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Prologue


He spreads her trembling thighs, and his head dips between them, his mouth hovering mere inches above her neatly trimmed mound.

Closing his eyes, he slowly presses his nose to her pussy, inhaling her scent deeply before kissing and licking the tender skin on either side. He’s teasing her. Letting the anticipation of what’s to come build to a smoldering fire that only his tongue can quench.

Even at this distance I can see how eager she is. How ready for his touch. Her tight pink rosebud glistens with her arousal and she gasps and shudders as he slides his tongue on a long, slow journey through her slick velvet folds from the crack of her ass all the way to her clit.

“Oh! Oh my God!” she cries out, arching her body off the bed. My cock stiffens as he pushes her hips back down like he owns her.

He chuckles deep in his throat and glances over at me. “Your wife’s pussy is so fucking sweet, man. Are you sure you’re ok with me destroying it?”
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She opens her mouth in a perfect O, her pink tongue peeking out between her luscious, full lips. I gently slip a forkful of chocolate blackout cake inside her mouth and she lets out a soft sound that starts off as a giggle and ends up more like a sensual moan. “Oh, my God. That is so good!”

Our guests clink their glasses with their forks, and as soon as she swallows her bite of cake, I pull my bride in for a soft kiss, enjoying the sweet chocolatey aftertaste of her warm lips.

“You have no idea how difficult it is to resist taking you upstairs to the honeymoon suite right now and having my way with you,” I whisper under my breath as our guests clap and cheer.

She smirks and her emerald green eyes flash with mischief. “We’ve waited this long, Charlie. What’s another couple of hours?”

“You’ll pay for that comment later, baby,” I say, taking a bite of the cake she handfeeds me. She interprets my comment as a joke, but I’m only half kidding. She has no idea how difficult it’s been to abstain from fucking the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid eyes on for three long years. When we first met, Anna made it clear that she was saving herself for marriage and I would have been crazy to let a girl like her get away just because she was a virgin.

So, I waited. And for the record, it fucking sucked.

For the past three years, I’ve had blue balls constantly. The only way I survived was by taking breaks from work in the middle of the day to stroke my salami in the bathroom. I’d be a lying motherfucker if I didn’t admit that right in this moment, there’s nothing in the entire world I want more than to finally fuck my wife.

Except maybe one thing.

But I immediately push the thought away. For now, the fact that tonight I finally get to put my dick in my beautiful wife is enough. My secret can wait.

After we finish dessert, the band takes the stage and I pull Anna out into the middle of the floor for our first dance as husband and wife. We slow dance to a romantic cover of John Legend’s “All of Me” and when the music changes to something more upbeat, Anna is whisked away to dance with her girlfriends.

I feel a heavy hand on my shoulder and turn around to see my father-in-law, Jim.

“Come here you!” He pulls me into an awkward bear hug which I tolerate only because of my love for his daughter. Anna’s father is a giant of a man. Six foot five, with a shock of white hair on his head and an old-fashioned handle bar mustache. Jim is a conservative Southern preacher. He also happens to be the biggest douchebag I’ve ever met.

“So, tonight’s the big night, eh? Finally going to hit a grand slam.” Jim grins like a Cheshire cat and gives me a dramatic wink.

My mind goes momentarily blank as I try to figure out what he means. Slowly, the realization that he’s euphemistically referring to the consummation of our marriage dawns on me. And not in a good way. I always knew Jim was a pervert, but this is worse than I ever could have imagined.

My jaw tenses and my hands ball into fists. “Wow, Jim. The reception isn’t even over yet. And frankly, we shouldn’t be having this conversation. Anna is my wife. And your daughter. Show some respect.”

He puts his hands up in mock surrender. “Easy now, son. We all know how patiently you’ve been waiting until marriage for a taste of Anna’s delicate flower. I just wanted to put the friendly word of encouragement out there about grandchildren. Mother is especially excited about the idea of a grandbaby to spoil. The sooner you two lovebirds do the deed, the sooner we can celebrate the arrival of our little one! Praise be to Jesus.”

This conversation is wrong on so many levels that I’m at a loss for words. What kind of sick bastard calls his wife “Mother” and talks about his daughter’s delicate flower? Ugh. The Jim kind. It takes every ounce of willpower I possess not to clean his clock with my fists. In the end I decide that the brief satisfaction of punching his lights out is probably not worth the chaos that would ensue.

Also, I’m pretty sure that knocking out the Father of the Bride on your wedding night is a guaranteed cockblock.

Through gritted teeth I say, “I’ll do the best I can to love and cherish Anna for the rest of my life, Jim. As far as starting a family, I guess we’ll just have to see what happens down the road.”

“Good man.” Thankfully, something shiny catches Jim’s eye and I’m able to make my escape.

I make my way around the room, chit-chatting with guests and looking for my beautiful bride. It’s like we’re locked in a strange dance. Every time I get close to her, she gets spirited away by someone who wants to talk to her. Actually, when I think about it, it’s not that surprising. With her sparkling green eyes, chestnut hair, and perfect body, Anna has always been the center of attention in any room. It doesn’t hurt that in addition to being extremely easy on the eyes, she’s also kind, funny and intelligent. Every time I look at her, I pinch myself at how lucky I am.

After a few circles around the room, someone tips me off that Anna stepped outside for some fresh air. The weather for our California wine country wedding was perfect, and an added bonus of this venue is that it has a wraparound veranda overlooking a majestic vineyard. As I enter the veranda, I catch a glimpse of Anna’s beautiful white dress. Her back is to me and I can see that she’s deep in conversation with someone, but at this distance, I can’t see who.

Anna turns when she sees me and her eyes light up. “There you are, Charlie!” She waives at me excitedly and I stride over, noticing a tall man in an expensive custom suit standing next to her. He’s got dark hair and piercing blue eyes and is better than average looking. When his gaze meets mine, I instantly recognize the look in his eyes while he was talking to my wife. Desire.

