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Chapter One



"Ladies and gentlemen," the emcee says, "Let me introduce, for the first time, Bobby and Irene Paxton."

My husband and I enter the reception hall, hand in hand, and walk toward the dance floor. I feel a shiver go up my spine. I am no longer Irene Williams, I am now Irene Paxton. I am no longer single, I am part of a partnership, a team, a family.

Once we get to the dance floor, I wrap my arms around my new husband's neck and hold him tight as we dance to our song, a Toad the Wet Sprocket number we both fell in love with in college. I don't think anyone else in the hall even knows the song, and they are glad they don't have to dance to it.

Once it's finished, everyone claps and congratulates us and joins us for a more up-tempo number.

We dance for a bit, but my feet are tired and I ask Bob if we can sit.

Instead of saying yes and taking me to our table, he pulls me close and kisses me. It's unexpected, but not unwanted. In fact, I love it when my boyfriend is spontaneous. No, not my boyfriend, not my fiancé, my husband.

In fact, what I really want my husband to do is to take me to our hotel room and fuck me. We haven't had sex in over a month, and I need it bad. We made a deal to make the wedding night more meaningful; we would abstain from sex until after our wedding.

It was a dumb idea, and I told Bobby that many times over the past four weeks. But now we're married, and nothing is keeping us apart, except all the people in this room.

Ugh. I wish they'd all go away.

"You having a good time, Mrs. Paxton?" my husband whispers into my ear.

"Yes, I am, Mr. Paxton." I squeeze his pinkie, our little signal that we want to have sex.

My husband's eyes go wide and a smile awakens on his face.

"Is my hot little wife horny?"

"Yes. I. Am."

My husband looks at me, a predatory gleam in his eye. I feel my pussy begin to moisten. She's ready to be filled with his big, hard cock.

"Good," he says. "Because you're going to get all the sex you can handle."

"Promises, promises." I taunt him. He loves it.

"Remember those tokens I showed you last week?" he asks.

I think back. Yes, I do remember. He showed me these old brothel tokens, antiques. Men would buy them from the house madam and pick the girl they wanted to fuck and give her the token. Seemed like a good system, but I didn't know what it had to do with anything right now.

"Yeah, what about them?"

My husband looks around. There are lots of people mingling around us, some glance at us occasionally, but most are just enjoying themselves.

Bobby leans down and whispers into my ear.

"Tonight, you're my freeuse slut."

"What!" I say a little too loud. All eyes turn toward us. I blush. More from what he said, and not from the stares of our friends and family.

"Why would you bring that up now?" I say, lowering my voice.

"Because. I've wanted to do this for months."

Six months ago, I showed Bobby a magazine article about women who let their lovers use them as fuck toys. They pick a span of time and let the men do whatever they want to them, within reason. No matter what the woman is doing, she has to let the guy take her. It sounded so hot to me, the spur-of-the-moment sex, not knowing when or how you'd be taken. We talked about trying it, but the time never felt right. Now, I learn, my husband's been saving it for a special occasion, our wedding. I was so aroused and incensed, I didn't know if I wanted to slap him or suck his dick.

"Honey, it's our wedding night. Of course I'll fuck you."

"No, before our honeymoon, I want you to be my fuck toy. My freeuse bride."

I look into his eyes. I can tell when Bobby is kidding around and he isn't kidding around. I could tell him no and he'd accept that. But, truthfully, I don't want to say no. I want nothing more in the world than to be my husband's fuck toy.

"Okay, stud, I'll be your fuck toy." We are whispering, of course, but I look around anyway to make sure no one is eavesdropping in on our conversation. "Do you want me now? Right now. On the dance floor?"

Now it's my turn to play rough. I know he wouldn't dare do it right here. He wouldn’t have the balls to flip up my dress, bend me over, and fuck me like a whore. And it's a good thing because, at the moment, I would absolutely let him.

"Tell me, husband, how do you want your freeuse bride?"

