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Eliza Sharp Wants More
 
 
The club buzzed with hypnotic rhythm. A primal beat that everyone on the crowded dance floor moved to in some way. Some were more in tune with the notes and the tones. Others did their best but it didn’t matter if they were jerking and jumping and pumping at all the wrong beats. It was more about being a part of the group. A part of the new sort of whole organism that had been created, if only for just a few minutes.
In the midst of all the bodies moving and swaying and jumping, sweating and shaking, was what most people would have clocked as a stunner. She was tall, slim but with curves in all the right places. Heavenly hips, a tight behind, a midsized chest that was perky and helped fill out the dark green dress that was practically poured onto her. Her dark brunette hair flew around her angelic face as she shook and shouted and sang with the pounding music, though most people could hardly hear the actual lyrics to the song playing. She wore two inch green heels and dark black stockings that gave her shapely legs a further definition in the contrast of the flashing bright lights.
She was an easy 10. No question on anyone’s mind. The look of her was like a model, hell, they wouldn’t have even blinked to hear that she was one. Eliza Sharp was in actuality a lingerie model for an upscale boutique lingerie company. Some of these men had more than likely seen her in the catalogs and websites and had their own private jerk session, fantasizing what she’d be like in bed. Seeing her out in the real world was the last thing anyone would have expected. It was like most people thought models were actual fantasies rather than real people.
But there Eliza was in the flesh. Dancing near the center of the party, a drink held up high in her hand, dark emerald painted nails tapping on the glass before she brought the amber liquid to her ruby lips and took a long swallow. Just the image of her throat gulping down the beer made nearly every man in a twenty foot radius get the beginning of an erection. She was with a few other women who seemed to be staying close to each other, like a gaggle of girlfriends.
Every one of the girls was a stunner but Eliza stood out above the rest. Many eyes were constantly on her. Men and women alike. She felt the eyes, but ignored them. Instead she focused on the buzz from the beer and the beats.
After a good half hour or more of straight dancing, Eliza finally needed a breather. Breaking away from her friends, she moved through the crowds with skill and ease, often having people part for her as if she were royalty. She made her way to the bar at the back of the club, empty glass in her hand still swaying her hips and headed to the newest song playing “Beautiful Nothing” by Sheppard. Even when she got to the bar, leaning on her elbows she swung the glass with a big playful grin at the bartender, a heavily tattooed woman who couldn’t keep a chuckle from bubbling up as she took the glass.
“Surprise me!” She called to the woman with a wink, her amber eyes sparkling in the flashing pulsing lights.
With a grin and a laugh, the bartender gave her a wink and went off to fill the glass.
“Not often you see a girl like you drinking draft.”
The voice was close to Eliza’s ear. The smell of beer and breath spray thick and pungent. When she looked to her left, a handsome man with slicked dark hair, fashionable stubble and leering eyes was mere inches away from where Eliza was leaning against the bar. He was almost as tall as her, and that was saying something since she was six foot and some change. His silk button down was open enough to show some of the rugged hair on his chest, a light sheen of sweat adding to the manly musk that was already emanating from him.
He was a fine specimen of a man. One a fair amount of women had been eyeing and grinding against on the dance floor. He’d even already received a few phone numbers, many of them stuffed in his pockets, written on napkins in lipstick. Of course, they weren’t just trying to give him their digits. They were also trying to cop a feel and he let them. Let them feel how large he was even though he was soft. His slacks weren’t too tight, but they were tailored to fit just right so his dangling appendage was noticeable when he moved in specific ways.
Leaning closer, his hand finding its way to Eliza’s lower back, he gave her a grin. “I like a girl that can hold her own, doesn’t just go for the flowery drinks or martini’s.”
“My dad raised me to be a draft beer girl. Drink what’s on tap baby girl, fruity and frilly and fancy are show off drinks. And you don’t need to show off.” Eliza said flatly, her eyebrow raising when his hand pressed to her lower back, perhaps an inch or two too close to her ass. But she didn’t stop him.
The man laughed. “I love it. And your pops was right. You don’t have to show anything off. You’ve got a beauty and light all your own darlin’.”
Eliza narrowed her gaze at him, a bit perturbed at his familiar way of talking to her. She had been stunningly beautiful all her life and so had been fed every line in the dating book. All the plays. The tricks and treats that various men tried, hoping to get close and maybe get some action. But Eliza had brains as well as beauty. A combination that was far more common than most men thought. She’d long since figured out that men thought because of her looks she’d been given everything she’d ever wanted. Flash a little leg here, some cleavage there, and everyone would bow before her. And it was true, there were plenty of times in Eliza’s life that she’d gotten treated unfairly, and to her benefit.
But she’d worked hard. Her father had never ever let her use her beauty as a crutch. It was an asset, just like someone that was naturally athletic or mathematically inclined. He’d hounded her to keep to her studies. To not jump into the beauty pageant type mentality that so many girls with her looks did. Darren Harding had been gruff and ruff. A contractor. Constantly dirty and gritty and sweaty. But he’d never been afraid to play with dolls. To have his scruffy long beard braided by his daughter while she sat in his lap and he watched a football game. He even let her put make up on that constantly grizzled angry looking face. One of her favorite pictures that she had up in her home office was of her grinning wide, a couple front teeth missing, her daddy’s face pressed against hers as they took the selfie. Dark pink blush, purple lipstick, blueberry eyeshadow and a heaping helping of white powder all in his course dark hair. He was glaring at the camera. But that was his default. Eliza knew the subtleties of her fathers faces and that one was of pure happiness, even if he looked pissed enough to snap someone's neck.
This man was a charmer. He knew he looked good. He probably made a fair amount of money judging by the quality of his clothes and the very expensive swiss watch on his wrist. His prowess in bed was probably talked about in several circles and by many of the girls in the club. This was Eliza’s first time there so to this night prowler, she was fresh and new. Ripe for the picking.
In short. This man was an ass and Eliza could see right through him.
Her flat stare must have caught him off guard. The charming flattery he’d given her usually made a girl giggle and blush but she was looking at him as if waiting to be told how she could save money by switching to AT&T.
“I’m Charles.” He said, widening his grin, flashing the brilliant white teeth he’d paid several thousand for.
“Eliza.” She answered back, glancing towards the bartender as she came back with a foaming dark amber filled glass. The beer looked strong, something you’d expect a grizzled barrel chested german or viking to swill and belched after downing. Eliza took the glass, raising it towards the bartender with a grin of thanks and then took several deep gulps.
Charles watched her with wide eyes, his grin growing. This girl was downing her drinks fast. That would probably make his efforts all the more easy once the alcohol got to her head. All he needed to do was stay close, put some charm on and get her dancing so he could rub against her. Get her going. Let her feel what he was packing and then she’d be putty. Eliza was by far the hottest woman he’d ever laid eyes on, at least in a place like this. He was dying to know what she looked like naked, especially writhing under him while he drilled his nine inches into her cunt. She was probably as tight as a glove. 
He let his eyes wander over her body, her beautiful breasts pushed tightly into the dress. The material clinging to her lovely curves. Her ass a bouncy handful. And legs that went for days. He was going to love conquering that body. Even better, she was wearing a simple diamond wedding ring. Nothing overly flashy which was surprising. Usually women of her beauty and caliber would have giant diamonds. The one on her finger maybe cost five hundred? And that was a conservative estimate. Maybe it was just a cover, a ploy to keep the more simple creeps away.
But Charles was a professional seducer. A ring, real or fake, wasn’t going to stop him and he knew sooner or later she’d be sucking his cock, worshiping it and swallowing his load. Those red lips pressing against the beer glass were going to look amazing stretched around him.
With half the beer already gone, Eliza almost slammed the glass down on the bar with a satisfied sigh and looked back towards the bartender. “Perfect!” She called out and gave the woman a thumbs up before turning back to Charles, expertly slipping away from his lingering hand that was trying to slide further down her back and cop a feel of her ass.
“So Charles, what do you want?” The question was blunt and again threw Charles off a bit. Usually the women were starting to swoon. Playing the flirt game. Batting eyelashes. Maybe playing a little hard to get but ultimately participating in the little flirtatious game that would end with some hot and heavy action.
“I’m in Finance. Mergers and Acquisitions.” Again that flashy grin. Those titles and terms always got a girl fascinated. They knew enough that it meant he was highly paid.
“Sounds boring.” She answered, sipping from her glass, her eyes on his unwavering and unimpressed.
This girl was going to be much harder to crack. But Charles loved a challenge. Those were the ones that paid off the most. They were wild in bed. A bronco that was broken and he was the one busting into her. He took a half step closer, as if the club were too loud and he wanted to make sure she could hear him.
Eliza didn’t move. Didn’t blink. Didn’t blush. She just drank her beer and eyed Charles like he was a bug in a glass case she was trying to classify.
“Not to be too forward. But I saw you dancing out there and you’ve got some amazing moves.” A little half grin, a raised eyebrow and he made sure his shirt was open just a bit to show her his chiseled chest.
“I’m a shit dancer.” She replied with an almost wicked grin. “But I’m sure you don’t actually care about that. What you mean to say is you like how I shook my ass and liked how my tits bounced. I’m sure you didn’t even look at my face.”
Charles swallowed hard. She’d pegged him hard. Fast. And her no nonsense stare was starting to unnerve him. This one was feisty. Man it was going to be fun fucking her raw and making her scream all night. Wiping that wicked grin off her face and making it contort into her O face. Spanking that rambunctious ass was going to be heaven.
Her glass was nearly empty. “Want me to get you a refill?” He asked, reaching for the glass. It was important to show some authority, some dominance. She was challenging him. Which was fine. Easy girls could be a blast but the ones that made him work for it were always much more fun.
She pulled the glass away from him, holding it out towards the bar as if signaling the bartender. The woman grabbed the glass without a word or any indication that Eliza wanted a refill. But she went and topped the glass off and then handed it back to Eliza as if it were some well rehearsed dance.
“Rule one when you go to a bar. Don’t let someone else handle your drink. Period.” Eliza said almost cruelly as she took a sip, not even looking at the newly filled glass. Her eyes were still hard and unrelenting and fixed on Charles.
“Uh… guess that’s a good rule.” The implication that he might try to drop something in her drink made him a bit pissed. He wasn’t one of those guys that needed to ruffy a girl to get her to spread her legs and ass cheeks. His charm and wit and money and cock were all he needed. But Eliza didn’t seem to be bending for any of it. Was she a dominant? Maybe she liked being in control. Charles had been with a few of those women over the years and they were definitely a different sort of flavor when it came to bedroom antics. Maybe she was wearing some leather under that dress.
Eliza just nodded and smirked.
“So… if you’re a bad dancer… maybe I could teach you a few things. Believe it or not I’ve been in a few dance competitions. I’m pretty light on my feet.” He leaned in closer. Even if Eliza was one of those women that liked to be in control, they still liked to be pursued and wooed.
“Oh yeah? Are you really wanting to give me some dance lessons? Or maybe you want to iron out some details for mergers and acquisitions with me.” That smirk… he wasn’t sure if he loved it or hated it.
“Well… I’m not gonna lie. I think we could make a pretty good deal…” Charles leaned in getting closer. His face only a foot from hers now. Her lips were glistening ruby red with traces of the beer she was drinking. What would those lips taste like? He was about to find out…
Eliza lifted the glass between them, gulping down the rest of her drink and then placing it down on the bar with a sense of finality. “I think it’s time to go.” She grinned like a sly cat.
“Oh. I’m game. Lead the way.” Charles put his hand on her back and pushed himself up against her arm. Maybe his charms had been working after all and she was just playing hard to get. Giving him a little push seeing if he was determined enough…
The woman twisted away from him, swatting his hand away from her waist. “No thank you. There’s nowhere to lead.” She turned and began to make her way towards the door.
Charles stood flabbergasted for a moment, unsure what had just happened. The sway of Eliza’s hips made his cock stir. This woman really was playing hard to get. But those hips told him she wanted him to follow. This was a test and he wasn’t going to fail.
Stepping out of the club into the muggy city night, Eliza stretched and sighed, then pulled out her phone from her clutch and sent a quick text before ordering an Uber. She stepped over to the curb side and began to wait patiently for her ride.
Charles stepped up next to her with his smug grin. “Why are you headed out so early? It’s only ten.” He was standing close, his arm almost brushing against hers.
Eliza ignored him, or rather didn’t turn to look at him as she spoke. “It’s been a long day. I just wanted to unwind a little before I headed home to my husband.”
Ahh. So she was married. Or she was still playing the game, maybe trying to see how hard he’d push. How charming he could be. “Well, he’s a lucky man. Though if you were my wife I definitely wouldn’t be letting you go out alone. There are far too many men that would try to sweep you off your feet and back to their place.”
“Never gonna happen.” She said simply, this time turning to look at Charles full in the face and smiling with that same sly seductive, no nonsense smile.
“Oh? Is that so? Well in my experience, a woman that needs to go clubbing to relax is doing more than just unwinding from a long day. She’s maybe dodging a boring night at home with a stuck in his ways husband. She’s looking for a little excitement.” He was edging closer now, facing her and his hand touching her lower back, just an inch above the swell of her ass.
“Oh? And you think I need some excitement? Where would I find something that could entertain me?” She was stiff and unmoving. Cheeks still pale without a single dot of blush or evidence of arousal. This was new for Charles. But maybe this woman really was in control of herself and it was going to take a really good pounding to make her expression change. He was certainly up to that challenge.
“I’ve been known to be very entertaining.” He moved so that the space between them was practically nonexistent. The swell of his cock down his legs rubbed against Eliza. His mouth was just inches from hers. His hand moved down to her ass and gave it a firm squeeze pulling her towards him.
For a single second, it was all coming together. Eliza closed her eyes and sucked in a breath. That was his signal. She was his. All this bravado was a show. She wanted him to take her, but she just didn’t want to make it easy. He could appreciate that. Women that just gave it away were a bit suspect. Not that he’d shoot them down if they threw themselves at him.
He brought his mouth to hers…
Eliza’s knee connected with Charles’s hardening cock and he doubled over, falling backward with a yelp like he was a puppy that had just been kicked.
“You’re right. That was very entertaining.” Eliza laughed loudly. It was with her full chest and she was nearly doubled over as Charles rolled on the ground holding his hands between his legs trying to catch his breath.
A car pulled up to the curb, the passenger window rolled down. “Eliza? Uh… are you okay?” The driver, a middle aged gentleman with thinning silver hair, eyed the man writhing on the sidewalk and then shifted his gaze to her, worry written all over his wrinkled features.
“I’m fine.” Eliza laughed, opening the back door and slipping into the car. “Just saying goodnight to someone who was being a bit too forward.” She shut the door with a wide grin.
The driver smiled at her. “Well, bravo dear.” He chuckled and turned back to the front, pulling away from the curb and out onto the street while Eliza sat back with a satisfied sigh and waited patiently to get home.
 
 
 