“There’s my beautiful wife.” I smile, wrapping my arm around Anna’s waist. I pull her in for a kiss and am nearly overpowered by her intoxicating scent. Even though she’s been sweating a little in the heat of the ballroom, her skin smells sweet and delicate, like oranges and sunshine. It makes me instantly hard.

“Charlie, I want to introduce you to someone. This is Declan Ridgecrest. Can you believe this entire vineyard belongs to him?”

I shake hands with Declan. As I expect, he has a firm, manly grip. “I can’t believe I’m meeting the owner of Ridgecrest Valley Wines. Your beautiful vineyard was one of the main reasons we chose this place for our wedding.”

Declan laughs. “I’m not as impressive as I sound. But I’m glad you enjoyed the property. We host a lot of weddings every year, but I’ve never seen a more beautiful bride. You’re a lucky man.”

Anna blushes at the compliment, and for a split second I see a flash of something on her face. A fleeting expression that intrigues me.

There’s no question that Declan is attracted to my wife, but is she also attracted to him? I study her face intently and come up empty. There’s no trace of the hunger I thought I saw briefly in her eyes.

We make polite small talk. Declan tells us that the vineyard has been in his family for two generations. He lives in San Francisco, but he’s here on business for a few days and staying at the hotel. Because the hotel rents space on the vineyard property, he gets to stay for free whenever he visits.

Eventually, Anna yawns and I know it’s time to say our goodbyes. We’ve already neglected our guests long enough, and I can’t risk Anna falling asleep early on our wedding night. Not even my inappropriate conversation with Jim is enough to put me off making love to my beautiful wife for the first time tonight.

As we part, I notice the way that Declan’s eyes linger on Anna’s body and I suppress the exhilaration it stirs deep inside me.

Most men would be jealous at the thought of a handsome, rich stranger chatting up his wife on their wedding night, but not me. For some reason, I find it deeply exciting.

I don’t know why I can’t shake these thoughts, but I need to get a handle on them. Anna is too sweet for my fantasies and even if she weren’t, the whole point of a fantasy is that it will never actually happen.

I decide then and there that there’s no way I can ever tell Anna the truth. That the one thing I’ve always wanted—even more than making love to her for the first time—the secret fantasy that keeps me awake late at night stroking my hard cock into the early morning hours, is the idea of seeing my sweet, virgin bride fucked into oblivion by another man.


2




As the evening winds down, we say goodnight to our guests amidst a lot of oohing and ahhing over the fact that we’re literally going to start our new lives together with a bang. Their words, not mine.

We enter the elevator, and I clasp Anna’s hand tightly in my own. As soon as the door shuts, Anna surprises me by leaning in close for a kiss. Her lips part and I capture her mouth, feeling the tempo of her pulse quicken in response to my touch.

“I want you so bad.” She whispers in my ear, and I know it’s true. Because if she wants me half as bad as I want her, our first time is going to be scorching hot.

I don’t know how we manage to make it to the hotel room with our clothes on, but somehow, we do. As soon as the door closes, I carry her to the bed and we kiss and make out like teenagers for several minutes until she whispers, “I want you to make love to me. Now, Charlie.”

My cock has been semi-hard all day, but now that we’re alone and Anna is underneath me in the bed, it looks like I have a two-by-four in my tailored tuxedo pants.

Anna’s eyes widen in surprise when she sees the shape of my hard cock for the very first time. She bites her lip with an anxious look on her face. “I guess I wasn’t expecting it to be so big.”

I grin. “Don’t worry, I’ll go easy on you the first time.”

Anna laughs and after I get her a drink of water, she excuses herself to change out of her wedding dress and into her special wedding lingerie. I have no idea what to expect, but I know she spent a lot of time giggling about whatever she chose with her sister and friends.

When she emerges from the bathroom, I feel like a kid on Christmas morning. Doesn’t matter that I’m thirty-three. When you catch the first glimpse of your new wife wearing nothing but a tiny little negligee that shows off her perfectly symmetrical breasts you feel like you’ve won the lottery.

The ensemble is lacy and sheer on top, with a tiny triangle of fabric covering her pussy. Her nipples show through the fabric like headlights ensuring my gaze is trained only on her beautiful body.

She sits down on the bed and I join her. I’m still wearing my tuxedo shirt, but I’ve stripped down to my boxer briefs, making the eight inches of hard wood I’m sporting even more noticeable. I make eye contact with Anna and she smiles shyly, biting her lip as if she’s nervous. When I slide my thumb gently across her hard nipples, I notice that she is trembling. I pull her into my arms and kiss her forehead.

“Don’t be afraid. I promise to go nice and slow. It might hurt for a few seconds, but after that it should feel really, really good. Ok.”

Anna nods and I take her mouth with a soft kiss. She surprises me by parting her lips, and soon our tongues are sliding together in a passionate French kiss. I thread my hands through her hair and lay her gently on the bed, straddling her with my legs.

“I want to see your cock,” she whispers, sliding her palm across the front of my boxer briefs. My cock jumps in response to her touch, but I pin her hands down by her sides.

“I’ve dreamt of this moment for so long, baby. I’m going to take my time pleasuring you first.”

I undress slowly and she gasps when my hard cock springs free. My rigid flesh stands straight up in the air like a light saber made of man meat. The thought makes me chuckle, even though Star Wars is the last thing I should be thinking about right now.

Anna frowns. “Is everything ok, Charlie?”

“Everything is perfect. I was just thinking about how lucky I am to have you as my wife.” She smiles sweetly and I think I see her body relax. She’s stretched out on the bed like she’s mine for the taking.