A slow song comes on and my husband turns me around and pulls me flush with his body. I can feel his erection against my back. Then I feel him pulling up part of my dress. There are plenty of lacy frills, and if you don't look close, you can't tell what he's doing.

I'm afraid he's going to fuck me on the dance floor. I could tell him to stop. I should tell him to stop. I don't tell him to stop. Instead, I arch my back, giving him better access to my pussy.

I can feel him futzing with something and then feel him pulling on my soaked panties. I expect to feel his hard, pulsing cock pressing into my pussy. I want it so bad, even out here in front of everyone. I want him to take me, rough, like a caveman.

I am disappointed when he tugs and rips my panties off. He drops the rest of my dress and puts the lacy cloth that had been my sexy lingerie into his pocket.

"Now you're my freeuse fuck toy," he says under his breath. "And now I'm going to tell you what those tokens are about."

I am afraid I know where this is going, but I let him tell me.

I am still wrapped in my husband's embrace. We are moving slowly in time with the music. I can feel his hard cock pressing into my body, even through all the layers of my dress. My body is on fire. My pussy is gushing. My nipples are hard as pebbles.

"Darling Irene, I gave those tokens to four people who are here today. I told them what they were. I told them, until midnight, they could present those tokens and you would do anything they wanted, fuck them any way they wanted, in any hole they wanted."

As his words flood my brain. I keep getting wetter and wetter. I don't know why I find this so arousing. My new husband is going to let other men fuck me on our wedding day. It's so fucking wrong, but I find it so exciting.

"You still want to be my freeuse bride?"

My husband is giving me a chance to reconsider my decision. It only takes me one second to decide.

I pinch my husband's pinkie, letting him know I'm down to fuck.

Bobby claps his hands and we head to our table.
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I sit down. Bobby does not.

"I need to use the restroom," he says and turns to leave.

I look around the room nervously. Many eyes catch my gaze. Many of those are men. Which ones have a token?

I grow wet just thinking about it. Could it be Bobby's cousin, Steve? He's pretty hot, with shoulder-length blond hair and piercing blue eyes. I could imagine him pounding away at my pussy while he stares into my eyes, his wheat-colored mane flowing down, cutting off the rest of the world.

Oh my god, what has my husband done to me?

I sense a presence sitting down next to me. It should be my husband, since it's his seat, but it's not. It's Brad, one of his groomsmen. If I remember correctly, he's the son of my father-in-law's business associate. Bobby doesn't really like him. I've only met him once, at the rehearsal dinner, and didn't have an opinion.

"Hey, Irene," Brad says. "You look really sexy in that dress."

"Scoot along, Brad," I say. "My husband will be back any second."

"No, he won't."

"How do you know?"

The fucker grins and pulls something out of his pocket.

"Because I told him I was going to use this."

It's one of the brothel tokens, the ones that buy use of my body.

"Oh fuck me," I say under my breath. Brad hears me.

"I could," he says. "But my girlfriend wouldn't like it."

"Good." I reach for the coin. Maybe I might get off easy.

Brad snatches his hand back.

"But I will take a blow job."

I really don't want to do this. But I told my husband I would. And while I'm in no way attracted to Brad—he's a little dumpy, doesn't know how to tie a bow tie, and probably hasn't showered since yesterday—the fact that I don't really have a choice is turning me on.

"Where?"

"Your mouth," Brad says, like I'm an idiot.

"No, Brad. Where am I supposed to suck your dick?" I am talking to him like a child.

Brad looks around and then lifts up the tablecloth.

"Crawl under there."

Everyone else in the wedding party is either dancing or in the bathroom. At the moment, no one is looking our way. I take a quick swig of champagne and duck under the table.

It's dark and sticky. The music and crowd noise are muffled. I'm staring at the crotch of a horny twenty-something guy and I couldn't be more turned on.

I feel my pussy dripping. I reach up, unzip Brad's pants, and pull out his cock.

It's not very big, maybe five and a half inches, long and thin. I stroke it a few times, thinking it might not be fully erect. It doesn't grow.

