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Dedication


This one is dedicated to the friend who told me I should write a free use story about a bride, which got my brain churning for this series.




Chapter 1


We’re not superstitious, so Mason and I didn’t sleep separately the night before our wedding. When I wake up the morning of our big day, Mason is on his side, already awake, and has his head propped up with a hand while he studies me. Normally I might find this creepy, but lately I’ve been doing a similar thing while he sleeps. I flush as happiness ripples over me. It’s surreal that the day has finally arrived.
Mason and I have been together for six years, and engaged for the last two. He dragged his feet so long to set a date for the wedding, my mother was positive we were heading for a breakup. She wasn’t far off base. I didn’t tell anyone, but we had a rough patch a year ago and we broke up for two weeks. He wasn’t sure he believed in the institution of marriage, and I told him that if he wanted to be with me, he better start believing in it fast. My ultimatum led to the breakup, but two weeks apart was more than enough time for us both to realize we were being idiots.
When we finally talked, after our separation, I told him I realized I didn’t need a stupid piece of paper to prove we belong together. And he told me he realized if it was just a dumb piece of paper, he’d rather get married than be without me.
I sleepily murmur, “Good morning,” and he leans forward to brush his lips against mine.
My body hums alive, and I wish we had time for a morning romp. I peek over his shoulder at the alarm clock—shit, nope. My alarm is going off in minutes.
“Good morning, babydoll. You ready for today?” It’s a serious question, but the twinkle in his eyes shows me he knows I’m ready. I’ve been ecstatic for days now.
Yawning into a smile, I can’t resist teasing him. “Maybe. It depends on what you got me as a wedding gift.”
His devilish grin in response might have concerned me any other day, but he can’t cause too much trouble since most of today is scheduled down to the minute. Our wedding planner is very precise.
He kisses me on the nose. “I have two gifts today.”
Uh oh. I only got him one. I’m cautious with my, “Two?” They better be small. I got him the expensive telescope he’s been drooling over, and it’s a marvelous gift, but hopefully he didn’t go overboard.
He nudges me onto my back and kisses me deeply for a few moments, and a punch of desire burns in my core. I moan as he nibbles his way down my neck. “Your first gift is that today is a free use day.”
My pussy clenches with need. Ohhh, what’s this? Ever since the short breakup, we’ve been trying to spice up things in the bedroom. We’ve experimented with free use, where he spends a day using me however he wants. I revel in it. We’ve also been talking about me being a hotwife… after we’re married. I joked we had to wait because I wasn’t a wife yet, but I’m sure we’ll try that soon. I have a kink about feeling like a sex toy and just a hole to be used, so free use days are always fun. It’s not something I want all the time, but occasionally it’s thrilling and naughty to be objectified.
Excitement swirls in my core when he slips a hand under my nightshirt and plays with my nipples. If he intended to get me horny this morning, he succeeded. I’m groggy and the haze of lust makes it difficult to think, but we can’t do free use right now.
“Mason…”
He sucks lightly on my neck as shivers run down my spine. “Yes, Vanessa?”
Fuck, he better not give me a hickey. I shove on his head. “We have a schedule. We can’t do free use today.”
He stops sucking and peers up at me. “Sure we can. I promise not to mess up the schedule. Does that work?”
My wet pussy says it works very well. Fuck it. I laugh at him. “Okay, I’m yours for our wedding day then.”
“You’re mine every day,” he announces as he swoops down to kiss and lick my neck again.
The loud beeping of my alarm clock makes me giggle as I shut it off. “Okay, enough of that. It’s time to get up!”
It might be mean of me, but his groan gives me great satisfaction as we both get out of bed for the big day.
[image: image-placeholder]The ceremony is perfect despite the inevitable tiny mishap that always seems to happen. Stephanie, a bridesmaid, forgot her shoes at home and had to beg her cousin to switch shoes with her so she didn’t wear flip-flops during the ceremony.
The hotel is gorgeous, and the decorations are exactly what I selected. The devotion I feel for Mason as I walk down the aisle tells me I’m making the right choice. There is no hesitation on his part during our vows, and I can see adoration written all over his face.
Our reception will serve dinner and feature an open bar with live music. While the groomsmen usher the guests to the reception hall, Mason and I duck into a bathroom to freshen up. I plan to wear my wedding dress for part of the night and then change into something more comfortable.
The bathroom is fairly large, with four stalls and a vanity with a row of sinks below the mirror. I’m at the sink fixing my makeup and watching Mason take an “out of order” sign that is leaning against the wall, open the A-frame sign, and set it right in front of the door outside the bathroom. It’s a little unnecessary since we won’t be in here long, but whatever, that’s Mason.
He’s relaxed and happy as he moves behind me and kisses my neck. “Well, we’re married.”
Mmmm, I adore it when he nibbles and kisses right there. He always knows the perfect spot. Gentle waves of delight radiate through me from his touch.
I wash my hands and smile softly. “Yep.”
Without warning, he shoves my shoulder to the counter, and I swallow my gasp. Oh shit, he’s fucking me right now? My legs quiver and all gentleness leaves my body as passion takes over. This is dirty and hot.
