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THIS IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION.  Any resemblance to persons living or deal is accidental and damned amazing.  THIS WORK IS NOT MEANT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18.
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Chapter 1
 
“My orgasms are always whole-body experiences,” Samantha said to Emily. The two women were standing in a popular nightclub connected to a Las Vegas casino. They were early, the music hadn’t started, and the lights inside the club were still turned up. The noise of slot machines drifted in through the open doorway that would be manned by a bouncer when the club officially opened for business. The bartender hadn’t seen a problem letting two women, one of them breathtakingly beautiful, in a little early.
A DJ was in the elevated booth fiddling with his equipment and occasionally sound checking his microphone. The feedback caused nearly everyone to jump, much to his delight.
“Knock that shit off,” the bartender yelled.
“Do we need to talk about this now?” Emily said, looking around nervously as she sipped her fruity drink.
Her friend laughed, “Do you really think you’ll see anybody you know in here? Don’t you want to know what a whole-body orgasm feels like?”
Emily very much wanted to know what a whole-body orgasm felt like. Her face flushed pink as she tried to remember her own orgasms. They certainly weren’t “whole-body.”
The two were in Las Vegas for Emily’s wedding to Jacob, which was only a few days off. Samantha was her maid of honor.
Emily had had orgasms before, but only with her own fingers. What would it be like to have a full body orgasm with her fiancé? Emily felt hot, and her pussy tingled. Maybe it was the excitement caused by the upcoming wedding but whatever it was, Emily found herself obsessed with sex.
Emily was tall and stood ramrod straight, she’d always had perfect posture causing her already full breasts to draw men’s eyes, especially when they wobbled. Her waist was slim, her body flared to near perfect hips.
Emily’s face was glamorous, her eyes were bright blue and seemed unusually large and curious. She was unbearably beautiful under dark red hair. She couldn’t model, not completely, because of the size of her breasts, but photographers clambered to use her face to show off everything from earrings to make up.
They could also photograph her below the waist, to sell panties, beach apparel, or stockings. Emily had her pussy waxed to avoid the chance of unwanted pubic hair peeking out from under a hem. Her petite pussy was completely bald and she’d returned to have it touched up on a regular schedule. Emily had a bet with herself that Jacob liked it bare, he liked it bare a whole lot.
At first, the procedure had stung as hot wax was used to pull out the hair by the roots. But a funny thing happened to her. Having another person touch her pussy, pulling on her lips to make sure every hair was gone, became a turn on. Even the pain had become arousing, When Emily was on her hands and knees so her ass could be waxed, she would know her pussy was drooling.
At first, she’d been embarrassed until one of the Asian women had told her not to worry about it. They did a lot of models and many couldn’t help getting excited. Emily worried she might like pain, especially when she masturbated in the car on the way home remembering the sensations.
Even though it had been unnecessary, the first day in Las Vegas she’d had herself waxed again. She admitted to herself that she had sex on the brain.
Emily had never gotten into the ‘wild model party girl’ thing, if it was a thing. But she was no prude, she’d been around the other women and, even though she’d only had sex with Jacob, she’d heard their stories.
“It makes everything tingle,” Samantha said without knowing she was echoing Emily’s thoughts. “I can even feel it in my tits, even my throat and my ass get tight,” Samantha was getting louder. “It lasts a long time too, and if I keep doing what I’m doing, or he keeps doing what he’s doing. I can have another one. Then I’m done, just a weak, sloppy female.” Emily looked at her friend in astonishment, wondering if this could be true.
The lights dimmed, the music started, and the strobes lit up the club. Emily felt her pussy tingling from what she’d heard and she was grateful for the dark. It didn’t seem to take much these days. She was already turned on and excited.
Samantha was showing a lot of skin, Emily realized. Her skirt barely covered her ass in the back, and her silk top was scooped so low the top of her tits were visible. Emily felt prudish by comparison.
Samantha liked being out with Emily. Her friend had been born glamorous, but Sam was plain. Her hair was a mousy shade of brown, she had a stockier build, and she was noticeably shorter. Her breasts weren’t perfect, like Emily’s, resembling nothing so much as pointy cones topped by dark, sensitive nipples. Her pussy always looked swollen, her labia protruding.
Samantha was attractive because of her eyes. They sparkled with lively fun and the promise of sex. A promise that wasn’t a lie. Sam had been called ‘easy,’ and she was.
The DJ’s voice sounded abnormally loud, making it near impossible to have a conversation, not that Emily wanted to talk. She turned away from Samantha and sipped her drink, thinking about what her friend had told her.
For a time, they danced together. Retreating to the bar for drinks, then to a small booth they’d claimed, when they became too heated and needed a break. There were a lot of people dancing, and two women together was not at all unusual. If they talked it was by shouting directly into the other’s ear. Guys noticed them, some even moved their way, until Emily turned her back to discourage them.
She was young, probably too young to be getting married at 24 years old, and everything Samantha had said had embarrassed her and turned her on.
“I’ve only ever been with Jacob,” she shouted into Samantha’s ear.
“You’ve only been with one man?” Samantha shouted back. “That ain’t right, Emily. Maybe we can get you laid before you tie the knot. You know, this is it, you’ll only be with one man the rest of your life. Maybe.”
“Of course, I will,” Emily said. “I love Jacob, I can’t imagine being with another man.”
“I know you love him, anybody with eyes knows you love him,” Samantha said. “But what’s that got to do with fucking?”
Emily just looked at her friend in shocked disbelief. She wasn’t naïve, Emily knew about sex. She’d heard stories from older models, and she’d listen to their blunt talk when men weren’t around. But Samantha was her friend, she was the only one Emily could truly talk to. “How can you… you know, if you don’t love the man?”
Samantha downed the last of her drink, before starting another. “I just spread my legs real wide.”
“I don’t think I could ever cheat on Jacob, but I’m afraid,” Emily said. “And I don’t even know what I’m afraid of. Maybe it’s normal to be scared before you get married. Nobody knows what the future will be, nobody knows if they’re making a mistake, not really.”
Her friend could see the fear in her eyes. Emily’s chin was beginning to tremble, a sure sign tears were on the way. “This is for life, and I’m young, we could be married for 60 years. 60 years!”
Samantha hugged her friend before the tears could start. “Don’t worry about it, this is supposed to be the happiest time of your life, you’re getting married to a wonderful guy.”
Samantha held her friend by the shoulders, “Now let’s have a good time tonight, and at your bachelorette party. You don’t have to fuck some guy tonight, let’s just flirt and have fun.”
“It feels like cheating, flirting with some guy in a bar,” Emily said.
“First of all, this is not a bar. Flirting with some dude in a bar is tacky. This is a club, a high-end club in a high-end casino. We’re paying a lot of money to be here,” Samantha said. “And secondly, flirting isn’t cheating. It’s just…flirting.”
“I’ve flirted before and I’ve dated,” Emily said.
“I have to ask you, because I’m your best friend, you’ve slept with Jacob, right?” Samantha asked.
“Yes, we’ve had sex,” secretly Emily was envious of her friend. Samantha ‘dated’ a lot. There was no question in Emily’s mind that Samantha had slept with a lot of men.
“Does Jacob satisfy you?” Samantha asked.
“Samantha, I can’t talk about that,” Emily’s face grew even redder.
“Just blink once if he’s ever given you an orgasm,” Samantha said. When Emily looked away, Samantha said, “just what I thought.”
“You know, if he can’t make you cum now, he won’t get any better,” Samantha continued. “He’ll just get lazier, you’ll fall into a routine, and you’ll get yourself off with your own fingers fantasizing about some guy where you work.”
Emily looked at Samantha in shock, “that’s a horrible thing to say.”
“I know, I feel terrible, I’m sorry,” her friend said trying to get the waitperson’s attention. Before she was seen, another waitress delivered fresh drinks to them, courtesy of two men Emily had discouraged earlier. This time Samantha waved them over.
The two women scooted closer together in their small booth; the men pushed in on the outside. The better-looking of the two sat next to Emily, his shorter friend pushed in next to Samantha.
Emily felt herself moisten at the sight of Michael. Tall, with a dark complexion and scruff, he was shockingly handsome. Handsome enough to cause Emily’s pussy to drip, even if his pants hadn’t pulled tight exposing a thick tube of cock running down his left leg.
Samantha was talking and laughing with Michael’s friend, Sandy. He was one of those guys who was naturally easy to talk to, or shout at in this case. He wasn’t physically overpowering like Michael. Samantha seemed to be enjoying him.
“What are you doing in Vegas? Michael asked.
“I’m getting married in a couple of days,” Emily answered. Her mouth was inches from Michael’s ear so she could be heard over the blaring music.
Michael rested his arm on the back of the booth, and caressed Emily’s bare shoulder. “It’s a shame to take a beautiful woman like you off the market, he must be a very special man.”
Emily had goosebumps; he was touching her just right and she could feel his breath in her ear. “Let’s dance,” she said.
The drinks were getting to Emily. She felt herself loosening up as they danced, her body becoming warm and sweaty in the mass of people. Samantha was flirting outrageously, moving so that more of her skin showed all the time.
Emily held her breath when Samantha unbuttoned Emily’s top three buttons and told her, “come on Emily, loosen up.” Emily slapped her hand on her chest, too late to keep herself from being exposed. She hadn’t worn a bra, which was so unlike her, and now her right nipple was visible.
Samantha laughed at Emily’s discomfort, “you’ve got ‘em, girl, you should flaunt ‘em.”
Emily tried to dance and keep her blouse closed at the same time but found it near impossible to do. Every time she thought she had the button near the buttonhole, her boob would reappear. After a while it just seemed funny and Michael wasn’t complaining. In fact, Michael couldn’t believe his luck. He was dancing with the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen, and she was showing him the most spectacular breast he could imagine. The only problem was that she was getting married.
‘Maybe,’ he wondered. ‘Her getting married was an advantage. Maybe she’d want one more experience before tying the knot.’
Samantha, dancing up behind her, spread Emily’s blouse open exposing both breasts to a smiling Michael. Emily had large, firm, breasts. Exposing them to a man like Michael caused her pussy to overheat, she felt pressure building inside her body.
The sight of Emily’s breast’s cause Michael’s erection to thicken. It was made even worse when Samantha gave Emily a friendly shove into Michael’s arms. Emily could feel his hard, thick cock pressing against her center. It was the first time she’d felt a man other than her fiancé, and her body felt like it was boiling.
Emily knew she was wet, and when they stood in the crowd against the bar to get a drink, Michael pushed his cock against her ass. Emily wanted nothing so much as to lift her skirt and bend over, instead she felt guilty. She felt even more guilty when he rubbed against her and bent so that his lips were near hers. They looked at each other for a long moment before their lips touched.
She was being kissed by another man. Worse than that, his hard cock was between the cheeks of her ass. Even worse than that, it felt good to her.
Emily couldn’t help herself, she had to know. Turning around, she kept her lips connected to Michael’s and felt between his legs for the thing that had been causing her so much arousal. He was long, hard, and filled her hand. Emily felt a hot liquid running down the inside of her thigh.
The kiss broke apart, leaving Emily breathless and gazing at Michael. Samantha, standing perilously close to Sandy, groaned, “let’s go to our room.”
They made their way through the slot machines. One alleyway of slots led into a dead end, and caused them to backtrack, bumping into each other as they turned to walk past a row of blackjack tables. The casino was jammed with people, and Michael held her close, rubbing his hard-on against her at every opportunity.
In the crowd he held her with his arms around her waist and slipped one hand inside her blouse to caress a nipple. He was so forward; Emily wanted to slap him and pull his hand out from inside her blouse. She wanted to rage at him. She didn’t, what he was doing felt so good, so different from Jacob. Her nipple was straining, hard and sensitive.
The ride up in the elevator was even worse. The car was jammed, Michael and Emily were pressed into a corner, and he used both hands to caress her breasts. She could feel her pussy lubricating. It felt good, even though it was so wrong. She let one hand casually fall to her side in order to caress his cock through his pants.
“I’m going to fuck him,” Samantha said in a whisper, pointing toward Sandy with her eyes. As soon as they were inside, Emily excused herself to use the bathroom, she was amazed when she pulled down her panties to see a string of lubrication running from her labia. Her pussy seemed to be vibrating with heat, this was so wrong.
Coming out, she made drinks from the well-stocked minibar, by the time she got to her bed, Samantha’s blouse was gone, and Sandy was noisily sucking on her nipple.
Michael had made himself comfortable on one queen bed and was watching his friend, while rubbing his own cock through his pants. Another bolt of lightning went through Emily’s body. It was all she could do to whisper, “I can’t, you understand, don’t you?”
Michael didn’t answer. They were both lying on their sides, Emily’s ass pushed hard against Michael’s erection. She didn’t object when he kissed her neck causing her to shiver. His hand made its way inside her already open blouse to caress her hard nipple again.
Jacob had caressed her nipple many times, it wasn’t until Michael pinched it that Emily’s breath caught. She could feel his caress in her pussy as if there was a direct line between the two. The feel of his large hard-on against her ass was making her weak. What would such a big cock feel like? She felt herself flooding with lubrication again. Emily’s mind and body were preparing for sex.
They kissed, and watched, as Sandy and Samantha stripped and Samantha spread her legs, exposing her aroused pussy to Sandy’s tongue.
Both women moaned when Sandy licked Emily’s friend, his tongue flat, the entire length of her slit, finally sucking her clitoris into his mouth. Samantha pulled and pinched her own sensitive nipples as Sandy worked on her.
“You’re really good at this,” Samantha said pushing her pussy into Sandy’s face. “I’m ready for you, fuck me Sandy.”
Subconsciously Emily had been moving her hips in tandem with her friend, causing Michael’s cock to throb. Could she enjoy Michael using his mouth on her pussy without letting him fuck her, she wondered?
Sandy was fucking Emily’s friend only a few feet away. Samantha screamed when she orgasmed, and Emily felt envious of her pleasure.
She groaned into Michael’s mouth when his finger caressed the wet cleft in her panties. She wanted him. She wanted to have sex with another man. She was a slut, Jacob was too good for her, she was a whore.
She might have cum when Michael put his fingers inside her panties and caressed her clit as he sunk a thick finger inside her hole. It felt so good, she wanted him, but she couldn’t make herself let him go further.
When Samantha and Sandy cuddled, Emily drifted off to sleep, her ass still pushed firmly against Michael’s erection. Her sleep was interrupted by the sound of Samantha grunting only a few feet from her head, as Sandy fucked her from the rear.
The combined stimulation was almost too much. Michael’s cock was twitching against her ass, and Sam whimpered when another orgasm overtook her. Emily wanted nothing so much as to pull her panties aside and let Michael slip his hard-on deep inside her. Michael’s hand was cupping her boob, and she heard herself moan.
“I’m ready for you, Emily,” Michael whispered in her ear. “You’re so beautiful, and I’d make it good for you. Touch my cock again.”
It was all Emily could do to keep her hands away from him. She shuddered when she felt his finger creep between her ass cheeks and probed the wet cleft again. “You’re so wet, I know you want me,” Michael whispered. Emily groaned in response.
His finger once again found the edge of her panties, and he pulled them aside, and sunk one thick finger inside her vagina. Emily’s teeth sunk into the loose flesh of her arm to stifle any noise she might make.
When his wet finger found her clitoris, she bit even harder, leaving teeth marks on her arm. God, she wanted him so badly.
“You have to stop now, Michael, please, stop now,” her hand was on his wrist trying to pull him away from her pussy.
“Tell me you don’t want me and I’ll stop,” he whispered.
“I can’t do it; I can’t cheat this close to my wedding. Please understand,” she whispered back. In truth, Emily didn’t want him to stop. She wanted him to rip her panties aside and fuck her. He wasn’t aware that she wouldn’t have stopped him.
 



