms around Axel’s tattooed chest. I kissed him hungrily and then pulled away, looking him in the eye.

      “I want more of you, too,” I confessed.

      His smirk held a glimmer of promise, but he said, “You’re marrying my best friend tomorrow, Emma. You should probably talk to him about that, don’t you think?”

      I felt my cheeks flush as I nodded, then stepped off the bed and pulled my bikini top back down over my breasts. “You’re right, of course, I was a little caught up in the moment, I guess.”

      “Let’s get you back to Jonathan,” Axel said, holding my bikini bottoms out so I could step into them. He tugged them up my legs, and I once again felt the firmness of the vibrator part of my sensitive lips and settle against my clit. I moaned at the contact, my knees buckling slightly at the sensation.

      “Hey,” Axel said, holding me up. “Take a breath and get yourself together, yeah?” He held me until I found my balance, then whispered next to my ear, “I’ll head back out so I’m not missed. Come when you’re ready?” Axel winked at me with a confident grin. His eyes showed a depth of caring, and I nodded and sat back on the edge of the bed. I picked up my wrap up off the floor, pulled it over my lap then looked at Axel.

      “I’ll be fine, thank you,” I smiled. “I’ll be out soon.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 6

          

          
            CHAMPAGNE AND STRAWBERRIES

          

        

      

    

    
      The tremble in my knees lessened as I wandered back through the sand to the party, which was still going strong. The steel drums were still playing nostalgic pop tunes from the 1980s. Swaying my hips to the beat of the music, I spied Jonathan talking to his mother and made my way to his side. What would she think if she knew I’d just had two other men fuck me and looked forward to the third soon. Would she tell Jonathan to ditch me if she knew what a slut I was?

      I smiled as she saw me coming and tapped Jonathan on the shoulder. Jonathan turned and focused on me, and his face broadened into a grin. My hand slid along his waist, feeling the heat of his skin under the flowered shirt he wore. The firmness of his grip on my side as he pulled me against him settled my nerves.

      “Emma,” Jonathan’s mom said, looking at me with a bit of a squint. “how are you feeling?”

      “I feel wonderful,” I said, meaning every word. “I have a little nervous tummy, but I know that will pass soon. I’m so glad you’re here, Victoria. How was the flight?”

      “A little shaky at the end, but I was relaxed from the margs they kept serving me. And you need to call me Vicky, Emma.”

      I grinned and nodded at the half-empty drink in her hand. “I see you’re still going.”

      “Last one. Promise,” Vicky slurred. “I’ll be up bright and early to see you wed to my Jonathan! Are you excited? I’m excited!”

      “So excited!”

      I leaned into Jonathan’s shoulder and inhaled. I loved his cologne, and the feel of his arm squeezing my waist grounded me while he continued to talk to his mother. I just smiled and rocked with him to the steel drum music. I looked up and saw the stars blazing above us against the stark blackness of night. The sound of the surf mixing with the music soothed me as I swayed while my eyes drifted closed.

      My core clenched as the vibrator in my bikini bottoms buzzed back to life. I squeezed Jonathan as my knees shook slightly, then leaned up on my toes and kissed his cheek. I knew who would be waiting for me—David. I bit Jonathan’s ear lobe and whispered, “Just one more cock, then I’ll be yours.”

      I saw the flush in his cheeks and continued, “You like that you have such a slutty fiancée, don’t you?”

      Jonathan turned and pulled me against his chest, as his mother wandered to another clutch of people dancing in the sand.

      “David is expecting you. You shouldn’t be late.” Jonathan grinned and kissed my nose. “Yes, I love that I’m marrying such a sexy slut, and I hope this isn’t the end. You love it too, admit it.”

      I nodded as the vibrator buzzed against my clit. My pussy clenched at the thought of continuing to fuck Jonathan’s friends, even after marriage. I knew it was only a confirmation of what I really wanted: Jonathan at my side but surrounded and supported by his friends.

      “I’ll be back,” I said and stepped back, spinning on my bare toes to walk toward the final cabana.

      I waved my hand over my head, my hips swaying in time with the buzzing pattern on my clit. I could feel my juices leaking down my thigh, and I realized how badly I needed one more cock.