He yanks up my white wedding dress and bunches the lace and tulle around my waist, and I squirm with need at the rough treatment. I’m wearing white satin panties, and he rubs my pussy for a moment as a damp patch grows with each stroke. Shit, this is going to be something to remember from our wedding day. He wants me to ignore what he’s doing, but it’s tough to do that when my face is against the bathroom counter.
His voice is deceptively casual. “What was your favorite part of the ceremony?”
Pings of bliss shoot to my toes and I try not to moan. Uh, how am I supposed to think while he’s driving me wild with his fingers? I wrack my brain.
When he speeds up, I blurt out, “The vows.”
I’m proud of myself for coming up with a quick answer.
He fumbles with opening his pants before pushing aside my panties. When the head of his cock fits against my wet slit, I almost lose it and moan from the joy.
“So, what was it about them that made it your favorite part?”
Damn him. He presses the tip inside me and all thoughts drain from my head from the delight.
He pulls out. “I’m waiting.”
Ugh. Okay, I can do this. “I liked the—” He slams his cock inside me, and I can’t hold in my cry of elation. “Ohhhhh, god.”
He sets a frantic pace, as if he’s in a competition of who can come the quickest, and the assault on my pussy has me breathless and dizzy.
“Vanessa… I’m still waiting.”
I grip the edge of the counter and hold on as he plows into me relentlessly. How is he not winded? “I liked…” I almost lose my train of thought again from ecstasy as he slams into me. “… Liked your personalized vows.”
Pings of bliss flutter from my core, and right when I get close to my orgasm, he groans out, “Oh fuck, babygirl, I’m coming!” and fills my pussy with his warm cum.
He slowly fucks me as he comes down from his orgasm and when he withdraws, he slaps my ass. “I’m done with you. Let’s get back to the reception.”
My entire body cries out in displeasure and I’m desperately horny. Holy shit, why did I agree to free use today? I’m so out of it, he has to help adjust my panties and straighten my dress. I’m flustered and dazed when I look in the mirror.
Mason must have sensed I was nervous about my appearance. He kisses my cheek and whispers, “You look beautiful, and having my cum dripping out of you is going to make you feel even sluttier than being used in the restroom.”
Our combined juices leak out of me and my nipples harden. Shit, he’s right.
[image: image-placeholder]The reception is a blur of sexual excitement and laughter, and I wish Mason would take me upstairs and fuck me right now because I need to come so badly. I didn’t think I would get edged on my wedding day. But, sadly, we have to stay long enough for dinner and to cut the cake. The catering company did an incredible job: the salmon is delicious, and the cake looks like it’s right out of a magazine, and even so, all I can think about is fucking my new husband.
After they clear our plates, Mason leans over to me. “Do you want to know what your second gift is?”
Ooooh, it’s gift time! The telescope is waiting at home, but I can tell him what it is, if he wants to know. “Sure, tell me.”
He moves closer and his whisper tickles my ear. “Now that we’re married, you’re a hotwife.”
I’m unsure what to say for a moment. What sort of gift is this? Like ohhh, sure, someday I’ll fuck other guys and get my kicks, but it doesn’t seem like much of a gift since we already discussed doing it after the wedding. At least my telescope is an actual gift.
It doesn’t matter though, I love him even without a tangible gift. I smile indulgently at him. “Okay, I’ll be your hotwife anytime you want. Do you want to know what yours is? It’s at home.”
“Well, don’t you want to hear what the rest of your gift is?”
Oh, there’s more. I give him a quick peck on the lips. “What’s the rest?”
“See the table over there?”
He points to the table where all four groomsmen are sitting and laughing. His best friend, Aaron, catches my eye and I swear his eyes smolder. My nipples harden and I feel a blush creep up my face.
Okay, that’s odd. “Yeah, I see the table with your friends.”
“They are your wedding gift.”
My pussy clenches from desire, but I’m confused. He can’t mean what I think he does. “Uh… what?”
He kisses my ear, and his voice is husky. “In an hour, we’re going to leave the party and they’re going to join us in our room to fuck you and turn you into a hotwife. I want your first time to be with people I trust.”
My mind blanks for a moment and I stare at him wide-eyed. I should probably thank Nadia for this.
A few weeks ago on a bachelorette weekend in the mountains, one bridesmaid, Nadia, visited the neighboring cabin and, by her account, had a pretty thrilling time with 10 men. When I got home, it was all I could think about. I dreamed about fucking multiple men, and when Mason and I made love, I imagined other guys in the room. I eventually told Mason about my slutty fantasy and he asked if I’d do it if he arranged it. In a moment of horniness, I said yes, but only after we were married. I didn’t expect it to happen on our wedding night.
Mason reaches for my hand in my lap and squeezes it. “Do you want to fuck four men as your gift?”
Every fiber of my body screams with delight, but only a whisper comes out.
“Yes.”




Chapter 2


Before we left the reception, I gathered my bridesmaids together to thank them and dish about my wedding present. Nadia gives me a high five, but everyone else is shocked. I’m glad at least one friend supports my kinky plans.