I straddle her hips, slowly dragging my hands up her curves from her ankles all the way to her thighs. Her back arches and her thighs tremble at my touch. “That feels so good,” she says.

It does. Her body is like a work of art. Anna has always been very health conscious, exercising regularly and watching what she eats. For her efforts, she’s been rewarded with strong legs, a tight stomach and perfect curves.

As I reach the triangle of her lace panties with my hands, I can see there’s a damp spot in the middle of her underwear. The fact that she’s already wet for me makes me want to rip off her panties and plunge inside her warmth. But I know that I need to make her first time comfortable. The Animal Style fucking I hope to do can wait until after she’s hymen-free. And no that wasn’t a fast-food reference.

I kiss her thighs, sliding my palms up to cup her full tits. I can feel her heart thudding in my hands and it’s maddening. “I’m going to lick your pussy, baby. Would you like that?” She bites her lip and nods through hooded eyes.

I slide my fingers against the silky fabric of her panties, enjoying the way her breath quickens at my touch. “Oh, Charlie...” Her voice trails off as I pick up the speed of my stroking, finding her clit with my thumb. I haven’t even removed her panties yet, but I know that when I finally do, I’ll find her clit swollen with arousal.

I inch her panties down and slide my fingers through her aching mound, enjoying the slippery wetness between her folds. Her response is a long, low moan deep in the back of her throat that makes my already rock-hard cock even harder. I can barely contain my excitement to be sharing this moment with Anna for the first time. It’s everything I expected and more.

I increase the pressure on her clit, enjoying the little gasps and moans she lets out. “That feels amazing, Charlie. I...I...” She doesn’t finish her sentence and I plunge two fingers inside her slick folds until I find her G-spot.

She nearly bucks out of her skin at my touch and I can’t wait any longer to taste her cunt. I cover her sweet pussy with my lips, forming a gentle seal as I probe her with my tongue, licking and sucking her to a place she’s never experienced before.

Her hips rock as I relentlessly assault her warmth with my mouth, and I enjoy the sight of her eyes practically rolling back in her head with pleasure at my touch. There’s nothing sexier than touching the woman you love in her most intimate place and seeing how good it makes her feel.

Well, technically there is something sexier, but it can’t happen.

I feel her climax at almost the same time that she lets out an explosive scream. When she comes down from her soul-shattering orgasm, she whispers, “I want you inside me, now.”

I can tell she means business when she fists my cock without warning and it’s all I can do not to shoot my load all over her sweet little tits. I nestle back in between her legs and slowly slide the head of my cock through her slick heat, reveling in the intense feeling of pleasure as I touch her there for the first time with my dick. I

’ve been with a lot of women in my life, even deflowered a few, but there is nothing like the look on Anna’s face as she responds to my touch. She’s special and I want this moment to last forever. “Oh, Charlie! That feels so good.”

I tease her opening gently, pushing forward until I meet her natural resistance and letting her adjust to feeling the tip of my hard cock inside her body. “Is that ok?” I whisper, “Let me know if I need to stop.”

“Keep going.” She takes in a breath and moans a little and I know she’s enjoying this even though we’re barely getting started. I’m not even all the way inside and I can already tell her pussy is so fucking tight. We make eye contact and her eyes spur me forward. In one quick thrust, I seat myself fully, feeling the full effect of her warm cunt sheathing me like a silk glove. The pleasure is so intense I almost bust a nut right there. Yep, it’s official. I’m addicted to my wife’s virgin pussy for life. I expected her to cry out in pain when I popped her cherry, but instead she has the same blissed out look on her face.

“You feel so fucking good, baby,” I grunt.

I slowly begin to thrust in and out of her beautiful, tight warmth and she responds by panting and moaning in pleasure as I build up a rhythm. Before long I’m pounding into her with everything I’ve got and she’s taking it like it’s the best thing that’s ever happened to her. I wasn’t sure what to expect for our first time together, but our sexual chemistry is totally blowing my mind.

“Oh, Charlie! That’s feels so good. So good,” she cries out.

She’s practically writhing underneath me as I slam her tight virgin hole. I’ve never been with a woman this tight before, and that’s saying something. I don’t have an enormous cock or anything, but I’m not small either. A sold seven inches and a nice thickness. It’s enough to get the job done without having to worry about breaking anything.

My fears about our first time have been wiped away by the deep hunger in my wife’s eyes and her obvious enjoyment. Her nipples are so hard they look like they could cut glass. I palm one of her breasts and pinch her nipple gently as I pound into her. I can tell that she’s close by the way her eyes begin to roll back in her head and that same flush creeps up her chest. It only takes a few quick thrusts for me to bring her to the edge. She lets out another deep, throaty moan and whispers a single word.

“Harder.”

That’s all the encouragement I need to give her everything I have. And when her pussy begins to spasm and tighten around my cock, I know I can’t hold it in anymore. My orgasm barrels through me like a runaway freight train and I ride it all the way to a delicious release, pumping my sweet virgin bride full of my hot, sticky cum as I grunt with satisfaction.

I’m not religious, but this is the closest I’ve ever come to a religious experience.

Afterwards, we collapse together on the bed in a tangle of relaxed limbs. Eventually, I get a warm washcloth and clean her up. We brush our teeth and climb back into bed together. “You were so amazing, Charlie.” Anna says before turning over to become the little spoon to my big one.

“You were the amazing one,” I say.

The last thing on my mind before I fall asleep is an image that I haven’t been able to get out of my head all night. Anna’s legs spread wide open while a huge cock rams her tight little pussy. She’s got that same sweet look on her face, but there’s also reckless, unadulterated heat in her eyes.