This is going to be too easy, but I can't help but feel sorry for Brad's girlfriend. Maybe someday he'll let her fuck another guy, one with a bigger dick.

"Give me the coin, Brad."

He drops it on the floor.

I lean in and lick the tip of his penis. He has a very musky odor, one I find weirdly arousing. I imagine a lumberjack in my mind as I engulf his shaft with my mouth. I hear him moan as I start bobbing my head. I can take his entire cock into my mouth without gagging.

"Oh shit, Irene, that feels so good. My girlfriend says I'm too big to suck my cock."

I almost snort. His girlfriend is a fucking liar.

I start sucking hard. I run my tongue around his shaft.

Brad grabs a fistful of my hair and thrusts his hips, trying to drive his cock deeper into my throat. It's kind of cute and I let him use my mouth like I'm supposed to. Freeuse and all.

While Brad is fucking my face, I reach down and start flicking my clit. My pussy is damp. Brad isn't ugly, but he's no Brad Pitt.

Eventually, I feel him shudder and his cock pulse in my mouth. Then he comes, filling my mouth with a few teaspoons of runny, salty semen. I have no trouble swallowing it. I continue sucking, making sure I get it all. Then I tuck his quickly shrinking dick back into his pants. It's not the worst blow job I've given, but it wasn't the best.

"Is it safe?" I ask.

"Yeah."

I hope he's not lying. I squeeze my tush into the seat next to Brad and then bring the rest of my body up above the table. If I’m lucky, if anyone was looking, it would appear I had bent down to pick up something off the floor.

"Give a girl a little warning next time, dude," I said.

"I would have, but you are too good of a cocksucker. Brad, you should have warned me she had such a hot mouth."

I turned around just in time to get a faceful of my husband's crotch. Any other time I would have given him a blow job, too.

"Was she a good girl?" my husband asked.

A Good Girl! I'll show him a Good Girl.

I reach up and grab Bobby's tie. I pull him down and give him a passionate kiss on the mouth. Our tongues tangle together and I share a little bit of Brad's cum that was still in my mouth.

To my surprise, my husband is not repulsed. I know he can taste it.

"Duuuude," Brad says once he realizes what we're doing. "She's snowballing you."

"Remember what I said, Brad," my husband says in the sternest tone he's ever taken around me.

"Yeah, yeah. You'll kill me if I ever tell anyone about this."

"No," Bobby says. "I'll tell Priscilla."

What little color there is in Brad's pale face fades away and he turns white as a bag of coke.

"Don't even joke, man," he says as he slinks away.

My husband takes his rightful place next to me.

"Why him?" I ask. I really want to know why Brad getting freeuse of my body is arousing for my husband.

"Because he won a hand of poker last night."

I sit there, stunned. Words escape me for a moment.

"You wagered my body?"

"I couldn't help it. I wanted you to be used at the reception, and I couldn't think of any other way to do it."

"Bobby! You could have just given them away."

Now it is my husband's turn to sit there silently.

"Uhm. But it was hotter this way."

I laugh. He is right. It is hotter thinking about random chance deciding who would have access to my body.

"You are a silly man, husband."

"So, you enjoying your freeuse reception?"

"I was stuck under a table, got a mouthful of cum, and didn't even have time to have a climax of my own. What do you think, Bobby?"

My husband looks at me and smiles. "I think you need to be fucked hard."

He's never said a truer word.


Chapter Two



Despite my husband's little sexy diversion, I still have responsibilities to perform that have nothing to do with cocks and pussies. I have to make the rounds with all the guests, not just the ones who have tokens.

I am chatting with my mother when Steve, my new husband's cousin, comes up and asks me how things were going. With his long blond hair and blue eyes, he could easily be cast as Thor.

"Hey, Steve," I say, giving him a big hug. He holds me a wee bit longer than he needs to, and I wonder if he's going to be crass and redeem a token in front of my mother and aunt.