      I stepped up the stairs and opened the door. It closed behind me, and I stared across the room at David. He was naked and holding a magnum champagne bottle and a tray of chocolate-covered strawberries. I licked my lips, untied my wraps, pushed my bikini bottoms down, and pulled my top off. I cupped one breast while my other hand dropped to cup my slick bare pussy.

      “What is it with you guys and romance?” I asked then stepped toward David.

      “A destination wedding should have some romance. It’s a rule.” David’s baritone voice seemed to ripple up my spine. He lowered himself into a chair, spreading his thighs so his heavy balls hung between them while his cock strained up, bending against his ripped belly. He sat the bottle of champagne on the floor and waved me to him with his free hand. “Let me feed you what you to need.”

      Smirking as I sauntered toward him, I lowered myself to my knees between his legs. I reached for his cock, surrounding it with my small hand and stroking it. It was hot and erect, and his crown flared with a distinct ridge. I lowered and licked my tongue over his slit and savored the salty tang of his precum.

      I made eye contact with him as I opened my mouth and sucked on his crown. His eyes stared into mine as he placed the tray of strawberries on the side table. He plucked one off the tray and bit the chocolate off the tip. I swirled my tongue, watching him as I pushed my mouth lower. He pressed his tongue into the core of the strawberry, his eyes still on mine. I pulled my mouth off his cock and bit my lip, then opened my mouth.

      “Oh, you’re hungry?” David asked, then fed me the rest of the strawberry.

      I chewed as I rose and then straddled his lap.“I’m so hungry, David. My entire being is hungry. May I?”

      I paused with his cock in my hand, his crown poised at the center of my opening. He nodded, then leaned and grabbed another strawberry. I fit his the head of his cock into me and lowered myself on his rigid cock. My low moan had an edge as he stretched my well-used pussy even more. He held the strawberry to my lips, and I opened my mouth, sucking the chocolate as I rocked my hips, riding his cock.

      David bit his lip, and his hands moved to cup my breasts, gripping them tight. I moaned and pressed into his hands. Our eyes locked in a battle of wills as I rode his cock, feeling my arousal building in my core. He was throbbing inside me as I rocked back and forth. His fingers tightened on my rock-hard nipples, and I moaned, lifting my hips up and then falling.

      His hands lowered to my hips, pushing me up before pulling me down. My hands gripped his shoulders as my body rocked up and down. I leaned into him, my lips opening as I moaned with each thrust of his cock inside me.

      “You feel so good inside me.” I moaned against his lips, then pressed my tongue between them. His growl vibrated my tongue, and I felt his hips drive up, thrusting his thickness deeper inside my slick walls. My hands wrapped around his neck as I kissed him. Our bodies melded, parted, and pulled back together, only to slip apart. The heat between us soared as his tongue pressed inside me, and he took over.

      “God, you are such a sexy slut, Emma,” David growled as he leaned forward, grabbed my hips, then stood up with his cock deep inside me.

      I wrapped my heels around his thighs and hung on, squeezing my cunt around his throbbing shaft. He managed to lean down, grab the champagne bottle, and toss it on the bed. In two steps, he lowered me to my back and pushed me down with his hands on my tits, his face a mask of intensity.

      He flexed his hips and punched his cock into me with a grunt. I was thrilled that I could make such a reserved man become so feral. He fucked me hard, his cock driving into me. I felt my orgasm pool deep inside me and swirl like a tornado around his thrusting cock.

      “FUCK! I—” was all I could manage before I screamed in ecstasy. My pussy clamped around his cock as he continued to rail me. I fought for breath, arching back as his cock speared into me. My hips whipped up to meet his steady hard, thrusts. One orgasm spiraled into another. Wave building after wave as I lost myself to the thrill of getting fucked by Jonathan’s best man and boss.

      David’s hips drove inside me, and he stilled, staring at me. My hips rocked and twisted, screwing myself on his cock. I looked up at him, confused, while he reached for the champagne. I gasped, breathless, as he stayed deep inside me, his face impassive as he tore off the wrapper and started to twist off the wire cage. He started thrusting into me again, slower but with deep thrusts.

      I lost my breath looking at him as he held his thumb over the flared cork and shook the bottle with one hand. His other hand reached and pressed against my sternum, holding me down. I watched his expression shift to bliss as his hips rocked and jerked. He pulled his thumb off the cork, the nail tucked against the bottom.