When I rejoin Mason, once we decide it’s acceptable for us to duck out of the reception, we sneak upstairs. In the elevator he gives me the option of having tonight recorded on video, and there is zero hesitation with my yes. Proof of me fucking four guys that I can rewatch in the future? Hell, yes.
In the room, he tells me to take a nice, long, relaxing shower because Jose, a groomsman, is loaning us his video equipment for the night and he’s going to come help set it up. I’d rather not witness two men fiddling with electronics, so I’m happy to hide in the bathroom. I also want to gather my thoughts before the afterparty starts.
The shower refreshes me, and I’m practically vibrating with need as I put on the white lingerie set that I bought especially for tonight. It’s a sheer négligée with a wisp of fabric that they called a G-string but is mainly a joke, along with the matching robe. I kept my blonde hair in a topknot in the shower so it didn’t get wet, but I know it’s going to fall down eventually during the evening if I’m fucking four guys. I eye my hair critically in the mirror before unwinding it and putting it in a ponytail. This is so dirty, and Mason’s bedroom shenanigans this morning kept me on a low simmer all day. Add in the actual edging in the bathroom before the reception, and I’m like a match ready to be lit on fire.
Spreading my fingers on my left hand, I admire the glint of my newly acquired wedding band. Thank God, I’m finally married. I wasn’t sure it was ever going to happen, and it almost didn’t. After our two-week breakup we did couples counseling, during which he admitted he hooked up with multiple women while we were apart. I’d spent the time with my face in a carton of cookie dough ice cream, sobbing, and binge-watching romantic comedies.
It took me a little while to accept that everyone processes hurt in their own way, but it still perturbed me when I found out he had a threesome with twins. We had never discussed bringing a third into the bedroom, though if we had, I would have wanted it to be another man. That led us to discussing me being a hotwife, or having a threesome. Mason claims he gets super hot by the thought of me with other men, but I need to see it to believe it. I guess tonight I’ll find out.
Smoothing the fabric of the robe down my thighs, I adjust the bow I made with my robe’s belt to make sure it’s perfect. It’s been a long day, and I expected to be exhausted by now, but I’m energized and looking forward to the wedding gift from my husband.
I fight the urge to reapply my makeup. There really is no point since I’m about to get thoroughly fucked. Butterflies dance in my stomach, and I’m trembling when I smile at myself in the mirror before leaving the bathroom. Am I insane for doing this?
The honeymoon suite is a wedding gift from his parents, and it’s nicer than any room I’ve ever rented before. There is a separate master bedroom with two large overstuffed chairs in a corner. The king-size bed dominates the room, and the mirrors on the wall opposite of the bed are low enough that we can watch ourselves fucking. I giggled as soon as I saw the mirrors earlier. The room is exactly what I would want for my wedding night.
As I walk out of the bathroom, I see Mason is by the window with Jose, setting up a video recorder. An unexpected third person catches my eye and startles me. “Shit, Stephanie. I didn’t see you there.”
Stephanie, the bridesmaid who forgot her shoes, gives a frosty smile. “I helped Jose carry the equipment from his car.”
I perch on the edge of the bed and get a flash of annoyance. Something about Stephanie’s expression irks me. Is she judging me? She’s rigid and obviously uncomfortable as she shifts impatiently. I shouldn’t have spilled the beans to all the bridesmaids about Mason’s wedding present to me.
Stephanie scowls at Jose. “You almost done?”
Dang, what burr got up her ass, and where is her hunky husband? She’s continually raving about her spectacular marriage and her sexy, wonderful husband who will do anything for her. Why is she up here with Jose and not with Mr. Perfect?
Jose’s melodic tone entrances me. “We’re about finished—be patient.”
He could talk to me every day and I’d never tire of hearing his voice. It hits a little differently tonight, knowing he’s going to fuck me. My pussy gets wet as I imagine him whispering sweet nothings while he’s plowing into me.
Jose startles me when he whoops out a, “Done!” and I can sense Stephanie’s sigh of relief.
Oh yeah, Little Miss Perfect Marriage is judging my harlot soul for wanting to fuck all the groomsmen, but I don’t care. This is my life, and if I wanted to get railed by an entire football team, it would still be none of her business.
Mason follows Jose and Stephanie towards the door, and when he passes me, he bends over to kiss my neck and whispers, “I’ll be right back with the men.”
My pussy buzzes and my nipples harden while my brain freezes from how hot this is. Since I can’t think, all I do is give him a brief nod as they leave me alone. The soft click from the hotel room door jolts me out of my stupor. Holy fuck, it’s almost time.




Chapter 3


I have too much energy to sit still, so I jump up and pace in front of the bed. It’s not long before I hear the door open and all the groomsmen come in, laughing at some joke. Jose and Mason are the last ones into the room, and the three in front all stop when they see me.
“Wow.” Aaron whistles softly. “You’re gorgeous.”