I feel like a rag doll in his embrace and my pussy wakes up. Do I want Steve to take me and fuck me? I imagine him pushing me up against the wall and ravishing my mouth with his. I can feel an ache in my core, an emptiness that needs to be filled.

What the fuck has my husband done to me? Making me a mindless cock-craving slut.

"So, where is Bobby taking you for the honeymoon?" Steve asks.

"He hasn't told me, but he says I'll love it."

"So keeping secrets right off the bat?" Steve says with a chuckle. It's a joke, but if he only knew the sexy shenanigans our marriage is starting off with. I look into his eyes. Can I see a spark of something there? Is he trying to get me away from my mom so he can spring the token on me? God, my body aches for him.

"Hey, Mom? Do you need any punch? I'm going to get a refill." I also need a shot of something stronger, but I don't mention that.

"No, I'm fine, dear." She's deep in a conversation with her sister about a young gay couple that just moved into her neighborhood and how to make them feel welcome.

My aunt is suggesting gift baskets as I'm walking away with Steve. My pussy tingles as I anticipate him sliding one of those damn tokens into my palm.

"You want a refill?" I ask Steve. To my dismay, he says no and heads toward the dance floor, his attention drawn by my slutty bridesmaids. Crystal stands out. She's buxom, tall, and has a gorgeous red mane of hair. I hope she's not the one arousing Steve's interest, because I don't think her girlfriend will appreciate it.

I'm at the punch bowl, devising a plan to get a token into Steve's hands when Hank knocks his hip into mine.

"Hey there, Irene. Whatcha doing?" Hank is rolling one of the tokens across his knuckles. He's not subtle at all.

"Getting a drink, Hank. Why?"

"I think you know why," he says, sliding the coin into my palm. Hank is Bobby's friend, not mine. I don't think I've exchanged a dozen words with him in the seven years I've known my husband.

Hank may have a lot going for him. He's got a linebacker's body and the looks of a movie star. But, unfortunately, he has the brains of a boxer who's taken one too many right hooks to the head. Lucky for me, he wasn't going to fuck me with his brain. I just hope his cock can fulfill the promise his other muscles imply.

"Where would you—" I don't finish my sentence because Steve grabs my arm and asks if I want to dance. I guess Crystal turned him down. Hank frowns and flashes the coin at me.

I am torn. I'd love to dance with Steve, but Hank has the brothel token, which means I have to let him fuck me. Here I am, a newlywed bride, and two men are fighting over my body. Neither is my husband. My pussy is absolutely dripping like a leaky faucet. If I had my way, I'd take them both. But rules are rules and I promised my husband I'd be his freeuse fucktoy.

"I'll save you one," I say to Steve as I let Hank lead me away. He takes me to a janitor's closet. I hope no one sees him push me inside.

He closes the door and turns on the light. We're not alone. I almost scream, but he puts his hand over my mouth.

"Hush, someone will hear," he whispers into my ear. "It's just my buddy, Pete. He's always wanted to tag team a bitch with me."

In the past, I would have slapped a man for saying that to me, but I was the Freeuse Bride today and I was in a horny mood.

"Okay, let's do this," I say. I look at Pete. He is tall and skinny with greasy black hair slicked back. "How do you want me?"

Hank pushes me up against the wall. Blood rushes to my core. I feel helpless, but so aroused.

"I'll take you the way I want to," Hank says. He reaches up under my dress and discovers I'm not wearing any panties. "Fuck. I wanted a souvenir. I'll take this instead."

My husband's friend lifts my leg and pulls off my garter. That'll be hard to explain later, but fuck it. It's not like I gave it to him. I hear two belt buckles undone and fear and arousal course through my blood.

I'm pulled away from the wall and Hank bends me over. The only thing holding me up is Hank's strong arms. I am truly a fuckdoll right now. I relax and let the two men have their way with me.

Hank is behind me and shoves his cock inside my dripping pussy. I'm so wet he buries himself to the hilt with one push. I notice he didn't put on a condom.