      He shot his hot release into my core as the bottle erupted in an icy spray. The heat of his release teamed with the cold fizz that filled my mouth and soaked my hair and chest. The bubbles and cold alcohol only made my heated flesh buck in shock. I was lost in the sensations and blasted into another orgasm while David emptied himself inside my clenching cunt.

      He tossed the bottle aside, his hands gripping my cheeks as he lowered his mouth to kiss me. His cock was still hard and stiff inside me. He kissed me deeply as his hips slowly ground into me, and I shuddered into yet another orgasm.

      “Are you going to fuck me all night?” I gasped in awe.

      “I think it’s my turn.” Jonathan’s voice echoed in my ears, and I felt the bed dip as he dropped to the bed beside me.

      “Or mine.” I felt another dip and had to search my memories to recall Axel’s voice.

      “Don’t forget me, beautiful.” Colin’s breath heated my ear.
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      I blinked as my thoughts knitted back together while David slowly pulled out of my pussy. I groaned softly at the feeling of emptiness and looked into Jonathan’s eyes.

      “Why are you here?” I looked at all four faces. “Why are all of you here? People will notice if all of you are gone!”

      I felt a swirl of panic at the idea of my friends and family finding out about my slutty activities the night before my wedding, and the four of them smiled.

      “We’re going back,” David said, sliding off the bed and pulling his swimsuit over his cock. I licked my lips absently and scanned the other three faces.

      “They just want to witness what I’m going to ask you, Emma, my love,” Jonathan said before kissing me deeply. I felt his erection press against my thigh as he covered my naked body. He still had on his swimsuit and his open tropical shirt, and I clutched the linen material to hold him close as we got lost in our kiss.

      “Okay, that will do,” David said with a cough, and Jonathan pulled back from the kiss.

      “Right,” Jonathan said, rising and standing beside David at the foot of the bed. Colin and Axel rolled off and stood on either side. I propped myself up on my elbows, and my breasts bounced as my bare naked body spread out. I pulled my thighs together and blinked, watching my soon-to-be husband.

      “What’s going on?” My stomach swirled with anxiety as I scanned their handsome faces. They had each been my lover for part of the night, but my focus returned to Jonathan. His smile reassured me, and I relaxed as I watched his calm confidence at the foot of my bed.

      “We do need to get back to the party, and you do too,” Jonathan began. “I wanted to tell you this doesn’t have to end. This was a trial to see how you liked being with other men. I think I can tell that you enjoyed yourself.”

      “I did,” I confessed, feeling unbidden tears well along the bottom of my eyes. “I loved all of it. It was special to be shared, but it only works if I’m with you when the sun comes up. I only love you, Jonathan.”

      “And I love you, Emma.” Jonathan’s smile was genuine, and he pulled the wedding ring from his shirt pocket. “I can’t wait to make you my wife. I also can’t wait to start our new adventure. This night doesn’t have to end. Do you want to continue to be shared by my brothers?”

      Jonathan gaze panned over at his friends—his business partners—and I understood. The four of them were like family, like chosen brothers. A brotherhood that was focused entirely on me. Their eyes were all on my face, and I could feel myself blush at the realization of Jonathan’s proposal.

      “Yes.” I nodded and panned to look at each man in the room. My pussy was clenching, even while my body was relaxed. These four men could have me whenever they wanted. They returned my nod, then David stepped closer and leaned into me.

      “I’m glad we will have another date, Emma, darling.” Colin gave me a slow, deep kiss while I played with the short hairs behind his neck. He pulled back and smiled as our eyes met.

      “Me too,” I whispered, biting my lip.

      As Colin turned to leave, Axel took his place. His kiss started gentle before he lightly bit my bottom lip and tugged. He growled, “We’ll have a lot of fun together, Em.”

      I reached and gripped his shirt and pulled him closer. I kissed his nose and decided I loved to watch Axel blush. “Promise, big guy?”

      His low laugh was my answer as he winked and pulled away. David hovered over me, tilted his head, swept his hands through my hair, and pulled my mouth to his. His kiss was deep and full of possession, and I moaned, feeling his passion fill me. Then he pulled back, lightly licking across my bottom lip. “Welcome to the family, Emma.”