Eliza slipped in through the front door as quietly as she could. It was quiet in the house. Most of the lights were off except for the kitchen and when she peeked down the hall, a glow came from the partially open door to the small home office. Taking off her heels, she padded her stockinged feet down the hall and peaked into the office.
Sitting in a puffy leather armchair, Cody was slumped down with his feet up on the ottoman with a book in hand. This time it was a rather thick fantasy novel that she couldn’t make out the title of. He was dressed in raggedy old gray sweats and a t-shirt that was so faded it was hard to tell what the image used to be, though Cody had long since told her it was his favorite Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles shirt from when he was in high school. Wireframe glasses sat high on the bridge of his nose and his shaggy blonde hair looked damp from a recent shower.
Cody Sharp was the perfect picture of calm and content.
Eliza allowed herself to watch him as he silently read, turning the page of his book, eyes scanning slowly. He was a slow reader. Eliza could have finished a book like that in a couple of days if she was being conservative. It would take Cody the better part of a month. She let her gaze linger on him with a soft smile on her face before finally turning and quickly tiptoeing to their bedroom.
Quickly shedding her dress she grabbed her sleep clothes and went into the bathroom to freshen up. She tossed her nightwear on the counter and took herself in, looking in the mirror. The lacy green bra and thong were high end and sexy as hell. One of the perks of being a lingerie model was that she often got to go home with the things she wore for the various shoots. Eliza admired how it held her breasts tightly, how the panties clung to her bald sex. Turning she admired her perky ass. Her hands moved to her waist, to her stomach as she turned back facing the mirror with a large grin. Both hands on her stomach imagining it swelling.
Shaking herself from the thought, Eliza quickly shed the lingerie and slipped on a Sailormoon t-shirt that went to just above her naval and pulled on her plain slightly sheer stretchy cotton bikini panties. Compared to the lingerie she’d just tossed into the corner, this ensemble was something a poor college student might have worn in her dorm (at least in a nerd’s fantasies).
She splashed some water on her face. Brushed her teeth. And put on a little light pink lip gloss to make her mouth shine. Gave herself another quick look and then with a nod and a wide mischievous grin grabbed her phone, opened up her notes and started a new log. Eliza had always been organized. Maybe even to a fault. Documenting her day to day life in planners and journals even when the day was as boring as a slice of buttered white bread. (funny enough, her dad often had that as a snack).
Tonight was going to be no different. This was the beginning of more. Of something exciting. She quickly typed in: Day One:, and then put the phone down, gave her dazzling cheeks a couple quick slaps to psych herself up and then quietly made her way back down the hall to the office.
Cody was still reading. Lost in the world of words. Gnawing at his lip and brow furrowed as he was reading a particularly intense fight scene. Eliza pushed the door open and leaned against the door frame with a wide, beautiful and dangerous smile. The sound of the hinges creaking made Cody jolt and he almost dropped the book. Instead he caught it but it closed without a bookmark, making him curse before he looked up and his eyes lit up, the book forgotten.
“Oh! Hey! I didn’t know you were back.” He put the book aside, his eyes struggling to stay on his wife’s face. But he was never very good about that, especially when she was dressed in that tight SailorMoon shirt and those amazingly sexy cotton panties. They were extra tight tonight. Or at least he imagined they were.
“I’m sneaky like that. I didn’t wanna wake you up if you were already in bed. But since you’re up…” She took a slow seductive step into the room, tongue licking her glossy lips and eyes burning darkly with desire.
Cody’s face lit up and cheeks turned red with embarrassment. Or maybe it was just a flushed arousal and confusion as to how a woman like Eliza, a clear top ten body and beauty was walking towards him barely clothed. It never ceased to amaze him. Not in the last five years since they’d gotten married. Not in the two before that where they were friends and dated. This woman was far far out of his league. But here she was.
Eliza skipped quickly over, leaning in with a hand on either side gripping the arms of the chair and planted a soft kiss on Cody’s lips as she smiled and rubbed her nose against his. “You’re not too tired are you?” Her voice was a soft, hopeful whisper as her brilliant eyes looked deep into his.
“No. I’m pretty wired.” He tapped an empty mug of coffee sitting on the end table next to the chair.
Eliza grinned wider and chuckled. “Waiting up for me?”
He shrugged, cheeks flushing. “Maybe.”
She cupped a hand against his cheek, keeping her gaze on his and pouring love and sweetness into him. “Well. I’m glad. Tonight was great. Me and the girls had a lot of fun dancing.”
“Have to fend off any suitors?” Cody cringed a little at his question. This was always a sore subject for him. Probably for any man that had a beautiful wife or girlfriend. And considering how absolutely angelically stunning Eliza was, it was fair that he might be worried about men hitting on her.
The snort of laughter made Cody blink and smile. It was always so funny that this goddess snorted when she laughed sometimes. Her breasts jiggled in the t-shirt as she stood back up and crossed her arms, perking them up, nipples pressed against the thin fabric. “Oh, there were a few guys that gave me a line or two. But there was one in particular. Real charmer. Or at least he thought so.” She sat down on Cody’s lap, wrapping her arms around his neck and snuggling in. 
Cody was a somewhat small man, about a foot shorter than Eliza but still built sturdy enough. He’d even been visiting the gym more often, Eliza accompanying him. He wasn’t out to get buff, just stay healthy since most of the time he was parked in front of a computer for work. But regardless of his size and shape, he was cuddly.
“This guy… geez. I can’t tell you the pompous arrogance he had. He really thought he had me pegged.” She kept her head on Cody’s shoulder, his arm wrapping around her and hand in her hair gently twisting and twirling the gorgeous brunette locks.
“Brainless bimbo?” He asked with a grin.
Eliza smacked his shoulder lightly. “Yes. But you don’t have to be so blunt.” She chuckled. “Thought he was god’s gift to women. That I’d be lucky to let him have a taste. Probably thought failure wasn’t a possibility.” She rolled her eyes.
“Well… can’t blame those guys. They usually get their way. I’ve seen it enough.” Cody muttered, leaning back in the chair.
Her lips found his ear and gave it a soft kiss. “Well, you don’t have to worry about that.” The grin she gave him was sweet, playful, and warm.
He grinned. “Yeah. Guess not. No more bar crawling for me.”
Eliza laughed. “Oh my gosh! I’d love to have seen that. Have you ever even been to a night club?” She sat up smiling at him. “Would you have actually dressed up or just come in a D&D shirt and jeans.” The tease in her voice and the light touch of her fingers on his cheeks made him shiver.
Cody shrugged and gave a shy grin. “Probably.”
She snuggled close again. “I would love to see that.”
“Well… don’t get your hopes up too high.” 
“You know I could make you do it.” She let her hand rest on his chest and sighed. “But I won’t. That’s not your thing. Heck, it’s not my thing anymore either.”
“Really? Tonight was really your last hurrah? I thought you were just saying that.”
She shook her head against him, hair rubbing against his neck and chin and cheek. “Nope. Tonight was the last one. At least for a long while.”
They were quiet for a moment before Eliza picked up her story. “So anyway, this guy… seriously. Good looking for sure so I get why the ladies would be flocking to him. But he had his sights on me. Probably thought I was an easy mark.”
Cody shook his head. “Nothing easy about you Eliza, well… unless you’re talking about easy on the eyes.”
They chuckled. “Well, was I really that hard to charm Cody?” She looked up at him with a smirk.
“Are you kidding? Terrified. That’s what I felt even talking to you.”
Eliza remembered that first time. Meeting Cody. How fateful it now seemed and how happy she was that she’d gotten the urge to take a break and find something to read. Leaving her book at home that day was the best mistake she ever made.
The photo shoot was being held in a studio on the second floor of an upscale shopping center. This was before she was contracted by Elegant Intimates and was doing various freelance shoots. They were taking a break for lunch and Eliza didn’t want to hang around the studio and eat from the selection of deli sandwiches and other catering foods. Usually she would grab something light and then find a place where she could have some relative privacy and read. But she’d forgotten the novel she was reading that morning when she’d been in a rush to get to the shoot.
Now she was left with nothing to do. She might have been able to read something on her phone but she much preferred the physical book in her hands. Phones could be too distracting. Too tempting to jump to another app. Luckily, there was a bookstore on the first floor down from the studio. Between The Pages. It was a medium sized indie store with large windows filled with shelves of bestsellers and posters and kitschy little nicknacks to complete the bookish aesthetic.
Having tossed on a pair of sweats and a zip up hoodie over the lingerie she was wearing, she went down to the store, stepped in and breathed in the smell of strong coffee, books, and incense. The place was wall to wall shelves chalk full of books and other various accessories. Stuffing her hands into her hoodie pockets, she began to stroll through the rows, a smile on her face feeling relaxed for the first time all day.
She got herself a coffee at the cafe that was on the far right side of the store and continued walking through looking for something that would keep her attention when she had breaks. Maybe she wouldn’t even buy anything. Sometimes it was just nice to be surrounded by books and stroll through them like walking through a museum and admiring the masterpieces. It was when she turned the corner and began to walk down the Fantasy aisle, she was confronted by what would inevitably change her life.
Cody was standing in the aisle, a pile of books in one hand, carefully shelving them. He was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. A bright yellow apron with the bookstores logo on the front over his clothes. Humming to himself, glasses slipping down his nose, he was in a world of his own as he was putting books into their rightful places.
Eliza paused for a moment watching him. There was no interest in that first glance. She was just surprised to see him in the aisle, the store mostly empty of customers at this time of the afternoon. Cody was cute in a very nerdy way, fitting right into the bookish aesthetic of the store.
“Can I help you?” Cody asked without looking over at her. It was as if he just sensed a customer was lingering and instincts kicked in.
“Oh. Uh. Well. I guess I’m looking for a book.” Eliza shrugged.
Cody chuckled, still not looking at her as he put up the last couple books. “Well you’re definitely in the right place. We’ve got plenty of those. But are you looking for something specific or…uh…oh…” He’d finally turned and was looking at her for the first time.
Eliza was more than familiar with people's reaction to seeing her, even when she was dressed so casually. Beauty was part of her identity. People were always struck by it. Sometimes it was momentary. Sometimes it seemed to strike them dumb. And other times it painted a target on her, suddenly becoming someone people wanted to capture.
Cody wasn’t any of them. That’s what struck her the first time. He was dazzled. Bewitched. She could feel the way he was looking at her wasn’t objective, but as if he were getting the privilege of looking at a prized piece of art that was reserved for only the most important people. It made her blush. That was the first time ever in her entire life the look from a boy made her blush. She was as girly as any other woman despite her upbringing by a gruff grumbly father and a mother who worked in a warehouse boxing shit. Boys had fawned over her for as long as she could remember and never once did she blush or feel butterflies.
But the way Cody looked at her that first minute… It made her fingertips tingle. Her toes wiggle. And a smile plastered across her face without even thinking.
The rest of their interaction was simple. Professional. She asked for a recommendation and without any sort of judgement or assumptions about what she might like (meaning most people assumed she was either looking for fashion magazines or smutty/trashy romances), he led her to a section in the fantasy aisle and pulled down The Furies of Calderon. The first in a fantasy series that the author said was a combination between Pokémon and the roman legion.
Eliza was impressed by his selection and professionalism. How he didn’t try to flirt and seemed genuinely shy and nervous around her which she found endearing. Others had been awkward around her but in a creepy, weird sort of way that made her cringe and want to walk away from them, maybe take a spray bottle to them like they were a pup needing to be trained.
She left with the book and a curious interest in the book associate. The next day when she returned to the studio, she went back to the bookstore even though she remembered her book this time. Cody was there. And when he saw her he was instantly struck with the cute awkwardness.
“I wanted to thank you for your suggestion. I’m enjoying the book so far. Have any other suggestions?” She kept a respectable distance from him as she engaged him, but felt the strange urge to take a step closer. Cody was sweet looking and something about his disposition was just open and friendly. Too many people were closed off around her. Always trying to impress or attract. She could tell Cody was attracted to her, that was obvious by the way his cheeks turned red at the first sight of her, but he didn’t try to talk himself up or flatter her. He did his job. He was friendly.
It quickly became routine for her to come in during lunch and breaks. Every time she found Cody and engaged him in conversation. It was strange, her being the one to pursue someone. She was used to people following after her. But now the tables were turned. Not that she was interested in a relationship. No. That wasn’t it. Not at all. It was just that something about Cody was comfortable. And friendly. Eliza didn’t have many real friends, at least not ones that were the sort of friends you read about or saw in the movies.
But that’s what Cody became. They went from casual interactions of customer and worker to him taking his breaks when she came in so they could sit and have coffee and discuss the books they were reading. When he learned she was a model he became even more cutely awkward just making her double her efforts to push past that shyness to find the root of this person she just felt something drawing her in.
For an entire year, even after her contract with the studio had ended, she visited. She found ways to make it to the store between various shoots and contracts. Thankfully most of the photo studios were located in the general area so she never had to go too far. Though it did eat into her time with Cody which bothered her for some odd reason. It was just because he was a friend. She wanted to spend time with her new friend. A friend that was becoming more and more important.
They got comfortable. Even if Cody wasn’t working that day, they’d meet at the cafe and talk. He never seemed put off that she always showed up in sweats. There was no sense in getting dressed during her breaks when she was just going to have to get undressed again. So sweats and hoodies were her typical outfit when meeting Cody. It was nice that he never asked why she didn’t dress prettier. Or smile more. She got enough of the smile comments from her managers and the photographers. Cody accepted her as she was.
Sometimes they’d even go for short walks around the shopping center. Coffee in hand they’d stroll and window shop. Of course, Eliza didn’t need to just admire things in the windows. She was making a lot of money and could pretty much afford whatever she wanted. Cody on the other hand was a minimum wage worker, so looking in the windows of the expensive shops was as far as he could go, not that he wanted anything. He was a fairly frugal person and that was just another thing Eliza liked about him.
It was one day in December as they walked outside, breath puffing and snow gently falling that Eliza finally grew tired of Cody’s shyness. He was the sweetest man she’d ever met but he had such a problem being bold.
“Cody?” They stopped next to a fountain that during the spring and summer was constantly flowing, but during the winter was shut off. There was frost and the little bit of water that was left had frozen over.
Cody stopped and turned to her, his face flushed pink from the cold. Hair a mess. He was bundled up in a black wool coat and dark green scarf. “Yeah?” His breath was a cloud of freezing mist.
“When are you going to ask me out?” Eliza turned to him, trying not to look down even though he was almost a foot shorter than her. She was dressed equally warm, her hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. This was one of the rare times she wasn’t working and visiting on a break. She’d made the trip to see him on his lunch break.
His eyes went as wide as saucers. “I…w…what?”
She put a hand on her hip and looked at him sternly holding her steaming pumpkin latte. “Ask me out. We’ve been friends for a year now, Cody. And I love that. But I want more. And if you’re honest, I think you do too.”
He grit his teeth and looked away, his cheeks a darker read with embarrassment now. “I… I mean… I’d be lying if I said… If I said I didn’t.”
Her smile was wide. “Then why not ask?”
Cody swallowed hard. “I… Eliza… look at you. You’re… amazing. I mean. Everything about you screams… I don’t know. But it screams. And, I mean… look at me. I’m a book seller. You’re a lingerie model. I still don’t even know why you want to hang out with me. At first I thought it was out of pity or maybe some sort of weird attempt to make yourself feel down to earth.” His hands came up immediately, stopping Eliza’s protests. “I don’t think that now. That thought process didn’t last long. So… cool it.” His grin nearly melted her.
‘Well, if you’re genuinely curious, then I’ll tell you.” She took a step closer and took a slow steadying breath. “You’re sweet Cody. You treat me like a person. My profession hardly matters. It’s a job. I’m good at it. You’re a bookseller right now. You’re good at it. How much we make doesn’t matter and certainly doesn’t define a person. My mom and dad taught me that. I’m not some spoiled girl and you know it.”
She’d told him all about her family and he’d told her about his. There were no surprises or secrets between them. In the truest sense they were friends and knew each other absurdly well.
“I want to hang out with you because you’re kind and sweet and funny and relaxing. You make me feel like me. And I want more of that. I want it all the time. So… Cody… are you going to ask me out?”
He was biting his lip, clearly nervous and unsure.
Eliza sighed and shook her head then took hold of Cody’s scarf, leaned in and gave his lips the softest kiss she could manage. She wanted to smash her lips to his, but she knew that would scare him and that’s the last thing she wanted.
Their misty breath mingled and swirled around their faces as she pulled back. “Cody. Would you like to go to dinner with me tonight?”
He blinked. “I…I thought you wanted me to ask?”
She grinned. “I was giving you the opportunity, but I’m tired of waiting.”
His chuckle was so nervous it made her smile grow. “I…uh… okay…”
That date was perfect. They had a nice dinner at a quiet Italian restaurant. It was the first time Cody saw Eliza out of casual sweats. She wore a satin green dress that went to the knee. Hair done to perfection and falling around her shoulders. Instead of heels she opted for flats. She was already taller than Cody and didn’t want to add on more inches.
Cody came in simple black slacks and a blue button down and jacket. He looked handsome.
They got looks as they sat and ate and enjoyed wine and laughed. Eliza knew people were wondering why a girl like her was with a boy like Cody. She was even sure that some people thought she was a prostitute. Why else would a beauty like her be with a nerdy boy like Cody. Well screw them. They had no idea what a catch Cody was. But Eliza knew, and she wasn’t about to let him go.
And she never did.
They began dating regularly on top of their almost daily meetings. A month in, Eliza finally got Cody to come to bed with her. It didn’t take much, of course. He was clearly attracted to her and always had been. Eliza was no stranger to sex, though she was a bit picky about her partners over the years. But by far Cody was the best. It wasn’t about the physical things. The size or shape or any of that. Those things were mostly superficial. It was the connection. Looking into Cody’s eyes as he slid inside her that first time, bringing tears to her eyes as she saw the awe and pleasure and… love… so much love on his face.
It was slow and passionate. He tried to last, but the excitement was too great. And Eliza loved it. Loved his eagerness and inability to hold back because of how aroused she made him. Feeling him inside, pulsing and filling her… it was magic. They spent the entire night cuddling and loving. Kissing and touching. Exploring and feeling each other.
In the morning he was making coffee when she walked out in one of his t-shirts she’d found discarded on the floor. It didn’t even reach her hips. She didn’t bother with panties, allowing Cody to see her breasts pressing against the shirt and her pale bald pussy exposed to him. As far as she was concerned, it was his. She was his.
They enjoyed their coffee and then, as they sat across from each other Cody surprised her for the first time ever. He was antsy, sitting in his pj pants and zip up hoodie. “E…Eliza…” He messed with his mug, turning it and biting at his lip.
She reached out and touched his hand. “What is it?” A part of her thought he was worried about his performance last night. Which, of course, was ridiculous because she’d never enjoyed herself more and her orgasms were the best she’d ever had.
“I…I know we’ve only been dating a little while. But…we’ve known each other for a long time now.” He was breathing hard and fast. “I… you know how I feel.”
Eliza smiled. They’d said it several times last night for the first time. I love you. Over and over in the midst of lovemaking and when they were just laying with each other. “I feel the same.” It made her heart flutter and stomach bubble with butterflies thinking about how she felt about Cody.
Cody reached into his hoodie pocket and pulled out a small, black velvet box. Eliza nearly dropped her mug. “Oh…oh my god…” She gasped.
Cody paused, holding it and looking at her. “It…I’m sorry, it’s too soon isn’t it. Shit I…I just…”
Eliza grabbed his hand and the box held in it. “No! NO! Ask… Ask Cody!” She was panting and her beautiful eyes were wide and she was grinning from ear to ear.
His grin was shy and nervous but excited. Opening the box there was a simple beautiful diamond ring inside. “Eliza… would you… I mean… I love you. Please… I’d love nothing more than to… Uh, you’re my best friend. I can’t imagine my life without you. Would you do me the… the honor of marrying me?” It came out breathy and stuttering and Eliza loved it. Loved him. It was perfect!
She lunged across the table nearly spilling their drinks and kissed him deep and hard. “Yes! Fuck yes! A million times!” She was crying and laughing, looking down as Cody pulled the ring out of the box and slipped it on her finger. The ring hasn’t left her finger even once since that day.
The memories faded back as Eliza looked up at Cody, curling in his lap and starting to feel his erection stirring beneath her ass. “Is someone getting excited hearing about how other men wanna bed their wife?” She was chuckling and gave his cheek a kiss and he blushed deeper.
“N…no… not… like that…” He stammered
Laughing, Eliza took her husband’s cheeks in her hands. “You’re the only one for me, Cody Sharp. But don’t be ashamed if you like something or get aroused by something. No secrets, remember? Be honest. You wouldn’t be the first guy to get off knowing his wife was attractive and hit on by other men.”
He chuckled. “True.” His hands wrapped around Eliza and held her tight. “And I love that everyone can see how beautiful you are. But, I guess I’m selfish. I wanna know you’re all mine.”
Eliza hummed softly and leaned in kissing his lips softly. “All yours and more.” She pressed her ass against his lap and moved her hips, grinding into him.
Cody sucked in a breath.
Giggling, Eliza turned so her back was against him and she continued to grind her shapely ass against his growing erection. Her soft groan filled the room mixing with Cody’s heavy breaths as she moved skillfully like a smooth tumultuous snake. The thin material of her panties rubbed against her sex, getting damp as her arousal rushed through her like a bullet train.
“Mmm honey, does that feel good?” She looked over her shoulder, giving him the most sultry, lustful gaze.
“Eliza…” He breathed, hands finding her hips.
For a minute, Eliza simply moved against him, making his erection grow to the point it was pressing into the valley of her ass and tenting his pajama pants uncomfortably. Finally she slipped off his lap and went to her knees, hand moving up his thighs to his waistband, pulling the pants down slowly, playfully as she looked up at Cody. His face was twisted in awe and unbridled desire.
His cock bounced into view, a modest six inches and slightly thick, dribbling thick precum. “Mmm fuck there you are… so excited for me.” She giggled and brought her hand up and took him into her grip making him groan.
Pumping slowly, letting the sticky warm precum coat her hand, making it easier to stroke, Eliza leaned closer, blowing her hot breath onto his leaking head. “Mmmm, so excited. So hard for me.”
“F…fuck Eliza…” He gripped the arms of his chair watching her.
She smiled wide and gave his cock a soft kiss, a clear glistening string of precum connecting her lips and his cock. “Mmm I love this cock so much. I love you so much.” Her tongue darted and slowly licked the underside of his head making him whimper. God she loved hearing him when she gave him pleasure. How she could make him squirm and throb and moan. It was utterly thrilling.
“Normally…” She whispered, giving his cock another kiss. “I’d play with you. Lick and kiss and make you get so close to the edge you’d beg.” She was giggling and he was grinning but playfully glaring at her. “But not tonight.”
Eliza stood up. She cupped her breasts in the shirt and then trailed her hands down along her body, her sides, her stomach and then gripped the hem of her panties and slowly pulled them down. Her smooth cunt came into view, a tight pink line with just a hint of her lips poking out from her arousal. The panties fell to the floor and she stepped out.
“I want more tonight.” She was breathing heavily now. Her heart raced with anticipation and hope. Moving close, Eliza straddled Cody’s lap in the chair, her hand reaching between them to take hold of his shaft and guide him towards her opening. “I want more Cody. I want a baby… I’m ready.”
Cody’s eyes widened, his hands finding her waist and holding her delicately as his tip rubbed against her clit making her pant. “R…really? You…you’re sure?” He was shaking, his face glowing with eager hope.
Eliza chuckled, smile warm and so full of love she thought she’d conceive right then and there without even getting her husband balls deep. “Yes.” She breathed, leaning in and kissing him deeply. “Tonight was my last night out. No more dancing and clubs, at least for a while, probably eighteen years… maybe more if we have more than one.”
They were both starting to breathlessly laugh as they held each other close. His cock poised to enter her but held at bay for the moment.
“I want so much more, Cody. I want a family. Our family. Your babies.” She kissed him again, her tongue pressing into his mouth. The grip of his fingers dug into her hips and pulled her down lightly, his cock starting to push between her lips and open her tunnel.
“F…fuck…” He grunted as he began to sink into the burning liquid warmth of Eliza’s pussy. “God, Eliza… are you sure?” He asked again. Always so nervous and anxious.
She knew that normally girls like her didn’t marry or even associate with men like Cody. A short nerdy man. A luscious lingerie model. That just didn’t seem like it would happen.
But Eliza saw past the outer looks that Cody had. Of course he was cute. Handsome even. But his mind and heart and soul were beyond beautiful. The love he gave her was better than anything some rich, ‘good looking’ asshole could have hoped to show her.
With a deep groan, Eliza pushed herself down slowly until Cody was completely inside her. “Ohhhh god…” She panted and pressed her lips against his again. “Yes I’m sure. More sure than ever before.” Her teeth scraped his lips. “Fuck me Cody. Put a baby in me.” Sitting up, she grabbed his hands and put them on her breasts, starting to move. Up and down. In and out. The slick lubrication of her pussy and his precum allowed her to glide smoothly.
All that remained was their heavy breaths, pants and groans as Eliza rode her husband slow and steady. Each stroke of his cock going deep. His balls pressed against her ass. It was gentle, deep, intimate. Their skin became slick with sweat. Cody had stamina. Staying power. He’d developed it over the years of being married to Eliza. She had a somewhat insatiable sex drive, at least when it came to her husband. She couldn’t get enough of him and denied him nothing. He’d had everything. Her pussy. Her ass. Her mouth. Tits. He'd coated every inch of her in his cum.
She’d let him tie her up and pound her. Made her scream. She’d dressed up for him in costumes and lingerie. At one point he’d coated her skin in honey and licked her clean. They never got enough of each other.
Now, she was appreciative of all that exploratory fun. Soon enough they would have a little one running around, demanding their attention and energy and probably wouldn’t have much time for sex. But they’d find time. It would be simple. Probably a few minutes in bed before they fell asleep. Eliza had been dreaming of that. Of putting a little bundle of joy down to sleep and then slipping into bed, exhausted, cuddling with her husband and allowing him to slip into her, pumping slowly and hurried and needy as they fought fatigue until they both had a small, pleasant orgasm and then fell into much needed rest.
All her dreams for the last weeks had been like that. She had baby fever. A longing to have a little part of Cody inside her and then to see that combination of her and him become something new.
Eliza bounced faster. “Cody…” She panted. “Honey… oh god honey please… I want your babies. I love you so much. So much. Let’s make a family.” She was whimpering as he gripped her breasts and she took hold of his hands, pushing them tighter to squeeze. Pussy lips clenched. Cody grunted.
“Fuck. Fuck Eliza…god I’m gonna cum.”
“Yes. Yes honey! Fill me up please!” She was crying, feeling overwhelmed by the emotion and the physical pleasure of his cock so deep inside her pounding, rubbing all the right places and making her feel like a truly loved woman.
Together they reached their peak. Crying out and grinding against each other as Cody began to shoot thick amounts of semen deep into Eliza’s fertile pussy. She stiffened on top of him, letting herself feel the wash of cum and her own orgasm rushing through her until she collapsed against Cody, arms wrapping around him tightly.
She kissed his neck softly. His hands were in her hair. They kissed slowly, delicately, eyes closed and just feeling each other as Cody’s cock stayed hard inside her, keeping the cum from dripping out.
“Mmm, fuck…” Eliza giggled. “That was a good start.” Licking her lips she looked down at her husband’s smiling face and kissed his nose. “But this wanna-be momma wants more. Think you can keep up?”
With a wide grin, Cody wrapped his arms around her and with surprising skill stood up. His cock still inside her, Eliza wrapped her legs around him laughing. “Oh, I think I can keep up.” Cody laughed and carried her to the bedroom as she squealed with delight.
TWO￼[image: Line Line]
 