Chapter 2
 
Emily opened one eye when she heard the door click shut. Michael was gone, along with Sandy, but his contact information was lying next to her on the pillow.
Samantha was laying naked on her bed, the sheet under her stained with Sandy’s cum. She was looking at her friend with satisfied eyes. “Well, at least some of us had a really good night.”
Emily could only groan in response. Her head was pounding, and her pussy was still dripping from the night before. She’d wanted Michael so badly. All she could do was to go into the bathroom and stroke her dripping, needy clitoris. God, she wanted to come. She knew it wouldn’t take much, but she had to make herself stop.
“So, did you at least rub one out?” Samantha greeted her when she came out.
“Samantha!”
Her friend laughed. “It’s okay, girlfriend. You can just do it out here, you watched me, now I can watch you.”
Emily tried to look disgusted, although secretly the thought excited her. What would it be like to masturbate in front of her friend? “Sam, you’re disgusting.” Samantha looked proud of herself. 
“Thank you for letting me stay with you last night. It’ll be a relief to be with Jacob tonight,” Emily continued looking dreamily.
“Aren’t you supposed to stay away from each other before the wedding?” Samantha asked. “Isn’t it bad luck, or something, to see him?”
“If it is, we’re going to have a lot of bad luck,” Emily said. “We’re breaking that particular taboo.”
“In all your… doings, don’t forget the bachelorette party. Get lots of rest, and drink plenty of fluids,” Samantha laughed. “By the way, I’m thinking of inviting Michael. Do you think he’d enjoy it?”
Emily let out a large sigh. She wasn’t sure if Michael would enjoy it, but she knew she’d enjoy Michael.
Jacob was thrilled about the wedding, marrying Emily was a dream come true for him. He knew finding such a gorgeous, smart, outgoing woman who loved him, was something of a miracle. 
It was especially miraculous since she was almost three inches taller than he was, and still technically a virgin when they’d met. Jacob knew he could be described as plain looking, at best. But he loved Emily, it was easy to see when they were together, the two were best friends as well as lovers.
Jacob had no idea what his bride-to-be had been up to the night before, he’d just arrived that morning and rented the room. A mini suite, with a large minibar, and an attach sitting room. He’d undressed and crawled into the bed. His flight to Las Vegas had left early, and the lack of sleep was catching up with him.
Jacob knew Emily had been with Samantha, and the thought gave him some concerns, although he knew she’d tell him everything. Had they been bad together? Jacob found himself hard at the thought, he had his cock out and was stroking it to images of his soon to be wife in the arms of a strange man the night before, when the lock clicked. He’d barely had time to tuck himself out of sight when Emily walked in.
Emily looked like she’d had a rough night. Her dress was wrinkled, buttons were missing from her blouse and her boobs played peekaboo with him as she moved. She smelled of smoke, liquor, and sex. Jacob’s cock was even harder now than it was before.
“Did you have fun with Samantha?” He asked.
Emily looked guilty as she answered, “yes, Sam fucked a guy she’d just met, and I watched.”
Jacob hadn’t had time to pull up his underwear, he’d barely had time to pull the duvet over his lower body. The news that Emily had watched her friend fucked by a strange man caused his erection to jerk.
“What’s going on under there?” Emily said, crawling onto the bed. “Why’s the duvet moving?”
“No, it isn’t, please don’t,” but before Jacob could stop her, Emily was looking at her soon to be husband’s throbbing erection. Jacob tried to cover himself back up, but Emily wouldn’t let him.
“Poor baby,” she cooed, stroking his hard-on. “Are you excited about the wedding, and making me legal? Or maybe you’re excited that I watched Samantha get laid? Is it both? Huh, huh? Too much excitement and now you’re hoping for a little action from your loving fiancée, and you know, I do love you.”
Emily loved playing with Jacob’s cock. It was true, she’d never experienced the big O with him but, and she’d die before telling him, she thought his cock was cute. It was kind of pretty, pale white and smooth, like a toy penis she could play with.
Emily loved the sounds she could cause Jacob to make, just by stroking or squeezing him a certain way. When she put him in her mouth, she could make him squeak, just like a real toy. It was even fun sometimes to make him beg.
She wasn’t going to do that now. Now she was horny and softly jacking her future husband’s straining erection was causing her clit to buzz.
“I’m getting undressed, Jacob,” she said, sliding off the bed. “And then you’re going to take care of me.”
“What about me?” he asked.
“You take care of me and you’ll be rewarded,” Emily was already standing naked by the bed. “Do you want to hear about what Sam did? It’s kind of dirty.”
“Yes, god yes,” Jacob’s cock felt painfully hard to him. He couldn’t control the occasional throb that would make his erection jerk, much to Emily’s delight. She loved when his cock jerked inside her. It usually meant he was shooting his seed and she loved giving him pleasure. She was sure he’d learn how to please his wife, too.
“Sooooo,” Emily began. “We went clubbing, and all we were going to do was drink and maybe dance a little with each other.”
“Were your tits showing, like when you came in the room?” Jacob wanted to know, and his cock throbbed in Emily’s hand.
“No, well, not at first. We were having drinks and sitting in a semi-circle booth, you know the kind,” she said. “Sam was giving me shit, like she usually does. You know, after the wedding you’ll be a one-man woman, your life will be over, come to the dark-side with me.”
Emily had been trying to imitate Samantha’s voice, but could only finish her story laughing. The laughing didn’t bother Jacob, Sam’s arguments, however, did.
“Was she serious? How did you feel? Aren’t you concerned?” he asked.
Emily saw the worried look on his face, and licked the head of his cock before saying, “she was only giving me shit. I love you Jacob. I don’t need tons of guys, no matter how well-hung they are, like Sam does.”
“They’re well-hung?” Jacob’s cock was dancing in Emily’s hand.
“Some are, the guy last night certainly was,” Emily said. Jacob moaned and tried to pump his cock in his fiancée’s hand. He couldn’t understand why the idea of his wife and well-hung men excited him so much.
“Anyway,” Emily was studying Jacob’s cock. He couldn’t hide his reaction to the thought of his fiancée with a man who was well hung. “Samantha’s room had two queen sized beds, so I was on one bed and she was on the other one with the guy she picked up in the club, and I watched him fuck her.”
“Did it excite you; did you get turned on?” Jacob asked.
“Yes,” Emily wouldn’t lie to him. That didn’t mean she told him everything, of course.
“Did you masturbate?” he asked.
“I don’t know if I’d call it self-abuse, I might call it pussy-abuse,” she was straddling Jacob’s hips, rubbing the tip of his cock on her slimy clitoris.
“Did you cum, watching Sam get fucked?” he wondered.
Jacob’s cock slid easily into Emily’s well-lubricated hole. She thought about the night before as she fucked him. She was wondering what Michael was doing, as her excitement built. Was he thinking about her? Jacob’s loud moan drew her attention back to her rapid movements.
“Slow… please, slower… I’m going to cum,” Jacob gasped.
Emily didn’t want Jacob finishing too soon, but she needed friction on her clitoris. She needed it more than anything. She licked the first two fingers of her right hand and sat up straighter so she could rub her clit while filled with her lover’s cock.
“Like that, I love to watch you do that,” Jacob gasped. Would Emily be this excited just from watching Sam with another man, he wondered?
“Was it just the three of you?” he panted.
Emily felt too good to stop moving. She couldn’t lie to him, “there was another guy, a friend of the guy fucking Sam,” she finally allowed as she pushed herself toward orgasm.
“Where… oh god, where was he?” Jacob didn’t know what he wanted to hear. His thinking was being overwhelmed by the sensations Emily was providing.
“In bed… shit, with me,” Emily said.
“Did you fuck him… oh god… please tell me you fucked him,” the thought was too much for Jacob. He didn’t even know what he’d said, his brain was only aware of the powerful contractions his cock was making as he came.
Emily wasn’t shocked, it wasn’t the first time Jacob had become excited at the thought of her with another man. She studied his face even as she felt his cock rhythmically pumping inside her. It sounded like he wanted to hear her say she’d fucked Michael. What an exciting thing for him to say.
 