It takes me a minute to realize that in this fantasy, I am truly a spectator. Because the cock that is plowing my new wife’s tiny field belongs to the handsome stranger we met on the veranda. Declan Ridgecrest.
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An earsplitting screech jolts me awake, and I feel Anna’s hand on my shoulder as she shakes me gently. Still groggy from my deep sleep and the memories of our first time, it takes me a full twenty seconds to realize that the fire alarm is going off.

“We should probably go outside just in case,” Anna says. I nod, and we both fumble around looking for our clothes and shoes.

As I pull on a pair of sweats there’s a loud banging at the door. “All guests should proceed outside.” A voice yells.

“We’re coming,” I call back, but it’s clear whoever it is has already moved on. I slip my feet into my tennis shoes and Anna throws on a t-shirt and some sleep shorts. When she’s ready, I grab Anna’s hand and open the door.

The evacuation is already well underway and as I exit the room, I nearly run smack into the back of a man standing right in front of our door. It takes me a moment to realize that it’s Declan. Someone upstairs must be messing with me. The fact that I fell asleep to a strange fantasy of him fucking my wife and now he’s standing right outside our door is a little unsettling. “Sorry, man. I’m a little groggy from sleep,” I say.

Declan smiles and his gaze travels past me to settle on Anna. “Don’t worry about it.”

He falls instep beside us as we follow the crowd down the hallway toward the stairwell. I can see why he’s staring. Even in the middle of the night Anna looks like a Goddess. Her lips are swollen from kissing me and she has the healthy glow of a well-fucked woman.

In her haste to get dressed she didn’t bother to put on a bra and her thin cotton t-shirt is showing off the full shape of her perky breasts.

Declan’s eyes miss nothing. “I’m surprised you were sleeping. Seems like you two had a nice little celebration going on earlier tonight.”

“Damn straight,” I say. Anna blushes the same deep crimson color that she turned when I fucked her for the first time. It’s unexpectedly hot and I feel my cock wake up all over again.

It dawns on me suddenly that the honeymoon suite we’re sharing is right next door to Declan’s room. He’s probably been listening to us fucking all night long.

I laugh, “Sorry. We didn’t realize how loud we were.”

Anna looks like she’s dying of shame, but Declan just winks as he walks ahead of us. “Trust me, you have nothing to be sorry about. Showing your beautiful wife how much you love her is always cause for celebration. I’d be doing the same thing all night long if I had a bride like Anna.”

The evacuation is a slow enough process that I have ample time to ponder Declan’s comments. A lot of men would be jealous in this situation, but his attention is having the opposite effect on me. The fact that Declan is openly checking out my wife in front of me and insinuating that he’d be fucking her all night long if he were in my shoes is making me so fucking hard.

As soon as we’re outside and Declan is out of earshot Anna turns to me with wide eyes. “I can’t believe he shares the room next to us. He probably heard everything we were doing.”

I grin and take Anna’s hands. “I don’t care what he heard. It’s our wedding night. When a man makes love to his wife for the first time, it’s not supposed to be quiet.”

She smacks me on the shoulder playfully, but a shy smile crosses her lips.

“Besides,” I say, “I’m pretty sure Declan wishes he could take my place. Whatever he hears is probably just fuel for his fantasies involving you.”

Her eyebrows raise and she gives me a funny look. “What do you mean?”

“I mean that clearly Declan wants you in a Biblical way. He pretty much already told me what a lucky bastard I am to have you for my wife. I’m sure he wouldn’t hesitate to step up to the bat if he had an opportunity.”

She takes in my words and then I see that same spark in her eyes I saw before. Only this time it lingers.

As the other hotel guests mill about while we wait for the fire department to arrive, Anna looks me in the eye and asks me a question I never thought I’d hear come out of her mouth. “What do you think about Declan?”

“He seems like a nice guy.” I say, unsure what she’s getting at.

“I was just wondering what makes you think he was attracted to me?” she asks. Her face is inquisitive, like she’s trying to work out a puzzle.

“Because of the way he looks at you. Like he wants you. Like he’d love nothing more than to tear your clothes off and devour you.”

She makes eye contact, placing the flat palm of her hand on my chest. “Does that make you jealous?” My heart begins to thud in my chest. I wonder if she can feel it, but it’s too late now. No matter what, I’m caught up in this moment we’re sharing.

“No. I’m used to men being attracted to you. You’re gorgeous, sweet, and so irresistible. Any man would be crazy not to want you. But the fact that you chose me as your husband is enough for me. I don’t think any man could ever come between us.”

Anna nods, biting her lip. This new side to her is one I haven’t seen before and it’s more than a little intriguing. I pull her close and she gasps when she feels my enormous erection pressing against her flimsy shorts. “Oh, my God, you’re already hard again.”

“Of course, I am. You’re in my arms.” She pulls away for a second and looks me directly in the eyes. “But it’s not only that is it? The thought of seeing me with another man turns you on doesn’t it?”

I wonder in this moment if I should tell her the truth. Maybe now isn’t the right time. But at the same time, the way she’s reacting to the conversation we’ve been having about Declan is already so different than I expected. I decide to go for it.

“I don’t want you to be freaked out, Anna. But yes. I’d be lying if I said that the thought of watching you with another man didn’t turn me on. It’s a fantasy. I’d never want you to do anything you’re not comfortable with. No matter what happens, you’re enough for me.”

Anna nods and pulls me in for a hug. “I know that, Charlie. And I appreciate the fact that you were comfortable sharing that with me. I love you so much.”

We’re interrupted by the arrival of the fire department. Several trucks pull up and firemen in full gear storm into the resort. After about fifteen minutes they come back outside, and the manager gives the all clear to return to our rooms.

I don’t know if it’s luck or something else, but somehow, we end up right behind Declan on the way back to the room. Anna is quiet, her face impassible. But her eyes give everything away. My stomach flips when I see the way she’s looking at him. They’re full of longing.