Eliza Sharp Likes To Give
 
 
The night was humid, balmy. What little breeze that drifted off the lake onto the restaurant patio didn’t do much to cool Eliza’s warm skin. But that didn’t stop her from keeping herself close to her husband as they swayed to the soft music drifting from the speakers. The patio served as a dance floor and scenic view of the lake. Strings of lights hung overhead, giving soft illumination and reflected off the waters like sparkling fireflies.
Cody had his head against Eliza’s shoulder and her cheek was resting on the top of his head. She was wearing flats, but she was still almost a foot taller than him. It made for a less than traditional sight, usually it was the woman resting her head against her partner’s shoulder. But she didn’t care about appearances. Height difference was a stupid thing to be worried about anyway.
One of her husband’s hands was around her slim waist, her simple but sleek red dress clinging to her beautiful curves. His other hand was holding hers out to the side as they danced, moving slowly and rhythmically to the generic romantic music. It was Valentines and the restaurant was doing their best to cater to all the loving couples that had come out to celebrate. They’d already had a delightful dinner, drank a little wine, had some orgasmic tiramisu, and now they were working off a few of those calories dancing in the unseasonably warm February weather.
Eliza glanced around, a few other couples dancing like they were, but most were still sitting at their tables, enjoying their drinks and food. It was nice to be out. They hadn’t had a romantic evening like this in a while. Life was busy. Cody had gotten promoted at the publishing house he was working at. He was now lead Editor and that came with lots more responsibility, and lots more manuscripts to read over and edit. She couldn’t count the times that she’d gone to bed and he would be there with his glasses on and a red pen in hand reading through some new novel. Of course, it didn’t take much for her to pull his attention away, at least long enough for a little quality time.
Cody had his priorities in order. Family first. Just like her father and mother. They had both been hard workers, and sure sometimes work got in the way of things, but they always made the effort to keep their family happy and healthy. Cody was a hard worker, dedicated and passionate about his job, but he’d drop it at a moment's notice if he was needed.
A fresh breeze tousled her brunette curls, the smell of the various dishes couples were eating drifting around them as they swayed.
“I feel like I’m sweating like a pig.” Cody muttered, pulling away from her and shrugging one of his shoulders to wipe sweat from his cheek. He wasn’t kidding; his dark button down had signs of sweat stains around his collar and under his arms.
Eliza giggled, feeling her own sweaty spots, but less visible than her husband’s. “Well, you’re my sweaty pig.” She gave his nose a quick kiss. Cody gave a quiet ‘oink’ and Eliza couldn’t stop herself from bursting out laughing.
Some people gave her glances, but most were with smiles seeing her joy.
Cody’s smile was just as wide, his arms circling her waist. She put her hands on his shoulders and sighed, looking her husband in the eye and seeing the same man she met that fateful day in the bookstore. Sweet. Loving. Funny. And here she was, married to him for a little over six years, just shy of having him in her life for ten. The look she gave him was one that screamed she wanted multiple more decades with him.
“Are you ready to head home?” He asked as they continued moving slowly around the dance floor.
Eliza looked out at the quiet waters of the lake, the lights and stars and moon reflecting off its surface. “I suppose. I was hoping we could go for a walk, but you’re right. It’s pretty humid. I’m sweating in places I’m hoping you’ll wanna visit later but… not sure if you’ve got a sweat fetish.”
“Guess we could find out.” Cody winked and they laughed together, finally separating and walking back to their table to finish paying the bill. Eliza picked up her purse and put it on her shoulder as Cody signed the check and left a generous tip. Finally finished, they walked out of the restaurant hand in hand, strolling slowly in the night towards their car.
“Work going okay?” Eliza asked. They hadn’t done much talking during dinner, mostly having some peace and quiet, enjoying each other’s company and good food and wine. But now she wanted to catch up on the week's activities.
“It’s great. Though this novel I’m editing… I don’t know what it is but I feel like maybe the author used AI. And, I mean, I’m all for using AI in some ways as a tool. An assistant. Like spellcheck, or Grammarly. But… yeah this person is either completely robotic or it was written by a machine.” Cody sighed, squeezing her hand and rolling his eyes.
She noticed a few wrinkles around his eyes. The thing about being together all the time and for so long, you sometimes don’t notice the little things, like aging. Her husband was getting older, just like she was. And it was showing in distinguished ways like those wrinkles around his eyes, a few gray hairs along his temples that seemed a bit premature for his age. All those little things just made her love him more. Happy that she was living those lines and hairs with him.
“And you still have to edit something written by a machine? Sounds… like creating more work rather than helping streamline things.” She leaned into him as they weaved through the parking lot.
“You’re telling me. But, it is what it is. The publishing world is changing and we’ve gotta adjust. Sure we should have some hard lines, but we can’t ignore the world around us.”
She loved Cody’s mind. Sharp. Aware. Thoughtful.
They approached their sensible Subaru and Cody opened Eliza’s door for her, helping her in because her dress was just a little tight around her thighs. She settled in as Cody jogged around and got into the driver's seat. He reached for the ignition button but Eliza stopped him, hand touching his and drawing his attention.
“Not yet.” She said lightly, like she was afraid someone might overhear even though they were at the far end of the parking lot and in the shadows cast from a line of trees at the edge of the lot.
“Why?” Cody’s eyebrow lifted curiously.
Eliza grinned wide. “Well, it’s Valentine’s. This dinner was perfect and I’m happy we were able to get out and enjoy this, but now I have something to give you.” She shifted in her seat to face him and slipped the straps of her dress off of her shoulders and carefully pulled the front of her dress down exposing her bare breasts, soft and heavy with her bright pink nipples already hard. There was a soft sheen to her skin from sweat, shining down between her chest.
Cody’s breath hitched and his Adam’s apple bobbed as he stared at her breasts. No matter how many times he’d seen them, they were still a delight.
With her chest exposed, she gave a quick glance around making sure the parking lot was empty of people, and then reached into her husband’s lap, unbuckling and unzipping skillfully. She reached in and pulled out Cody’s growing cock, hand sliding along his hardening length. “Mmm, I’ve been feeling this the whole time we were dancing.” Her smile was bright as she leaned in and gave Cody a deep, slow kiss.
The feel and sound of Cody’s heartbeat in his chest was reverberating in the pulse of his cock as she rubbed her thumb along his frenulum. Her other hand cupped his balls, warm and a little slick with sweat. The smell of his musk didn’t bother her in the slightest. Breaking their kiss, Eliza leaned down and enveloped her husband’s cock between her breasts and with the dark head exposed she slipped her lips along his tip and took in the mushroom, tongue swirling around and licking at the slit tasting his potent precum.
“Fu…fuck, Eliza…holy shit…” Cody groaned, holding the back of her heat, fingers twisting into her hair. She didn’t give him car blowjobs very often, but when she did, they were phenomenal. 
Eliza’s red lips glided along his cock head, coating it in a mixture of her saliva and his oozing precum. Her lipstick started to rub off along the tender skin making him shake. She pushed her breasts around his shaft, stroking up and down as she enveloped it. They were soft, warm pillows squeezing him and making his tip ooze. Eliza popped off his tip with a loud smack and lavished her tongue around him glancing up with a grin as Cody watched her shaking.
“Mmmm, like that, Daddy?” She cooed and kissed his tip over and over with little butterfly kisses.
“Fuck honey, yes… god yes… you’re gonna…”
“Cum. Cum on my tits honey, I want to rub it in like lotion all over these milkers.” She teased, laughing along with her husband as he started to peak. “Cum honey. Cum for me baby!” Her tongue lapped at the underside of his shaft and finally Cody couldn’t hold back anymore. His cum shot up into the air and landed all over the rise of her chest and started dripping down along the slope of her tits. More bursts followed, covering her tits in a shimmering white glaze.
“Fuuuuuuck.” Cody groaned, gripping her hair and arching in his seat as he unloaded all over his wife’s beautiful chest.
Eliza gently licked at Cody’s pulsing cock, sensitive from his orgasm. Every little lick sent a tremor through him and another groan bubbling from his lips. Her lips became glossed with his cum, salty and sweet on her tongue. When she was finished cleaning the few drips that had escaped her tits, Eliza sat back up in her seat and with her eyes still on her husband began to gently massage his semen into her soft skin all over her breasts, bouncing them teasingly in her palms and jiggling her chest with a huge grin.
Cody smiled, watching her little performance and feeling his cock already starting to stir again. Eliza noticed too and winked. “Save round two for when we get home.” The show over for the moment, Eliza slipped her dress back up and straps over her shoulders.
“Fuck.” Cody sighed and tucked his cock back into his slacks and settled back into his seat. “You really expect me to drive after that?”
She reached over and squeezed his thigh. “Yep.”
With a sigh, Cody smiled, started the car, and pulled out of the parking lot trying not to keep looking at the glistening sheen on his wife’s chest.
 
 
 
Cody opened the door slowly and quietly, slipping in with Eliza behind him and then just as quietly closing it. Jenny White from down the block peeked out from the living room. She was a highschool senior with short blonde hair and the sort of welcoming smile that easily labeled her as ‘the girl next door’.
“Hey!” She said in a slightly loud whisper. “How was dinner?”
Eliza grinned and put her purse down on the entryway table. “It was fantastic. How was your night?” She asked even as she was walking quickly down the hall towards the bedroom.
“Great.” Jenny replied, ducking back into the living room and grabbing her backpack, stuffing her homework back into it and then stepping back into the hall. 
Cody pulled out his phone, quickly opening the Zelle app. “No problems?” He asked as Jenny pulled out her phone.
“Nope. Everything went smooth.” She was all smiles but clearly looked tired. It was only eleven, but Cody knew first hand how much of a handful these evenings could be.
He quickly sent over her pay with an extra tip. Jenny’s phone pinged, having received the money. “Thanks Mr. Sharp. Give me a call if you need me again.” She gave Cody a quick hug and then waved as she slipped out the door and into the night.
Undoing a few buttons from his shirt, still feeling the stifling heat of the evening, Cody made his way down the hall to the back bedroom and pushed the door open quietly.
Eliza was standing next to the pale pink painted crib, their precious little eight month old bundle of joy held in her arms, her dress pulled down to free one of her breasts that little Angie was eagerly suckling even though it looked like she was still deep asleep. Her face was sweetly pale and chubby, thin curling brown hair all over her head. She was wrapped in a dinosaur blanket, one hand free reaching out and grabbing at Eliza’s breasts as she drank deep.
Cody watched his wife as she gently swayed, softly humming a nonsense tune as she held Angie tight and watched her with more love than he’d ever seen her express, even for him. And he knew she loved him to the moon and back.
Eliza looked over at him, smiling. “She was sucking and reaching, I couldn’t just let her dream about momma’s milk. Gotta give her the real thing.”
Cody chuckled. “No argument from me. Though this might hinder that second part of your present?” He raised an eyebrow, still wondering what she had planned. It was clearly sex, but she seemed like she had something special planned rather than the few little quickies they’d been able to have since Angie was born. If that’s all he got tonight he’d still be happy. It didn’t matter how long or how intense or creative the sex was, being close to Eliza was pleasure enough.
His wife grinned mischievously. “Oh, don’t worry. I’m just giving her a late night snack so she will stay down longer. Hopefully, anyway. I’m determined to give you your present.”
He chuckled again, continuing to unbutton his shirt. “Well, I won’t distract you then. I’m gonna get out of this shirt, I think I may have ruined it with all this sweat.”
“My sweaty man.” Eliza teased, giving him a wink, continuing to rock Angie slowly.
Cody left his girls, going to the master bedroom to get undressed and at the very least wipe himself down so he wasn’t a sweaty mess. He shed his clothes and tossed them in the hamper and proceeded to wipe himself down with a wet cloth, brush his teeth, and then went into the bedroom, turning down the sheets.
Eliza slipped in, closing the door behind her and handed the baby monitor to Cody. Her dress was still pulled down, breasts out and swaying tantalizingly.
“I see you looking Cody Sharp.” She wagged a finger at him, standing with hip cocked and tits bare as if it were no big deal. That was happening more and more since Angie was born. Eliza just felt like it was easier to go topless so she could feed their little girl at the drop of a hat. And it didn’t hurt that Cody was constantly watching like she was trying to hypnotize him.
“What? I can’t ogle my wife?” He grinned, his boxers already beginning to tent.
“Oh sure. You and Angie both. I’m just a pair of tits to you two.” She tossed her hair over her shoulder, a mock exasperated sigh leaving her lips as she turned and sashayed into the bathroom, closing the door behind her.
“You’re more than a pair of boobs.” Cody called after her with a laugh.
“Ass too!” The reply was muffled from behind the door.
Cody shrugged. He couldn’t argue. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, he took a deep breath and let it out slowly, as if he’d been running a mile. Tonight had been relaxing but there was always an undercurrent of exhaustion to everything these days. A baby will do that. Add on that he’d gotten his promotion and Eliza had put her modeling career on hold until Angie was older, it was a lot of pressure for a man and husband to endure. Let alone having such a terrific partner in Eliza. He wasn’t shouldering the load on his own, Eliza was doing just as much if not more work. Taking care of Angie, cleaning the house, cooking meals. She was a one woman hurricane of power and perseverance.
He twisted the simple silver wedding band on his finger and smiled. Whatever the reason that Eliza had chosen him, he was determined to live up to that privilege.
“Oh, deeear?” Eliza’s singsong voice carried from behind the bathroom door as he eased open a crack. “Are you ready for your Valentine’s present?”
Cody’s full attention moved to that sliver of light and the little peek of his wife’s face. “I… guess, though considering how extravagant your presents are, I don’t know if I’m ever really ready.”
“You’re right. I always blow you away.” She chuckled and whipped the door open, stepping boldly into the bedroom. Gone was the dress she had been wearing at dinner, a sexy symbol all on its own. Now she was dressed in some of the most playful and erotic lingerie Cody had ever laid eyes on.
Eliza’s full breasts were covered by small fabric red hearts covering her nipples, trimmed in frilly white lace. The hearts were held together by thin red string that was tied behind her neck but barely able to contain her full tits, now much bigger thanks to all the milk they contained for their baby. Around her still slim waist—just a little more fluffy after pregnancy—was a white lace garterbelt with straps tightly clipped to deep shiny red stockings that clung to her shapely legs. Her panties were identical to the ‘bra’, a red heart covering her pussy with white lace trim and a string hidden between her firm ass cheeks and around her waist. She’d brushed back her hair and was wearing a little lace headband a lot like french maids would wear.
She stood confident, hip cocked, hand on her waist looking at her husband with a deviously lustful smile.
“Holy shit.” Cody muttered.
“Hey now, mister. Language. We have a little girl in the house now. We need to watch our tongues or her first words are going to be some sort of expletive.” Eliza wagged a finger at Cody even as she licked her lusciously painted red lips.
“Fu…uh…ummm…. Geeze.” Cody stammered, eyes wandering over every inch of his wife. She’d put on a little weight thanks to the pregnancy and it was going to take a little while to burn it off and tone everything back up to where it was before. But she was still slim, still sexy, maybe even more so because of the fact that her body was proof they’d made something beautiful and precious together. She’d carried a person! A full person inside her. And she’d done it with grace and beauty.
Cody’s cock was painfully hard in his boxers as he continued staring like he was a virgin seeing his very first woman.
Eliza bit her lip. “So, you like what you see?” She took a step forward and began to slowly make a turn, like a model at the end of a runway. Her legs and steps moved with the kind of elegance that is drilled into young models from day one when they begin their careers. As her backside came into view, a beautiful bare ass with just that thin red string between the cheeks, she stopped and bent forward, hands caressing down her hips and thighs and to her knees, pushing out her ass and giving Cody another surprise.
A ruby heart buttplug was nestled between her cheeks.
“Fuck me.” Cody gasped seeing the plug. It’d been a while since they’d had any ass play. At least since they started trying to get pregnant. And then once she was pregnant they stayed to the tried and true missionary. After having Angie, they’d had the appropriate break so Eliza could recover properly and after that they’d just hadn’t messed with it. But now it was clear, Eliza was over any conditions when it came to sex.
Her hand moved back and pushed against the ruby heart. “Mmmm fuck honey, it’s a big on. Really big. I wanted to feel full tonight. Completely full.” She looked back with a devious gleam in her eyes.
“I… fu…” He halted before cursing again and chuckled. “Guess we are just missing a cock for your mouth, huh? Or are you hiding someone else in the bathroom?”
Eliza laughed. “You really think you could handle sharing me?” She whirled, her breasts swaying like pendulums, barely held by the heart bra.
Cody blushed. “I… well I mean, I’m not some territorial guy, but… I mean.”
His wife continued moving her hands over her body, her stomach with the light trace of stretch marks from pregnancy, cupping her tits and letting them bounce, into her hair. “Cody. I know you're secure. And I know even though I belong to you, you don’t view me as something to own. And if you really wanted, we could try sharing. But tonight, it’s just you and me honey. And we don’t need another man to fill my mouth…” She sauntered to her side of the bed, opposite where Cody was sitting, and reached into her bedside table drawer and pulled out a thick long pale and true to life looking dildo.
Cody’s eyes widened. “And which hole is that for?”
Eliza climbed onto the bed, crawling towards her husband, ass swaying behind her and tits hanging below. As she came forward she brought the dildo to her lips and began to lick around the head, eyes still on him. “Mmmm, it’s so big Cody. Maybe a little bigger than yours?” She teased, licking along the shaft of the silicon and then sucking at the face balls at the base.
Cody was panting now, his hand clutching the tent in his boxers.
“Mmmmmm, so big. So thick and hard. Do you have something that can compare? Or should I just rely on this fake cock to give me some Valentine’s day orgasms?” It was a challenge and Cody was already burning to prove that he was leagues better than some fake molded dildo.
Eliza saw the fire in her husband’s eyes. Knew she’d hit just the right buttons to get her man going and ready to pounce. And that’s exactly what he did. Cody moved fast across the bed, taking Eliza by the arm and pushing her down onto her back. He pushed her legs open, feeling the soft slickness of her stockings clinging to her legs. Kneeling between her thighs, he reached up and grabbed the dildo from her. “You’ve got a dirty mouth, Mrs. Sharp. You know that?”
Her tongue seductively licked her lips watching Cody. “I know I do, Mr. Sharp. I’m a filthy milf. A milf that loves a big fat cock and wants every hole full. Think you can manage that?” She reached out, nails trailing along Cody’s thighs making him shiver.
“I think we need to put that mouth to better use.” Cody smiled and took the dildo, pressing it to her mouth and began pushing—not forcefully but enough that she had to open—into her throat.
Eliza groaned, letting her throat open as the dildo filled her mouth. She kept her eyes open watching Cody as he held the dildo, feeding it to her, but also struggled pulling out his steel hard cock. Multitasking as best he could, he continued pushing the dildo into her throat and lined up his cock with her pussy, pulling her little heart g-string panties aside to reveal the smooth glistening slit that had given him so much pleasure and recently given them both a beautiful daughter.
Eliza reached down, nails scratching against his arm as he pressed his head to her entrance, trying to encourage him to put it inside. She couldn’t speak, her mouth and throat full, the dildo now completely in and the silicon balls pressed to her chin.
Both panting in heat, Cody groaned loudly as he sank inside the velvet fire of his wife’s cunt. Eliza arched, feeling the intense feeling of her husband's cock filling her while the metal buttplug was filling her ass. And along with her mouth full, she was airtight for the first time in her life and briefly understood how this could be addictive. Overwhelming. Scary. But so fucking good, especially feeling the rawness of Cody’s perfect cock stretching her walls.
She moaned around the dildo, practically screaming as an orgasm rushed and crashed over her like an avalanche. It’d snuck up on her, ripped from her depths when every hole had been filled. Juices gushed from her pussy around her husband, dripping down her plugged ass as she sucked and drooled over the dildo in her mouth.
Cody eased himself inside, feeling the pressure from the plug in her ass making her pussy even tighter than usual. He held the dildo’s base, keeping it pressed in his wife’s mouth as he sank further and further until he felt the cold of the ruby hilt of the plug against his balls.
“Shit…holy fuck Eliza…oh god.” He stared down at where they joined, her lips puffy and slick and squeezing him. Her lingerie enticing and beautiful. Tits flattened against her as she lay on her back, full and lush. Her lips stretched around the base of the dildo, saliva and drool dripping along her chin and neck as her burning overwhelmed gaze met his. She would have been saying much the same thing if she could speak.
That hesitation only lasted a minute. Cody couldn’t hold himself back. Pushing up Eliza’s legs, he was able to sink just a little deep inside her. He grabbed hold of her wrists and pinned them over her head, The dildo stuffed down her throat, her lips sucking to keep it from slipping out as Cody began to slam down hard into her pussy.
“Fuck!” He grunted, trying to keep his voice down so they didn’t wake Angie. Hips snapping and slapping against his wife’s thighs. “Fucking shit honey. God yes you feel good.”
She cried out around the dildo, arching into her husband's primal drilling thrusts that reached her intimate depths. Her chest heaved tits bouncing and jumping with the rhythm of Cody’s fucking. He held her down, his face a mask of determination and concentration as he pounded into her pussy, thick squelching, juicy sounds emanating from them both as they fucked.
This wasn’t the tender and sometimes hurried love they’d been making over the past months since Angie had been born. This was raw. It was filthy. They were hungry for each other like drug addicts who’d been trying to get clean but finally gave in to their overwhelming need.
Eliza’s tits bounced free from the hearts, her nipples swollen and hard from feeding Angie and her arousal. Little drips of milk slid along the soft slopes and splashed as she writhed.
The dildo finally burst free from Eliza’s mouth, slick and slippery popping out of her lips and letting her breaths and cries escape. “Fuck! Fuck me Cody oh god fuck me!” She cried out, their fingers tangling as he held her hands and pounded harder, faster, straining as he looked down at her.
“Give Angie a sister baby!” She moaned with a beautiful sly smile.
“Oh fucking god!” Cody gasped and his orgasm burst like a dam cracking. His cum shot out deep into Eliza, filling her up and foaming and dripping out as he kept thrusting deep. He released her hands and she immediately grabbed his ass, fingers digging in and pulling him close.
“Yes! Fucking yes baby! Oh fuck I’ve been wanting this all night.” She was half panting half giggling as she held her husband tight and let his cock pulse inside.
“Ahh! Ahhhhhhh!” The cries weren’t coming from Eliza this time.
The two parents lay panting, Cody collapsed on top of Eliza, her hands rubbing up and down his sweaty back as they came back down from their orgasmic heights and were alerted by the baby monitor of Angie’s soft little wails. She didn’t sound overly distressed, but it was the clear cries of a baby that wanted comfort.
Breaths coming hard, Cody pushed up and off Eliza, rolling and getting off the bed, grabbing his discarded boxers.
Eliza watched him, eyes glazed with satisfaction as she eyed his narrow behind before he pulled up his boxers. “Gonna go and be a papa?” She asked, brushing back sweaty hair and letting her hand drift down to her swollen pussy, dripping with thick streams of semen.
Cody turned with a smirk. “Figure it’s my turn. You’ve given plenty tonight. Time for me to give you some time to relax.” he was heading to the door.
“Mmmm.” Eliza sighed, swirling her husband’s cum along her smooth labia. “I think you might have really given Angie a sister tonight.” She laughed.
Her husband turned back, looking at her hard for a minute and smiled. “Why not a brother?”
“Mm mm. Nope. Sister. I feel it.” She grinned and winked at him.
His smile was bright as he shook his head and went down the hall to Angie’s room. Eliza turned onto her side and watched the baby monitor, the black and white picture of a wiggling baby girl visible in the dark. Cody stepped in and carefully went to the crib and lifted up Angie, holding her close and rocking, patting her back.
“That’s a good girl. Daddy’s here.” He whispered, only barely audible on the crackling speaker.
Eliza watched her family, contentment and peace washing over her and then she was asleep, dreaming of not just one little girl running around the house, but two.
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Eliza Sharp Shares Her Past
 