Chapter 3
 
Emily and Jacob had had a romance like something out of the 19th century. They’d met because Emily’s mother was active in a nonprofit organization dedicated to helping the homeless. Jacob’s mother had been looking for something to do and had discovered the same organization. It was only a matter of time before the two women compared notes and realized they had the unique opportunity to play matchmaker for their children.
It shouldn’t have worked, the first meeting over dinner at Emily’s should have been a disaster. It wasn’t.
Jacob and Emily had been seated together, of course, and had spent the entire time subtly making fun of their clueless parents. By the end of the dinner the parents had been left stone-faced, while Emily and Jacob laughed so hard tears were running down their faces.
Emily had already started modeling by then, and she’d seen how pretty women could be taken advantage of by men. She’d seen it before, of course, but nothing like the high-stakes game played in the modeling agencies. She didn’t want to be any man’s conquest.
The two dated, Emily loved being with Jacob, she loved his sense of humor. He couldn’t believe his luck to be going out with a woman like her. It didn’t matter if he was still a virgin, he was falling in love.
Emily was feeling the same way, but she set a series of tests for Jacob. Tests designed to find out just how far she could trust him. She found she could trust him implicitly. He wouldn’t lie to her, he wouldn’t use her, and he deeply loved her.
Jacob didn’t need tests. He trusted Emily from the first dinner at her parents’ house.
When Emily traveled for her modeling work, Jacob had told her he’d understand if she went on dates. It wasn’t fair to lock her up in a hotel room, she needed connections and relationships in order to be successful. He trusted her, he said, to tell him anything he needed to know.
Emily didn’t know what to think, the man she was seen exclusively had given her permission to go on dates. What had it meant?
After being gone for four days, she called Jacob in tears. “I don’t know how it happened, we were just supposed to go out, I wasn’t going to do anything with him,” she sobbed.
“Whatever it is, Emily. You can tell me,” Jacob told her.
“You’ll hate me, you’ll never want to see me again, and I love you,” Emily was having a hard time pretending to sob. There had been no date, it was the final test. “I took him in my mouth, I sucked it, Jacob.”
“Do you love him?” Jacob asked.
“No, I love you,” Emily said. Jacob didn’t understand, the woman he planned to marry was telling him she given another man a blowjob. Why was his cock hard?
“It’s okay, Emily,” Jacob said. “I love you more than anything. Are you going to see him again?”
“Doesn’t it bother you?” Emily asked.
“It’s just a blowjob, you’re still you, and I still love you,” Jacob said.
“I made it up. I’m sorry Jacob, but it could have happened,” Emily said.
Jacob didn’t understand why he was disappointed. Did he want Emily to have sex with other men? It was all so confusing. “It’s all so confusing,” he said. “Do you trust me?”
“More than anyone in the world,” Emily said. “Now I know I can tell you anything, and there’s so much that goes on out here and I’ve never had anyone to talk to about it before.”
“Tell me some more,” Jacob’s erection had come back.
“There’s all these handsome men, a lot of them are gay, but not all of them,” Emily said. “They have parties, people are naked in hot tubs, having sex in the open. Oh Jacob, I get so turned on watching them.”
“Call me,” Jacob said. “When it’s too much, we’ll talk.”
“Do you want to have video sex, is that what you’re talking about?” Emily asked. “Because if you are, I’ll do it with you.”
Emily wanted a husband, and kids, she wasn’t going to lose her head in the modeling world. But she trusted Jacob, two nights later after watching three of the best-looking men she’d ever seen fucking one of the models in public, she called him.
It wasn’t long before video sex turned into actual sex, and Emily discovered that she loved cock.
 



Chapter 4
 
Their trip to Las Vegas had been planned to give them a day or two to be together before the parties and the wedding, just the two of them. A pre-honeymoon. The honeymoon itself would be in Vegas too.
Emily had arrived a day early to spent time with her best friend, Samantha. Today and tonight, it would just be Emily and Jacob.
It was early afternoon and the couple was lounging by the side of the hotel’s pool. Emily’s two piece was daring, for her. She was wearing a yellow halter top bikini, that tied behind her neck and held her large breasts suspended. The bottoms were low-cut and allowed her butt cheeks to peek out. Emily would never have worn such a suit back home in Minnesota. But what happened in Vegas, stayed in Vegas.
She slathered herself in sunscreen as Jacob, and several nearby men, watched. The yellow bikini, Emily’s natural beauty, and her long dark red hair were enough to catch the attention of most men.
Jacob felt a combination of pride and jealousy in the looks his soon to be wife was getting from the other men, and some women. He knew they were picturing her naked, and his cock throbbed in his suit.
“You didn’t answer my question, from before,” Jacob said after a time.
Emily was frustrated. She deserved to have an orgasm too. Didn’t she? Maybe she could go back up to the room and…. “What question?” she asked.
“In the bed, in Samantha’s room, with the other guy. Did he fuck you?” Jacob said. “I wouldn’t be upset, I think. I just want to know.”
“No, he didn’t fuck me,” she whispered and rolled on her lounge chair to face him. “What did you mean when you said you wouldn’t be upset if he had, and while we’re on the topic. What did you mean when you said, and I quote: ‘please tell me you fucked him?’”
Jacob was caught. He remembered saying those things, but he hesitated to tell the woman he loved what he meant by them.
Emily had remained a virgin until she met Jacob, what was it about him? He wasn’t tall or particularly handsome, but he loved her as a person, not just as a life support system for boobs and a pussy. It made all the difference to her, and Jacob had been her first, and so far, only.
How could Jacob tell Emily he had fantasies of her fucking another man. He didn’t think she’d be offended; Emily, despite her lack of experience, had been around worldly people and was certainly no prude, but he didn’t want to destroy her trust in him.
Just then Samantha appeared, saving Jacob and giving him time to think. He was distracted by Sam’s nearly obscene sun worshipping suit. It was obvious she didn’t want to leave much of her body untanned.
The top consisted of two small triangles, barely large enough to cover her nipples, leaving the flesh of her small, cone shaped breasts uncovered. The small pieces of cloth were held on by thin, matching strands.
Her bottoms were almost the same. One small triangle to cover her pussy, barely, and a string running between her butt cheeks.
“Hi guys, wha’cha doing?” she asked as she pulled a lounge chair next to Emily. “You talkin’ about all the sex you’ll have after the wedding?”
“We were talking about all the sex you had last night,” Emily said. Jacob waved at her over Emily’s back.
“He was yummy. I think I might have to keep his number,” Sam said. For just a moment Emily was afraid Sam would mention Michael.
“Did you like watchin’, girl?” she asked. “Did it get your motor running? Jacob, was Emily’s motor running when she got to your room?”
“I’d have to say it was running,” Jacob joked. Emily felt embarrassed, she glared at him.
“Hey, it’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” Sam said.
“Sandy had a big cock,” Samantha said to Jacob. “We didn’t get to see his friend’s, but your bride got kissed. Maybe she could tell us. Did he have a big, ol’ prick?”
Jacob’s gaze shifted to Emily’s bright red face. His eyes were shining, she thought he might be angry, or at least upset. Instead Jacob looked eager, almost hungry. “You kissed another man? Tell me everything.” He shifted on his lounge chair so he was closer to her. Emily could see the small mound in the crotch of his suit. She realized this was turning him on. Samantha had spilled some of the beans, and her fiancé had a hard-on.
She caressed Jacob’s leg as she admitted, “he did kiss me. But we were watching two naked people having sex. Right next to us. I told him I was a one-man woman, but he kissed me anyway.”
“How was it? Was it good? Tell me,” Jacob had moved so Emily’s hand was on his erection.
Emily looked around the busy pool area to see if anyone was paying attention to them before squeezing her fiancé’s suddenly throbbing cock.
She gave Jacob a questioning look. She’d admitted kissing another man, and he was excited. He couldn’t hide how he felt, his swimming suit near the head of his cock was growing wet in her hand.
“His cock was really big,” she said. “He made me wet.”
Jacob’s cock was throbbing wildly now. Sam interrupted before he could say anything.
“Later, I’ll tell you everything,” Samantha said. She’d been watching the couple with interest, particularly Jacob’s face. She’d seen what Emily didn’t want to admit to herself. 
“Great. Let’s go to the bar. Save our seats, Jacob,” Sam said, already standing. Jacob looked confused, and a little lost by the turn of events.
“He was interested, Emily,” Sam said, as soon as they were out of ear shot. “He’s not upset by you making out with another guy, not at all. He was interested and turned on.”
“It was wrong what I did with Michael,” Emily was turning heads as they walked to the bar just inside the door. She was oblivious to the effect her jiggling breasts and hard nipples had on men, but Samantha wasn’t. She returned every smile and put a little extra into her walk. If Emily didn’t want the attention, Sam would take it.
“Why are you walking funny?” Emily asked.
“Look around you, girl. We’re being watched,” Samantha said. “Put on a show; let’s see what happens.”
“We are not,” Emily said, slapping her friend playfully on the butt. “Besides, I’m getting married.”
Despite her protests, Emily did add a little something to her walk, while casually glancing to see who might be watching. Samantha was right, they were attracting attention. Emily did that thing with her legs to make her boobs bounce. “You’re going to bounce right out of your suit if you keep it up,” Sam said.
Emily’s breasts felt swollen, and her nipples were sensitive. She could feel the effect friction was having on her nipples as they rubbed on her stretched top. She could even feel it in her clitoris. What was going on with her? She felt as though she were in heat.
“Sam!” Emily exclaimed. She’d been led around to the back side of the bar only to meet Michael who had been waiting patiently for them.
“Hi Emily,” he said, hugging her. Emily had been stiff at first, but she felt herself melting against his strong body. Michael was wearing a brief swimsuit. His chest was well developed and covered with a mat of fine dark hair, the muscles in his arms stood out, as did the outline of his thick cock.
Emily felt his cock as she hugged against him. The memory of his hands on her as she watched Samantha and Sandy caused her pussy to tingle and swell even more. She felt warm and needy deep inside.
When Michael caressed her back the warmth increased, and she pressed herself against his cock. She realized she wanted him inside her, she wanted to feel his cock throbbing as his sperm filled her. The thick warmth in Emily’s pussy increased, she couldn’t help herself, she knew she was lubricating freely.
She almost jerked away when she felt Michael pulling the suit away from her leg and sliding his thick finger into her wet pussy. It felt so good when he used the moisture to caress her clit, Emily groaned out loud.
Nobody noticed Jacob on the other side of the bar watching, his own cock a hard rod in his suit. Emily was kissing some other man, while he fingered her. Jacob felt as though he was going to ejaculate in his suit watching the much larger man, the muscles in his forearm standing out, his finger inside Jacob’s fiancée.
Emily was lost in the sensations. Her stomach was cramping with need. Her jaw was clenched, she could feel warmth spreading in all directions, she was aware that she was pumping her hips against his finger, but she couldn’t make herself stop.
“Okay you crazy kids,” Samantha said. “You can have the key to my room if you need it.”
Michael reached for her key saying, “sure, I’ll just hang onto that for you.”
“No, you won’t,” Emily made a weak effort to pull away from him. She didn’t really want to, and it showed. “I can’t go up to her room with you, I’m getting married. Jacob’s right over there. Has everyone forgotten?”
Jacob eased away from the bar before he was discovered, and making sure he was out of sight, returned to his lounge chair to pretend to take a nap and think.
Michael moved his hand to cup Emily’s ass and pull her closer to his thickening cock while stroking her clit faster. “I haven’t forgotten, do you want me right now?”
Emily was rubbing against his erection, her mind somewhere else when Michael pulled her head up and kissed her. It felt like magic to her, the taste of his mouth, the feel of his hard, long cock, the tension and pleasure he was building in her pussy. He was overcoming her resistance, and if she didn’t push him away soon it would be too late.
“I need to get back to Jacob,” she said, reaching for the best reason she had.
“Why the rush?” Samantha asked. “We’ve got all day; Jacob will be fine.”
“I love your outfit,” Michael said. “You look gorgeous.”
Jacob hadn’t said a thing about how she looked. She’d spent a lot of time trying to find exactly the right thing to wear, and even more time making her hair look just so, and her fiancé hadn’t noticed. Maybe he was too busy looking at naked women on the internet. But Michael had noticed. The warmth in her center had become a blazing furnace. She could feel how wet her pussy was and she wondered if it showed on the crotch of her swimming suit.
When she’d looked before leaving the room, she’d been both mortified and aroused at the sight of camel toes between her thighs. Now she wondered if the thin fabric was wet. She wanted to excuse herself and go to the restroom, but she didn’t want to leave Michael’s arms. What did that mean, she wondered?
“You’re thinking too much,” Samantha whispered in her ear. Then louder, “where’s Sandy, today?”
Michael grinned, “I think he’s soaking his cock in ice water trying to recover from last night.”
Samantha brightened, “did I wear him out?” Emily was trying to form a mental picture of Sandy, his cock, and a glass of ice water.
“You did,” Michael said to Samantha.
“He didn’t wear me out, if anyone’s interested,” Samantha said more loudly than she needed to. Two more men looked her way.
“I really have to get back to Jacob,” Emily said finally pushing away from Michael. She felt frustrated; her body was betraying her. First there had been the buildup of the night before followed by Jacob’s failure this morning. She felt an overwhelming need that she couldn’t articulate.
After sharing a shot of tequila with Samantha and Michael, Emily ordered drinks to bring back to her fiancé.
 