      I shivered and tried to reconcile the word “family” with the deviant circle of lovers I’d found myself within. I closed my eyes and imagined the four men around me, focused on me, giving me pleasure while taking their pleasure from me.

      When I opened my eyes, it was just Jonathan and me, and I pushed off the foot of the bed and embraced my fiancé, pressing my cheek to his chest and listening to the steady beat of his heart.

      “As your husband, I make the call. Do you understand? You’ll still be my wife.” Jonathan’s fingers threaded through my hair, and tilted my head so he could lower and kiss me. His hands dropped to my ass and pulled my hips against his rigid cock.

      “The next cock in your greedy pussy will be mine, as your husband.” Jonathan’s low voice made my pussy clench. He could have me now if he wanted.

      “Can you wait that long?” I dropped my hand to his groin and stroked his cock through his shorts. He growled and then smiled.

      “I can, and I will. It will be torture, but you’re worth the prize.” Jonathan nuzzled and then stepped back. He bent and pulled my bikini bottoms from the floor. He pulled the magnet off the front of my panties and then pocketed the device that had teased me throughout the night.

      “When you’re ready, come out and enjoy the last hour of the party, dance with your friends, and then we’ll both sleep alone for the last night of our lives.”

      I blushed and smiled. “Deal,” I said as he turned and left me naked and alone.
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        * * *

      

      I wandered back into the sand after I took a shower. I’d taken my bikini into the shower and rinsed the bottoms. Pulling the wet pieces into place after washing, I felt fresh and clean. My pussy was still pulsing as I walked back to the party, with my hair still damp from the shower. I was glad the wedding was beach-themed and planned for sunrise. That was only a few short hours away.

      I made a beeline for my friends, dancing to the steel drums in a group. I let out a little yelp of joy as they surrounded me and pulled me into a group hug. I felt like I’d won the lottery to be surrounded by my friends. I was going to marry my best friend in a few hours, but to be surrounded by a sisterhood made me happy. They might never know what I’d done earlier that night.

      As we danced and sang to the familiar songs, I realized I didn’t care if they found out. They’d support me in all things—they always had. The people enjoying the party had thinned, and couple by couple, one by one, the rest of the wedding party left. Then it was just Jonathan and me swaying to a slow song in the sand. He leaned and gently kissed my lips, then took my hand and escorted me to my cabana. After another kiss, he left me there to go to his. I climbed the steps, peeled off my wrap and bikini, and slid into the clean sheets, naked and alone. I fell asleep quickly, ready for the sunrise and the next day of the rest of my life.
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            HONEYMOON BEGINS

          

        

      

    

    
      I squeezed Kyla tight at the end of the dock. Her boat was the last to leave after ensuring all the guests were checked out. A few of her staff remained behind to stow the rest of the supplies and return them to the mainland. Kyla was the last of our party to return and then it would just be the two of us.

      “Thank you for making my wedding perfect!” I said, kissing her cheek.

      “You’re welcome, Mrs. Jonathan Talbot.” Kyla smiled, and momentarily I wondered who she was talking about.

      “That’s going to take some getting used to,” I admitted. “I guess I’d better go find my husband and get him to reinforce that, huh?”

      Kyla blushed. “Just remember to pee after, every time.”

      I shook my head and helped her step down into the boat. Then I stayed at the end of the pier and waved. I’d changed into a comfortable pair of shorts after the end of the ceremony. I’d been busy saying goodbye to everyone, and I’d heard my new name said aloud all morning long. It was beginning to gel in my mind that I was Jonathan’s bride.

      I waved as the boat backed away, and the glint of the sun reflecting off the diamond in my ring made me pause and look at it. The feeling of the ring sliding perfectly onto my finger, what it represented, all mixed with my scandalous last night as Emma Edwards. I had enjoyed being a slut for all of Jonathan’s friends.

      I startled at the feeling of a hand on my waist, then relaxed as I inhaled the scent of my husband. Jonathan’s warm chest at my back was a comfort even in the tropical breeze and the heat and humidity. I leaned into his embrace, my head against his shoulder, and turned to look at him.