When we reach our door, Anna stops me. “I was thinking about what you said. About your fantasy. I want to fuck Declan while you watch.” She bites her lip and it’s everything I can do not to come in my sweatpants.

My eyes widen in surprise. “Are you sure? I mean, I don’t what you to feel pressured. I know I just sprung my fantasy on you. It’s ok if you need more time to think about it.”

She slides her hand down to the bulge in my pants, gently rubbing my cock with her palms. The feeling is maddening, and I almost want to tell her to stop, but let’s face it. I’m enjoying it too much.

“You told me he was interested in me. And I watched him when he ran into us at the door. I think you’re right. I think he wants to fuck me. Would you want that? Would you be turned on by watching him take me?”

“Are you serious? If you’re kidding, please tell me now.” I whisper. This is not how I thought our conversation would go at all.

She wraps an arm around my neck and kisses me on the lips. I can feel her body flush against mine and her heart is racing.

“I’m serious. If you ask Declan to fuck me and he says yes, invite him to our room. Now.”

Before I can answer, Anna pulls out the key card and enters our room quickly, leaving me in the hallway. Declan is a few paces ahead fumbling with the key card to his room. I walk up to him and he gives me a curious look. “Everything alright?”

“Yes. Remember what you said earlier about how lucky I am to have found a woman like Anna?” I can tell he has no idea where this is going, but he wants to find out.

“Well, I think maybe some of my luck is about to rub off on you.”
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Anna is lying naked on the bed in a spread-eagle position. Her chest rises and falls softly as she breaths and in the dim light from the overhead cans, I can see her arousal glistening. Her body is on full display and Declan is standing in front of the bed still fully clothed. His eyes twinkle with desire. Once he realized that I was dead serious, he was very enthusiastic about my proposal. It’s two-thirty in the morning and I’ve resigned myself to the fact that I won’t be getting a wink of sleep tonight. Not that I could if I tried.

Anna smiles at Declan, her voice surging with confidence. “Do you like what you see?”

“I do. But you already knew that.”

“Do you want to suck his cock, baby?” I ask.

Anna bites her lip, her eyes become pools of lust. Dark and seductive. “More than anything.”

Declan slowly slides his shirt over his head revealing perfect, washboard abs underneath. I enjoy the look on Anna’s face when she sees how built he is.

He slips his soft pajama pants down on his hips revealing form-fitting black boxer briefs. His lower half is every bit as fit as his upper body and judging by the size of the bulge, he’s packing some serious heat. At least I won’t have to worry about Anna being satisfied.

He slides his underwear off quickly and his cock springs out, immediately bobbing straight up. He’s above average size and I enjoy the look on Anna’s face as she takes him in with her eyes. “Your cock is impressive.” She says.

“Wait until I fuck you. I’m going to make you come so hard.”

Anna glances at me briefly and then turns back to Declan, her eyes blazing, “You better.”

I grin, unable to contain my excitement at Anna’s dirty talk. Everything has changed. It’s only been a few short hours since I took her for the first time, but now she’s confident and in control. Shedding her shy persona for a sexual nymph. I always knew that Anna would surprise me, but this side of her is irresistible. I’ve never wanted her more than I want her right now.

She gets up off the bed and slides down onto her knees in front of Declan. She reaches out a hand and grasps his hard cock in her palm, staring up into his eyes seductively as she gently strokes him up and down from the base to the tip. Declan shudders.

“Put your sweet lips on his cock baby.” I command. Anna eagerly obeys. I know she’s never done this before. Sucked a man off and tasted his cum, but I’m confident that she’ll handle his cock like a pro. I can already tell she’s a fast learner. When Anna’s lips close around the head of his cock, Declan grunts deep. “Oh, baby that feels so good.”

Anna enjoys the encouragement, sliding her hand up to cup his balls while she swirls her tongue around the crown. Declan closes his eyes and begins to breathe heavily, and suddenly I’m conscious of my own hard erection threatening to burst the seams in my pants. I slide down my pants and fist my hard cock, stroking it up and down while I watch my beautiful wife sucking off a stranger in our hotel room. If married life gets any better than this, I’m not sure what that looks like.

“Oh, baby.” Declan growls, sliding his hands into my wife’s beautiful, dark hair so he can control the pace. Her lips form a nice seal and she’s taking his shaft deep into her throat while he fucks her mouth fast and furiously.

Declan calls out a warning. “I can’t hold it much longer.”

“Do you want to swallow his creamy cum?” I ask Anna.

Her mouth is too full to answer, but when she looks me in the eye, I know exactly what she wants. I give Declan a friendly nod. “Shoot your load in her mouth. Anna is going to suck you dry and swallow your cum all the way down.”

Declan grunts as he pumps faster in her mouth and Anna lets out a sexy little moan and tightens the suction around his dick. I watch Declan’s balls tighten and then he’s squeezing out his release and Anna is taking all of it as if it’s the most delicious thing she’s ever tasted. I stroke my cock faster and faster until my own release hits me like a tsunami and I blow my load all over my lap. It’s one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had in my entire life.

“Jesus. That was amazing.” Declan says, gently stroking Anna’s cheek. “Your lips are amazing. Your fucking mouth was amazing. I’m going to make your pussy feel so good baby.”

I hope he means it, because that sounds like something I would pay good money to see.
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Anna is blessed with the kind of body that would make an Instagram model cry. I watch with bated breath as Declan takes two handfuls of my wife’s ample breasts in his hands, needing and stroking her nipples until they stick straight out like flesh-colored jewels. When he takes one of her hard nipples deep into his mouth, swirling his tongue around and suckling at the same time, the pleasure is so intense that Anna practically falls off the bed.

“Do you like that, baby?” I ask.

“That feels so fucking good, Charlie.”