Chapter 5
 
Jacob had fallen asleep and was dreaming of his wife, naked, screaming as a faceless man with a big cock drove her to orgasm. It took him a moment to wake up, his cock making a tent in the front of his swimming suit.
“You should probably try to hide that,” Emily said pointing to it. “Unless you want to use it?”
Jacob’s erection was already receding. “I love you,” he said.
There seem to be hundreds of people at the hotel pool, and hundreds more would be in the casino. Everywhere they looked there were families, usually a somewhat frumpy mother, maybe a father, although he could easily be gambling, and at least two children screaming and running around the pool. It was a chaotic environment.
It was almost too hot for most of the sunbathers, and some were packing up and moving inside. But the children seemed oblivious to the heat. Cries of ‘Marco,’ and ‘Polo’ rang out from all sides.
“Let’s buy a house in the suburbs,” Emily said sitting down. “I want lots of room for our babies, and a dog.”
“How many babies?” Jacob asked. He had no objection to kids; it was just something they’d never talked about. “You are on the pill?”
“Of course, I am,” Emily said. “And I was thinking maybe eight or 10 babies.” She was watching Jacob out of the corner of her eye.
“Eight or 10,” he laughed. “How about if we start with just one, see how we do, and then go from there?”
“Don’t forget the dog,” Emily laughed along with him. “It’s gonna be great, isn’t it, Jacob?”
Emily felt the need for reassurance. Her pussy was throbbing so badly she was having a hard time thinking coherently. She had the desire to suck Jacob’s cock. She could fit the whole thing in her mouth, and she wanted to do it right then. She could almost taste the slightly tangy flavor and feel the flesh of his balls.
Her eyes were closed, and she was smiling when Jacob looked at her and wondered what was on her mind as her breathing deepened and she drifted into a dream filled sleep.
Emily could feel Michael’s cock sliding into her pussy from behind, in her dream it felt so real. She knew she was naked, and she knew it was Michael penetrating her while she sucked on Jacob’s smooth, white cock. She knew it was a dream, and sometimes it didn’t make sense, but she didn’t want to wake up. She could feel the heat and tension in her pussy radiating outward, she could feel her orgasm approaching. She’d never cum in her sleep. She’d read about it, and now she was getting close, so close, it was right there and… A child’s loud squeal woke her.
She fought to keep her eyes closed, and to fall back to sleep, but it was hopeless. She was left hanging on the very edge. Now she knew the crotch of her swimming suit was soaked.
“You know what will be best?” Jacob said. Emily just turned lazily to look at him, a smile on her face, at that moment, she really wanted him. “We can make love, whenever we want. We can be naked, there are no rules when it’s just the two of us.”
The idea appealed to Emily. “If we get a house in the suburbs, I promise I’ll walk around naked, and you can have me any time you want.” She was gratified to see Jacob’s cock twitching in his suit. “Of course, anyone coming to the door would get to see me too.”
That was interesting. His cock had twitched at the idea of her walking around naked, but it shot to full erection at the thought of someone coming to the door and seeing her naked. Did he want his wife to put herself on display?
“I have an idea,” Jacob said. “We should declare a ‘safety time’ for the next hour. During that time, we can tell each other anything and be safe doing it. We can tell our wildest, craziest, fantasies, and it won’t be held against us. No matter how dirty they are, agreed?”
They were in an interesting emotional state. They were warm, relaxed, and incredibly horny. Jacob had seen his wife finger fucked by another man, and it had aroused him more than he could have ever imagined it would. Emily was on fire.
“So, for the next hour I can tell you any fantasy I’ve ever had, and it doesn’t mean we’re going to try it, but it does mean after the hour we’ll forget it,” Emily said, her pussy throbbing wildly. Her heart was pounding in her chest, could she possibly tell him?
“Doesn’t necessarily mean we’ll forget it, but we agree we won’t hold it against each other,” Jacob said.
“Why won’t we forget them?” Emily asked. The blood rushing in her ears making it almost impossible for her to hear.
“Because we may agree, we may decide to do one,” Jacob said.
The couple was far too young, and too inexperienced, to realize how impossible it would be to hear a wild fantasy from your spouse-to-be, and then forget it had ever been said. It was a wildly impractical idea. What if he wanted to tie her up and rape her, would she ever have been able to forget?
“Okay, you first,” Emily said.
Jacob, having made the suggestion, was already having second thoughts. What if this all goes wrong, what if I’m about to really fuck up? He sucked in his breath and decided to go for it.
“Okay, remember you can’t hold this against me,” Jacob was talking just above a whisper as his stunning fiancée smiled at him. “Sometimes, I dream about you, and in my dream, I’m watching another man have sex with you.”
Emily didn’t say anything, she just looked at Jacob. When he turned to look back at her, instead of seeing an angry woman, he saw one who was hanging on every word, her mouth slightly open, her breathing fast and a little irregular.
“I get seriously turned on,” Jacob continued. “I get hard, I want to jack-off while I watch. He fucks you for a long time, and you come really hard. Did I upset you?”
“No, you haven’t upset me at all,” Emily answered barely above a whisper, her voice croaking. For the first time Jacob noticed how much darker her suit was in the crotch.
“When you were out with Samantha last night, and then when I was alone in our room this morning, I had a daydream that you were under a guy with a huge cock. He was fucking you Emily, and you were coming,” Jacob was watching his bride-to-be carefully, and what he saw was interest. “I jacked off in our bed, I almost made myself come, and then you walked in. Please say something.”
Emily reached across the lounge chairs and gave Jacob a lingering kiss. It was the first time he could remember Emily being the aggressor. She forced her tongue into his mouth and groaned.
“That’s really hot,” Emily said. “You jacked off making up a story of some guy, well… fucking me.”
“But I have some questions,” Emily continued. “Why was that exciting? Did you want to do more than just play with yourself?”
“I don’t know why, maybe it’s because I love you so much, and you were having so much pleasure, and we’re so connected, it was like I was feeling everything you were feeling,” Jacob said. “I might have wanted to do more, I’ve never taken the fantasy further, but it would be kinda cool to join in.”
Emily’s eyes were wide and her face was only inches from his. “I really love you Jacob,” Emily said before kissing him deeply again.
“Now it’s your turn. Do you ever masturbate?” Jacob asked. “What are your fantasies?”
“I have,” Emily knew she was going to bare her soul, and it could be worse than the first time she’d been naked in front of him. Totally exposed. “I have masturbated, and sometimes I think about my fantasy when I’m doing it. I really only have one.”
Emily was barely whispering, she felt embarrassed and vulnerable. But Jacob had told her his, and they’d always been honest with each other.
After being interrupted by a waitress, and ordering additional drinks with snacks, Emily was ready. Baring one’s soul was hungry, thirsty work.
“So, the one fantasy I have. I’m in bed naked with more than one man. Sometimes it’s two men, sometimes, it’s more than two,” Emily said as fast as she could to get it out before looking up at Jacob. He was staring at her; his erection was so hard it was making another tent in his suit. Emily wanted desperately to touch it, instead she continued, “they’re concentrating on me, they’re touching me, holding me, kissing me. I can feel their rough flesh pushing against me, and their boners.”
Now it was Jacob’s turn to breathe rapidly. He snuck a hand down to squeeze his erection, as Emily watched. She desperately wanted to pull the crotch of her swimming suit aside and touch herself.
“I’m really turned on, Jacob. I really want you to fuck me.”
“Finish your fantasy first. If we don’t finish them, we might forget to come back to it.”
“They’re rough with me,” Emily said. “Sometimes they want me on my back, sometimes on all fours, they fuck me one after the other, and make me suck their cocks. The last guy always has a huge dick. Bigger and thicker than I can take, that’s when I make myself come.”
A dark spot had formed on Jacob swimming suit where the head of his cock pushed the material out.
 