 
Eliza brushed back her hair, more a bird's nest mess than the usual lovely waves, from her face, continuing to brush her teeth watching herself in the mirror. She could see her husband in the reflection, sitting on their bed as naked as the day he was born, stroking his beautiful cock, watching her. God, Cody could be a pervert sometimes, and she fucking loved it.
During her first pregnancy, he hadn’t been all that enamored with her swollen belly. Not that he didn’t find her attractive or want to have sex with her, it was more about the nerves. He’d told her that those last few months when she was really showing, he was constantly worried. About her health. About the health of the baby. It was hard to focus on sex. However, now that they had that first birth down, this second one seemed to have opened up something in Cody’s primal brain. The look in his eyes when he stared at her swollen belly, five months along and growing every day, and the bush of her pussy, had her trembling with the ferocity she saw there.
His eyes met hers in the mirror, a grin on his face full of love and mischief. Hand stroking rapidly as he let his eyes roam over her. She’d put on an old spaghetti strap tank top that was threadbare and stretched by her tits that were still filled with milk, Angie was still nursing though they’d started her on solids some time ago. Her stomach was bare and smooth, round, already massaged with cocoa butter to help with the stretch marks. Eliza was still in contact with her agents, and they were actually excited for her to have some stretch marks. A ‘lived in’ body was very popular right now. Studios and companies were clamoring for ‘real’ bodies, not the false fit and plastic variety that had been so popular just a couple decades ago.
Along with her top, she wore a pair of white cotton panties that were just as worn, a small tear here and there along the waistband, a size too small, stretched tight over her pussy and her pubic hair—though well maintained—visible and sticking out along the edges. They were wedged up tight between her soft ass cheeks, which she deliberately wiggled when she saw Cody’s eyes move towards her backside. The groan he gave was priceless.
Eliza spit into the sink, washed her toothbrush and slurped up some water to clean the remaining toothpaste out. Wiping her mouth on a hand towel, she turned to her husband, stepped over to stand in the doorway and placed her hands on the underside of her belly, gently rocking the little bundle that was cooking. A sister. Just like she’d predicted.
“Hey there? Do you need some ‘you’ time? Or can a girl join in?” Eliza winked and licked her minty lips.
Cody chuckled and slowed his strokes for a moment, again looking her over slow and steady. She could feel every caress of his stare, so full of desire and love. It made her pussy drench her panties fast, though the hair was helping sop up some of her arousal.
Suddenly, Cody stopped his stroking, and a curious look crossed his face. “Eliza…uh… I’ve been wondering…” He moved his hand, leaning back on the bed, propping himself up as he stared at his wife. “We’ve known each other for a long time and… I know I wasn’t your first…”
Eliza sighed. “Hon. I love you. But you’ve gotta get it out of your head that my other partners were better or whatever. I’m not lying when I say that you’re the best sexual partner I’ve been with…”
Grinning, her husband held up a hand to stop her reassurances. “I know. And my insecurities aren’t a ‘you’ problem. They are a ‘me’ problem. But that’s not what I’ve been wondering.”
Straightening, Eliza folded her arms under her tits, the tank top doing nothing to hide the large pink areolas underneath. “Wondering what then? I’m an open book, Cody. You know that.”
He nodded and scratched ‌the back of his neck nervously. His cock was still hard and throbbing, so whatever he was thinking about clearly wasn’t interfering with his arousal.
“You’ve told me some about your sexual past…” He paused for a second, waiting to see if Eliza stopped him, but she just stood casually, listening intently.
“I guess…” He trailed off, eyes moving over her pronounced curves and the swell of her belly.
“Honey, Cody. Seriously. Are you asking for my body count?” Eliza raised an eyebrow, mouth quirking into a smile and holding back a chuckle.
“Wh…no! No. Of course not. I… I know that sort of thing doesn’t matter…” Cody blushed.
Eliza couldn’t hold back the laugh anymore. Holding her hand over her mouth to stifle the noise so that she didn’t accidentally wake Angie. “Babe. Seriously. You know you weren’t my first. And I wasn’t yours. And that’s fine. Yes. I have a past. If you wanna know something, just ask. Why are you being so shy?” She came forward, straddling her husband’s lap and settling down, her belly preventing her from getting as close as she was used to. His cock presses against her panties, rubbing against the top of his shaft deliberately, pushing his erection down as it struggled to rise.
“I just…” He took hold of her swelling hips, soft and wide. “We’ve been talking a lot lately about maybe trying this whole sharing thing…”
“Mhm.” Eliza nodded, hand on Cody’s shoulders and grinding gently so her thin panties and pubic hair rubbed against his shaft.
“I guess I’m just wondering… maybe if I heard about some of the things you did… we could see if it was worth… exploring.” He looked away, cheeks flushing deep red.
Eliza cupped his cheek, her other hand brushing and tangling in his hair. “First of all, Cody Sharp, you’re my husband and the only one I want. Make sure you know that. Second, I’m fine with sharing and exploring. I’m not a prude and I know you aren’t either. But it’s not for everyone. So if we want to approach it, then we need to do it with eyes open and very carefully.” 
She leaned in and pressed her forehead to his. “I think you’re on the right track. If I tell you about some of my… past, then maybe we can sort of gauge how you react and feel. Seems safer than just jumping in.”
Cody nodded, still leaning into her and feeling the pressure on his cock, the warmth and moisture leaking through his wife’s old panties.
“Alright. Are you sure you wanna hear? I’m serious. I know you don’t hold any of my sexual past against me, and I don’t with you either. But you might feel hurt about what I tell you I’ve done with others. You need to keep in mind I didn’t know you. I was younger, a bit more wild, and also that just because I did those things doesn’t mean I’m denying you anything. If something bothers you, talk to me.”
Their eyes met, and his hands moved up to her belly, gently caressing and cradling it. “Okay.” His voice was strained with his curiosity and nerves.
With a sly and mischievous smile, Eliza kissed the tip of Cody’s nose and stood back up, giving him a playful shove. “Lay back and stroke then, I’m gonna paint you a picture.” She winked and stepped back, stretching with her arms above her head, breasts straining against her top and belly pushing out and bouncing lightly.
Sighing and grinning wide, ready for some fun with her hubby, she reached down between her legs and caressed the outline of her hairy labia as she started to tell a story.
“There was this one particular photoshoot that I think you’ll find interesting. It was at a cabin up north near Lake Winsor. It was me and a couple other models, Mia and Eva. We were there with a small crew, just four to take care of all the photos and set up. It was summer, sweltering heat, and as luck would have it, the air conditioning at the cabin crapped out on us…”
 
 
 
Eliza doesn’t waste time setting up her story or giving all the in-depth reasons as to how the small group found themselves tangled together. She’d already admitted to Cody early on in their friendship, before they’d even started down the path towards more, that sometimes in the modeling industry, especially lingerie and the like, sex was almost a typical part of the event. 
Photography and modeling could be exhausting, as surprising as that sounded, and tense from having to hold poses and such for a long period. An easy way to relieve anxiety and stress was physically. And after having been exposing themselves and seeing the erotic poses and outfits, what better way than just fucking?
She knew it sounded like one of those old, absurd frameworks for an old 70s porn video. But sometimes art reflects reality much more than people realize.
The cabin was a very modern, upscale building complete with all the luxuries one would expect for a cozy cabin by the lake. This wasn’t for those who wanted to be rustic. This was luxury and comfort. In the living room was a massive fireplace, which thankfully wasn’t lit. It was already over 90 degrees in the cabin thanks to the AC being out, and that was with all the doors and windows open allowing a breeze from the lake to blow in, giving at least a little reprieve from the oppressive heat.
Everyone had been able to continue with the initially planned shoot for about an hour before they were simply too hot and sweaty for good pictures. The girls were soaking through their outfits, and though there was definitely a market for sweaty girls, they weren’t in that particular business. Though you wouldn’t have been able to tell if you’d walked in on the crew trying to relax and unwind.
Eliza sauntered over to the kitchen, the entirety of the first floor of the cabin was an open floor plan, kitchen and living room and dining areas all connected. The fridge was stocked with water and beer and wine as well as a few snacks. Most of the refreshments were high end, expensive brands. Eliza pushed those aside until she found the cheap stuff. PBR. She popped the top, a small amount of foam and fizz overflowing as she quickly tipped the can back, downing nearly half of the cold and bitter brew in a couple gulps. The foam dripped from her chin onto her bare tits, mixing with the thick layer of sweat that was beading and dripping down between her cleavage and off her hard nipples.
She gave a satisfied gasp and pressed the cold can to her neck, rolling it along her collar and then pressing it to the back of her neck. There was a temptation to pour the beer over her rather than drink it. It was so cold. It felt so good. But she was already sticky with sweat and cum and pussy juice. The last thing she needed was to get even more messy with cheap beer.
After cooling her skin for a minute, she downed the rest of the beer. She covered a belch in the crook of her arm as she crushed the can and tossed it into the nearby trash before opening the fridge and taking out a bottle of Fiji water and another PBR.
Turning to the kitchen island, she put down her drinks and pulled up a stool, sitting her spanked red ass down on the cool leather and groaning, cracking open the water bottle and starting to down it almost as quickly as she did her first beer. Beyond the island in the living area, she watched her fellow models, Mia and Eva, becoming even more tangled and taken by the photographer and his crew. Mia with her pale complexion and constellation of freckles all over her nose, chest and ass, was bouncing on Peter the lighting tech.
Peter was a somewhat chubby guy with a beer gut that was only going to get worse unless he started taking a few trips to the gym. He was hairy all over except his clean-shaven face and short-cropped mahogany dark hair. Sweat was pouring off ‌him thanks to his body hair that made him look a bit like Bigfoot. So it was a pretty strange sight to see someone like Mia, with her perky B cups and tight little ass and perfectly trimmed cunt to be bouncing on the man’s cock and groaning out as if she were experiencing Nirvana.
Mia’s back was facing Eliza from where she sat in the kitchen, sweat pouring down her muscular back and her honey brown hair matted along her neck and shoulders. Peter had fat, heavy and hairy balls that were wetly smacking Mia’s cute bum over and over as the girl rose and fell on a very nicely plump cock. The squelching and splashing were so loud it almost sounded like someone was flailing around trying not to drown in the lake.
For his part, Peter was simply in awe, watching the highly paid model that many a man would cut off their left arm to even touch, taking the entirety of his cock into her tight cunt. Eliza watched as she finished off her bottle of water, seeing the man’s balls smacking and squishing against a smooth butt over and over was mesmerizing.
 
 
 
“Funny enough, Mia and Peter actually had a fairly good relationship for a couple of years. Not exclusive, but close, and for a while they even lived together before parting ways amicably. Peter had stories to tell for the rest of his life, and pictures to prove it. And not just the naughty kind.” Eliza smiled at her husband as she moved her hand into her panties, stretching the thin material against her knuckles as she rubbed her hairy lips. Cody was laying back, eyes wide as a cartoon character’s, watching her and listening intently to her very naughty story.
 
 
 
Eliza finished her water and popped the top of the beer, letting the foam and fizz drip over the side, slurping it up from the top continuing to watch the action. Eyes roaming over to Eva who was spit roasted between the photographer—Joey—and the other crew member—Louis. Her umber toned skin was shining with her sweat, dark coarse hair pulled back and tied in a long braid that Joey held, coiled around his hand, pulling at her as he thrust his cock into her dark lipped cunt. Her lips gripped the cock in her mouth, sucking it eagerly as Louis’s balls kept slapping her chin with thick, squelching splats. Joey grunted as he railed deep, making Eva’s plump ass ripple with each snapping thrust.
The heat of their bodies and the air was sweltering. Musk and sweat and pine filled the cabin as a barely cooling breeze drifted in through the open windows and doors. Eliza pressed the cold can of beer between her breasts, relishing the cold. “Mmmmmm.” She mumbled. Her skin was still on fire from her own pounding just a few minutes ago. Louis had been balls deep inside her as she lay back on the couch, using a magazine to fan her face as he held her thighs open and rammed into her.
He had a thick cock, stretching her nicely, moving and stretching her folds with slow fluid motions. His hands on her thighs, slick with sweat, thrusting with squelching splats as his balls splashed their perspiration.
She swigged the beer again and felt a warm drip along her thigh. Swiping a finger along her inner leg, she brought it up to see a thick drop of semen and quickly sucked it off and then downed the rest of the beer along with it. Louis’s semen was thick, creamy. She wondered what he ate to make it like frosting.
With a soft belch, she crushed the can and tossed it, sauntering back to the room, ass bouncing as she observed the orgy going on with careless relaxation. She considered where to join back in.
 
 
 
“I never knew how naughty you were,” Cody groaned, his hand stroking his cock. It was shiny and sticky with the copious amount of pre-cum dripping from his slit.
Eliza had put a foot up on the bed, widening her stance and rubbing her pussy under her panties more deeply and exaggeratively. “Oh I was a very sexually healthy woman, honey. And being a lingerie model, well, you can imagine how much attention I got and how some of us models relieved stress.
Cody blushed, groaned, more cum dripping from his tip along his shaft and his palm as he jerked. “Fuck… I don’t know if I should be jealous…”
She wagged a finger at him, still rubbing herself, her pregnant belly jiggling. “Nope. No jealousy. You got me, Cody Sharp.” She turned her hand and flashed the wedding ring, wiggling her fingers. “I’m yours forever. You’ll have me when my tits sag and my ass droops.”
Her husband laughed. “I’ll love playing with them even then.”
Eliza turned around quickly and stuck out her ass, which had widened a bit with her pregnancy, and wiggled and jiggled it, giving it a slap. “Enjoy it like this while you can, bad boy.”
 
 
 
Eliza walked over to Mia and Peter, the pudgy man still staring as if hypnotized by the fit model plunging up and down on his equally pudgy penis. When she came to stand next to Peter’s head, giving him a clear view of her hairy slit still slightly messy with sweat and cum, he looked like he was about to start panting like a hungry dog.
Stepping over him so she was standing over his face, she unceremoniously squatted down and pressed her ass right to Peter’s open mouth. “I’m a bit sweaty, mind helping clean me up Pete?” Eliza chuckled.
Mia laughed, hands on the man’s belly as she started bouncing hard and fast on his cock. “God Eliza you’re gross.”
Peter’s tongue shot out with almost no hesitation and started lapping at her sweaty asshole making Eliza gasp, eyes wide. “Holy fuck he has a tongue like a snake!” She nearly fell over but quickly steadied herself and reached back, pulling her cheeks open wider so Peter’s tongue could plunge into her back door.
Mia leaned forward, tits bouncing and dripping sweat and kissed Eliza hard as she continued ramming herself down onto the man’s cock. “Fuck he’s thick. Fuck. Fuckfuckfuck!” She cried out, bouncing even faster.
“Chase that O, Mia.” Eliza giggled.
“Fuck off…it’s good!” She arched back shaking, nipples hard enough to etch steel. “OHhhhhhh fucking shit…shit shit fuck!” She cried out, grinding and swirling her hips as her orgasm slammed into her.
Eliza arched too, still holding her ass and rubbing against Peter’s tongue and nose. “Fuck yes Petey, eat my ass. Oh god your tongue’s good.”
“You ready to get what you give?” Louis sauntered over, his cock hanging limp and dripping with Eva’s spit. Behind him Joey was railing the dark skinned model harder and faster, hand on her hip and the other on her shoulder, one leg propped up and he pulled her back as he rammed forward. As hard as he was going, making the girls plump ass ripple, Eva was a quiet woman even when she was getting fucked senseless. Joey almost saw it as a challenge, trying to make the woman break and scream.
Coming to stand in front of Eliza, Louis grinned and turned and bent, squatting with his hands on his knees and pressing his ass right into Eliza’s face. She smelled the musk and sweat and then was suffocating in the man’s butt, licking in time with Peter’s own tongue that was invading her rear.
 