A jolt of lust has me trembling. Since he’s Mason’s best friend, he sees me more often than the other guys. I was afraid this would be awkward, but the appreciation in his glance makes my pussy throb. I’ve always been curious about whether he was good in bed. He’s an incredibly kind person, and I assume he’s a giving bedmate and focuses on the woman’s fulfillment. Tonight is my chance to find out.
Leo and David are twins, and I’m secretly pleased that I get to fuck twins, like how Mason did. Not that anyone is keeping score, but it feels like the universe is balancing our sexual exploits. Leo and David are identical but they are easy to tell apart. David has an active job so he’s fit, while Leo has a desk job and has a soft dad bod. I don’t know them that well, but I trust Mason to choose the right guys for me.
Mason weaves between the men and comes in close to kiss me passionately. His tongue plunders into my mouth and I’m lightheaded. I sway towards him while he continues to ravage me. When he brings a hand up to my breast, cups it, and gives it a light squeeze, knowing the men are watching causes an illicit thrill to zip between my legs.
He breaks off the kiss and murmurs, “I’ll be in the room the entire time. Okay?”
I nod breathlessly as he shrugs out of his tuxedo coat and sits in one of the oversized chairs. Neediness consumes me as he loosens his bowtie and uncuffs his sleeves so he can roll them up. He’s methodical in his process, and I watch him while all the groomsmen stand there, drinking me in with thirsty eyes, but not speaking. After Mason unbuttons his shirt and untucks it from his pants, he leans back, linking his hands and resting them on his stomach. What’s going on?
He grins at me before addressing the men. “I want you all to undress her slowly. Give me a good show since I’m sharing my free use slut with you tonight.”
My pussy clenches and moisture leaks down my inner thigh at his words. Ohhhh fuck, he’s taking part? When he sat down, I assumed he was going to watch and stay silent. He knows being called a slut drives me wild, but he’s never done it in front of other people. His words ping a part of my brain, and I really do feel like a slut. One who wants the men to use any hole they desire to fill.
The men surround me, leaving room for Mason to see me clearly. Was this all pre-planned? My head spins as Jose plucks the bow of my robe open, while the twins move behind me. One of them kisses my neck, and I tilt my head to the side to give him better access.
Four sets of hands roam my body, and I close my eyes and groan from the pleasure. Holy fuck, this is erotic. Since I can’t see, I don’t know who is doing what, and someone pushes my robe down. It falls to the floor and moist lips press against my now-bare shoulder.
Since Jose was in front of me, I assume it’s his hands that cup my breasts and tweak my nipples. Someone runs a hand down my front and inside my panties, and I spread my legs apart so he can slip his fingers between my wet folds. Bliss builds in my core, and I moan as a thumb caresses my clit softly.
“Kiss her,” Mason demands, and my eyes fly open as Jose brushes his lips against mine.
I was right. It’s Jose’s hands on my breasts and as he deepens the kiss, I melt towards him. Someone behind me pulls up my negligee and multiple hands massage my ass. I sigh in ecstasy as the person rubbing my clit speeds up, and the longer the kiss goes on with Jose, the wetter I get. I didn’t think it was possible to get more turned on, but I’m desperate to be fucked and growing needier by the moment.
This is fucking amazing. I close my eyes again, letting the sensations surge over me. The twins are being thorough in their exploration and when one of them slides a digit into my wet pussy from behind, I squeal into Jose’s mouth. He breaks off the kiss with a laugh, and he helps someone remove my negligee over my head.
This time when Mason gives direction, I don’t open my eyes. “Remove her panties.”
Fingers hook into both sides of the fabric and drag them down my legs. They are so tiny, I don’t even bother stepping out of them.
“Isn’t my wife lovely?”
The guys murmur agreements, but it’s Aaron’s, “Yes, she is,” directly in front of me that makes me open my eyes.
I hadn’t noticed that Jose moved to the side, and Aaron’s mesmerizing brown eyes bore into mine. My breath catches, and my body tingles. Aaron’s dress shirt is open and he removed his undershirt at some point. His dark brown skin contrasts with the whiteness of the shirt, and I want to stroke his well-defined chest. I raise my hands and almost touch him, but then drop them again. I’m not sure I’m allowed to do anything but stand here.
I sneak a look at Mason, intending to question him, and get another shock. Mason has his thick cock out and he’s stroking while staring straight at me. Oh fuck, that’s hot.
He smiles at me. “Babydoll, did you want to touch him?”
Fuck yes, I do. I keep my voice neutral when I reply, in case he doesn’t want me to be too enthusiastic. “May I please?”
His grin gets bigger. “Yes. Take his shirt off and kiss his chest.”
I lock onto Aaron’s gaze again as I nudge his shirt off his shoulders and tug it down his arms. I drop it on the floor with all of my clothes. The other guys are stripping, but I barely notice. I’ve only got eyes for Aaron as I run my hands up his chest. His skin is warm and soft, and his muscles jump as I lean in to kiss this skin next to one of his nipples. Mason can’t see what I’m doing and I dart my tongue out to give him a lick as well.
“Now remove his pants,” Mason groans, and more wetness leaks down my thigh.