Chapter 6
 
The couple stumbled to their room and were naked in moments. Another long string of lubrication connected Emily’s labia to her suit bottoms, causing Jacob to groan when he saw it. In the king size bed, Jacob spread Emily’s thighs and sucked her clit into his mouth.
Emily had been horny before, of course, but she’d never felt it with such intensity, it seemed to override every other thought she had. From the first flick of his tongue on her clit she wanted to tell him how good it felt, but her mind was numb and her tongue felt glued to the roof of her mouth. She was surrendering to him; her body was trembling with lust. She felt frustratingly blissful, like a warm tingling wave had started at the very center of her being and was radiating outward. The wave would build, and then she’d lose it before it would build again. As it became more immense, she felt desperate for her orgasm. All her cares seemed to disappear; she was sex drunk when her orgasm overwhelmed her.
Jacob was shocked by the contractions he felt. The best he could do was hang on and move his tongue on his fiancée’s clitoris as fast as he could.
When it appeared that her orgasm had passed, Jacob didn’t stop, he kept going until Emily peeked again.
He looked up at her, his face dripping wet, and smiled at her shocked expression. “What if we did it?”
“Did what?” Emily seemed confused by the world. She’d been gone and was just coming back from her orgasm. She’d never experienced anything like that before.
“Fulfilled both our fantasies, I’m willing, if you are,” Jacob said. He’d crawled up next to her, his cock throbbing hard against her hip. “Please, Emily, I’d give anything to watch you have an orgasm like that with another man.”
“You wouldn’t be using it as an excuse to leave me?” Emily asked. Jacob was swinging his head emphatically ‘no.’
“I’d never leave you, you’re everything I ever dreamed of, I love you,” Jacob wanted this for his fiancée. He really wanted her to agree. “There could be more than one, fantasy I mean.”
Emily’s hand was shaking as she stroked his face. “Is it, are you sure it’s not your hard-on talking?”
“I can find the guys,” Jacob said.
“I can find my own guys,” Emily said. She continued, without real conviction. “But we can’t do it, it would be wrong. It would be cheating.”
“No, it wouldn’t. Not if we agree to do it. Not if were both getting what we want. But we have to agree, it’s just sex. It’s just physical, there’s no commitment, and we don’t tell anyone, ever. Not even Samantha,” Jacob said.
The tingling heat was back in the center of Emily’s being, she wanted to be fucked now. She was as horny as she’d been when they’d first returned to the room.
“Just sex, no commitment,” she pulled herself on top of Jacob and felt his cock slide easily inside her pussy. “I can be serviced by more than one man.” A term she’d learned on the farm. “They can take turns on me, and you can watch, and it would be okay?”
“Yes… yes, please,” Jacob was fucking her as hard as he could from below. Emily was close, so close, she could feel her contractions starting, but she froze when she felt him exploding inside her pussy. Even though she savored the feeling of his hot sperm and the hard throbbing of his cock, she was still on the very edge when his cock softened and fell out.
Later she asked him, “Are you still sure?”
“More than ever,” he answered.
They rested before getting ready for their parties. Jacob’s bachelor party would be held at a country club where his soon to be father-in-law was a member. It was a sedate, opulent club. Not the strip joint Jacob’s friends would have picked.
Emily’s party was scheduled to be in the hotel. After sleeping most of the afternoon, she went down to the bar to have a quick drink with Samantha.
Still walking on rubbery legs, she was stopped short by the sight of Samantha and Michael
waiting for her at the bar. His kiss was hot, and Emily was ready for him. The tingling heat was even greater now. She’d worn one pair of panties after another, discarding them when they became too wet, until she finally given up wearing any at all.
She was ready to pull Michael into a dark corner and let him have his way with her. Could she do it? Hadn’t Jacob given his permission to her? Were there rules? He wanted to watch, but was that an absolute condition?
“Samantha, we need to talk,” she said. “Michael, please, I need some time alone with my friend.”
His hand felt like it was burning when he squeezed her ass and kissed her again before excusing himself. “How about 15 minutes? That’s enough time for a reshuffle at the blackjack table.”
It turned out to be more than enough time, Michael hated to cash in his chips, but he knew he’d hate missing out on Emily even more. When he was gone Emily pulled Samantha into a booth.
“Jacob gave me permission to fool around with other men,” Emily said. “You can’t tell anybody, it’s a big secret.”
“What did he mean by fool around?” Samantha asked.
“He gave me permission to fuck another man, as long as he could watch,” Emily was almost gasping for breath.
Samantha felt her own pussy tingling as she listened to Emily. “He’s just going to jack-off?”
“He says, and I can’t make this up, he can almost feel my pleasure along with me,” Emily said. “But there’s more. Remember that fantasy we talked about where I was the center of attention?”
“He didn’t?” Samantha gasped. “He gave you permission to be in a gangbang?”
“He did, as long as he could watch, and maybe participate,” Emily said.
Samantha’s jaw dropped. “I’ve heard about this, some men really get off on watching, are you that lucky?”
“He even wants me to sleep with more than one man at a time, so they can service me,” she said.
“Service what?” Michael asked, shoving into the booth next to Emily. His hand immediately on her bare thigh.
“It’s girl stuff, Michael,” Samantha said. “You wouldn’t understand.”
Emily was very aware of Michael’s hand on her thigh, inching its way under her skirt. In her rush to meet Samantha, she’d only thrown on a skirt and blouse. She felt terribly exposed, especially when Michael’s fingers reached her unprotected pussy.
“Oh god,” Emily said bending at the waist, her head was nearly on the table.
“So…oh, so good,” Emily moaned.
“You finger fucking that girl again?” Sam asked Michael.
“He is, he is,” Emily’s voice had gotten louder. She had her hand on his wrist, her eyes begged him not to go any further, but he wouldn’t stop.
The thing about orgasms is the more a woman has, the more a woman wants. Emily bit down hard on her knuckles to stifle the sound of her screams as her orgasm exploded from the center of her body, drenching Michael’s hand.
Emily fell sideways into Samantha’s arms, and lay panting, and occasionally trembling, as her climax faded. Michael was trying to figure out how he could get his cock into Emily’s obviously drenched pussy.
His wet fingers were caressing Emily’s thigh, communicating his need. “You should probably leave,” Samantha said to him.
“No, not yet,” Emily said sitting upright. She looked around the bar, it was mostly deserted at this hour. She used both hands to unfasten Michael’s pants and pull out his erection. He was throbbing hard in her hand. His cock was so much larger than Jacob’s, she could feel the vein running along the top, and she wanted it.
Once again looking around the bar to make sure she wasn’t observed, Emily bent over Michael’s lap and sucked the head of his cock, the only one she had ever touched in her life, other than Jacob’s, and jacked him into her mouth.
Michael couldn’t believe how good her hot, wet mouth felt on his cock. He reached under Emily’s body to caress her hanging breast. The feel of her soft flesh filling his hand, combined with the depravity of this gorgeous woman giving him a blow job in a public bar, caused him to explode. Rope after rope of white cum shot directly into Emily’s throat.
She’d been surprised when he came, there was so much, but it had shot almost directly down her throat. She’d only let Jacob come in her mouth one time and it had been a dribble in comparison. Since she hadn’t tasted him, did it really count?
All she knew for certain was that her orgasm, combined with the taste of Michael’s cock in her mouth had left her unable to think about anything except cock and fucking.
The women continued to talk after Michael excused himself to clean up. Jacob was still sleeping upstairs, and the bar was starting to fill up as a convention ended its day. The pressure and wetness in Emily’s pussy was increasing again, and men who had been sitting in meetings were starting to look good to her. By the time she gave her friend a kiss on the cheek and left to get ready for the party, Samantha thought she smelled sex.
Jacob was wearing a blazer and tie he’d borrowed since he didn’t own anything good enough for the country club. He’d even had to purchase a white shirt; the club was strict.
Emily on the other hand, was wearing a daring club dress. Coral in color, it was a side tie halter dress draped from mid-thigh on her left to high on her right hip. The plunging neckline and back cut out exposed most of her upper body.
The dress was essentially just a sheet; so of course, Samantha had picked it out. Emily was still unsure. The dress had to be worn without underwear making Emily even more nervous. She determined to be very careful as she did a shot of tequila to settle her nerves, it did nothing to help her ignore the throbbing between her thighs.
 



Chapter 7
 
Jacob was met in the marble lobby of the country club by his best man. Dean had been a starting basketball player at the University. At almost 7 feet tall, he towered over the rest of the wedding party. Dean would’ve stood out as the only black man in attendance, even without his soaring height.
It was a standing joke between the two to compare the size of the shoes they were wearing. “You know what that means?” Dean asked, his shoe almost twice as long as Jacob’s.
“Yeah, I’ve heard the legend,” Jacob responded. “Are we going to do this every time Emily’s around?”
“No, I’ll get tired of it eventually, although Emily probably won’t,” Dean laughed as Jacob through a mock punch at his elbow.
The best thing about having the bachelor party at the country club was the open bar, and the excellent food. They all drank too much, and talked to each other, but they’d rather have been at a strip club.
The room they were in was richly paneled, the carpet felt so thick it was as if they were sinking in with each step. Large framed paintings of former club presidents hung on the walls glaring at the bachelor party.
The bar, and the food line, were serviced by older black men dressed in white. The sight of them caused Dean to grow quiet. Older black men circulated through the crowd with plates of hors d’oeuvres and offerings of champagne.
“This is too fucking formal,” Dave, another friend of Jacob’s murmured to him. “When’s the stripper arrive?”
Jacob choked on his hors d’oeuvre, the thought of a stripper invading the inner sanctum of the country club was too much. His future father-in-law would have immediately disowned him, assuming he survived the stroke.
Wait, could a future father-in-law disown the future groom? Wouldn’t the bride, and more importantly the bride’s mother, have something to say about it?
While he was mingling, Jacob’s phone chimed with an incoming message.
[Emily] remember what we talked about?
[Jacob] of course.
[Emily] is it one night only?
[Jacob] what’s going on?
There was no answer. Jacob tried calling but he went directly to voicemail. He put his phone back in his pocket, surprised by how hard his cock felt. Was she doing it?
When his phone chimed again, he almost dropped it in his excitement.
[Emily] do you have to watch?
[Jacob] I want to watch. What’s happening?
Again, his question went unanswered.
“What’s happening, dude?” Dean was standing next to him. From his height he was looking down at Jacob’s phone. “What are you going to watch?”
Jacob felt closer to Dean than almost any other person, except Emily. He trusted the man. “I need you to keep a secret.”
Jacob and Dean were able to get away from the party and into the deserted members only locker room where they stood in front of lockers with mahogany doors to talk. They could vaguely hear the voices of two elderly members in the hot tub.
“You’re shitting me,” Dean said. “You’re going to let Emily fuck another man, excuse me, maybe more than one, while you watch?”
“I knew it, I knew no one would understand,” Jacob sat on one of the benches. “What have I done?”
“You stepped into a bucket of honey,” Dean said. “I don’t know how much more luck a man can have.”
Jacob peered at him from between his fingers. “What are you saying?”
“You’re marrying the most beautiful white woman I’ve ever seen, a woman who loves you, and will give you the ultimate fantasy,” Dean said. “You know what percentage of men have the same fantasy?”
“No.”
“I don’t either, I just know it’s a whole lot,” Dean said. “And you got it, for real. What happens now, what’s your plan?”
Jacob showed him the messages. “I don’t even know where her party is being held, and even if I did, I can’t get away. I’m tied up here with my father-in-law.”
“I’m not feeling so good,” Dean smiled. “Maybe somebody else should give the toast. I think I need to go back to the hotel and do some snooping, I mean resting.”
Just then, Jacobs phone chimed.
[Emily] I hope we’re okay, I might be doing this.
That was it. There was no answer to Jacob’s return message.
“I’ll let you know what I learn,” Dean said stripping off his tie and sport coat as he left the locker room, and Jacob went upstairs to explain the absence of the best man.
Emily had always had a thing for Dean. He’d always been so gracious to her, complimenting her, flirting with her. She’d known Michael for only a day, but she’d known Dean for years. She had told Jacob that her two-man fantasy always included him.
Dean raced to the hotel, the bachelorette party might not be there, but it was a good bet. Samantha was probably already gone. But a member of the staff would know.
He didn’t go to the management, or the front desk. Dean made his way to the back, through a door marked employees only, and walked down a concrete block lined hallway.
“Hey man, you can’t be back here. Holy shit, man, look at you,” a middle-aged black man said. He was carrying an aluminum tool caddy. His gray work uniform said ‘Engineering.’
“You just the guy I want to see,” Dean said throwing his massive arm around the man’s thin shoulders.
“What you want to see me for? You a basketball player?” the man asked.
“I was, back in the day. Tonight, I’m trying to find where my friends’ fiancée is having her bachelorette party. And I’m sure you know,” Dean said.
“Your friend you say, your friend a white guy?”
“Yep,” Dean said. “I’m the best man. What do you want to know?”
“I don’t need to know nothin’, I think if you ask in the Presidential Suite, they might know. Have to knock loud though, damn thing is pretty near soundproof.”
“You mean the president isn’t there?” Dean asked jokingly.
“Shit don’t get me started, now I got work to do, can’t be bothered by some old basketball player. I’ve already forgotten you was here.”
Dean sat at the bar debating his options. He could go to the Presidential Suite, in fact that’s what he would do. He couldn’t decide if he should let Jacob know what he’d discovered before he told Emily he was on the way up.
Jacob was trying to make small talk with his father-in-law, but he was having a hard time concentrating. Was Emily already naked with another man, was he missing it? His heart was pounding in his chest. He kept his hands in his pockets, even though he knew the old man hated that, but it helped him hide his erection. It didn’t hurt that his palms were sweaty and he needed a way to wipe them, if he was to shake hands.
Why hadn’t he heard from Dean? For that matter, why hadn’t he heard from his fiancée? He was almost too agitated to carry on a conversation.
“I can tell how excited you are,” the soon to be father-in-law commented. “The wedding will be here soon enough; you just remember to be good to my daughter.”
“Oh, I will, sir,” Jacob said. “I’ll make sure she gets what she always wanted, sir.”
The old man smiled, “Of course you will, son.”
Where the hell was Dean? His substitute had read the toast, but it wasn’t funny coming from somebody else. How could he hurry this along? This was the most boring bachelor party that had ever been thrown. It was impossible to tell how many were still there. How could he get out of here?
 