 
 
“Shit, honey! You ate his ass?” Cody sat up, eyes wide.
Eliza laughed and rolled her eyes, still wiggling her own bottom at her husband and grabbing handfuls of soft flesh, squeezing and jiggling. “Come on, don’t act so surprised. I ate your ass on our fifth anniversary, remember? And I told you I’d done anal play.”
“I just… I guess I never thought much about it.” Cody sat back, and a thoughtful look crossed his face.
Eliza quickly stopped her teasing and turned toward him. “Cody… is it okay? Is this too much?”
His hand was still on his cock, and he was still rock hard. But there were clearly some deep thoughts running through Cody’s mind. “Is this… all true?” He asked, looking back up to meet Eliza’s concerned gaze.
She shrugged. “Mostly. I might be exaggerating a little for fun.”
“But… you did eat his ass?”
She nodded. “Yes, Cody. I ate his ass till his cock was hard again. Is the fact that I did it to him the problem?” Coming to stand next to him, she’d pulled down her tank top at some point as she related her story so her breasts bounced and swayed, a small little drip of milk slipping down her left breast from her arousal and stimulation.
“N…no. I mean… no, it’s not that you did it. I mean, obviously I knew you were sexual. We talked about it plenty before we even started getting serious. I guess I just didn’t think about how… easily other guys got…”
Eliza folded her arms under her bare tits and glared at Cody. It stopped him in his tracks quickly. “Are you calling me easy?” Her tone was soft, but serious.
“I…no. Oh god, no!” His hand quickly left his cock and grabbed hold of Eliza’s hips. “NO! Absolutely not. I’m sorry, that came out wrong. I just meant, I mean you said it yourself that it was just stress relief for you and the crew so, obviously they didn’t have to like… wine you and dine you or anything.”
Her gaze softened a bit, but she still stood tall and had her arms folded, putting her tits on display. “And you feel like you had to work hard to finally get me in bed?”
“I never viewed it that way. Sex was… I mean, sure, of course I wanted to have sex with you. But that’s not why I took you to dinner and all that. I did that because I liked you. Loved you. Wanted to be close to you.” His face fell a little.
Eliza tenderly took hold of Cody’s face, tilting his head up to meet her gaze. “And you felt that sex was intimate. A show of love and not just an act.”
He nodded.
She smoothed back his hair and smiled down at him with tender love. “I feel the same. Maybe it’s a bit contradictory, so easily letting those men and women do things with me while I took my time with you. But think of it this way. It wasn’t special with them. They were fast food. You were the five star restaurant with a famous world class chef. When you touched me… oh honey, it was the most intimate feeling.”
Eliza took hold of Cody’s hand and moved it to her sex, over her panties, and let him feel her heat. “All those things I did were just trivial actions. But with you it meant something. It means something. It means everything.”
Cody gently rubbed up and down the bulging lips under the thin material, feeling her moisture. Sticky and sweet. The prickly feeling of her pubic hair sticking through and out around the sides. He leaned close and kissed her swollen belly and listened closely, imagining he could hear the heartbeat of their new little girl. Actually, he probably could hear it, but it was hard to distinguish between his own pounding heart, Eliza’s own beat, and her rumbling stomach, which made him smile. She was always hungry lately.
He continued rubbing her, making her breathe deep and slow, enjoying the feeling of being touched by her husband.
“Is there more to tell?” he finally asked, still pressing himself against her stomach.
Eliza ran her fingers through Cody’s sweaty hair. “Are you sure you wanna hear more? How wild I was? Free?”
Cody slowly peeled away Eliza’s panties, pulling them down around her thighs to look at her hairy pussy. He definitely preferred it bald, but there was also something sexy about having it raw and untrimmed like this while she was carrying his child. Leaning down, he took a deep breath of her smell, her wet cunt musky and succulent. He could smell how moist it was. He extended his tongue and slowly slid it over her slit, the coarse hair rubbing against his taste buds, her arousal dripping onto his tongue and down into his throat.
“Ohhhhh, fuck….” Eliza gasped and trembled, just that one slow lick was enough to make her feel as if heaven were close. “Fu…fuck, baby…”
“Tell me.” He whispered into her pussy and then took another slow, deeper lick.
Eliza held his hair, panting at the feel of his slow and steady lapping tongue and continued her story.
 
…
 
Annigulus is fun and stimulating and all, but it also kinda leaves a… taste… in your mouth. Eliza needed another beer, but that would have to wait.
Louis was groaning as she licked and sucked his asshole, bringing his cock back to life. Eliza grabbed hold of his erection and pulled it down between his legs so his balls were pressing against her chin as she licked and stroked his cock as it painfully pointed downward.
Mia was screaming as she bucked on Peter’s cock and his tongue was attacking Eliza’s own asshole as he was reaching his peak. They were all climbing the heights of their arousal and coming to the tip top together. Sweaty bodies riding and licking and smacking against each other.
“Cum in me!” Mia screamed, and Peter had no choice. Her pussy was clamping down on the pudgy man’s dick so hard he started spewing into her like a fire hydrant. It made him push his tongue deep into Eliza’s asshole, the muscles spasming tight around it and making her cum from his ministrations. The ripple effect continued, making Eliza jam her tongue into Louis’s anus and squeezing his cock hard making him shoot his load straight down onto the floor. Three loads within an hour for him was all he could manage it seemed because his balls squeezed and tightened and he fell forward onto all fours panting.
They all cried out in their own way, cumming. And they all fell to the floor, a sweaty, sticky mess panting. Peter’s face was red and his breathing was heavy as he tried desperately to fill his lungs.
Mia climbed over and cuddled up to Peter with a wide smile on her face, dipping her fingers into her pussy to play with his load.
Eliza rolled away from them, getting to her wobbly feet and slunk back towards the fridge, opening it and grabbing another PBR. It helped wash the taste of ass out of her mouth.
Things didn’t end there, though there was a lull. Joey creamed Eva’s pussy and they both collapsed to the floor catching their breath and fanning themselves after the hot session. Eliza stuck her head into the freezer for a minute, then grabbed a pint of Peppermint Ice Cream and hopped onto the counter. The cool of the granite against her bare ass was bliss and shoveling a spoonful of the treat into her mouth made her moan even louder with pleasure than any orgasm she had that day.
 
 
 
“Are you telling me ice cream is more pleasurable than cumming?” Cody chuckled, still slowly licking his wife’s pussy.
Her fingers were tangled in his hair, holding tightly, keeping him close. “Mmmm not the ones you give me. Those are like a whole fucking truckload of ice cream.” She giggled, and her stomach rumbled at the thought of eating the pint of cookie dough ice cream she had in the fridge.
“Someone hungry?” Cody looked up at his wife.
“Mmm, are you a mind reader?”
“I’m a tummy listener.” He pulled back, face glistening with her juices. “Do you want me…”
Eliza bit her lip. “It’s in the back of the freezer. You don’t mind, do you?”
Cody stood up laughing and hugged his wife tight, feeling her stomach against his and caressing it gently. “Go ahead and get into bed. I’ll get my baby momma some ice cream.”
Eliza let out a giddy yelp and kissed Cody’s cheek.
Throwing on a robe, his erection still at full mast, Cody quickly went to the kitchen and rummaged through the freezer till he found the stashed pint of ice cream, grabbed a spoon and went back to the bedroom.
Eliza was lying back on the bed, her panties discarded, legs wide open and fucking herself with two fingers, groaning. “You… left me on edge.” She gasped with a smile.
Cody tapped the spoon to his lips. “Hmmm. Then that leaves us with a conundrum. Should we eat the ice cream or should I help you cum?”
“You’re cruel.” Eliza groaned, fingers plunging in to the second knuckle.
Watching his wife finger herself, gasping in pleasure, was impossible to look away from. Even pregnant and messy looking as she was, she was a bombshell. She’d actually gotten a few calls lately about modeling while pregnant and was considering doing a few shoots. They were offering her a good amount of money, and though they weren’t hurting at all financially, having a little extra was never bad. Especially with the fact that now they were going to have two children, and they wanted to save for their futures.
Pushing the parental things aside in his mind, Cody came forward, opening the ice cream and scooping out a spoonful. Eliza looked up at him through half-lidded eyes and a lust-filled smile. Flashing his own mischievous smile, Cody quickly shrugged out of his robe, erection bouncing, and took the spoon full of cookie dough ice cream and smeared it all over his cockhead.
The cold was biting, and he gasped at the odd feeling of the ice cream on his cock, creamy but solid and freezing. Eliza watched, eyes widening just like Cody’s had at points in her story. “Ohhhh.” She groaned and quickly leaned forward. “Mmmm, my favorite sweet treat!”
Her tongue and lips quickly enveloped his ice cream dripping cock, eagerly sucking. The ice cream quickly started to melt in her heated mouth, some slipping and dripping along her chin as she swirled the melting cream, refusing to swallow. Her lips were sealed around his head as the ice cream became a liquid, sticky mess and then took his cock down her throat. Cody felt the cold and the swirling stickiness of the ice cream enveloping the entirety of his cock. He gasped and nearly dropped the pint of ice cream, looking down at his wife as she moaned and sloppily opened her mouth when she was at his base, the remaining liquid cream dripping down her lips and chin and all over his balls.
“Holy fuck, honey!” He gasped.
Eliza pulled off, her face as messy and sticky as their daughter's when they fed her. She looked up with heat in her eyes and dipped down, quickly starting to lick and suck up the mess on his balls, making him groan even deeper, his sticky cock smacking and rubbing her face.
“Fuck… Eliza oh god it’s good.” 
“Cum on my face.” She gasped, releasing his balls for a second and then quickly swallowing them both with a head-shaking moan, sucking them like jawbreakers.
It was impossible to resist his wife. When she wanted something, he did everything he could to give it to her. And covering her face with his cum was a very easy desire to fulfill. He didn’t even have to stroke, he’d been doing his best to hold back for a while, and now with the cold and hot stimulation, his wife's sucking vacuum of a mouth all over his balls, Cody simply let go.
Pulling back, balls popping out of her lips audibly, strings of sticky saliva and ice cream dripping all over her chin and chest, Cody pointed his cock straight at his wife’s beautiful face and released. Thick shots of cum splashed against first her cheek, then nose and forehead and eyes. It was as thick and creamy as the ice cream, and it slid and dripped all along her skin, making her an even bigger mess. She whimpered with delight as each heavy shot of semen blasted her face. It covered her, slick and viscous, little dew drops falling from the tip of her nose. Eyelashes glued with the mess.
Her fingers never stopped fucking her hairy cunt and as the cum slid along her skin and into her mouth and onto her heaving bosom, she came. Eliza’s body jerked and shuddered, and juices gushed from her pussy onto the bedsheets. She moaned with abandon, a horrible mess from all the fluids, falling back onto her pillow, riding her high with her husband watching her in just as heavy ecstasy and delight.
Coming back to his senses, Cody quickly went to the bathroom and got a wet, warm washcloth and came back to wipe the cum from Eliza’s eyes so she could open them and look up at him with absolute love.
“Ice cream, please. Minus the penis.” She smiled.
Cody chuckled and grabbed the ice cream, handing it to her as she lounged back and began to joyfully eat, slowly relaxing from their mutual orgasms. He watched her for a minute, seeing the beautiful contentment on her face as she licked the ice cream from the spoon. Sometimes her eyes would flash towards him as she extended her tongue along the bowl of the spoon, curling it around the thick frozen treat and taking it seductively back into her mouth with a grin.
It was more than enough to make his soft, sticky cock twitch again.
“I’m gonna take a shower.” He said, leaning in and giving his wife’s messy lips a soft kiss.
She smiled into the touch. “Mmmm, okay, honey.” She went right back to her treat.
 
 
 
At some point while Eliza was eating her ice cream, she lay back on the granite countertop, staring up at the cabin’s vaulted ceiling, enjoying the cool of the stone. Joey came over and instead of a cold treat he wanted a warm, moist muffin.
His tongue lashed at Eliza’s slick pussy relentlessly. He had a decent amount of style but he wasn’t giving much thought about how he licked and sucked, he was just attacking her pussy and slurping up her juices with eagerness.
Eliza groaned around her spoonful of ice cream, legs wide as the photographer sucker her hairy plump lips, tongue invading and slithering inside her and then out. His lips sucked her clit making her moan even more as she let the last remnant of ice cream drip out onto her tongue and then a few drops onto her hardened nipples.
Pushing herself to the edge of the counter, Eliza grabbed Joey’s hair and pulled him up so he could use his tongue on her newly creamy nipples. He took the hint quickly, grabbing hold of her hips and pulling her off the counter, quickly impaling her onto his stiff cock and his lips locking around her messy nipple.
Eliza moaned loud, feeling Joey’s curved and thick cock stretch her burning pussy. He slid in easily thanks to her moisture and sweat. The man held her in the air and thrust her down over and over with squelching wet slaps. She grabbed hold of his shoulders as he devoured her nipple and fucked her hard and hurried. They were both just chasing the pleasure, no style or technique, just raw and needy.
Joey grunted every time he bottomed out inside her and his balls flew and slapped her ass. Her lips squeezed and milked him quickly. Within a few minutes Joey was blasting his semen deep into Eliza’s pussy, dripping and frothing out as he continued slamming into her…
 
 
 
Eliza peeked over Cody’s shoulder, her tits and tummy pressed against his wet back as he braced himself on the shower wall, water spraying across his back and over Eliza’s front.
“You like that, honey? Hearing about how he fucked me raw and fast?” Her hand was gripping her husband’s cock, stroking it as she continued her story. She’d finished her ice cream in record time, and since she was as messy as he was, if not more so, she went to join him in the shower.
The second she stepped in, she saw him stroking himself. It wasn’t the first time she’d caught him masturbating. She’d seen it plenty, honestly, and loved it. Though Cody was still shy and embarrassed about it sometimes. He’d grown up with masturbation being a private thing. But Eliza was doing her best to disabuse him of that notion, at least when it came to her watching.
Stepping up behind him, wrapping her arms around him and gently pulling his hand away from his member, replacing it with hers, was smooth and natural. It was right. She kissed his shoulder and neck and rubbed her wet tits against his back and continued her story while stroking him.
Now he was trembling, hair falling forward over his face and dripping to hide some of his expression from her as she whispered dirtily in his ear.
“Y… yes…” he breathed. She could sense the excitement and shame in that word. “Fuck Eliza… fuck yes…”
She squeezed his cock, feeling it pulse and twitch in her grip. Sucking his earlobe, she continued to whisper curiously. “What about it do you like? Hm? Is it the idea of another man? Watching? Tell me what you’re thinking, baby. No secrets. No shame.” Her lips pressed to his shoulder, hand slowly and luxuriously stroking his beautiful cock.
“I… oh fu…god…mmmm… it’s… seeing your pussy open… the idea… I… I don’t know… it’s complicated. It kills me thinking about it. About it not being me. Like… like you are leaving me by doing it. That I’m losing you.” Cody gasped out in a pleasurable sob. 
Eliza didn’t interrupt, understanding he needed to get this out. She was sharing her past with him, much more intimately than they ever had before. It was infecting Cody, sinking deep into him, and he was processing it as best he could within the storm of his emotions. His love for her. Hate that she might desire someone else. Courage to know that she’d come back to him. Fear that he would never be enough for her. Eliza felt it in the tense coil of his muscles along his back.
So she quietly listened, letting him work it out, kissing and touching him to let him know she was there and she wasn’t going anywhere. She was always going to stay with this man. He was more than deserving of her love.
“But… that fear… god, that fear is addictive, Eliza…” he panted, his body shaking with arousal.
Her tongue licked around the shell of his ear. “Do you want to see me fucked by another man, Cody? Watch me take pleasure and then come back to you?”
He was breathing shallow, gulping in air as if he couldn’t get enough, hands pressing harder against the wet shower‌ walls. “Oh…ohhhhh fuck, honey, Eliza, yes… fuck yes I do.” It came out as a sob and then he was cumming, shooting his load all over the shower floor. Water diluted the thick cream and swirled it down the drain.
Eliza twisted Cody around, wrapping one of her legs around him and quickly impaling herself on his ejaculating cock. Her warmth enveloped his sensitive member. She plunged it down fast to the hilt and felt him shooting his eager cum inside her. Pressing her chest to his, she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him hard, tongue invading his mouth like his cock was invading her pussy.
They embraced, skin to skin, mouth to mouth, cock to pussy, and clung tight as Cody came and Eliza shuddered with her own mini orgasm feeling how tense and vulnerable her husband was. She embraced him with her love and her body. Maybe they’d try this new adventure. Maybe they wouldn’t. But no matter the path forward, Eliza understood the vulnerability it took for her husband to admit what he just did and she wasn’t about to push that courage aside.
“Cody Sharp,” Eliza whispered as their lips finally pulled apart. “You’re the bravest man I know. You have me forever, and there’s not a single chance that another man could ever take me away from you.” She meant it. Every fiber of her being meant it. It was Truth. Capital T. No disputing it.
He held her tight, hands on her ass keeping her pressed to him with his slowly softening cock still inside her.
For a minute they held each other, as close as two people could possibly get, before Eliza finally pushed free, grabbed the loofah and soap and began scrubbing her husband’s body with a submissive reverence. She cleaned every inch. Scrubbing him and watching the suds rinse away in the water. When she was done, Cody did the same, his touch gently and devoted as he cleaned her.
When they finished, they toweled each other off and, hand in hand, went to bed—after stripping the messy sheets, of course. They lay together, holding hands tightly, knowing they were committed to each other. Nothing would get between them, not even inviting another person into their bed.
 
 
 
Eliza sipped her coffee while handing Angie another bite of toast. Her chubby little hands took hold of it and brought it to her mouth, sucking at it with her wide, pretty green eyes. Dark curls framed her face as she gummed the toast, teeth finally starting to come in. She made some burbling little noises as she ate, Eliza watching her with the most contented, happy smile she could ever hope to have.
Cody came slumping into the kitchen, pulling down a mug and pouring in the coffee, not bothering with sugar and creamer like he normally did.
“You look like you got run over by a bus,” Eliza giggled over the rim of her mug.
“Bad dreams.” Cody muttered, sipping the black brew and flinching at the taste.
Eliza put Angie’s sippy cup on her tray and gave her little girl’s hair a tousle, then walked over to her husband and embraced him. “Was it about last night?” She whispered against his chest.
“Yeah,” he admitted. No hesitation. That was a good sign. He was scared and worried, but not embarrassed. 
“Tell me.”
He took another slow drink and sighed, looking over at Angie as she grabbed her cup and tipped back her head as if she were trying to get the last little drops of water from a canteen in the desert. “You… and… someone else. Watching you get… get fucked…” he whispered it, not wanting their daughter’s first actual words to be something dirty.
Eliza nodded against him, one hand on his chest, the other on her belly. “And?”
“You…you were enjoying it. I was too. Watching. Seeing it. Seeing you. But… then you…” He cleared his throat. “You started saying things…”
Eliza touched Cody’s lips. “I think I know where this is going.” She whispered. “And unless you expressly tell me that you want me to say things that would hurt your feelings, it’s not going to happen. If we do this. Then we are going to do it right. Respectful of wants and boundaries. No freestyling or winging it. We go in with a plan and an out.” Her voice was firm, and her mind was made up. The idea of sharing sounded fun, and she’d certainly had her fair share of sexual experiences in her life before marrying Cody, but she wasn’t going to sacrifice the joy she’d found just for some cheap thrills.
Cody slumped back against the counter, wrapping his arms around Eliza. “Are we sure?”
She cuddled closer and gave a quick glance back at Angie to make sure she wasn’t getting into trouble. She was grabbing at another piece of toast on her tray and having trouble grasping it and getting it to her mouth. “I’m sure, if you are. But we can always change our minds at any moment. Understand? Any. Moment.”
He kissed his wife’s hair and held her, watching Angie eating and happy in her own little simple world. “Do you think I can handle it?” He finally asked.
Eliza looked up at her husband. “Hard to say. It’s not for everyone. And everyone does things differently. We just need to find our own rhythm. But I have no doubt that you’d like the image.” She kissed his cheek. “After all, I know you love seeing my tight pussy stretch around your cock… imagine what it would look like around something even bigger.”
She felt his cock jump in his pajama pants and laughed, pushing away from him with a teasing smile and went back to the table to finish feeding their little girl breakfast.
FOUR￼[image: Line Line]
 