Does he enjoy watching me undress his best friend? As I unbuckle Aaron’s belt and unzip his pants, the other guys caress me again. A quick look at them tells me that everyone is undressed except Aaron and Mason. I wish I could be in Mason’s position and watch the men play with me, but I guess that’s what the video is for. I’ll be able to relive this and remember how it felt… and it’s so fucking fabulous.
It’s only six hands on my body, but it’s complicated to keep track of them. One is between my legs and brushing my clit from the front, and another hand is coming at my pussy from the back and finger fucking me with two digits. Someone has both hands wrapped around me and is playing with my nipples. Longing builds in my core and I sway on my feet as the sensations threaten to overwhelm me. I have to shake my head to focus on my task of stripping Aaron.
As I sweep Aaron’s pants down, I hook onto his boxers and take them off at the same time. His thick cock springs free and he takes a step closer to me so that the tip grazes against my belly. He’s got a gorgeous, well-shaped shaft with a slight upward curve to it. If I didn’t have all these hands fondling me, I would have sunk to my knees and begged to suck him.
Mason’s voice cracks. “Do you like his cock, babydoll?”
Before I answer, I look at Mason. He’s stroking his shaft slowly, with a lust-glazed hunger in his eyes. Oh yeah, he’s loving this.
Beaming sweetly at him, I purr, “It’s magnificent. May I rub it?”
He breathes out a, “Yes,” and I don’t wait for further instruction. Using both hands, I caress Aaron’s length and gently cup his balls. Aaron’s gulp of air tells me he wasn’t expecting a thorough inspection, and he closes his eyes, clearly enjoying every stroke.
I’m momentarily distracted because one twin starts kissing any part of my body he can reach, and I tilt my head to give him access to my neck. All the men touching me is driving me close to an orgasm, and I rock my hips, forcing the fingers in my pussy to fuck me faster. I can’t handle much more of this. He better let me have a cock inside of me soon.
Mason clears his throat. “So my little free use slut. I have a surprise for you tonight.”
What’s this? I blink at Mason. Getting fucked by four guys isn’t enough of a surprise?
He smiles wickedly. “I bet you didn’t know that David enjoys tying his girlfriends up.”
Oh, hell yes. I’m getting tied up along with all this? I stay calm as I reply, “No, I didn’t.”
My eyes widen as everyone stops what they’re doing, and Aaron takes my hands and holds them together. This all seems choreographed, like Mason went over the evening with everyone. The groomsmen are all being careful to leave a clear line of sight for Mason and the video camera next to him. He’s not telling them exactly what to do and they seem to know. They’re not talking unless asked a question, so that must have been part of the discussion. It’s like we’re all Mason’s puppets tonight, and it’s erotic knowing this wasn’t a last-minute gift he thought of this morning. Hmm, how long ago did he plan this?
When David shows up at my side with a cord and begins binding my wrists in front of me, I’m 100 percent positive this was all pre-planned. He makes quick work of tying my wrists up, and tests that the binding isn’t too tight. Now that David is visible, I inspect his cock to see what he’s packing. No one would blame me for being curious.
He’s an adequate size, with thick veins standing out that I wish I could skim. But with my hands bound, I don’t think I’m going to be touching anything. I squeeze my thighs together, thinking of him sliding inside me. Do identical twins have identical cocks? Now I’m curious to see Leo, but he’s behind me so I have to wait until he moves.
Mason continues to stroke himself, and I keep peeking over at him. All these hands on me, and knowing I’m going to be fucked by four men, is making me want Mason even more. This is going to feel amazing, but I really need my new husband’s cock inside me tonight as well. I’m hoping he plans to use me after the other men are done.
“Do you guys think my free use slut is ready to be fucked?”
I focus on Aaron when they all respond with various forms of agreement, and his eyes glow with desire. Did he want to fuck me before given this chance, or did he only want me after Mason made the offer? I’ll probably never know, but he’s a very willing participant. Shit, this better not make doing things with him awkward in the future, but even if it does, I don’t think I would say no to tonight. I’m flushed and trembling with need for all the men.
“Babygirl, I want you to get on the bed on your back. David will secure your wrists to the headboard. Use your safeword if you need us to stop. Understand?”
I break off eye contact with Aaron and shine all my love towards Mason. “Yes, I understand.”
Crawling on the bed to the center, I wiggle my ass and get a nice sexual zing knowing the guys are watching me. I’m almost blinded by my hunger and everything is hazy. I’m beyond caring about anything but getting a cock inside me. The foreplay of them undressing me ramped me up to a 10 on the neediness scale, and I might combust the moment someone fucks me.
As soon as I’m settled on the bed, David climbs up by my head and raises my wrists. He uses more cord to attach my already-bound-together wrists to the headboard. His cock wags close to my face and I could probably shift and suck on it. Raising my head, I glance at Mason and he’s watching me intently. I give my dear husband a huge grin, turn my head, and lick David’s cock.
David jerks and his sharp intake of breath almost makes me giggle. I peek to see Mason’s response to my antics.
He’s not stroking and his eyes narrow. He studies me for a moment before commanding, “Suck on it.”