Chapter 8
 
Emily had been blindfolded when Samantha, and the other members of the bride’s court, put her on the elevator from the lobby. They’d first ridden to the top of the building, then to the basement, repeating the ride several times, even getting off on different floors and walking around before getting back on the elevator, until Emily was completely confused. She had no idea where she was, only that she was in a massive suite along with all her friends, and the wives of some slightly older guests. The elegant furniture had been moved to the side of the large main room. A portable bar had been set up next to a long table with food. On each side of the large room, double doors led to identical bedrooms. The only difference was that one of the king size beds was covered only in a sheet.
Dean paced the lobby. He knew where the bachelorette party was, but except for knocking on the door, he had no idea how to get in. He was going to try that next when he discovered it required a key for the elevator to get to the top floor. He was stuck, frustrated, in the lobby until he came up with a better idea.
It was only by chance that Dean spotted the stripper making his way to the elevator. Marcus had tried out for the UNLV basketball team when Dean was playing but hadn’t made the squad. Now he was trying to move inconspicuously through the busy lobby carrying a large portable audio player.
“Marcus, my man,” Dean said.
Marcus stopped dead, he recognized the voice immediately and his mind was racing for a reason he would be in the hotel carrying the machine. “Dean, dude, it’s been a long time, but I gotta run.”
“No, you don’t, the girls will wait. Their busy drinking right now,” Dean laughed.
“Girls? Don’t know about girls,” Marcus tried to bluff his way past the larger man.
“I know about the party, come on now, I’m going to buy you a drink and tell you a story,” he relieved Marcus of his burden and headed through the roulette and blackjack tables to the bar.
Dean was right, in the suite Emily was trading tequila shots with her maid of honor and two bride’s maids. The party was already reaching ‘wild’ status.
One girl was sitting in the corner of a couch, passed out. Two of her friends had pulled her top off and had been writing on her breasts with magic marker. In the morning, looking in the mirror, she’d discover she was a slut. Her husband would be wildly aroused.
A small group, standing near the bar, were chanting “stripper, where’s our stripper?”
The noise was loud, but it was the Presidential Suite, no sound could be heard in the hall.
More food than they could possibly eat had been delivered, along with more than enough booze. The women were making a determined effort to finish the liquor.
“Come on, Emily,” Sam urged. “One more shot before the entertainment arrives.”
Jacob was enduring a seemingly endless round of toasts to his happiness and continued success. There was one toast to the beautiful, intelligent bride who was clearly marrying beneath her station. Although Emily’s father smiled tightly, his eyes didn’t look amused.
Jacob needed to get away, he needed to see what Emily was up to.
“So, that’s the story. He’s willing to share her and she’s willing to be shared. As long as she’s ‘serviced.’ That’s the key word,” Dean finished. “Now, we’re going to dance as a team because Emily knows me, we’ve been flirting with each other for years.”
“We keep it simple then,” Marcus said. “Let me do the fancy, you flirt with the girls. We gotta see to what you’re wearing, ain’t no stripper outfit. Maybe you the executive stripper. Put your tie back on. You not wearing those tightie-whities, are you?”
“Nope, what I’ve got should work. What music do you have?”
“Just loud shit, white girl stuff, I don’t even know what most of it is,” Marcus said. “But they love it. So, there you are.”
After a stop in the hotel restroom, they made their way through the slot machines to the elevators.
 “If you moved to Las Vegas, you could work for me,” Jacob’s future father-in-law said. 
Jacob was white with fear; he didn’t want to work for Emily’s father and he didn’t want to live that close. What if their fantasy became a way of life? Vegas would be a perfect place to be, but not with family living so close.
[Jacob] Stuck with your father. What’s happening?
[Emily] Tequila Shots. Martha has big boobies. Left a key for you at the front desk.
[Emily]No stripper yet but I’m super horny.
[Emily] Sam says ‘hi.’
[Emily] did I tell you how horny I am. I’m not wearing panties.
Damn it. He needed to get to that party. Reading her messages had given his hard-on a boost.
He wandered out to the clubhouse entrance, smart phone in hand. Maybe he could call Uber and disappear without anyone noticing.
As he stood near the entrance looking up the ride share company, two of his friends joined him.
“No offense, dude, but we’re taking off. Thanks for the party,” Chris said.
“Yeah, good time, but I feel the urge to gamble or maybe see some boobs,” Dave was edging toward the door.
“Wait, you guys got a ride?” Jacob asked.
“We have a rental,” Chris said. “Why? Are you leaving too?”
“I just need a ride to the hotel,” Jacob was looking back toward the banquet room. He didn’t want to be discovered.
“Let’s go, come on Jacob,” Dave was pushing Chris out the door and toward the parking lot.
“Shit, it’s probably security,” Samantha said, quickly flushing the joint she’d been smoking. She stumbled toward the door, waving her hands in the air, as if that would magically clear the smoke.
“Did someone order hot guys to dance?” Marcus asked, gently pushing his way past a grinning Sam. “Cause if you did, we here.”
The party, which had been slowing down, came back to life as the two guys danced into the room. Marcus knew what he was doing and went into his routine after turning on the music.
Dean was surprisingly good for a large man. He stripped off his tie and shirt as the girls cheered wildly. Having two good looking strippers, after hours of serious drinking, was more than they’d hoped for. Even the woman with ‘Slut’ written on her bare breasts woke and clapped, not realizing she was half undressed.
“Where’s the bride-to-be?” Marcus asked. “We need to take care to honor her.” He stopped suddenly, seeing another man standing against the wall next to the other bedroom. What the hell?
Emily was pushed forward by Sam, almost colliding with a half-dressed Dean. At first, she was embarrassed, her dress was little more than a cotton sheet exposing most of her breasts and legs. It had been bad enough when she discovered Samantha had actually invited Michael. Then a thrill went through her body. This was Dean, a man she’d flirted with before, a man she’d secretly lusted after. She could feel her labia swelling and dripping, her clit tingled. She’d been unable to hold a rational thought all evening.
“Dean,” was all she said, hugging him. God, he was tall and strong. The hard lump of his cock pushed against her stomach.
“We got a throne for you my-lady,” Marcus said, directing Emily to a chair in the middle of the circle of women.
“But, you’re not even naked yet,” Emily said.
“All for you,” Marcus started to dance for Emily, taking off his costume one piece at a time. Meanwhile, Dean was in the audience, letting them undress him as he hugged and kissed whoever was willing.
“Who’s the dude, Samantha?” He asked.
“A guy I invited,” Samantha answered. “Don’t worry about Michael, my job is to keep Emily from fucking him. I might not be very good at my job.”
By the time he was in front of Emily, Dean was wearing only his form fitting boxer-briefs, his cock making a fat pipe in the front. “The bride should do the honors,” Marcus said, holding a sheet blocking the view of Emily and Dean from the anxious audience. Only Michael could see what was going on behind the sheet, and then only for a second before one of the bridesmaids latched herself to him.
“Go ahead, Emily,” Marcus said.
“Pull them down,” Dean whispered. Emily’s hands were shaking as she reached for the waistband of Dean’s shorts. Her bottom lip was caught between her teeth, and she hesitated a long time. Emily could feel herself letting go. It was as though her pussy was out of her control entirely and was preparing itself to be fucked by swelling and lubricating. It felt wonderful to Emily.
When she pulled Dean’s underwear away from his body and allowed his thick black cock to escape, Emily became cocktarded. Her mind emptied of every other thought except the wonderful thick, heavily veined, long, black cock in front of her face. Without thinking, she took Dean’s tool into her mouth, stretching her lips as far as they could go.
She used her tongue on the sensitive underside of his cock. She wasn’t aware of the sheet being dropped, and the girls cheering at the sight of the bride-to-be sucking a huge black cock.
Emily was only vaguely aware of Marcus dancing for the audience, his smaller, but still impressive, cock hard for one bridesmaid after another. Some just touched it, a few stroked him, most sucked him into their mouths. Through it all, Dean was exclusive to Emily.
Michael found himself pushed against the back wall, his pants around his ankles, as a middle-aged married woman sucked his cock deep into her mouth.
“I’m going to fuck you, Emily,” Dean said to her over the loud music.
Emily’s hands moved faster on the length of exposed cock she couldn’t fit in her mouth.
“We’re going to lay you on the bed in there, and Marcus and I are going to service you. You’d like that, wouldn’t you Emily?” Dean said. “Being serviced?”
At the word service, Emily moaned loudly enough that several of her guests looked back at Dean and the woman who was scheduled to be married the next day.
“Come with me, Emily,” Dean said, helping her to her feet. “You won’t be needing this dress,” he said, untying the knot so Emily’s dress would fall to the floor. The room disappeared for her. All that existed was Dean, his amazing cock, and the throbbing heat in her pussy. She wasn’t even aware that she was nude in front of her entire wedding party. Her thighs were shiny from the thick honey running from her center.
Both naked, Dean directed Emily to the bedroom while Marcus continued to satisfy the guests. He was living a dream in some ways, at least a dozen women wanted him. Two had become so frustrated waiting they were, for the first time in their lives, in a nude sixty-nine position satisfying each other.
Michael eased himself away from the woman in front of him and started back toward the bedroom, following Emily and Dean. Marcus saw him go but was concentrating on the topless bridesmaid in front of him.
“You’re beautiful, Emily,” Dean said as he kissed her chest and throat. “I’m going to fuck you and I won’t be gentle. When we’re done, you’re going to know you were fucked.”
“Dean, yes,” Emily gasped. “I want both of you.”
At first Dean thought Marcus at followed him into the room, before realizing it was the other dude. What was Michael doing in here?
 