      “We’re alone now,” he said, turning to look at me and dropping his arm from above where he waved at the departing boat. “That means I can finally claim you as my wife.”

      His eyes took on a feral gaze, then his lips pressed against mine, and I moaned at the intensity. His tongue pressed along my lips, and I opened my mouth to suck on it as he thrust deep inside. He parted the kiss, his hands pulling my ass back against him, and I felt the rigid length of his cock.

      “You still want me?” I asked softly, turning toward him and touching his chest. I looked up at his dark, hungry eyes. “You’re not mad that you married me with your best friends’ cum still in my pussy?”

      He growled low in his throat, even as his lips curled into a grin. “Not mad at all, but I need to remind you who you belong to, don’t I?”

      “Oh, I know I belong to you, Jonathan. But it’s always good to be reminded.”

      Jonathan looked up at the departing boat, then back down at me. “Have we stood here long enough?”

      “Too long,” I said, shrieking as he dipped down and pulled me into his arms.

      “Don’t drop me in the ocean!” I gasped as I wrapped my arms around his neck. My feet kicked lightly as one arm was secure along my back while my legs hung over his other strong arm.

      “Not a chance.” He smiled as he walked swiftly down the dock and into the sand of our beach home for the week.

      We’d moved things from the smaller cabana to the single large cabana in the middle of the huts. My eyes drifted to the line of cabanas where Jonathan’s groomsmen had entertained me the night before. My pussy clenched at the memory and the promise of Jonathan making me his wife. I was ready to feel his cock inside me, and I pressed my mouth to his neck and lightly bit under his jaw.

      “Ugh,” Jonathan grunted. “What was that for?”

      “Marking, my man,” I said, kissing the small mark I’d left. “I don’t want any hussy to think they can get their nails in you.”

      Jonathan smiled and then pushed his foot against the open door to our cabana. He carried me across the threshold, completing the marriage ritual we’d followed since we woke up this morning. All of the beats of a traditional wedding were observed. Kyla officiated the saying of the vows and didn’t mention the absence of “forsaking all others” from mine. I’d turned slightly and looked at Jonathan’s three groomsmen, who winked back at me.

      Jonathan lowered me to the floor and then slapped my ass. “Strip and get on the bed,” he growled as I yelped and hurried towards the main bedroom.

      I felt his footsteps behind me as I shed my top, then shuffled out of my shorts. I kicked out of my sandals as I kicked my shorts off my feet. Then I twisted and fell backward on the bed, my naked flesh tingling with arousal. My hands cupped my breasts, pulling on my stiff nipples as I watched Jonathan stalk toward me.

      “Are you going to punish me?” I asked with a tremor in my voice. I didn’t feel guilty because this was what we’d both wanted. But Jonathan’s dark look sent a tremor of anxiety up my spine.

      “Nothing to punish you for,” Jonathan growled as he shed his clothes. “Nothing to forgive. This is what we agreed on. Do you regret it now?”

      I shook my head as Jonathan crawled onto the bed. His hand slid up my thigh, and I spread my legs wider for my husband. “I don’t regret last night. I don’t regret marrying you. I love you, Jonathan Talbot. I’m yours if you still want me.”

      “Of course I want you,” he growled, his fingers sliding along my lips, which opened quickly. My arousal coated his fingers, and his growl made my pussy clench in anticipation. “You’re so fucking wet, Emma Talbot.”

      “It’s hard not to be when my husband looks at me like you do.” My breath caught as I watched his eyes. He used his free hand to guide his cock to my opening. My hands slid around his neck as he looked down at me. His first slow thrust took the rest of my breath away, as I stared into his eyes.

      “I love that I can be shared with your friends, and that, at the end of the day, you’ll be in my bed, in my arms, and inside me. Claiming what is always yours.”

      “Your mine, Emma,” Jonathan declared, driving deep into me, then punching his hips with a steady beat. His cock stretched me, pressing deeper with each stroke, and I lost my breath, watching his eyes.

      “Me. I’m yours, baby. Always. Forever.”

      “Damn right, you are,” he grunted with each firm thrust, moving harder and faster.