Mmmm, yeah, he doesn’t have to force me to do this. David moves a little closer, making it easier for me to engulf the tip. He’s salty with pre-cum and I swirl my tongue on the underside of his cock while he presses in further. He kneels next to me so he can fuck my mouth with shallow thrusts, while two pairs of hands tug my legs open. I’m too busy with David, so I don’t pay attention to who is doing what at the end of the bed, but it’s Aaron who climbs between my legs.
Bending my knees, I open myself as wide as I can while Aaron fits the head of his cock against my slick opening. I moan, “Ohhhh, god,” around David’s shaft as Aaron sinks into me. The pleasure is so intense my vision blurs and the room tilts. Aaron is thicker than Mason, and when Aaron props himself up on his arms and drills into my pussy, his cock stretches me out more than I’ve ever been before.
As Aaron speeds up, so does David. I thought I wanted all four guys to unload in my pussy, but the longer David fucks my mouth, the more I’m craving him to blow his load in my throat. It’s not really about where they come, it’s more about how dirty and slutty I’ll feel from them using various holes. I’m not sure if the guys realize that tonight is all about me. Mason might be the director, but he’s doing this for me. This is only happening because Nadia’s experience in the cabin was such an enormous turn-on.
The guys might not be speaking, but as David and Aaron fuck me, they moan loudly, and hearing two men enjoying me at the same time spirals me closer to my orgasm. I didn’t explode immediately when Aaron entered me, but I’m not going to last long. Aaron picks up speed and it seems like he’s going to come soon. I’m chanting, “Fuck me,” but since David’s cock is in my throat all the way to the base, it’s garbled nonsense.
When I try to move my legs to wrap around Aaron, two people grab my ankles and hold my feet down to the bed. Helplessness washes over me, and I arch my back as electricity shoots to my toes. Oh, god. Being totally restrained with a guy fucking my mouth and another in my pussy is the right type of dirty. I close my eyes as my orgasm hits me, and I cry out around David’s shaft as my entire body convulses from rapture.
David groans and his cock pulses against my tongue while spurts of his cum coat the back of my throat, and a few seconds later Aaron shouts out his own, “Oh god,” as he unloads his cum deep into my pussy. He whacks against my sodden hole a few more times before pulling out, and I eagerly lick and suck on David, cleaning him off. I’m not hating David’s cum, but Mason tastes better.
When David pulls out and gets off the bed, I lift my head to make sure Mason is okay with everything. He’s still stroking his cock, but he’s got the pained look on his face he always gets when he’s trying to not come. Oh yeah, he’s still doing fine.
The men let go of my ankles and Jose mounts the bed. Instead of leaving my legs down, he presses them up towards my chest as he slides into my pussy. “Ohhh, fuck,” I groan as he hammers into me. Jose is an enthusiastic lover. He’s fucking me so hard and fast, I have to close my eyes to avoid becoming overwhelmed by everything. Each stroke shoots pleasure down to my toes and I’m quickly ramping up to a second orgasm. I keep expecting Leo to come fuck my face after his brother did, but to my disappointment, he doesn’t.
I flex my hips and meet Jose’s thrusts, trying to force him as deep as he can go. I need him to hold on until I come again and I’m begging, “More, please,” over and over. This might be the hottest thing I’ve done in my life. I can’t think of any sexual experience that tops this.
Tension coils in my belly and my breath runs ragged. A rush of joy causes stars to twinkle at the edge of my vision. The twins move to each side of me on the bed and suck on my nipples. The combined assault of their mouths and Jose’s cock is more than I can take, and my second orgasm rips through me.
I squeal and moan in delight as I buck my hips, and my body trembles with the strength of my climax. Time holds no meaning as Jose continues to fuck me. His rhythm is punishing, and the sounds of him slapping into my wet pussy and his groans fill the room. He comes with a roar, and Leo kisses me deeply as Jose spasms and fills me with his cum.
I open my eyes when he withdraws his cock, and the combined wetness from the two men slips out of me and runs down my crack. I want to squirm from how filthy it feels. Jesus Christ, I’ve had the cum of two men on my wedding night, neither of which is my husband. This is so fucking slutty and I love it.
The twins are still on the bed with me, and I look towards Leo, assuming it’s his turn. He smiles and rolls me onto my side facing away from him. David tweaks and plays with my nipples, and kisses me again. Our tongues twist together and Leo lies behind me with his cock poking against my ass. He better not be trying to fuck that hole without lube, but when he re-adjusts, I can tell he’s going for my pussy.
Raising my leg, Leo slides into me and we both moan from the pleasure. This is one of my favorite cuddle-fuck positions, and I curl my leg behind his to keep my thighs spread. He grabs my hip and drills into me while David sucks on my nipple again.
I’m chanting, “Oh, fuck,” while the smack of my skin against Leo mingles with his moans. I try to see how Mason is taking this, but David is in my way, so I close my eyes and enjoy the men using me. David holds onto my breast so it doesn’t jiggle with Leo’s vigorous thrusts, and the suction of his mouth is the perfect amount to send tingles straight to my pussy where his brother is bucking against me wildly. Right when I’m on the brink of another orgasm, Leo groans and his sticky seed coats my cave walls.