Eliza Sharp’s First Time
 
 
One month.
How could one month feel so short and yet feel like a lifetime? Eliza wanted more of those lifetimes. Thousands of them. Millions.
And yet, it had also dragged. Not because she wasn’t happy or having fun or falling deeper and deeper in love with Cody. But because he was so damn shy! God, they’d been friends for so long, surely they didn’t need to wait so long to get intimate. Kissing him was bliss, but fuck she wanted him to touch her! Touch her breasts. Her skin. To kiss all the sensitive places she wanted to tell him about and let him discover. She wanted him to touch her pussy! Her ass! Everything!
But poor, shy, and self-conscious Cody Sharp was being a gentleman. A perfect man. Treating her like she was a queen. Someone who was to be treated with the utmost respect. Not to be taken advantage of.
Sometimes his manners made her want to scream, “Fucking take me, Cody! Use me! I’ll do anything you want!”
She settled back in her seat with a sigh, watching the obscured lights outside the car window. Trails of rain blurred the world outside and cocooned her and Cody together. This was by far the nicest date Cody had taken her on. An upscale sushi restaurant downtown. It was the sort of restaurant that required heels and a suit jacket. And to his credit, Cody had dressed up for the occasion. A suit, dark blue, almost black. Hair brushed back, though it still had that messy quality that he could never get rid of, which was just fine with Eliza because she loved tangling her fingers in it.
Of course, Eliza was dressed to the nines. A slick purple dress hanging off one shoulder. It went to mid-thigh and flashed just the slightest bit of the top of her thigh highs—dark black, silky smooth like oil. Dark purple heels made her even taller than she already was in comparison to Cody. Hair pulled back into a messy bun, but the sort of messy that took half an hour to accomplish. Make up subtle, but enough to make her eyes pop, her cheeks blush, and lips glisten. It was sexy but modest, though she was flashing an acceptable amount of cleavage.
The dinner was quiet. Soft conversations about work and other odd topics. He’d made her laugh, which drew glances from the other patrons in the restaurant who were clearly wondering how a boy like Cody had hooked a woman like Eliza. No doubt some of them thought she was hired company. But she didn’t care. She knew the truth. Cody was more than worthy of her. If anything, she felt like she wasn’t worthy of him.
They drank sake. Held hands across the table. Fed each other pieces of sushi, or tried to. Cody barely had a grasp on how to use the chopsticks, so on his first attempt to feed her, he dropped the tuna roll into her cleavage.
Eliza was never one to miss an opportunity, so while Cody fumbled and blushed and apologized, Eliza picked up the fallen sushi—eyes smoky and sultry—opened her mouth, tongue lulling out, and placed the piece into her mouth. It was a sexy little display that made Cody drop his chopsticks and nearly knock over his water. God, she loved flustering him. It was too easy, but always a joy.
Now they were headed back to his place. Not an uncommon ending to their nights. She’d been over to his apartment multiple times before they were dating, and a few since they’d started. They would usually end with a nightcap or some coffee, cuddle on the couch, and watch a movie or a TV show. She’d slept in his bed with him, very innocently and no hanky-panky—though she would have been more than willing to let Cody’s hands wander wherever they liked.
Tonight felt different. The tension in the car was palpable. Thick. Eliza had felt it all night. From the moment Cody had picked her up and needed her help to open the passenger side door because he couldn’t seem to figure out how a handle worked, to every moment sitting quietly with him in the car before and after the restaurant. Clearly, something was on his mind. Something was on Eliza’s mind too. It’d been on her mind even before they’d started dating. Since that first moment when she’d realized she was in love with him.
It was on a retreat. What they called their brief excursions to get out of town together. They booked an Airbnb on the lake. It was on the tail end of fall, still chilly in the mornings but warm in the afternoon. Eliza could still remember being curled up in one of the deck chairs in an oversized sweater, pink tights, a mug of coffee in hand that Cody had just handed to her. The peace of sitting next to him as they looked out on the lake.
Then, later in the day, donning her bikini—a shiny, aqua colored suit that was a bit too tight. She’d chosen it on purpose. In her profession, she was used to being looked at. At having her skin‌ exposed and eyes wandering and lingering. But for the first time in her life—maybe that was a stretch, but it felt like it—she wanted to be ogled. She wanted Cody’s eyes all over her. So she tied her suit bottoms and top just tight enough to show the hints of her mons and her nipples.
Stepping out onto the porch, towel over her arm and sunglasses covering her eyes, she saw Cody’s eyes widen to the size of saucers. And… the telltale tenting in his swim trunks. Poor guy turned away from her, trying to cover his embarrassment and hurried down to the water, babbling excuses about wanting to enjoy the water as much as possible.
Swimming only made her suit tighter and ‌Cody’s blush brighter. It was so fun to tease him. At that point, she knew she had feelings for him that were more than just friendly. But it was that one moment…they were walking up the beach from the water. The sun was setting. Cody was dripping, hair plastered to his head and his soft stomach with its sprinkling of light hair along his chest shining. The setting oranges and yellows and burning reds of twilight hit him as he turned to her with his goofy grin and bright eyes. She saw him. Like his soul was exposed in that brief moment and her heart twisted and thumped and screamed. This man in front of her was the man she wanted.
After that day, she tried dropping hint after hint for him to ask her out on a proper date. But as smart as Cody was, he was pretty dense. Eliza had to take charge and practically bully him into finally asking her.
Now, a month after that first date, here they were. More comfortable. Their lips knew each other. Tongues had tangled. And yes, Cody had grabbed her ass a few times with a little encouragement. But Eliza wanted more. So much more.
They slowed to a halt at a stoplight, windshield wipers squeaking softly in the silence along with the pitter-patter of the rain on the roof. Cody looked like he was going to choke, pulling at his tie to loosen it and unbuttoning the top button of his shirt to help breathe.
Eliza reached over and helped to loosen his tie. “Doing okay? Too much sake?” She asked with a smile, hand lingering on his collar before sliding down along his arm and taking his hand.
“Wh…um…no, I… I’m fine. Just not used to ties. I think the last time I wore one was at my college graduation.” He chuckled.
“Bet you were handsome.” She smiled and squeezed his hand, pulling it over so it rested on her thigh. A bit too high to be considered friendly.
Cody’s eyes darted to their hands and then back to the road. “I was goofy.” He muttered.
“See. Handsome. Your goofy is plenty good-looking to me.” She chuckled and slid his hand a bit higher on her thigh.
His breath caught at the feeling of warm skin under buttery smooth stockings.
She watched him intently as he started the car moving again, carefully navigating through the traffic. All the while, Eliza kept his hand firmly pressed against her thigh and every few moments slid it higher. Pushing it past the lace tops of her stockings. Venturing under her dress. She kept her eyes on him as she did, seeing his flushed cheeks and darting eyes. The struggle to keep his eyes on the road and also look at her and experience whatever it was that she was inching him towards.
His breathing was shallow, tight. His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed nervously.
Eliza guided his hand up under her skirt, the last few inches it took to find the junction between her thighs. She’d worn her sexiest pair of underwear, and that was saying something considering how large ‌a collection she had. Often lingerie shoots would allow her to take home some things she modeled, so she had built up a great many choices.
The pad of Cody’s finger pressed against the silky gusset of her panties, and she let out a groan. Cody would later tell her it was the most erotic sound he’d ever heard up to that point in his life. His touch was firm but soft. Her pussy was warm, damp under her panties from a night sitting across from the man she had undeniable feelings for.
“Eliza…” he breathed.
“Cody…” she answered, capturing his gaze. “Just touch me.” It was a desperate whisper, and it was impossible to deny.
His eyes were torn between watching the rain-slicked road and where his hand had disappeared under her skirt. He moved his finger, tracing the center of her panties, the valley of her sex burning with the shallow feeling of the silk being pressed to her bare skin. Eliza let her breath hitch, sucking in sharply when his finger traced her clit, whimpering when it trailed away and down, down, down.
“Oh…” she whispered, guiding his hand, allowing him to explore her. If he wanted to do this for hours, she’d let him. Learning every rise and fall. Every contour of her sex over her panties and under. God, she wanted him. Wanted him to know every single little wrinkle and bump.
Cody was panting as he drove. “Eliza…” He whispered again, unable to get past saying her name.
“Oh…ohhhh please, Cody.” She whimpered deeper.
Another finger joined the first, then another. His palm pressed against her and she leaned back in the seat, legs opening wider. “Oh, my fucking god.” She gasped as he rubbed the fullness of her vagina.
Time slipped by, and all too soon they were parked in front of Cody’s apartment building. He leaned over and kissed her, hand still under her skirt and rubbing her panties as their tongues swirled and danced.
“Cody,” she hissed, biting his lip. “I want you.”
“I…Are you sure…” He fumbled with her seatbelt and his.
“I love that you’re a gentleman, honey. But sometimes you just need to take what’s being offered.” She took his face in her hands. “You’re my best friend. I trust you. Believe me when I tell you I want this. I want you.”
His eyes dove deep into hers. She could feel his insecurity. They’d been dealing with it their entire friendship. She was a model. He was a bookseller, working on getting a job in publishing. The cliches of a nerdy bookish man and a hot sexy lingerie model. The world they lived in just didn’t want to put them together in a picture. But she didn’t care. Fuck that. Fuck those people who thought she and Cody didn’t belong together. She wanted him. And if he wanted her too, that’s all that mattered.
They stumbled from the car, making their way to his apartment while every few steps kissing and touching, inhibitions quickly crumbling. By the time they reached his door, Eliza was practically trying to rip Cody’s shirt off, popping a couple of buttons off, exposing his chest. The door closed behind them and in a show of surprising dominance and power, Eliza pushed Cody against it, grabbed the open collar of his shirt and leaned in, kissing him hard on the mouth, thrusting her tongue into his mouth wanting to taste every inch of him.
To her delight, Cody’s hands went to her ass and gripped it hard, nails digging in. He pulled up her skirt, exposing the thong back of her panties. A finger trailed between her ass cheeks, along the satin material and over her asshole, making her shiver and groan into his mouth.
When their lips parted so they could breathe, Cody let out one of the most raw and truthful statements Eliza had ever heard. “I want to see you. Can I see you?”
She pulled back, hands still skillfully unbuttoning his shirt. “You’ve seen my portfolio, that not enough skin for you?” She teased, pulling his shirt out from his pants and thrusting it open and off, finally exposing his whole chest. It had a light sprinkling of hair, mostly soft, just the hint of abs. Her hands trailed over him, nails scratching lightly until she reached his belt and began undoing it.
“I…I want to see everything.” He muttered nervously, watching as she pulled his belt off and tossed it aside.
Her eyes met his. “Cody…” Hand’s halting their eager desire to unbutton his pants, Eliza took a step back and slipped the dress off her shoulder and began shimmying it down. Her breasts bounced into view, a small bralette barely covering the fullness of his tits. She pushed the dress down over her hips, and her panties came into view. They were silk and sheer, skin tight and already dark along the front from her arousal and Cody’s touch in the car. “You can see anything you want.” She whispered, stepping out of her dress, heels still on. Stockings held up by her purple garter belt cinched around her waist.
He stared. The fullness of her mons was visible through the thin material of her panties. Just barely a millimeter of material separating his eyes from the rawness of Eliza’s body.
“I…” He swallowed, staring. Eyes moving up and down, unsure where to land.
“Don’t be embarrassed.” She whispered, coming close again, hands going to his slacks. The button came loose, the zipper’s metallic click like the bars of a prison cell opening to freedom. “Anything, Cody. Ask anything. You want me to bend over and show you my asshole? My pussy from behind? I’ll let you see. On my back and legs behind my head…” She laughed at his sudden surprised expression. “Yeah, I’m flexible. Not that big ‌a secret, but I guess there are always things to learn about each other.” Her hand slipped into his pants, feeling the solid length of his cock pushing against his boxers.
“I…you’d… let me see…”
She shook her head, chuckling, hand gripping his length and moaning at the feel. “Anything, Cody. Anything. Any way. I’m yours. I want to be yours.” Her eyes shimmered with tears that threatened to spill. “I… I love you…”
The room froze. The rustling of their clothes and deep, panting breaths went silent. Cody stared into Eliza’s eyes, seeing the glisten of vulnerable tears.
“You… really?” It was a gasp of awe. His hands cupped her cheeks, and she shut her eyes, pressing into his palms.
“Yes. God, yes. For so long now.” Tears slipped down her cheeks. Her hand gripped his erection through his boxers, unwilling to let go.
Cody’s lips touched her cheeks, kissing away the tears. “I love you, too. Fuck Eliza, I’ve loved you since that first day I saw you. Beautiful and smart. Funny. Confident. Everything about you just… took root inside me. I felt like a stupid, lovesick puppy.”
Eliza lunged forward, kissing him hard, hand squeezing his manhood. “My puppy.” She breathed. “Mine. My best friend. My boyfriend. My…” She hesitated and met his gaze again. “Lover?” She didn’t want it to be a question, but she couldn’t help the rise in her voice.
The look in Cody’s eyes sent a shiver of primal fright through Eliza as she realized how vulnerable she was. How exposed and raw she had made herself. Cody grabbed her by the hips and with surprising strength he lifted her, pulling her legs so she wrapped them around his waist. Her laughter made the fear vanish, and when Cody pressed his lips hard against hers, she melted into him.
They stumbled the short distance to his room and fell into bed. Eliza hurriedly pushed his pants down, then his boxers, and with eager delight finally saw him. All of him. He wasn’t the largest she’d ever seen or had. But the length of him, how it was so rigid and pulsing all for her, made it the most beautiful penis she’d ever seen or ever wanted to see. Some part of Eliza knew how utterly head over heels she was for Cody, how it felt like being a little girl again and having a blushing crush on the cute boy at school. It felt real and simple.
She took him in her hand and started stroking, watching the skin stretch and strain. HIs balls sway. Fuck, he was beautiful.
Cody groaned, watching as she used her hand on him, trying to hold himself back. Eliza could feel the swell in him, how his cock thickened and grew even harder with the need to ejaculate. She smiled. She was the one making him so excited, and he still hadn’t seen her completely naked yet! Would he explode the second he saw her bald cunt?
Pushing up onto the bed, Eliza pulled down her bra, exposing her breasts fully. Cody’s groan made her nipples painfully hard. Next she looked straight into his eyes, hooked her thumbs into her panties and pulled them down, spreading her legs wide so he could see it all. She wanted him to see every little inch.
“Holy fuck.” He muttered, and thick beads of pre-cum dripped from his tip, falling down onto the dark blue bedsheets, leaving a sticky white stain.
Eliza watched that slow, glistening drip like it was the drip of water tempting someone dying of thirst. She reached between her legs and spread herself, pulling her lips open to expose her wet pink to the man she loved more than she had ever hoped was possible, “Do you want me?” Her whisper was husky.
His cock bounced with his thundering pulse. “I…fuck I…”
She reached out, fingers trailing along his cockhead, letting the thick pre-cum stick to her fingers. Bringing them back to her lips, she licked and sucked her fingers clean. “Take me, Cody. Please. I want you inside me.”
He was nodding like a bobblehead and started looking around for his pants. It didn’t take Eliza long to realize he was hunting for a condom.
“Raw, Cody!” She reached out and grabbed his hand, pulling him to her before he could climb off the bed and start hunting for that elusive condom that so many men kept stashed in their pockets. “I want all of you. I’m safe. It’s safe. I don’t want anything between us.”
His face was on fire. Eyes wide as he came to hover above her, hands on either side of her shoulders as she put her arms around his neck.
“Are you sure?” he breathed. Such a gentleman.
“I want you inside me, Cody. All of you.” Her legs wrapped around his waist and his tip finally touched the smoothness of her sex. She let out a deep gasp, like she’d touched a hot stove but loved the pain.
He didn’t need any more encouragement, thankfully. Looking down between them, Cody guided his cock to her slit. Rubbing up and down gently, peeling her lips apart until his tip settled into the opening of her tunnel.
“Yes!” she gasped.
With a groan so deep they both felt it in their bones, Cody pushed his hips forward. His head slipped inside. Her walls stretched and as wet and ready as she was, the sudden invasion made her whimper. It’d been almost two years since she’d had sex, and the feel of Cody’s member stretching the muscles of her pussy was intense. But it was more than just the physical feeling, it was the fact that it was him. It was her best friend. He was inside her. Fully a part of her. Sliding deeper, slow and steady, reading her body like he knew it perfectly. Moving deep, then pulling back. Her lips gripping, rubbing and clenching around his shaft, not wanting him to leave.
“Oh…oh god, Cody!” she cried, tears streaming down her cheeks as her nails dug into his back.
“Fu…fuck…mmmm… Eliza…oh fucking god I love you.” He gasped, clearly trying hard not to lose control.
But she wanted him to lose control. She kissed his neck, sucking on it, leaving a mark that wouldn’t fade for days. “I want you.” She gasped. “Please, Cody. All of you.”
He thrust and finally was all in. Completely. Her lips were sealed around his base and his balls were pressed to her ass. She arched into him, breasts smashed to his chest, nipples rubbing and chafing against his sweaty skin.
“Ohhhhhhhh god….” She whimpered and her walls squeezed.
“I…fuck…Eliza if you…I’m gonna…” He was panting, holding her tight.
“Do it!” She gasped. Their eyes were on each other as she felt him moving unconsciously even as he tried to keep rigid control. “In me. It’s okay. I want it. Cody please don’t hold back!” His hips started moving faster. Thrusting inside her. The soft smack of him against her. Balls slapping her ass. “Yes! Yes!” she was panting, feeling her own pleasure washing over her in a new way. Usually orgasms were big bursts for her, but this was different, like a slow, relentless tide that simply came in and washed away her consciousness.
“Uh! Uhhh…fuck…fuck Eliza I’m…” She felt him break out in goosebumps. Hair standing on end, rubbing against her. Nipples hard. Muscles straining and becoming rigid. She dug her nails into his back, pressing him against herself.
“Do it! Oh, fuck Cody, I love you so much. Please. Please cum inside me! I wanna feel it!” She was crying actual tears, honest and raw.
Cody arched, his ass flexed. He thrust, and she felt him go deeper. Felt him swell. And then she felt the rush, the gushing shots of his cum. It splashed inside, coating her walls and burning into her.
“Oh! Oh, fucking God Almighty!” She screamed, her heels digging into his ass. She didn’t care that his neighbors could probably hear her screams of ecstasy. Let them hear. Let them know that Cody Sharp was fucking her to her breaking point and filling her with his semen. Let them know what they were missing and what she was getting.
She kissed him hard, biting his lip and tasting copper. “Oh, god Cody! Oh god fill me! Fucking cum inside me!”
They were panting and pressing against each other, skin sticking and peeling as they moved until finally they collapsed in a sweaty mess. Eliza held Cody close, clinging to him as her pleasure slowly began to recede. She’d had her fair share of sexual experiences in the past, she wasn’t a prude by any means, hell she’d been airtight before and screaming in orgasm, but this moment was by far the best. She hadn’t actually orgasmed, but the pleasure she’d felt was far more transcendental than any orgasm.
Cody’s weight pressed against her. His breath in her ear, chest pressed to her, crushing her breasts, his cock slowly relaxing inside her and allowing his cum to start seeping out, dripping down her ass over her asshole and onto the bed. It was bliss. It was nirvana. It was home. She whimpered and clung tighter, kissing his neck, his shoulder, his cheek. This was what she wanted. What her parents had told her about sex and love. All those other experiences were nice, and she didn’t regret them, nor would she apologize for having a healthy sexual appetite. But she would give all of that up in a heartbeat if it meant this was what she could have for the rest of her life.
 
 
 