Chapter 9
 
“What’s going on, Jacob?” Dave asked from the front of the car. “What’s so urgent you would dump your father-in-law?”
Just then, Jacob’s phone buzzed again.
[Emily] the strippers here, you won’t believe, please join me. 
Presidential Suite. 
Maybe sit in the corner LOL
That was it, that was the entire message. What did ‘maybe sit in the corner’ mean? Was Emily going to fuck one of the strippers, at her own bachelorette party?
“We gotta hurry guys,” Jacob said from the back seat.
Dave pulled into a parking spot in front of an all-night liquor store. “First, you have to tell us what’s happening.”
Both Chris and Dave were staring at him waiting for an answer. “Drive while I tell you, I’ll tell you everything, but we’ve got to move please.”
The two looked at each other, and Dave put the car in gear and started back toward the hotel. Jacob had just made it to the elevator, Chris and Dave behind him when Dave heard his name yelled across the lobby.
Jacob recognize the voice of Dave’s mother, and stepped inside the open car and out of sight.
The door to the Presidential Suite was opened by a topless woman with the word “slut” written across her boobs. “Another one is here,” she yelled to the room in general leaving the door open for Jacob.
It looked like a drunken orgy. Three women were fighting over Marcus who was now laying on the floor kissing one, while two worked on his erection and balls.
Jacob had to step around two bridesmaids that he knew were married to men. They were in a sixty-nine position; one was groaning and having a hard time keeping her tongue on the clit in front of her as she approached orgasm. He wanted to watch as they moaned, their heads between each other’s thighs.
Instead, he slipped into the bedroom, leaving the door slightly ajar, and sat in a chair near the foot of the bed. His bride-to-be was naked, on her hands and knees, her legs spread wide, her pussy wet and swollen.
She was kissing Dean who was on his back while another man, Michael, stood against the opposite wall watching the same thing. It was only when the couple on the bed moved, that Jacob was able to see Samantha on her knees with Michael’s cock in her mouth.
The sight of another man in an intimate kiss with his fiancée was not only causing Jacob’s cock to reach full erection but was stabbing him in the heart as a delicious betrayal. He opened his pants so he could easily touch himself. He briefly wondered how Dean had gotten in, the last time he’d seen him had been at the country club.
Dean was an impressive sight, such a huge man, the muscles on his forearm and biceps bulged. His thighs were massive, cords of muscles stood out as Emily bent over him. His cock looked far too big for her to take.
“You want to suck that cock, don’t you?” Dean asked her.
Their faces were only inches apart, “yes, please,” Emily croaked.
Emily worked her way down his body, kissing and caressing his muscles until she reached his cock, her eyes were fixed on Dean’s the entire time.
She held it in her hands, and examined him, Dean’s cock was so big around, Emily’s fingers didn’t meet. She sucked the fat mushroom shaped head as best she could. Her mouth was stretched obscenely wide.
She pulled him out of her mouth with a pop and began licking and kissing the shaft, finally sliding down to lick and suck his balls. Her eyes never left his, even as her attention to his cock became more frenzied.
Jacob was shocked when his fiancée pulled herself even lower so she could lick Dean’s asshole causing him to moan. “You’re really good, girl. I want to fuck you so good you’ll come just thinking about me.” Emily groaned loudly and licked him even faster.
Emily was going crazy, the sensation, the feel of Dean’s immense cock was better than anything she’d ever imagined.
Jacob was shocked when Michael moved behind his fiancée and spread her wide with his thumbs and eased his cock inside her. Emily’s head dropped and a moan escaped her lips. She was being filled like never before, and all she could do was to lick and suck Dean even faster.
Emily had no idea who was inside her, she could hear herself moaning with pleasure. Holding Dean with one small white hand, she turned her head enough to see Michael. She stared at him until Dean wrapped her hair in his fist and pulled her mouth back to his fat erection.
It was just like her fantasy. Two men were servicing her, or maybe she was servicing them. It wasn’t like being with Jacob, Dean was rough, demanding. No one had ever used her hair before; it sent a special kind of thrill through her body. She felt wild; her groans could be heard in the other room as she rubbed Dean’s wet cock on her face.
Michael was holding her by the hips as he fucked her, pulling her back as he slammed forward. His big balls were swinging and slapping her clitoris in rhythm to his fucking. She felt waves of burning heat running through her body, her muscles were contracting. It would’ve hurt of it hadn’t felt so good when the spasms started, and the pleasure was so great she lost control and screamed.
She couldn’t hold Dean in her mouth, but she used both hands to hug him to her face as she came. Michael went faster, enjoying the unbelievable sensations of Emily’s orgasm, until he exploded inside her pussy.
Dean was close, the unbelievable softness of her gorgeous face against his wet cock made him wonder how good her cunt would feel. He’d wanted to be the first one to fuck the bride. Seeing Jacob in the corner gave him an idea.
Jacob had a front row seat, he didn’t know why he hadn’t come, he was aching with need. He’d never seen anything like it, Emily had lost all control and was making uninhibited love to Dean’s cock with her mouth and face.
Her scream when she came almost pushed him over the edge. He knew she’d been flirting with Michael all day, and the tension had become unbearable.
Dean pulled Emily up his body, his hands gripping her shoulders, until their lips met. Emily was still having orgasmic aftershocks, and the feel of Dean’s hard body against her breasts set off a new series. She groaned loudly as she kissed Dean’s face and mouth until he was as wet as she was.
Her eyes grew wide when Dean rubbed the head of his cock along her slit.
“Fuck me Dean,” she begged.
The fat wet head of Dean’s cock spread her pussy further than she’d been spread before. As he slipped inside, using Michael’s come as lubrication, Emily felt first pain and then intense pleasure until he was buried to his balls. Dean was touching places deep inside Emily were she’d never been touched before, and the intense sensations drove all other thoughts from her mind.
Emily was kissing him wildly as he fucked her hard, with each stroke he pushed his cock deeper inside what had once been Emily’s tight pussy. Jacob’s fiancée was making noises he’d never heard before. She sounded like an animal in heat.
Jacob was almost beside himself with need. He was stroking his hard-on as fast as he could, he didn’t want to come but he’d never seen anything dirtier than what he was watching. He loved Emily more than ever before, she was fulfilling his wildest fantasy.
Dean signaled Jacob to the bed. As soon as Emily saw him, she raised her face so they could kiss. Dean’s thick cock was driving Emily insane, still she told Jacob she loved him.
Dean’s thick brown finger was gathering moisture and spreading it over Emily’s asshole. She’d never been touched there, but the sensation was adding to the torrid heat in her center.
Dean didn’t want to tell Jacob what to do, he was hoping the man would figure it out for himself, and he did. Emily stiffened when she felt Jacob’s cock probing her rear passage. Then he was inside, it was uncomfortable at first, but as the two got their rhythm going, Emily was driven to a new level of lust.
She couldn’t have described the sensation of being fucked in both holes simultaneously. She was yelling, screaming and having repeated climaxes.
Emily had never been easily offended by words. She didn’t swear unnecessarily, but now she was finding it the perfect way to express her arousal. And the more she talked the more excited she became.
“Fuck me, Dean,” she almost yelled. “Fuck my slut cunt.”
Jacob had never heard her talk like this. His cock was throbbing inside his bride’s ass.
“I’m going to make your slut cunt mine,” Dean said.
“Yes… Yes, Dean. Make my slut cunt yours,” Emily was drawing a crowd. Two of the older women were stripping Dave in the open doorway. Jacob was amazed at the size of his friend’s erection even as he wondered where Dave had come from.
“It’s yours, Dean, it’s yours…” Emily came so hard she felt herself squirt. It was the most satisfying climax she’d ever had. But immediately, she wanted more.
“What will you do for me, you little slut?” Dean asked.
“Anything. I’ll do anything for you,” Emily swore as Jacob slowly fucked her in the ass.
“I’m going to make you my little whore,” Dean said. “Jacob’s even fucking your whore ass.”
 “Oh god… It’s so good,” Emily said, first looking back at her fiancé who was now wildly fucking her asshole, before she pressed her face against Dean’s shoulder and groaned loudly.
Jacob had never felt such pleasure with Emily. Everything was so tight, and the feel of Dean fucking her at the same time, separated by only a thin membrane, was almost too much. He didn’t know how much longer he could hold off.
“I’ll use your cunt, I’ll make it mine,” Dean said.
“Ohmygod… ohmygod. Ugg… ugg… yessss,” as Dean unloaded deep inside her pussy.
Emily’s pussy was throbbing, her lower stomach felt intensely hot. She could feel the heat spreading through her body, she wanted to keep the feeling going for as long as she could but suddenly the heat spread to her pussy, and she exploded in orgasm.

“Yes… give me it,” Emily screamed as Dean and Jacob pumped load after load inside her.
She screamed again as her orgasm intensified, just when it seemed it was over, the heat spread again and she continued to come. Emily couldn’t understand how she could continue to orgasm so hard. Her body covered in sweat; she had crossed the invisible boundary into a type of sexual insanity.
Jacob couldn’t believe what he’d seen, Emily had never orgasmed with him inside. He’d come so hard he’d fallen on his side on the bed, his final contraction shooting come onto his own stomach. Emily was still staring into Dean’s eyes.
They lay together for a long time, Emily on top while slightly moving her hips so her clit rubbed against Dean’s body and still hard cock. Jacob could still feel the wonderful thrill in his body of climaxing along with Emily.
“That was hot, dude,” Marcus said from just behind him. He moved to stand next to Emily and stroked her hair.
Jacob’s fiancée looked up at him and asked, “Are you here to service me too?”
Dean rolled Emily onto the bed next to him. Her legs were spread wide, her pussy was gaping open. Jacob and Dean’s come was running out of her holes making a huge wet spot on the bed.
Jacob could see her clitoris throbbing. Her contractions were continuing even as Dave ran his fingers over her pussy. “You ready for some more?”
Emily looked down the length of her body, her eyes locking with Jacob’s. “Yes, please.”
Dave lay down on top of Emily and pushed his cock inside her swollen pussy. Dave had always lusted after Emily, as did most men, and now he was fucking her. He didn’t care that he was the third guy, or maybe he was the fourth if you counted Jacob.
Emily’s ass was so perfect, he squeezed it as he fucked her. Emily howled and yet another orgasm swept through her body causing her to buck so hard Dave came out of her pussy and exploded on her back.
Several of the women had wandered into the room to see what the excitement was all about. The sounds of sex surrounded them, one couple used the other half of the king size bed, and Samantha just leaned on the wall as Chris fucked her from behind.
What had started out as a somewhat elegant bachelorette party, ended in an orgy. Oddly, the three unmarried women had already left.
It was just Emily in bed with Dean in the morning, Jacob was back in his chair watching as his best man once again fucked his bride-to-be. Jacob wasn’t small exactly, he was about average, but his pale, thin, smooth cock looked small compared to Dean’s mammoth black rod. His cock wasn’t smooth, the veins were prominent, and there seemed to be bumps in just the right places. Dean’s erection bent upward so it scraped along the top of Emily’s vagina, stimulating her clitoris from beneath.
Jacob thought about what he was feeling, as he watched. Betrayal for sure, his fiancée was fucking another man in front of him, but something else. Love, he loved Emily with all his heart and watching her pleasure felt, well, good to him.
At that moment Emily looked at him, her eyes half closed and her head bouncing from the pounding Dean was giving her, and mouthed the words “I love you, too.”
When Dean finished Emily laid on her back and invited her husband to be between her thighs.
“I love you Jacob, I never knew I could love anyone as much as I love you,” Emily said as he worked his cock in and out of her. “But, after Dean, I can’t really feel you inside me.”
Jacob came with a yell.
 



Chapter 10
 
The church was beautifully decorated. Attached to the end of each pew was a bouquet of flowers. A long white carpet extended from the altar to the rear door for the bride to walk on. The altar was decorated in white, with a mass of flowers taking up the entire sanctuary.
Jacob saw Emily standing in the doorway before anybody else noticed. She was wearing a spectacular gown, her chest covered in lace, her train held up by two young girls. She was shyly smiling at him and holding a small bouquet.
“Jesus she’s beautiful,” Dave said beside him.
“Where’s Dean?” Jacob whispered, just as Dean came hurrying from the side door, still tying his tie, and took his place next to the groom.
“Sorry, had something important to do,” Dean said.
The traditional wedding march started to play, and Emily and her father walked slowly down the center of the church. Near the altar, Jacob accepted his bride’s hand from his father-in-law.
The bride and groom stood grinning at each other, Jacob could make out Emily’s face through the lace, and a good portion of her breasts also. Her chest looked red and blotchy from excitement.
“You’ll never guess who I ran into,” Emily whispered. “Dean, in fact I have his cum running down my leg.”
Jacob’s cock was immediately hard in his tuxedo pants. “You didn’t.”
“My pussy’s throbbing,” Emily whispered as they turned toward the altar. Jacob had a difficult time following the service. He said his ‘I do’s’ but all he could think about was his wife in the back of the church being fucked by his best man.
When it was time for the rings, he gave Dean a hard, searching look only to have his best man grin at him. In the end, they were both smiling.
“You didn’t think we were done, did you,” Dean whispered.
The preacher was confused by all the whispering. Especially when Samantha added her two cents.
Jacob kissed his new bride with more passion than had ever been shown in that church. As soon as they were in the limousine headed toward the reception, he pushed her gown up so he could kiss her clitoris and suck on her labia. The driver had the privacy window up for the short drive to the country club.