Ugh, fuck. I was soooo close to coming. I mewl out in distress when he pulls out. This better not be over. I need to come again.
David presses my shoulder so I roll onto my back, and he moves his mouth to my other nipple as Aaron gets on the bed again between my legs. Uhh, what the fuck? The men get seconds?
Mason must have sensed my confusion. “That’s right, use my slut all you want, guys. She’s yours for the taking tonight.”
Ohhhh, fuck. I don’t know why I assumed each guy only got one go at me. I close my eyes as Aaron slides into me again. He’s fully erect, and knowing he’s fucking two other guys’ cum back into me is so filthy I explode around his cock and my brain switches off.
Ecstasy bursts through me and everything becomes a blur as the guys continue to use me. At one point I suck on Leo’s cock while his brother fucks me. Their cocks are similar enough that if they were at the same fitness level, I don’t think I would have been able to tell the difference between them in the dark.
I don’t know how long everything goes on, but it seems like they use me for hours. I lose track of my orgasms after the fifth one and by the end, it’s waves of unending rapture. When they stop, I barely notice. Someone unties me and the room gets quiet. I settle onto my stomach and fall asleep, totally spent.
I’m woken up as Mason slides his cock into me. He covers my body with his and uses his body weight to press me down into the bed. My pussy is tender from the continual poundings, but his gentle prods as he stretches me only give me pleasure. He and I have an agreement that he can fuck me in my sleep during free use days, so I’m not surprised that he’s doing just that. It hits a pretty big kink of mine and I moan softly and murmur his name as he slowly fucks me.
“Vanessa, you know I love you so much. Don’t you?”
I murmur, “Yes, Mason,” between moans.
Layers of pressure build in my core, and every part of me buzzes with bliss. He could fuck me all night long if he wanted, and I wouldn’t complain. He rocks against me and each nudge deep inside me pushes me towards a gentle climax. I peak again right before he comes, and I cry out as I quiver from the intense orgasm.
He groans when he knows I’ve come, and his cock pulses as he fills me with his cum. He relaxes over me and his shaft spasms, releasing every drop inside my pussy. When he finally slips out, he kisses my neck and rolls to his side, taking me with him until we’re spooning.
I’m immediately half asleep again, but he jostles me a little to wake me up.
“Vanessa… babygirl, are you okay?”
I smile dreamily, even though he can’t see it. “Mmm, yes. Best present ever.”
He chuckles and snuggles me tighter. “Well, don’t get any bright ideas of doing this again. I’m not sure I want to share you with more than one guy at a time.”
His statement wakes me, and I almost giggle. Who does he think he’s fooling? The pure lust I saw on his face while the guys were pawing me told me he was all in for what was going on.
I take his hand and kiss his palm. “I know. It was a one-time deal.”
“Yeah,” he says gruffly. “You’re mine.”
I nibble on one of his fingers playfully before responding. “Yes… yours.” I don’t add that he’s mine now as well. That’s what being married to me means.
He kisses my neck and I hum with approval. He and I both know there is no way in hell this won’t happen again. But next time I’m going to make him ask for it. This new hotwife knows how to play the long game.
As he relaxes fully, and I melt back into him, I think about the video of tonight and how much fun it’s going to be to watch over and over again.
Oh yeah, best wedding gift ever.
The End

[image: image-placeholder]Want a free hotwife story? 
Join my newsletter and get a short story with Miranda, my most popular hotwife.
Get it at:
https://lacey-cross.com/miranda








Pleasing Them All Coming Soon


If you are enjoying the series, book 3 is on pre-order now. Pleasing them All is the bridesmaid, Stephanie’s story. 
Preorder is at: 
https://mybook.to/pleasingthecrowd
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This bridesmaid wants to pretend she’s a bride for some filthy fun.... more to come.








Servicing the Senior Partner Excerpt


If you haven’t read my Four Lawyers and a Hotwife books yet, here is an excerpt from Chapter 1 of the very first Miranda book. Miranda is a long-standing ongoing character for me and I have 13 short stories released on Amazon about her, as well as numerous erotic shorts about her fucking her bosses. Enjoy!
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[image: image-placeholder]Chapter 1

Will my boss fire me for being late too often? I glance at the clock on my phone as I dash out of my house. I’m running late for the third time this week, and it’s only Wednesday. Shit, the guys I work for are going to be angry.

I’m an administrative assistant at a small legal firm, and I work for three — soon to be four — sexy lawyers. Whoever decided that lawyers had to be attractive should get a lifetime achievement award. If I’d been searching for a job with eye-candy potential, I’d have stumbled into the perfect position. I’m not kidding when I say they’re hot. I’ve heard all my bosses talk about their morning gym routines, and I’m pretty sure they all work out every day.
The big boss, Mr. Jacobs, is probably in his mid-fifties and he’s the oldest of the three—and the most intimidating. His paralegal is on vacation, so I’ve been helping with extra duties. I’m not a paralegal so it’s nerve wracking. I could make horrible mistakes on legal paperwork, but so far no one has complained — other than about my attendance. 