Eliza’s eyes fluttered open to the darkness of Cody’s room. She realized quickly that she must have fallen asleep in Cody’s arms. Now he was laying next to her, breathing softly with his arm over her hip as if it were the most natural thing in the world.
Outside, the rain had stopped and the moon was out, shining through his bedroom window, casting Cody’s face in soft shadows. Eliza traced a finger along the slope of his nose, his cheeks, his lips. She was so in love it was embarrassing.
The few friends who had met Cody liked him, thought he was really down to earth and sweet, though they admitted they’d never have thought someone so ‘average’ could have swept someone like Eliza off her feet. But they just didn’t understand, though she thought they could at least tell that what she and Cody had was something most people only dream of. Cody hadn’t needed to sweep her off her feet. Hadn’t needed to flash money or status or rock hard abs and a big swinging club of a cock. Cody had just been honest and genuine and treated her like a person. Valued her.
All those other things were temporary. But to see the spark in his eyes when he looked at her and talked to her, that was what she knew would last forever, long after she got wrinkly and had to retire as a model. Cody wanted her. Not her body. Not her money. Her.
Eyes still on the sweet boy’s face, she let her hand wander between her legs and felt the sticky warm mess Cody had deposited. It was still leaking from her, some of it dried on her legs and ass, but still warm. She trailed her fingers through it, letting it swirl and smear along her skin before bringing it up into view in the moonlight. A glistening stickiness, strings of pearly cum.
Eliza caught Cody staring at her as she looked at the shiny dripping strings of his semen.
“Hey,” she blushed.
He smiled. “Hey,” that was all he said as he moved ‌ on top of her. Eliza lay back watching Cody loom, the moonlight bathing his sweat-slicked skin. His erection pressed against her, and she gasped as he entered smoothly, their eyes never leaving each other.
Their first time had been frantic, passionate, fast. This time Cody moved slowly, his eyes on her face, watching every twitch. Eliza let herself lay back, hands up as if in surrender, laying on the bed, her hair splayed out against his pillow. He moved with a liquid rhythm, like a slow-moving stream. His cock thrust inside her, smooth as silk. She could hear the soft shclick shclick squelch of her pussy swallowing him over and over, pushing out the remnants of his earlier spend.
Eliza’s breasts bounced in the moonlight, a slow circular motion, up and down and around. Cody took her, and she loved it. Moved inside her, angling slightly this way and that as he fucked. And oh, could he fuck! It was slow, intense, heated in a way Eliza had only ever fantasized about.
She watched his eyes burn for her, his body stiff above her and rigid as his muscles strained. 
“I love you.” She whispered, eyes pooling with tears again.
“I love you too.” He panted, never stopping. In and out. His cock stretched her, pressed inside. Her lips pressed against him, sucking and gripping, never wanting to let go.
She watched as his face twisted, his teeth grit. After long minutes of slow love, she saw the look he made when he released. Eyes dark, hard, concentrating and also lost at the same time. He shot another load inside her, deep and powerful. Spurt after spurt of a part of him that would soak in and become a part of her.
Eliza cupped his cheek, watching as he struggled to stay conscious as he experienced his orgasm. “Yes!” She whimpered. “Yes, Cody. Fuck yes.” She didn’t cum, but an orgasm didn’t matter at the moment, what mattered was that they were together. Joined. Orgasms were a dime a dozen as far as she was concerned. This was what women ultimately craved.
His cock spasmed inside, filling her and overflowing again, foaming and frothing and dripping down her ass in thick drops.
She cried and cried, holding his face so that their eyes never parted. “Yes, Cody. Yes. I love you. Oh, fucking god, I love you so much!”
The night moved on, and they made love over and over, spacing out their encounters. Each time needing a little sleep, a brief break, but always returning to each other. At one moment in the depths of night, Eliza was on top, holding his hands to her breasts as she rode him, slapping her ass down on his thighs in eager need. She came as she bucked her hips, gasping for breath as her world shattered. Another time Cody was behind her while she was on all fours, the moonlight drenching her back as he held her hips, thrusting, making her ass ripple with every hard pounding thrust. Their last encounter had Eliza on her side, Cody behind her, lifting her leg and entering her from behind, kissing over her shoulder as he moved inside her.
Cody came inside her so much that night, Eliza had dreams of little versions of him running around, chasing the squealing little tykes and laughing until she cried.
When she woke to the sun streaming through the window, she rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling, feeling more content than she’d ever been in her entire life. Her muscles ached, her pussy was sore, and when she pulled the covers away she could see it was flushed pink and swollen from the constant fucking she’d taken. Semen still dripped from her lips, and she relished the feeling of her lovers spend inside.
Stretching, feeling muscles strain and joints pop, she carefully rolled out of Cody’s bed. She could smell the coffee brewing down the hall. Her dress was somewhere in the apartment and her underwear was thrown around his room, but she hardly cared. Skipping to his laundry basket, Eliza pulled out one of his dirty t-shirts that had that meme image of a dog sitting in a room on fire, and pulled it on. It didn’t go past her hips, leaving her well fucked pussy exposed.
She made her way from Cody’s room into the cozy kitchen, humming a nonsense tune. Her man was there pouring himself a cup, dressed in a worn-out hoodie and pajama pants. Brushing back her mussy hair, Eliza slipped up behind him and hugged tight, pressing herself against his back and kissing his neck. “You made enough for both of us, right?” She nuzzled his ear.
Cody chuckled and shivered at her touch, quickly picking up a second mug and holding it out to her, already prepared. “Morning to you too.” He smiled.
“Mmmmm.” She took the coffee and sipped it slowly, enjoying the rush of bitter warmth. “Fuck, that tastes good.”
“Shit,” Cody muttered.
Eliza looked at him and smiled wickedly, seeing his eyes on her. Taking in the sight of a lingerie model wearing his old t-shirt and nothing else. She gave a slow twirl, making sure to let the shirt flutter around her waist, emphasizing the fact that she was bare below. “Like it? I think this will be all the rage for my next photo shoot, don’t you think?” She turned, bent forward slightly, and gave her bare ass a slap. “Probably get paid double for going commando.”
Cody laughed, though there was a strain to it. His hand went to his pajama pants' pocket, fiddling with something. Probably his erection. There was no doubt from the flush in his cheeks and the way his eyes were darting away he was fighting off a morning boner. The realization sent a thrill through Eliza, and she wiggled her ass at him one more time before going to sit at his dining room table.
He followed, clearly watching her hips sway.
They sat in comfortable silence for a while, drinking their coffee and enjoying the slow-moving morning. When Cody finally spoke, his voice cracked like he was a teenager, and it made Eliza chuckle.
“E…Eliza…” His cheeks were on fire, and he kept biting his lip.
She reached out and touched his hand when she realized there was genuine worry laced with his cracking voice. “What is it?” By the way he was stumbling, she wondered if maybe Cody was starting to overthink last night. They’d made love so many times, but that first time he’d ejaculated within a minute. Was his male ego bruised at how fast he’d cum? Maybe he thought he had to be some sort of porn star, lasting for hours before shooting a trickling load. Well, if that was the case, she’d make sure he knew that the orgasms he’d given her were the best of her life and all that cum inside her was the cream filling she’d prefer over any ‘stud’.
“I…I know we’ve only been dating a little while. But…we’ve known each other for a long time now.” He was breathing hard and fast. “I… you know how I feel.”
Of course, she knew. They’d said it so many times last night. And she hoped they’d say it a thousand times more.
“I feel the same.” She confirmed.
A pale look came over Cody as he reached into his pocket. Was he still struggling with his morning erection? She could fix that. Of all the things they did last night, she hadn’t had the opportunity to give him a blowjob, and her mouth was almost watering at the prospect of getting to taste him.
But instead of fiddling with his erection, Cody pulled out a small, black velvet box.
Eliza’s coffee mug almost slipped out of her hand. “Oh…oh my god…” she gasped, quickly putting down her coffee.
Suddenly, all of last night made sense. How nice ‌their date had been. Dressing up. How he kept fidgeting and looked worried, anxious, eager.
Cody caught her eye and paused, holding the box nervously. “It…I’m sorry, it’s too soon, isn’t it? Shit, I…I just…” He was fumbling, starting to put the box back into his pocket.
Eliza wasn’t about to let that happen. She grabbed his hand. “No! NO! Ask…” she whispered. “Ask Cody!” Her words were desperate, eyes wide and watching him with a smile that spanned from ear to ear.
His grin was nervous as he opened the box, letting Eliza see the simple wedding band with a cute white diamond in the center. “Eliza…would you…I mean… I love you. Please… I’d love nothing more than to… uh, you’re my best friend. I can’t imagine my life without you.” He was panting, as if he couldn’t get enough oxygen. “Would you do me the… the honor of marrying me?” The last came out in a quick stutter.
It was perfect.
Eliza lunged across the table, knocking it and nearly spilling their drinks as she crashed into him and kissed his mouth hard. “Yes! Fuck yes! A million times!” She cried and laughed, holding out her hand as Cody shakily pulled the ring out and slipped it onto her finger.
Cody met her gaze as she continued to stare at the ring, hardly able to believe this was happening. “I…I asked your parents already…”
She looked up at him, surprised. “What? You asked my mom and dad for permission?” That was something even more unexpected. The couple of times Cody had met her parents, he’d been extremely intimidated. Though her parents were hardly scary. But they were blue collar, hard-working individuals, so she could understand how they might be a little intimidating.
Cody nodded. “Your mom was pretty excited. Your dad… I think he threatened to kill me if I hurt you.”
Eliza laughed and hugged her fiancé—god her fiancé—tight. “I’m sure he did.”
He wrapped his arms around her. “I was wanting to ask you at dinner last night. But… I just couldn’t manage it. We hadn’t even said we loved each other. But I knew I did. And I think deep down I knew you did too. I know I have some self-esteem issues. Trouble seeing how someone like you could want someone like me. But Eliza… there’s no one I’d rather be with. I’ll work hard every day to make you happy, to give you what you deserve…”
Eliza halted Cody’s speech with a hard, deep kiss. “Cody Sharp, the only thing you need to give me is yourself. Give me that and I’ll always be happy.”
They kissed again. And again. Squeezing against each other as if trying to fuse into one. Eliza let her thoughts drift as they held each other, lips pressing against each other. Last night had been her first time to truly be loved, made love to, and to make love. Now she’d have her first time having a fiancé and the love that would bring. Next would be marriage, her first and only husband.
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Eliza let the water wash over her, careful to keep her hair away from the spray. She just needed to rinse off after the long day. Wearing a puffy wedding dress was surprisingly hot, even though they’d planned their wedding for the fall and outside it was a chilly fifty degrees.
A shiver ran through her and she smiled, thinking about how the day had flown and now she found herself in the bathroom of a honeymoon suite. And out in the bedroom was her…husband. Oh god! Her husband! Cody was her husband!
“Mrs. Cody Sharp.” Eliza whispered, using the bar of ivory soap along her arms, her armpits, along her collarbone. “Mrs. Eliza Sharp. Mrs. Sharp.” Every iteration made her grin. It made her shiver and want to giggle and dance. Hell, she already had danced when she’d slipped into the bathroom to freshen up, leaving her eager looking husband with a promise that she’d be out in no time and they’d be able to finally consummate their marriage.
They’d had sex plenty since that first night and Cody’s subsequent proposal. But tonight… tonight was different. This would be their first time as a true and lasting couple. As husband and wife. For some that didn’t mean much, but for Eliza it meant everything. She’d been thinking and planning and even journaling about what she wanted to do. How she wanted to please Cody. What she hoped for and longed for and lusted after. She’d filled a whole journal. God some of it was embarrassing. Maybe one day she’d let Cody read it, but for not that was going to be a secret, something to hold close to her heart. A little piece of her heart on paper to be explored at a later date.
Now she was here. Finally. The wedding had been perfect. Her burly father dressed in a tux that strained against his barrel chest, with glistening tears in his eyes as he put her hand into Cody’s and whispered reassurances to them both. Encouragement to love one another and always communicate, to make each other a priority. When he was done, the duty of giving the bride awy finished, he sat back to Eliza’s mother, a slim woman who looked like a glimpse into Eliza’s future when it came to how she would age, her father took her mother’s hand and squeezed tight.
They loved Cody almost as much as she did.
They’d exchanged vows. Weathered congratulations and celebration. Fed each other cake. Threw the bouquet and garter. All the traditional things. It was perfect.
Now she wanted to end this perfect day with true and pure ecstasy for her brand new husband. The man that had captured her heart and held it so gently. God she wanted him to be happy. So happy. Just like her.
She was sure Cody was happy, he’d had a smile on his face from the moment their eyes met from down the aisle. But tonight was about her really showing him. She’d planned it out, and now it was time to execute.
Shutting off the shower, Eliza reached out and grabbed a large fluffy towel, wrapping it around herself as she stepped out of the shower. Whipping a hand across the fogged mirror, she stared back at herself, the eager glow in her cheeks and the spark in her eye as she anticipated what would happen soon.
With delicate care, Eliza began to dry herself off. She moved the plush towel along her arms, her chest, over her breasts and under, along her stomach and between her legs. The feeling of soft cotton against her bare folds made her shiver and lick her lips as she descended, drying her legs and feet and then placing the towel on the rack. She took stock of herself in the mirror for a moment, and then pulled her make up back close and began to slow process of touching up and replacing the makeup she’d been wearing all day.
She’d been careful not to get her face wet when rinsing off, but splashes happened. The next few minutes she touched up her blush and eyeshadow. When her makeup was perfect, accenting her natural beauty, Eliza took a step back and looked herself over again. Her breasts were perky, nipples bubblegum pink and hard, as if they were ready to be chewed. She brushed back a few loose strands of hair from her face and picked up the bottle of body oil she’d brought, a soft scent of roses and honey.
Heart pounding, Eliza slowly poured a generous amount of oil into her palm and began to rub it into her skin, moving along her arms, massaging it into her shoulders. She dripped some along her chest, softly pressing it in along the gentle slope of her breasts, over her nipple making her shiver, under her breast and then down her chest, along her stomach, swirling her finger in her bellybutton. Bending forward, her cheeks pulling apart, she dripped oil along her ass crack, letting it slide down over her pink pucker, cascading along her smooth labia. Her hand followed, rubbing it into her skin with a soft hum of anticipatory pleasure.
The oil made her already radiant skin glitter and glisten in the light of the bathroom. Her skin becoming a dim mirror reflecting the glow of the world around her. Putting the oil aside, she picked up a small perfume bottle and spritzed some on both wrists, rubbing them together and then rubbing her wrists along her neck. Then, feeling a bit daring and naughty, she pulled apart the smooth lips of her pussy and gave a shallow spritz of the perfume onto her pussy, giggling with the thought of Cody getting to smell the flowery scent on her sex.
Eliza had carefully placed her brand new lingerie on the counter, all intricate lace and embroidery, ivory white silk, whisper thin. She traced her fingers along the minuscule amount of material, thinking about how it was going to look on her, how Cody would see her in it. How would he react? There was no question he’d be aroused. But she wanted to see the look on his face, how his eyes lit up when she put on a show just for him.
The panties were a thin lace thong in the front and a pearl string back, the front triangle of material meant to cover her mound so thin it was like tissue paper. She picked it up and carefully stepping into them, wiggling her bottom to let the pearls nestle between her cheeks and tightly press against her asshole while the front clung to her thinly oiled mound. The oil quickly soaked through the material, plastering it against her like a thin layer of extra skin.
She took her time, making sure the waist band was perfectly placed, the pearls rubbing in just the right spot along her ass, before picking up the eyelash corset. It was a sheer slim masterpiece that slipped around her torso, pushed her breasts up and over the lace cups, putting them on display. Hooking it carefully, the corset further accentuated her hourglass figure. Along the back was a pearl white ribbon crisscrossing and coming to an end in a bow at the swell of her ass. She took slow deep breaths to make sure it was tight, but not too tight.
Next came the garter belt, a hand span in thickness, all lace that snapped around her waist with dangling straps along her thighs, waiting for the stockings they would attach to. Eliza tucked the straps under her panty waistband, the grabbed her stockings and sat down on the edge of the jacuzzi tub. Pointing her toe elegantly, she began rolling on the ultra-sheer silk stockings on, smoothing them as she went so there were no wrinkles or seams. They came up to mid thigh, the garter straps stretching and clipping perfectly, pressing into the softness of her leg. Her legs became smooth, endless columns of temptation.
She slipped on her five inch stiletto clear heels, making her even taller. Now she would tower over her husband, but her plan was to be on her knees for him, so her height didn’t matter. Last but not least came the choker with a small dangling pearl and an ivory comb with a veil of tulle covering her hair as it cascaded along her neck and shoulders.
The outfit was beyond perfect. She was a vision of angelic beauty and desire. All for one man. The man that deserved it the most in her opinion. Eliza adjusted the corset, making sure her breasts pert, perky and plump as the garment pushed them up. Her nipples glistened from the thin layer of oil, hard like pink diamonds. Her fingers traced the thin material between her legs along her bald mound, smoothing out a few little oily wrinkles.
Her breath was coming in shallow hiccups of anticipation. She was ready. Ready to be Cody’s wife. In body and soul. She’d dreamed of a day like this since she was little and started understanding love and marriage. But finding a man like Cody, that had seemed far too fantastical. Oh she knew Cody wasn’t perfect. He had his flaws. And Eliza knew she wasn’t perfect either. But they were two imperfect people that had found each other and, in spite of their flaws and failures, had wanted nothing more than to make a life together and walk through life, flaws and all.
They’d been living together for a couple of months now, getting ready for the wedding and doing their best to adjust to the new dynamic they were committing to. Cody didn’t like rinsing his toothbrush. It was a mess of dried toothpaste that Eliza found herself staring at while she brushed her own teeth, wondering how in the world he could do something so… so… horrible.
Eliza rarely put her panties in the hamper, having come to a routine of every couple of weeks going on a hunt around her apartment, picking up her discarded undies and tossing them all into the wash. Cody had taken it upon himself to pick up her panties and put them ‘where they belonged’---his words, not hers.
He snored. Not overly loud, but for a good hour in the middle of the night, he sounded like a far off freight train.
Cody noted that Eliza had a habit of not finishing drinks, leaving glasses around the apartment a quarter full. Especially coffee, she never finished, there was also a bit left behind.
The list wasn’t endless, but it was long and filled with tiny things that itched and bothered and rubbed each other the wrong way.
But Eliza found herself smiling, thinking about those things. About how it was the small stuff that made a person. We were all made up of little idiosyncrasies. Good and bad and indifferent.
She wanted to know them all. All the good tidbits and bad. She wanted to complain about his rough parts and have him do the same about hers. Knowing that they were paying attention to each other. And then she wanted to make up after the arguments, screaming in orgasm and pleasure as they showed each other that the small things paled in comparison to the love they had for the whole person.
Taking a few deep breaths, she gave herself one more look, making sure her appearance was exactly how she wanted so that when her husband—ahhhh! Husband!---saw her, he’d think an angel had come down and was ready to give him all the pleasures of heaven.
She was ready. Licking her lips and touching her stomach, trying to settle the butterflies, she turned to the door and summoned all the years of modeling practice, training, poise and dedication, and opened it, stepping out into the honeymoon suite.
 
 
 