Chapter 11
 
Michael had never fucked a woman in a wedding dress before, but there was always a first time.
Emily was bent over, her gown piled on her back, the beautiful flawless curve of her ass bare for Michael. Jacob was seated in front of her, their faces were only inches apart and Emily’s hands were on his knees.
“Have I… told you… how much I love you?” Emily gasped.
“Yes,” Jacob answered. “I love you more than life itself.”
Emily’s mouth opened wide as Michael spread her labia and ran the head of his cock over her slick pussy, and against her aroused clit. Jacob pulled his underwear down, his erection bobbing, begging for Emily’s attention.
“His cock feels really good… oh, Jacob,” Michael grabbed a fistful of Emily’s hair and pulled back hard as he slammed his cock all the way inside her.
Jacob had wanted her mouth on his cock, but there was no chance of that as her body was jerked violently back and forth by Michael’s fucking. The best he could to was to grab hold of her right nipple and jack-off to the incredibly dirty, erotic sight in front of him. He knew that as soon as Michael finished, Dean was ready to take over.
At some point, they’d let him consummate his marriage. But he already knew how most of the honeymoon would be spent, and it was everything he could have wished for.
They were back in the honeymoon suite, the limousine had done little more than drive around until the wedding party had left, before returning to the hotel. Almost nobody knew where the honeymoon would actually be, that’s why they were all surprised when Samantha suddenly appeared.
Michael and Dean had left Emily a fucked-out mess. She was sprawled naked on one of the couches, her legs spread showing her pussy’s vivid red color, still spread from Dean huge cock. His white sperm bubbled out and dripped down the crack of her ass to the towel covering the couch.
Samantha took a look around and wrinkled her nose as if searching for a specific scent. “I smell sex, cum, balls, and best of all - pussy,” she said.
“What are you doing here, Sam?” Jacob asked. His cock was still hard. He’d only been allowed briefly near Emily, just enough to make the marriage legal, not that either of them was complaining.
“Didn’t Emily tell you?” Samantha answered. “Your bride wants to see what it would be like with another woman.”
Emily just smiled at him and took Samantha by the hand to lead her into the bedroom, closing the door behind them.
 



 
 
Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts
 
 
I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost!
Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife”
 
William committed professional suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he knew he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to their darkest desires, can their marriage survive its ultimate test? Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to himself... and she won't say no!
 
 
I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again!
Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife”
 
Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last hotwife adventure and neither is sure where to go from this point. Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t always just for two. Larry, Will's big black boss, is on the island as well, and he won't be satisfied until he's cuckolded Will again. It turns out paradise can be found or lost... depending on who you’re with!
 
 
I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won!
Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife”
 
Kristen and Justine explore their hot new lesbian relationship. Things get out of hand when they attend a Ladies’ Only strip club, and Kristen finds herself living out her favorite fantasy—being held captive by a gang of horny black men while she satisfies their every perverse need. Will is aroused beyond belief by the sight. Can he find a way to win her back before it’s too late?
 
 
Katie’s Hotwife Awakening
Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”
 
Katie loves Mack even though he’s very small “down there.” She only has one stipulation when they get married: if she ever meets her favorite actor, she can have a wild no-holds-barred affair with him. Mack agrees, then is stunned when a gorgeous lookalike enters their lives. Can he keep his marriage intact when he learns that Katie’s wild fling won’t be just a one-night stand?
 
 
Katie’s Hotwife Reawakening
Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”
 
Katie absolutely loved banging her sexy movie star, Brad Peterson! Now she’s so desperate to experience more explosive climaxes, not even pregnancy can stop her from experimenting with huge sex toys and wild public orgies. Then Brad returns, and poor Mack must helplessly watch as his sexy wife gleefully cuckolds him again!
 
 
Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story
 
When Carlo, a mob fix-it man, finds out his wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback for a job. Little does he know, the gang of black men who took his wife has no interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly in pleasure. Specifically, the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves! When Carlo is taken by the same group of men, he’s forced to watch his wife degrade herself for her captors. Will Carlo lose her completely to her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or is their marriage beyond saving?
 
 
A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal
 
After a laboratory meltdown, Ryan is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife Carrie, a woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is an eternity. Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just isn’t enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gives her a professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and Ryan discovers how much he loves to watch—and then participate!
 
 
Brianna's Hotwife Offering
 
Brianna's stunning beauty is captivating, but no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she falls in love with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip. But Brianna will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor accept her voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and women right in front of him?
 
 
Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife
 
Jimmy and Annette grew up together, so it seemed only natural for them to marry. They were the perfect couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made him impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex with a black man, he's shocked and hurt. Even more shockingly, he becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife back.
 
 
Sex Addict Hotwife
 
Linda has a problem. She's always turned on! Despite being in love with her husband, Linda's constant arousal compels her to have sex with other people—sometimes even in front of him! When she's introduced to Roger, her husband's billionaire client, the man is eager to make a deal. He's just the lover to satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and he wants her all to himself for a week. When it's over, can Linda return to her loving husband? If she does, will she stay?
 
 
A BBC Bull’s Tale
 
By day, Darryl is a floor manager in a manufacturing plant. By night, he’s a Bull: a seriously buff black stud who lives to service married white women. It’s amazing how many of their cuckold husbands want to watch! As word spreads about his talent, Darryl finds himself in increasing demand… and then he falls in love! How far will this Bull go to satisfy his own needs and desires?
 
 
My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures
 
Erica can’t understand why her husband looks at erotic websites. Why does he ogle other naked women when he can look at her? He’s particularly fascinated with hotwife movies, and he won’t stop pushing until he can watch her having screaming hot sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in to his perverse desires? Does she really have any choice?
 
 
Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge
Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”
 
When Hunter and Lexi’s relationship gets stale, he suggests spicing things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares are intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw a random card… and the racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair with a stunning dark lesbian while she’s being roughly used by a sexy black bull?
 
 
Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge
Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”
 
The Dare Bucket Challenge continues! Willie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC lover, takes her bareback in a crowded bar, and shares her with another man. Then she discovers an antique trunk filled with old bondage gear, and the Challenges veers into new directions. Can she survive being gangbanged by Willie and his big black--and very horny--friends?
 
 
Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang
Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”
 
Hotwife Lexi is at it again when her sexy BBC lover takes her in exciting new ways that leave her dazzled with raw passion. But her eager cuckold husband wants to give her even more excitement and arranges for her favorite rock band to gangbang her backstage! Lexi even seduces a young lesbian virgin into her erotic lifestyle. How much lusty sex can even horny Lexi handle?
 
 
My Smutty Hotwife Confessions
 
Brooke is an innocent when she marries one of her college instructors, but James wants a sexy, exciting hotwife: a woman who will call the shots and let him watch her on video chat as she has affairs with other men--and other women. Brooke is taken by a virile roughneck and a horny English lady before finally succumbing to her exciting alpha male black boss.
 
 
My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang
 
Beverly tells us how her husband seems more interested in his smartphone than in her and how she flirted outrageously with a black man in the bar. Soon she's in his room having raunchy sex while her shocked and excited husband watches. Now hooked on BBC, she tells us how it feels to be driven to repeated orgasms by them. Her fun continues with a group of young black men and a visit to a dirty country bar where she becomes the guest of honor at another special party.
 
 
Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1
 
These three sexy hotwives have one thing in common: a craving for BBC, sometimes with more than one black man at a time! Their shocked husbands watch in erotic ecstasy as their marital relationships are threatened—and their horny wives fulfill their overpowering desires. Three of my favorite books available at one time.
 
 
Hotwife Voyeur Resort
Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”
 
When Bill and Mary discover that one of their close friends loves watching his wife having sex with other men, their erotic imaginations go wild. Soon they’re fantasizing about Mary having sex with total strangers. Then Bill discovers a resort that caters to hotwives and voyeuristic husbands! Will their marriage survive when their most exciting erotic fantasies start to come true?
 
 
The Sybian Explosion
Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”
 
The Hotwife Resort was the most exciting place in the world! “No holds barred” took on a whole new meaning when Mary enjoyed explosive sex with hot black studs while her husband eagerly watched. Now she can’t forget those intensely erotic memories. In desperation, she finds satisfaction on a Sybian machine, and encourages her girlfriends to take a ride on the wild side while her husband watches!
 
 
Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife
Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”
 
When Tania’s first husband tried to coerce her into being a hotwife, she wanted nothing to do with the lifestyle. But over time, the idea of being roughly taken by sexy well-hung black men began to intrigue her. When she mentioned it to her new husband, he was enthralled. Now Tania’s about to get more than she bargained for when her devious ex-husband promises her to a vicious outlaw gang!
 
 
Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife
Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”
 
Gorgeous Tania has just discovered the delights of being a devoted husband’s hotwife when her treacherous ex-husband pledges her to the BaMa, a ruthless gang of thugs, as collateral for his gambling debts. They don’t care that she’s Tim’s wife now; she belongs to them. After they have their own fun, they’ll sell her to the highest bidder! Can Tania escape before she’s ravished by all of them?
 
 
Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife
Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”
 
When sexy hotwife Tania is captured by the ruthless BaMa gang, she her lover, Sarah, are thrown into a dank jail cell. Then she’s taken and violently used by Bear, their powerful and grotesque leader. Can her devoted husband’s team of hand-picked mercenaries rescue her in time? Or…now that she’s finally experienced ultimate fulfillment…will she even want to be rescued?
 
 
The Hotwife Hooker: A Hotwife Fairytale
 
An innocent fantasy becomes so much more! Jennifer has no idea how her life will change when she discovers some racy hotwife movies and books. Suddenly she’s obsessed with becoming a hotwife! But things get way out of control when her husband uneasily suggests she pretend to be a hooker and he’ll be her eager john. Instead of meeting him as planned, why has she taken off with three huge black men?
 
 
Truth or Dare
Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”
 
The no-holds-barred Hotwife Resort caters to men yearning to watch their wives having sex with other men…and women. Amanda and Josh think they know what they’re getting into—until they play Extremely Erotic Truth and Dare with two other couples and one well-endowed black man. But when Amanda falls hard for her sexy bull, it breaks Josh’s heart. Can he find a way to win her back?
 
 
Hotwife Karina: Shared
 
Michael’s new job just has one catch: He has to share his wife with the boss! Knowing Karina’s having mind-blowing sex leaves him hurt, jealous, and unbearably aroused…especially since he’s not even allowed to watch as his gorgeous wife is gradually stolen from him. When Marshall shows her off as his date, he knows he can never be her public husband again. How can he manage to win her back again? 
 
 
Seduced by Her Husband’s Bullying Boss
 
I can’t help myself around my husband’s bullying boss…whatever he wants from me, he takes. Then he demanded I take off my wet panties in the middle of a crowded dance floor when my husband was only a few feet away. I didn’t expect him to show them to Todd and brag about what he planned to do to me! Why does the possibility of getting caught excite me so much?
 
 
Please visit my blog for even more fun at https://thomasrobertsauthor.com
Don’t forget to leave a review!
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