My lack of sleep is to blame for my tardiness. Last night I went to bed at a decent time but laid there fantasizing about fucking someone other than my husband and I got so worked up, it was hard to fall asleep. And after I finally fell asleep, I had a crazy sex dream involving my BOSS and I woke up wet. I’m never going to live this down if I tell Jon about it.
I reminisce about the dream the entire drive to work — god, it was hot — but push the thought to the back of my brain as I scurry into the building. It’s possible no one will notice I’m ten minutes late again.
No such luck. I hang my coat up in the tiny employee break room and attempt to sneak to my desk. When I turn the corner, Mr. Jacobs is standing right by my workstation and putting a stack of files on it.
His salt and pepper hair looks recently trimmed. He’s wearing a full navy suit, which means he has a deposition this morning. The nerves in my stomach jump at the sight of his white shirt and dark brown Foulard tie underneath the navy fabric. Pretty sure my fantasy last night included that exact tie, and not in a Fifty Shades type of way. I didn’t even know what a Foulard tie was until I started working at the office, but I’m now a fan. Dreamland Mr. Jacobs was in a full suit while I was under his desk giving him a blowjob. Seeing him in a similar outfit this morning is thrilling and awkward.
“Miranda, you’re late again,” Mr. Jacobs scolds when he spots me heading towards my desk, and he sighs heavily.
His stern voice, coupled with his starring role in my recent dream, creates a flush through my entire body and a renewed realization that I’m still wet. I squirm and shift from foot to foot, trying to avoid eye contact because I sense my face is pink.
“I’m sorry. Things are crazy at home right now. It won’t happen again,” I rush to explain and trip over my tongue a little. Except, I know it will happen again. It’s life, shit happens and everyone is late to work occasionally. It’s just bad timing for it to happen three times in a row when Mr. Jacobs is paying attention to my schedule.
He grumbles a little and explains what to do with the files on my desk. I want him to leave before I die of embarrassment. Just being close to him is turning me on, and I keep glancing at the way the suit molds to his shoulders as he’s explaining my duties for the morning.
When Mr. Jacobs turns to go, he takes two steps and announces, “By the way, the color pink suits you,” before he heads down the hallway to his office.
I immediately freak out. Oh my god, he noticed I was blushing! I’m sure he thought it was because I was late, right? The panic sets in and I wonder if it’s time to find a new job. I really love my job, but now the big boss thinks I’m flighty and a horrible worker. What am I going to do?
I’m about to pick up my phone and text my best friend, Dina, and spew my thoughts to her when I glance down and realize I’m wearing a pink button-down shirt paired with a tight black pencil skirt and high heels. Oh jeez, I’m an idiot. I plop back in my office chair and go over the conversation in my head again. He’s never complimented me before. Maybe he felt bad for snapping at me? Deciding I’ve made a fool enough of myself this morning, I flip my computer on and tell myself it’s time to buckle down and tackle the files.
My brain has a different plan and doesn’t want to work. I alternate between thinking about Mr. Jacobs and then going back to something my husband recently said.
My husband, Jon, and I had an interesting weekend. We’ve been having long talks every night, so I’ve been falling asleep later than normal. It’s throwing off my entire schedule and jacking up my mornings while I rush around trying to get ready for work. A few months ago, he expressed a sexual fantasy of his was for me to have sex with someone else and then come home and tell him every detail. I initially laughed at him, assuming it was a joke, because he wasn’t advocating for him to sleep around as well, but he swore he was serious. I told him I would consider it and dropped the subject.
When he brought up the idea of me sleeping with someone outside of the marriage again, I was horny and agreed to the idea. Just the thought of me doing it with someone else turned him into a wild beast on Sunday night, which is why I was late Monday morning. Now he’s been non-stop talking about it every night and urging me to find someone hot to fuck ASAP.
He and I married somewhat young these days. I was twenty, and he’s five years older than I am. We’ve made it past eight years of marriage and I recently turned twenty-eight. Everyone jokes about the seven-year itch in a marriage, and I don’t think it’s a myth. Jon and I have been in a sex slump the last year. We’re both working full time and he gets home three hours after I do. By the time we eat dinner and spend a bit of time together, it’s bedtime for me. We’re still having sex regularly, but it’s less spicy and more routine. Definitely not what I expected at twenty-eight when I’m just heading into my prime sexual years.
This is all my husband’s fault. Everything was fine until he told me to go find someone else to fuck. Now it’s causing awkwardness at work. Mr. Jacobs has always been attractive, but my brain made him off-limits since I’m married. I’d never considered him as anything but my sexy boss. But Jon pushing me to think of someone else to screw made me reconsider — which led to my dream.
Two hours later I noticed an internal email ping from Mr. Jacobs titled RE: Attendance. Oh shit, I really am busted. I open the email and he tells me to stop by his office after work to discuss my habitual tardiness. I hear his voice in my head as I skim the message and, while I feel like I’m in trouble and this meeting isn’t a good thing, the thought of him saying “habitual tardiness” in his strict voice is erotic.
End of excerpt
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