He switches back and forth between her globes, teasing and stroking her nipples in between playful suckling. Anna’s legs drift apart and it’s easy to see how aroused she is.

“Look out wet she is for you, Declan.” I say.

Declan smiles. “I think it’s time for me to taste that sweet little pussy your wife has, don’t you?”

“Fuck her tight little pussy with your mouth.”

Anna shudders with anticipation, her eyes darkening. There’s something so special about this moment we’re sharing. The way that Declan can voice Anna’s desires and I can make them happen for her. It’s hot as fuck, and I feel my cock stiffening again at the thought of Declan using his hot mouth on my wife’s tight little cunt.

Declan walks Anna back to the bed and lays her down. He spreads her trembling thighs, and his head dips between them, his mouth hovering mere inches above her neatly trimmed mound. Closing his eyes, he slowly presses his nose to her pussy, inhaling her scent deeply before kissing and licking the tender skin on either side. He’s teasing her. Letting the anticipation of what’s to come build to a smoldering fire that only his tongue can quench. Even at this distance I can see how eager she is. How ready for his touch. Her tight pink rosebud glistens with her arousal and she gasps and shudders as he slides his tongue on a long, slow journey through her slick velvet folds from the crack of her ass all the way to her clit.

“Oh! Oh my God!” she cries out, arching her body off the bed. My cock stiffens as he pushes her hips back down like he owns her.

He chuckles deep in his throat and glances over at me. “Your wife’s pussy is so fucking sweet, man. Are you sure you’re ok with me destroying it?”

“I want you to make her scream with your tongue.”

Without warning, he covers her slit with his mouth, sucking her pink pussy lips until she gasps.

Her eyes fly open and she looks me in the eye. “Oh, my God. Oh, Charlie. His mouth feels so good.”

Declan laughs as Anna comes undone beneath his lips. She’s babbling incoherent nonsense as he licks and sucks on her sensitive bud. Just when I think things can’t get any more erotic, Declan licks two of his fingers and slides them gently inside her pussy. His fingers slide rhythmically in and out of her pussy as he licks her clit. Anna bucks wildly, her mouth falling open as he curves his fingers to hit her G-spot, and picks up the pace, sucking and fucking her with his mouth and fingers until she falls over the edge.

In one exquisite moment, Anna’s body convulses with pleasure beneath Declan’s mouth. When the wave finally ends, she collapses back on the bed with a blissful expression on her face. To Declan’s credit, he doesn’t let her relax or enjoy this moment. He takes control over the situation.

This is as much about him as it is me and I see that he knows exactly what I want him to do. Anna and I made love for the first time, but Declan is here for one reason and one reason only. To fuck my wife. He understands what is expected of him in this relationship the three of us share. I am the master, he is my servant. Anna belongs to both of us tonight.

“Turn over on your stomach.” Declan orders, his eyes dark with passion. There’s a note in his voice that makes Anna want to obey and she doesn’t hesitate to follow his command.

“He’s going to fuck you so hard, baby.” I say.

Anna nods, and I begin to stroke my cock slowly from base to tip. Watching Anna submit to this hot stud is driving me wild with desire.

Declan adjusts her hips to make sure they are tilted at just the right angle. Before she has time to prepare herself mentally, Declan slides the tip of his huge cock through her wetness from behind and Anna moans loudly. His cock is impressive, and I know that it will be a tight fit in her little pink pussy. He grabs a fistful of Anna’s hair and turns her head toward his face gently, capturing her lips with a firm kiss.

At the same time, he seats himself inside her with a firm thrust and Anna cries out “Oh!” either in shock or surprise. It doesn’t matter because the real event starts when he begins to relentlessly stuff his rock-hard cock inside her pussy from behind, thrusting hard enough that I know she’s going to be sore in the morning, it’s all I can do not to shoot my load all over the place.

“Oh, God. Oh fuck! Your sweet little pussy feels so good. You’re so tight.” Declan says.

And I know how he feels and exactly what he means. I feel a surge of pride in my chest that my beautiful wife is letting this strange man fuck her while I watch.

Declan continues his pace, stuffing her slick pussy hard and fast. I can see how much she’s enjoying herself by the sweet lubricant I can see on Declan’s cock as I watch him take her. After several minutes like this where Anna is panting and crying out, Declan flips her over on her back and leans into her, her legs wrapping around his back as he plunges his cock in and out of her in a frenzied pace. Soon it’s obvious that Anna is going to come again, and Declan doesn’t let up, pounding her so hard it looks like she could break in half from the force of his thrusts. When her face flushes and her moans deepen, I know she’s close.

Declan must hear it in her voice too, because he pumps faster, and takes one of Anna’s pebbled nipples in his mouth, swirling his tongue in circles while he pistons into her. I imagined this moment in my wildest fantasies, but I never actually thought it would come true. Anna’s low moans become a deep, sensual chorus and soon she is screaming her release.

I can tell by the way that Declan’s thrusts have become faster and his deep grunts that he’s close.

“Where do you want his cum, baby?” I ask my sweet wife.

“Fill me all the way up.”

“You heard the misses. Fuck my beautiful slutwife until you blow your hot, sticky load inside her.”

“Whatever you want, boss.”

Declan pulls out of Anna dramatically, flips her on all fours and pushes down on her back so that she has to stick her up ass in the air. He drives into her from behind like a stallion mounting a prized mare. I know that Anna is on the pill, and the thought of this stranger filling up my wife so good is taking me to the edge, but I want to hold on a little longer.

He pumps into her pussy urgently, grunting and straining. Anna moans loudly and then whispers words of encouragement. “Give me your cum, baby.”

I can tell when he shouts out his release that he is pumping my wife full of his hot cum and she’s taking all of it like the beautiful Hotwife she is. When every last drop of cum is milked out of Declan, he slides out of her cunt and collapses on the bed into a heap. I look at Anna lying next to him on the bed.