“Holy fuck.” Cody gasped. His eyes went wide as he stared at the living statue of a goddess walking towards him. Sheer lace and silk covering her body, tight against her curves, accenting rather than hiding.
He’d seen Eliza at plenty of her modeling shoots, but how she looked now, had someone been there to take pictures, she would have convinced people that angels were real with every snap of the camera.
The smile on her lips was mind-melting. His cock was at full attention and painfully erect in his dark silk boxers. Why hadn’t he thought to dress up? Did men dress up for the honeymoon? How? God, that was so stupid. A true embodiment of sex was walking towards him and he was worried about what sort of underwear he should be wearing?
Cody attempted to speak but his voice was gone. All he could do was watch as his wife—geez Eliza was his wife! His partner! How? How had he managed that?---came towards him, hips swaying seductively. She stopped in front of him, their eyes connecting over the short distance from him sitting and her standing.
“H…hey…” He finally muttered.
Eliza bit her lip and her cheeks reddened. “Hey.” She whispered back. “Do you… do you like it?” Her voice caught for just a moment, as if unsure.
“God, Eliza. You’re… I… I mean I always knew and thought you were beautiful but… I mean… how… I don’t even know what to say. You’re… perfect.”
A blush rushed down her neck, over her chest. He saw her nipples harden more, nestles in a garden of lace. She touched his cheek, just with the soft pads of her fingers and the barest scrap of her nails against his skin. “As long as I’m perfect for you. That’s all that matters.”
Eliza’s eyes glistened for a moment, and Cody stood up, afraid she was about to cry. “Hey…hey.” He carefully wrapped his arms around her, cheek against her temple as she leaned into him. “You’re everything. With or without makeup.”
She snorted a soft laugh. “God Cody. You’re so cheesy.” Her hands grasped his arms and she took a step back. “And I love you so fucking much.”
He smiled back at her, seeing the unshed tears vanish.
“No… my dear…” She cleared her throat and bit her lips excitedly, “Husband.” The word was like a sort of declaration. A confession of faith. “I want you to sit back and let your new wife show you exactly what you mean to her.”
Cody blinked a second. “Eliza… you don’t…”
She shook her head, hands firmly on his bare chest. He wasn’t cut. Only the barest sign of abs. Cody had a soft look, healthy and trim but all soft hills rather than cut valleys and ridges. She wanted to fucking lick every inch of him. And Cody’s sense of fairness and balance wasn’t going to stop her from getting what she wanted and giving him what he deserved.
“Cody. Dear. It's our night. My night to give my wedding gift to you. My body. My mind. My soul. All of me. It’s yours. And I’m going to give it to you. And you’re going to give me all of you too. You’ll have your turn to explore me and do anything with me you want. But right now, this moment, it’s mine to give to you.” Her words were soft. She leaned in, down really because of the extra height her heels gave her, and kissed Cody’s lips as gently as a flower petal touched by the wind.
“Now. Lie back, and let your wife have her way with you.” Her grin was the pure embodiment of moral lust.
Cody fell back onto the bed, his boxers tented.
Eliza giggled, her tits bouncing in her corset, the nipples hard and ripe. Behind her, as if the universe knew Eliza’s plans before they’d even arrived, a mirror reflected her backside, her ass cheeks gently jiggling as she stepped forward and bend down, hands on Cody’s thighs. He could clearly see his wife’s face and in the background her plump ass split by her tiny string panties.
Her lips touched his thigh, soft and warm. She placed slow kissed up, up, up, over the silk of his boxers until her cheek pressed, softly caressing against the tenting bulge of his cock. Cody groaned. The feeling beyond erotic.
“God you’re big.” She whispered, pressing her lips to the silky material, sucking against his covered shaft. “So big for me.” Her eyes met his, the fires of love and lust mixed so volatile that Cody thought she was about to pounce and devour him.
Wiggling her hips, knowing he could see her ass in the mirror, Eliza cupped Cody’s balls in the silk, gently fondling as she continued to plan sensual kisses along his shaft. Up over where the tip pressed to the silk, leaking precum, soaking through so that a small string clung to her pink lips as she pulled away. She licked up the string and groaned. “Mmmm honey, your pre-cum tastes so fucking good.”
Cody let his head fall back, panting, trying with every fiber of his being to not cum prematurely. Eliza recognized his struggle and relished in the fact her husband was so turned on by her and her light touches, that he wanted to explode. She planned to fuck him all night. Exhaust him. Drain him like a succubus. She was going to give him pleasure beyond measure and this was just the beginning.
“Are you going to cum, honey?” Her sultry whisper sent a shiver through Cody’s entire body.
“I…I’m trying…” He stammered.
“Do you want your wife to help you?” She stood back up with a wide grin. Without a word she walked back into the bathroom, gone for only a moment, and then returned holding a small silicon loop.
Cody stared at it for a moment, unsure what Eliza was holding as she returned to her place between his legs. She began to pull his boxers down, letting them cling to his cock until they slipped off and his erection bounced free, smacking against his stomach. Her hands caressed, touching his length like it was something sacred. With careful precision, Eliza stretched the loop and put his cock through it until it was at his base. She gently released it and it instantly snapped around him.
“It’s a cock ring.” Eliza whispered. Cody’s cock instantly began to swell, the blood no longer allowed to escape. It also had the added effect of preventing his orgasm.
“Shit.” He gasped, feeling the sudden grip of the loop.
Eliza kissed along the bulging viens in his cock. “Mmm, does it feel good? Hurt? Both?” She teased him with the tip of her tongue along his dripping frenulum. Tasting his oozing precum.
“Fuck…god Eliza…” He lifted his hips at the stimulation and restraint around his base.
“That’s what I plan on doing.” She grabbed hold of his cock, looked him straight in the eye and dragged her tongue along his whole length. She did it lewdly. Openly. The whole flat of her tongue against him till she reached his tip, then spit on it. The saliva dripped all over his swollen purple head.
“Your cock is so fucking yummy, Cody.” She groaned, stroking him up and down as she closed her lips around the tip and began to suck.
“Oh…ohhhhfuck…” Cody groaned, reaching for his wife’s head, holding her hair.
She popped off. “No hands. Grab the sheets. I’m doing this all on my own.” Her words were dripping with pure ecstasy, her lips returning to his head and sliding over the ridge bobbing up and down on it as she stroked in time with her mouth.
Cody grabbed the bedsheets, watching his new wife tease and edge his cock. His body hummed with euphoria. Pleasure he hadn’t ever felt before was washing over him, sweeping him away with its white water current.
Eliza bobbed on his cockhead for several long seconds. Coating it in her saliva, letting it drip down his shaft before moving down to his heavy balls, sucking one and then the other into her mouth as she continued pumping his erection.
Widening her stance, Eliza moved her hips, letting her ass wiggle in the mirror, cheeks just barely slapping together for her husband’s viewing pleasure.
“God. God fuck Eliza…babe…I…ohhhhh shit.” He kept groaning, unable to come to a release thanks to the cock ring.
Eliza was all over him. Kissing. Licking. Sucking, Stroking. His cock was swollen and dripping in her spit and his pre-cum. She lavished it with her attention, wanting him to experience pure bliss. For his whole body and all his senses to be centered on this one beautiful appendage.
Her pussy was dripping, soaking through and mixing with the oil so that her panties became just a slick barely there and completely translucent piece of fabric. She was on fire, her pussy burning hot like the core of the earth. Molten and ready to burst.
“I want you so bad Cody.” She crooned, sucking along the underside of his cock making him pulse, oozing more and more pre-cum all over himself. “I fucking love you so much. So much. I want you.”
“Ohhh god Eliza…” Cody was whimpering in a mixture of pleasure and pain. “I want you too. I love you. Fuck…fuck I can’t believe you’re my wife.”
Eliza let out a joyful laugh and stood up, quickly climbing onto the bed and straddling Cody’s lap. “Believe it honey. God you’d better believe it. I’m all yours. Forever.” Hands on his chest, she lowered her hips and pressed her panty covered mound against his shaft. Her lips puffed and gripped hold of him through the oiled slick material.
Cody grabbed her hips. “Eliza…” He stared up at her, eyes glistening.
She slowly dragged her nails along his chest. “Cody.” It was a whispered prayer when she said his name. Tears came to her eyes and spilled down her cheeks. “Oh god Cody, I love you. I can’t believe it. That we are here.”
He was nodding, gripping her hips as she moved them in slow minuscule circles, letting her oiled and slick pussy mound rub along his shaft. An intimate pussy job with barely a millimeter of material separating them from skin on skin.
“Are you really happy?” he asked, hands moving from her hips, up along her waist and stomach, over the corset to her breasts, thumbs gently rubbing her hard nipples.
“So happy.” She gasped. “So happy I can’t even tell you. I… fuck honey…” She looked down at him as she cried happy tears, pressing her pussy against him harder. “You really don’t even know. I’ve been wanting this all my life. When I played with dolls, I imagined having a husband. A family. I watched my parents love each other and wanted to have that. To have the love and the care and the devotion.”
She bounced on him, letting her pussy smack wetly against his shaft, her ass cheeks slapping his thighs. It was playful and fun. She laughed and cried. Smiling wide as she began to sob. Cody leaned up and wrapped her in his arms, tight, bringing her face to his chest and letting the tears wet his skin as he kissed her temple.
“God I love you. I know maybe this is a lot. Dramatic. But Cody, I can’t believe we found each other.” She snuggled close even as she continued to gyrate her hips, rubbing over his erection.
“I can’t either. But we did. We are here. Together.” he whispered into her hair.
“Never let me go.” She kissed his chest. “Keep me. Keep me forever.”
Cody’s hands moved down her back and to her ass, gripping it hard. The mixture of emotional exposure, intimacy, and sexual desire was a cocktail that had them both shifting from innocent to passionate from second to second. A rollercoaster.
She nipped at his chest with her teeth, wiggling her ass in his grip. Her hand moved behind, pulling the string so her panties peeled away from her pussy. With expert ease, she adjusted as she clung to him, wrapping her legs around him and settling into the Lotus position, Cody’s cock pressed against her mound.
Her mouth moved to his neck, sucking hard, leaving a hicky within seconds from the tight violent nature of her kiss. Then she moved back, tilted her face and their lips met. Hard. Needy. Their tongues met. Teeth bit. Her arms wrapped around him, around his neck. His hands lifted her, angling his cock to find her opening.
Their lips pulled apart with a wet pop. “yes. Yes honey. In me. Please.” Eliza whimpered.
Cody glanced down between them, trying to visually assure himself that he was angled correctly.
Eliza grabbed his chin and made him meet her eyes. “In the eye. Look me in the eye. I want you to see my face when you…oh…ohhhhh fuck…” Her eyes widened.
Cody’s cock head pressed against her opening, slipping in, sinking deep into her slick tunnel.
Tears fell down her cheeks like a waterfall. “Oh god Cody. Oh god. Fuck…fuck!” It didn’t matter that this wasn’t thier first time having sex. Eliza had had Cody inside her so many times since that first night and their subsequent engagement. But this… it was special beyond measure.
This wasn’t her friend’s cock. Her boyfriend’s cock. Her fiancé’s cock. It was her husband’s cock, sliding inside her. Stretching her walls. Filling her up so exquisitely that she thought she’d die of happiness.
Their eyes were locked, she allowed her face to freely express everything. No holding back. She released all inhibitions and let Cody see the unbridled amazement and love as he slide deeper inside her, deeper until his balls pressed against her ass.
She arched back, head tipping and exposing her throat to him as if he were a vampire and she wanted nothing more than to have him claim her body and soul. “Ohhhh god! God above! Holy heaven. Ohhhhh fuck.” She whimpered, her pussy spasming around him, squeezing and milking him.
The cock ring didn’t let him cum. It held him back. And he was both grateful and furious. He wanted to release inside her. To fill her. But he also wanted this moment to last. Holding her ass tight, he started to slowly lift and drop her onto him. Each time she whimpered like a mewling kitten. Arms tight around his neck. Head back in ecstasy as he began to fuck her.
They bounced up and down in the Lotus position on the bed. Wrapped around each other. Cody deep inside her as her lips dragged and gripped him with every in and out.
“Cody! Ohhh god Cody! Please! Please!” She was practically screaming. What she was asking for, she didn’t even know, but she wouldn’t stop begging.
With a burning determination, Cody grit his teeth, dug his fingers into the softness of his wife’s ass, and began to bounce her faster on his cock. The feeling inside like slick burning oil. It dripped down his balls, splashed onto the bed. Eliza’s hands gripped his shoulders as she arched back, breasts out and bouncing free from the corsets minor restraint.
“YES! OH GOD! OH GOD!” She cried, legs firmly wrapped around his waist, hair waving behind her as she bend back like a gymnast.
Cody was panting, sweating, the intensity of Eliza riding him, squeezing and clenching around him violently, his grip and muscles firm as he bounced her, took every ounce of concentration and stamina that he had. Eliza’s tits bounced in front of him and he shoved his face between them, almost comically sucking whatever flesh he could manage to touch with his lips. The side of her breast. The areola. The nipple. It jumped and smacked him in the face over and over and he didn’t care. It was pure bliss.
“Am I tight enough for you honey? Huh? Is your wife’s pussy tight enough on your fucking fat cock?” Eliza’s dirty words drove Cody on harder. Nails digging into the softness of her ass cheeks, leaving deep bruises that Eliza would later admire in the mirror, tracing them seductively on their first night in their honeymoon suite in the Caribbean. Teasing him about how strong he was.
“So…so tight…” Cody moaned, every word a labored breath.
“You wanna cum in me? You wanna cum up deep inside your wife? Huh? Do you baby?” Her hands gripped his hair, pulling his face to hers in a fierce kiss, biting his lip and tasting just a tiny hint of blood.
“FUCK!” He spanked her ass hard, a swift slap in answer to her bite. “I… I want…you…dripping…”
“Yes baby! Yes! Make me drip your cum! I don’t want to go a single day on our honeymoon without your fucking semen inside me!” She pressed her face against his neck, whimpering as she felt the most powerful orgasm rising up like a tsunami wave.
“Eliza! I…oh fuck…ohhhhhh fuck…” There was no way the cock ring was going to stop what was about to happen.
She bit his earlobe. “Fucking spew your hot fucking cum deep inside me. All over my cervix. In my womb. Fill me up Cody! Make me yours forever!”
Her own words pushed Eliza over the edge. She screamed, biting down on his shoulder as wave after brutal, unstoppable wave crashed into her. Cody cried out with her, the restraint of the cock ring doing nothing to stop the volcanic eruption of his ejaculation. He pumped stream after stream of potent cum deep into Eliza’s cunt. She shuddered as she felt it, the thick creamy warmth filling her up and dripping out around the tight union of her lips and his cock.
“Yes! Yes. Fill me. Oh god baby. Cody. Honey. Fuck. Fuuuuuuck!” She sobbed.
Together they tumbled, Eliza falling back onto the bed, Cody on top of her. They clung tightly together, sticky and sweaty as they attempted to remove any space between them.
Eliza traced her fingers along the muscles in Cody’s back, feeling how tightly wound they were. The sweat slick along his spine. She pressed her lips against his shoulder, slow and steady, coming down from her orgasm, easing him down from his. One hand on his back, the other in his damp hair, she took in deep breaths of him, smelling him, taking everything about him into her.
She kept her legs wrapped around him, his cock still hard and buried inside her, cum dripping down between her ass cheeks, over her asshole. “I love you.” She whispered into his ear. “I love you.”
Moments passed. Their hearts continued to pound. Cody began to move his hips again, the slow motion of his cock sliding in and out of her sensitive folds. Cum oozed and overflowed with each deep thrust. Her hands moved to his buttocks, gripping them, relishing how firm his ass was, feeling it flex as he entered her.
“God…so good. So good.” She whimpered.
She wasn’t sure how long they lay like that. The slow tender pace of him inside her. Of her walls sucking him, gripping him. They were connected in such a complete way that Eliza lost herself in the feel of Cody’s heart pounding in his chest as it crushed against her breasts. The taste of his skin, the smell of his musk and sweat, the feel of his lips when they found each other and let their tongues tangle. It was mystical. Unknowable. She pressed hard against her husband and promised with every breath and touch, that she would take care of this man. She was his and he was hers. This was what unity was and she wasn’t going to waste it.
They’d found each other.
 
 
Bonus: Eliza Sharp Bears It All
 
The weather in Montego Bay was as perfect as weather could ever be. It was hot, but not stifling. The breeze from the ocean cooled the skin, tousled the hair, refreshed the lungs when you took in a deep breath of the salty air. Sparse clouds drifted lazily through the sky, giving just enough shade from the blazing sun.
Eliza stepped out onto the patio of their on the water bungalow, staring out at the endless ocean. Cup of coffee in hand, she stretched both arms up and went up onto her toes, loosening her sore muscles. Her bare tits and bald pussy soaked up the sunshine, as well as the rest of her bare skin. She’d decided that her honeymoon was going to be as clothing free as possible, only packing a few light sun dresses to wear for specific occasions. The rest of her wardrobe was lingerie and swim wear. All carefully selected for their sex appeal.
She took a step further out onto the patio, not caring that there were bungalows on either side of theirs. They were angled so that the neighbors weren’t supposed to see each other, but if you stood in just the right place and looked at just the right angle, you could catch a glimpse of the other bungalow’s patio. The same patio that Eliza was standing on naked and unashamed.
People could look all they wanted. Let them drool and dream. Cody was the one that was getting the delights.
A soft snore drifted from the bedroom behind her. Eliza glanced over her shoulder as she took a sip of her rich coffee. Cody was tangled in the white sheets of the king sized bed. Still sound asleep.
She grinned devilishly. She’d worn him out last night. Again. It was only their second night as husband and wife and she’d ridden him like it was her last night on earth. A hand slid down her stomach to her sex, still feeling the puffy soreness from the pounding she’d taken. Cody had a good deal of stamina and determination. He never rested until Eliza got just as much as she gave. She let a finger dip between her lips. It came away with a slick drop of semen.
Looking back out to the ocean, Eliza licked her finger clean of her husband's release and then took a refreshing sip of her coffee, mixing the two bitter tastes. It send erotic shivers down her spine and made her ass wiggle.
“I like that view.” Cody’s sleepy murmur instantly made Eliza’s nipples hard. She turned to face him.
“The ocean is beautiful.” She remarked, holding her coffee up in front of her breasts as if in some perverse advertisement.
Cody chuckled. “I mean your wiggling behind.”
Her cheeks reddened and she smiled. “Cody Sharp. Are you ignoring this absolutely beautiful scenery for an ogle of your wife’s ass?” She cocked a hip and put her hand on it to emphasize her mock disapproval.
Her husband sat up in bed, staring at her with a lazy loving smile. “I think your ass is the most beautiful scenery I have ever laid eyes on.”
Grinning even wider, Eliza turned and pushed her rear towards him, wiggling it, then reach back and pulled a cheek open. “It’s nice, but it has this sink hole in it…” She looked over her shoulder at him playfully. “Maybe you should dive into the depths and see what you find.”
Cody blushed deeper. They hadn’t tried anal yet, but Eliza was determined to let Cody have every hole on their honeymoon. Of course they’d have ample opportunity to do so in their marriage, they didn’t need to rush. But she wanted him to sample all her delights while they had the rare uninterrupted time together, before having to go back to the real world and all it’s responsibilities.
She trailed a finger along her crack, over her asshole. “Maybe tonight?” The question lingered as she licked her lips and stood straight again.
“M…maybe…” He croaked, clearing his throat. It was so fun to make him uncomfortable like this.
She leaned against the doorframe, looking back out at the ocean again and breathing slow.
“You know the other guest might see you, right?” Cody was climbing out of bed, just as naked as Eliza was. She watched his cock, soft now, sway as he went over to the coffee maker.
“So? Let them look. I model lingerie for a living. Sometimes what I’ve worn hardly covers anything. I’m used to eyes on me.” She paused and turned seriously towards Cody. “Unless that bothers you?” They’d had frank discussions already about her job, about how much skin she showed and the fact that photographers and other models were going to end up seeing her naked from time to time. Cody didn’t seem to be too bothered by it. But now they were married, would that change his view?
“Hm? Oh…no…” He held his mug thoughtfully. “I… well… it’s complicated.” He admitted, coming to stand in front of her. “I’m definitely jealous of people seeing you. There’s this sort of misogynistic part of me that wants your nudity all to myself. To hide it from the world. But beauty is meant to be shared. And, I know we pledged ourselves to each other, but I don’t own you Eliza. I don’t own your body or your sexuality. I don’t get to dictate what you show or don’t show. Though I would hope you take my feelings into account now that I’m your husband.”
Eliza put a hand on Cody’s chest, feeling his rapid heartbeat. “Of course. Your feelings mean everything to me. If it was something that really bothered you, I could change my position. There’s plenty of other modeling jobs out there that don’t require so much skin.”
“But you don’t want to.” Cody said simply, his smile warm and understanding.
She sighed. “No. Full honesty. I love my job. I love lingerie and modeling it. But you’re my husband, and my priorities have to shift. Sometimes love requires a little sacrifice, and if that meant I needed to put on less revealing clothing for my job, then so be it.” Her nails gently scratched along his chest, down towards his stomach and gently twirled in his belly button playfully.
“I don’t want you to do that Eliza. I’m happy with things as they are. But sure, I’m gonna be jealous and uncomfortable sometimes. I do want you for myself. I know that’s selfish, but love is just a little bit selfish sometimes. I’m jealous for your attention.”
Her hand moved down to Cody’s soft cock, her palm caressing the warm soft flesh. “Mmm you have my attention Cody. All of it. Forever. A job’s a job. That’s all. And if it ever becomes too much, you tell me.” She leaned in and kissed him, sliding her tongue along his lips and teeth. “Because your comfort is more important than my job description.”
He sighed, feeling her lips and her touch, stimulating him as they both stood and sipped their coffee, looking into each other’s eyes.
“I guess I shouldn’t be surprised that you’re comfortable being naked.” He looked out to the ocean for a moment. “Is it more common than I think? You being naked during photo shoots?”
Eliza chuckled. “Not as much as you’d think. I mean, sure, sometimes outfit changes are fast, so we just slip one pair of panties off and switch them for another right there on set. But most of the time we get ready in dressing rooms. Models help each other out. We have assistants that make adjustments and what not. But it’s all professional. At least ninety-eight percent of the time. The other two percent is pretty rare, but…” She shrugged, leaning against Cody, her hand still caressing his genitals.
“So…” He glanced at her curiously.
“Such a nosey Ned.” She sighed. “You know I’ve had sex at photo shoots Cody. I’ve told you as much. It happens. And yes, being nude isn’t all that big a deal to me. Hell, there was this one shoot I did early on where we were at a nude beach. After the shoot was over we all stripped down to nothing to enjoy the day.”
She felt Cody’s cock stir in her hand. Eliza gripped the hardening shaft gently.
“Is that your non-verbal way of asking if anything naughty happened at the nude beach?” She asked casually, one hand on his cock the other bringing her coffee to her lips.
Cody blushed and sipped his own drink.
Leaning in, she nipped at his ear. “Yes dear. The nude beach was very sex positive. We had a bit of a mini orgy.”
His cock hardened further, Eliza’s hand gripped tighter and started to stroke him in the warm air of the Caribbean.
“And if you’re wondering, yes, I got fucked. I think…” She hesitated trying to remember. “I let five men fuck me. Two were crew members, the other three were beach goers. I let the crew cum inside me, the others they just shot all over my tits.”
Cody let out a groan, his jaw clenching as Eliza started pumping his cock faster.
“It was so hot. So sweaty and sticky. I don’t really recommend beach sex. Sand gets everywhere. But it’s hard to resist when there’s all these dangling cocks, swaying tits, bouncing asses, and pretty pussys just out in the open. Begging to be looked at. Getting wet and hard.” Her voice had turned seductive, her grip tight.
“Do you like thinking about that? About me naked in front of all those eyes. Taking eager men’s cocks just to relax after a long day. Laying out in the sun, in the open, legs wide and cock ramming deep into my bald little cunt?” She was growling, fist a furious piston as she stroked her husband.
“Go…god fuck…ahhhh, mmmggggr….” Cody let out a guttural grunt and bucked his hips into Eliza’s fist. Cum shot out over the patio and into the crystal blue waters of the ocean beneath their bungalow. Jet after thick hard jet. Eliza jerked him off in the clear salt air, licking his ear lobe whispering filthy things to him and relishing in the beauty of her husband’s ejaculation into the ocean.
“Mmmmm that’s my man. Fuck baby that made you cum hard!” She giggled, letting his cock slowly relax and deflate in her hand before she pulled away. Looking at him with mischievous love, she licked the remnants of his cum from her hands as if it were the richest cream. “Yum. A good morning treat.” She winked and took another sip of her coffee.
“Fuck.” Cody breathed, a little weak in the knees but staying upright next to Eliza. “You’re gonna kill me.”
Eliza turned to her husband, playful stern. “No you listen Cody Sharp. You’re not allowed to die. Especially not from your wife giving you a hand job or otherwise.” She stepped close, pressing her bald mound to his soft, now messy, cock. “You’re gonna stick around for a long time, and we are going to grow and explore together.”
Cody smiled and nodded, giving her a gentle kiss on the nose. “Okay. But if you’re gonna say stuff like that, I’ve gotta prepare myself. I knew you were wild but… fuck Eliza, you can be filthy.” He laughed.
She smacked his shoulder, but there wasn’t any strength behind it. “Well all my filthiness is for you now. So buckle up buttercup, I’ve got stories, and I’ve got fantasies, and though I’m a fairly conservatively spoken woman, I’ve got a motherfuck’n filthy vocabulary when the time calls for it.”
Cody was laughing loudly now, wrapping her in his arms. Her head rested on his chest, listening to the echoing sound of his mirth in his chest. They pressed together, naked and unashamed and unafraid. It wasn’t long before Eliza felt Cody’s cock begin to stir again while they stood there enjoying the coffee and the scenery.
“Come on honey.” She pulled away, their skin peeling apart pleasantly. “My mug is empty, and so is my pussy. Only one of them is getting a refill.” They stumbled back into the room and onto the bed, two becoming one again and their soft moans mixing with the gentle crash of the ocean tides.
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