      His hand lifted and gripped my wrists and pushed them over my head. He held my hands down as his hips danced up and back, his thick cock searing my insides with his insistent rutting. His eyes were dark as we stared at each other. The intensity of his face made me clench. Then, without warning, I tipped into bliss and exploded, my cunt clenching tight around his shaft.

      One more thrust, and I felt Jonathan release deep inside me. The heat of his ejaculation made me writhe through another peak. My mouth opened wide as I screamed. Our eyes locked as our bodies ground into each other, bliss swirling around in our minds.

      Jonathan lowered and kissed me as his body relaxed against mine. His hard chest compressed my breasts as he laid on top of me. His weight grounded me as he released my wrists and moved his hands to cup my head. Our lips and tongues kissed and licked while I wrapped my hands around the back of his neck and held him tight. My ankles ran up his thighs and pulled his hips against me, his cock still throbbing.

      “Baby,” Jonathan said, parting the kiss, “I love you.”

      “I love you too.” I smiled and felt entirely at peace for the first time since I set foot on the island. “I can’t wait to continue our honeymoon, baby. Can we start with a nice long nap?”

      “Nothing I’d like more.”

      Jonathan slid to the side, then pulled my back to him as he spooned behind me. I rested my head on his arm and worked my ass back into his groin. We fit. In all that had happened in the last few days, of all the surprises and sex I’d had, this was my home—in Jonathan’s arms.

      I closed my eyes and fell asleep as the waves crashed into the surf outside our wide-open doors.
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      Next in series:

      A Hotwife Marooned by Olivia Lawless

      When Keith surprised his wife Annabelle with a tropical cruise, she was skeptical. The skepticism didn't get in the way of her excitement. She loved every chance to wear a swimsuit and this would provide days in the sun. What she couldn't know was what would happen during their private excursion.

      Keith arranged for them to travel to a private island cove for a special afternoon on a chartered boat. She knew nothing about the arrangement until he surprised her during the cruise. Her anticipation turned to fear when the weather picked up and disaster struck.

      The three struggle to make it to shore, but survive. Their elation turns to celebration of the carnal variety.

      As summer rolls around things are getting hot. This multi author series explores the lives of women who are living their dirtiest fantasies this summer and they are slippery when wet. Enjoy your summer with these filthy hotwife stories.
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        * * *

      

      Read A Hotwife Marooned here:

      https://mybook.to/AHotwifeMarooned

      


      Read the entire series here: https://mybook.to/ultimatehotwifesummer 
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      As summer rolls around things are getting hot. This multi author series explores the lives of women who are living their dirtiest fantasies this summer and they are slippery when wet. Enjoy your summer with these filthy hotwife stories.

      

      Book 1: A Hotwife Summer by Aila Glass 

      Book 2: A Hotwife On Fire by Alexa Sommer

      Book 3: A Hotwife Exposed by Daisy Dennis

      Book 4: A Hotwife On The Go by Cyra Wilde

      Book 5: A Hotwife in The Sand by Kyle Canon

      Book 6: The Hotwife Next Door by Kevin Jaxon

      Book 7: The Hotwife’s New Husband by Sean Geist

      Book 8: A Hotwife Playa Cabana by Hank Dolworth

      Book 9: A Hotwife Marooned by Olivia Lawless

      Book 10: A Hotwife Gets Wet by Anya Knightly

      Book 11: A Hotwife Anniversary by Dilana Rose

      Book 12: A Hotwife At The Hideaway by Zoey Adams

      Book 13: The Hotwife Getaway by Lillia Wett

      Book 14: A Hotwife Bares It All by Hardison Parker

      Book 15: A Hotwife Road Trip by Devon Haze

      Book 16: A Hotwife Takes it... Easy by Delores Swallows
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      Hank Dolworth is the nom de plume of a technology educator who had to stop flying around the world and is trapped in his home office attending too many Zoom calls. To cope with this high-stress environment, in his free time, Hank likes to write story-driven erotica and erotic romances.

      Hank's spicy stories are packed with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and heartwarming romance. While not always having a happy ever after, his endings always end up happy for now.

      Living in Texas, Hank also enjoys hot, spicy, rich, melt-in-your-mouth barbecue, time with his family, and working with other erotica writers to improve his craft.

      Find out what Hank's been up to by signing up for his newsletter, which is easy to do. Just grab a free book when you visit:
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