Her eyes sparkle and her lips turn up into a knowing smile. “That was so fucking good.”

“You look so beautiful,” I say. She stands up with Declan’s still warm cum inside of her pussy and walks over to me. My cock is still unbelievably hard, but I don’t expect her to do anything about it after being fucked twice already on her wedding night. Then she surprises me by straddling my thighs and sliding her pussy down on my cock. She turns wildly over her shoulder and looks right at Declan. “Watch me ride my husband’s cock.”

Declan grins. “Whatever you want, beautiful.”

I piston into her from below while she meets my rhythm. Her cunt is still so tight, and the slippery wetness from Declan’s jizz is the perfect lubricant. She feels so good sliding up and down on my cock, that I know I won’t last much longer. But the reason I’m already close to release isn’t because I’m fucking my beautiful wife. It’s because I know as I thrust into her for the second time tonight that Anna has shed the last of her sexual inhibitions. My sweet, innocent virgin bride is now a smoking hot, sexually uninhibited Hotwife and our future together suddenly seems even brighter.

[image: ]


The door closes after Declan leaves the room and it’s just the two of us again. I don’t know what I’m expecting, but it’s not what Anna stays as soon as we’re alone.

“I want more.”

Three words that change my life even more than when we said “I love you” for the first time.

I glance at the clock on the bedside table in our hotel. It’s almost four in the morning. I’m tempted to say no to Anna, to tell her that finding another strange guy to fuck her in the middle of the night is probably unrealistic. But I remember the wise words my father once told me about the secret to a happy marriage. Yep. That’s right. The age-old saying, “A happy wife is a happy life” runs through my brain, and in this moment, I know that even in the middle of the night, my responsibility as Anna’s husband includes finding her whatever she wants. Whatever will make her happy.

I throw on a clean pair of boxers and my sweats. Anna gives me a funny look. “Charlie, where are you going baby?”

“To get you more cock.”

Anna smiles sweetly and stands up. She’s still naked, and the sight of her body makes me swoon all over again. “You are the best husband ever, but I’m coming with you.”

I raise an eyebrow. “Are you sure? This may take a while.”

She kisses me sweetly on the lips. “Trust me. It will go much faster if I come with you. Finding stranger cock for your wife in the middle of the night is not like running to the cornerstore for a carton of milk.”

Or is it?
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“Yes! Oh, God yes! Harder.” Anna screams. His balls slap against the back of Anna’s pink pussy, as he thrusts his enormous black cock into her tight little hole from behind.

There are a lot of firsts that Anna and I will have to celebrate when we remember our wedding night. The first time we made love. Her first time being fucked by a stranger, and now her first time being fucked by a black guy with a cock bigger than Declan and I put together.

When I first saw what the sous chef was packing, I nearly fell over. The expression “bigger than a baby’s arm” doesn’t quite do justice to the impressive size of this guy’s cock. His name is Drake, and for some reason I find this fact hilarious, but not so funny that I’m going to let it ruin my enjoyment of the best xxx-rated interracial hardcore pussy stuffing I’ve ever seen.

Hint: It’s even better when the pussy being stuffed belongs to your Hotwife.

“Oh, yeah. Do you like my tight little pussy?” We have both learned that Anna is a master of dirty talk.

Drake grunts, “Damn, baby. This pussy so tight.”

Anna is stripped back down to her birthday suit and we’re crammed into the pantry of the hotel. Apparently, Drake came in early to do some prep and we’re mostly alone, as room service doesn’t start for several more hours. When he led us into the supply closet, I had no idea what to expect, but then he pulled down his pants and I saw what he was packing and realized we were good to go.

More than good. Anna dropped to her knees immediately so she could worship his horse cock with her tiny pink lips. He pumped furiously into her little hole and I watch with no small amount of pride as my bride not only sucked his enormous cock like a champ, but also swallowed every last drop of his cum. Now he’s giving her everything she wanted. And I feel a smug sense of satisfaction about how good I already am as a husband by providing her cocks whenever she wants them.

Drake increases the speed of his thrusts and Anna shudders. From deep within her diaphragm comes a sound I’ve never heard a woman make before, but I recognize it instantly. It’s the sound of sweet satisfaction as Drake drives her all the way home with is big black cock. I was going to suggest that he fuck her ass, but Anna is just getting started, so there’s no need for her to do that yet.

We have to save something for our honeymoon.

I watch as his cock swells even bigger for his finally thrusts, and Anna shoots me a look of ecstasy as he fills her all the way up with his hot, creamy cum. When we’re done, Drake gives us a few minutes alone in the supply room, and Anna straddles my lap, reaching her palm down in front of her to grip my hard erection. I can feel the warm jizz inside her cunt dripping down her pussy lips and onto my bare thighs, but I don’t care.

“That was incredible, baby,” I say. She smiles and kisses me on the lips. “I think you need to clean up my pussy with your tongue, don’t you?”

You might think Anna’s suggestion that I clean another man’s spunk from her pussy with my tongue would be a turn off, but Anna’s suggestion has the opposite effect. The thought of lapping up the sticky tangy cum from the last guy who fucked my sweet Hotwife’s pussy makes me even harder.

I meet her gaze directly as I gently lift her off my lap and sink down on my knees to worship her dripping cunt with my tongue. Licking, slurping and swallowing all of that creamy goodness that has dripped down her pussy lips and slid down her legs. When I finish cleaning, I tease her clit with my tongue and finger-fuck her until her thighs shake around my face. Our bond is somehow even stronger than it was before.

“Let’s go to bed baby. I don’t want to be too tired for our honeymoon.”

I nod and lead her upstairs to bed. And as both of our heads hit the pillow, I know we’re going to be happy together for the rest of our lives.
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When I wake up the next morning, the bed is empty. I’m briefly disoriented, but then I remember how much Anna enjoys running early in the morning and that she told me she was going to take a short jog through the vineyards before breakfast. It’s six o’clock and we barely slept a wink last night, but fortunately we don’t have to leave for our honeymoon for several hours. I should just about have time to take a shower and grab breakfast from the cafe downstairs. As I step into the hot shower and the warm water envelops my tired muscles, a smile flickers across my face at the memories from the night before. After my shower, my phone pings on my nightstand and I smile when I see Anna’s text.

Anna: Get dressed and meet me downstairs in the gift shop. Now.

I have no idea what Anna has planned, but there’s no way I’m not going to find out, so I hurry downstairs. It takes me a minute to locate the gift shop, but then I realize it’s inside the wine shop which is currently closed. The only hint I have that I’m in the right place is the barely audible scuffling sound I hear coming from the back of the darkened wine shop and few deep moans.

I push the door open and am relieved to find that it’s unlocked. It’s dark enough that I can’t see much, but I make my way through the racks of unopened Ridgecrest Valley wines and overpriced artisanal snacks to the small room off the back where I can see two men standing. They’re facing each other with something in between them and moaning, but at this distance and in this lighting, I have no idea what. It only takes me a few more steps before I see that the thing isn’t a thing, it’s a woman.

More specifically, my sexy as hell Hotwife who is still sweaty and glowing from her early morning run.

She’s bobbing her lips up and down over an enormous cock, while the other guy is plowing her from behind and grunting hard. His tan skin glistens with sweat from the effort and the intensity of their fucking.

“Oh, Oh, yes!” Anna screams, taking a momentary break from sucking off the first guy. Her gaze meets mine and I hastily slide my pants down and fist my cock. Stroking it up and down like I’m going to die if I don’t find my release. Anna is fully present, enjoying her pleasure with these two complete strangers and it’s the hottest thing I’ve seen in at least a few hours.

“Cum all over my face, Charlie.” Anna continues to suck the stranger’s cock, and when I’m so ready I can’t hold it any longer, I spray my load all over her face.

She licks the drops of cum that land in her mouth, swallowing them down and grinning in between mouthfuls of stranger cock. Then her face contorts in pleasure as the cock in her pussy and the one in her mouth both explode at the exact same time and I’m well and truly spent just watching my wife’s incredible stamina and ability to take stranger cock and suck jizz down like the energizer bunny.

Later that day, when it’s time to leave the hotel, we stand outside together waiting for our ride to the airport.

Anna takes a long look back at our hotel and sighs wistfully. “I’m kind of sad to leave.”

“Really? Why?”

“I don’t know. I guess I’m afraid that once we leave here everything will be different. You know? Everything that happened here was amazing and I’m sad to say goodbye to it.”

I pull her in close to me and she nestles in the crook of my arm. “Oh, Anna. You have nothing to worry about. You’re forgetting something kind of important.”

She looks up at me with her big green eyes and I see vulnerability in them. She needs reassurance and I’m going to give it to her. “What? What am I forgetting?”

“The fun we just had at the hotel wasn’t because of the place. It was because of you. Because of us. You’re the reason that all of this was possible. You’re the most amazing wife a man could ever have. You’re also a natural-born Hotwife. That means you bring the party with you wherever you go. I promise this is not our only adventure together, Mrs. Grayson. To the contrary, it’s only the beginning.”

She gives me a big hug and kisses my lips, gently. Now that the words are out in the open, I know they’re true. We have many more adventures ahead of us and we’ll find them together.

The car pulls up and I hold the door open for Anna as the driver grabs our bags. We settle in for the ride and Anna smiles at the driver, who gives her a nice, slow look, as he rakes his eyes across her smokin’ hot body.

She glances over at me and grins. “You’re right, Charlie. Our life together is just starting, and I’ve already got some ideas about what to do next.”


Epilogue


It turns out that the only thing better than watching my Hotwife getting fucked by strangers is watching my pregnant Hotwife getting fucked by strangers. We’re on vacation and Anna is getting fucked hard in the ass by a biker we met at a bar, while one of his friend’s face-fucks her.

She always had amazing tits, but thanks to our bun in the oven, now they’re at least two full cup sizes larger to the point that they’re bouncing around wildly in the air as his gigantic shaft plays hide and seek with her little pink asshole. I slide underneath her enormous belly and finger her clit from below while they grunt and growl with my pregnant cumslut in between them.

“Fucking own that hole, you little bitches!” Anna cries out. The man in the back whom I have dubbed “the sensitive one” pumps his hips frantically in an effort to please my demanding wife and I know he’s hitting the nail on the head when she lets out a wild scream, convulsing and moaning as the orgasm rips through her.

When shorty blows his load in her mouth, she swallows it down eagerly, before helping me off the ground.

We say goodbye to our new friends, and I kiss and stroke my wife’s belly thanking the universe once again for this new life we’ve created and the pregnancy hormones that keep Anna primed for fucking pretty much twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. “How are you feeling? Do you need to rest?” I ask.

Anna giggles. “You’re so silly. I’m pregnant, not sick. And I’m not planning to slow down anytime soon.”

To prove her point, she takes my cock out of my pants and soon I can’t think about anything except how much I love my wife. Anna may be seven months pregnant but she’s still totally insatiable. Totally eager to be fucked hard every day of the week and twice on Sundays. Totally my Hotwife.


Author’s Note


Thank you so much for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story. It would mean so much to me if you would consider leaving an honest review of the book on Amazon and/or Goodreads. Reviews from readers like you help support my career as an independent author and are greatly appreciated!

XOXO,

Alix
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Don’t miss out on the filthiest book I’ve ever written! And the best part is that it’s totally FREE to my newsletter subscribers.
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