"Please pull out. Don't come inside me," I say. I'm not able to add I’m not on the pill because Pete has shoved his long, thin cock down my throat. I just hope he does what I ask. My body is theirs to use, so any consequences are on Bobby.

For the next five minutes, Hank fucks my pussy and Pete fucks my face and I take it. My mind goes blank as they use my body. A strange euphoria numbs my senses. I am floating away on a cloud of sexual energy. I didn't see Hank's cock, but he's stretching my pussy open and I feel fuller than I've ever been before.

I want to scream his name, but I can't because Pete's cock is pulsing in my mouth, shooting several streams of salty, tangy semen down my throat. I suck like a good girl and swallow every drop of Pete's cum. As Pete pulls his now-flaccid penis from my mouth, I feel Hank's cock begin to pulse inside my pussy. Before I can tell him to pull out, I feel a void inside my womb. A sense of perverse loss fills me and I almost beg him to put it back in and come inside me. There's nothing better than feeling the spreading warmth of a man's semen in your core.

Instead of filling my womb with his seed, Hank grunts and I feel him paint the back of my legs and ass with his cum. I'm sure more than a few streaks of semen hit my dress. A permanent reminder of today's debauchery.

When Hank has milked every drop of spunk onto my ass, he zips up and tells Pete to leave first. He's a gentleman and helps me brush down my dress and make it halfway presentable.

I think he's going to kiss me, but he brushes his finger along the side of my mouth.

"You missed a drop," he says and feeds me a dollop of Pete's cum. I suck his finger like a little cock and he smiles.

"Bobby is a really lucky man," he says and leaves me alone with the mops and buckets.

"To forsake all others," I whisper to no one. I've been used by three men today and I still haven't had an orgasm. This marriage was getting off to a rip-roaring start.


Chapter Three



Even though my white dress hides the crusted cum that Hank, Pete, and Brad so graciously deposited, I still feel so dirty. Before I go back to the reception, I head to the powder room to get a little me time. I've never experienced three men on one night. Hell, I've never even had sex with three different men in the same year.

I breathe a little sigh of relief as the door closes behind me, knowing I won't be forced to submit to another man for a short while. For a brief instant, I think about camping out in here until everyone leaves. That would really foil my husband's little freeuse game. But then I realize I'm enjoying this too much. Even though I haven't had an orgasm, I still love the feeling of a nice cock in my mouth and my pussy.

I look at myself in the mirror. My hair is mussed, my dress is still mostly intact, unless you look close and notice a few small tears in the lace, and my makeup needs more than a little touchup. I look like I've been crying. My mascara is running and my lipstick is smudged. Maybe everyone will think it's from crying tears of joy and not from getting my face fucked.

I shudder as I play back my encounter in the janitor's closet. I reach down and press my hand against my mound. I'm about to reach under my dress and play with myself when the door opens.

I quickly pull my hand away and turn on the cold water. I splash a handful in my face and feel the buzz quickly pass away. I'll have to find my mother to help me fix my face.

"I've been looking for you," says the voice behind me.

It takes a moment for me to realize who it is.

"I know the guests all want a piece of the blushing bride." In more ways than one, I add in my head. "Go tell them I'll be out in a second."

"No," she says. "You misunderstand. I've been looking for you, and I don't think we want the other guests involved."

I turn around and find myself eye-to-tits with Crystal. She's got a twinkle in her eyes and a brothel token in her hand.

"Holy shit," I say out loud. "You were at my husband's bachelor party."

Crystal shrugs her shoulders and pulls down her dress to reveal her breasts. She's aroused, her nipples hard little nubs.

"I don't have time to seduce you, Irene. Bobby said you've never been with a woman but had always fantasized about it. Well, now you don't have an excuse."

The tall redhead slips the token into my palm.

"Now, be a good girl and suck my tits," she demands. Crystal grabs my head and pulls me to her chest.

Instinctively, I open my mouth and start sucking on her breasts. I've never done this before, but I know what I like, so I do that. I suck as hard as I can, hoping to leave a mark for her girlfriend to see. Then I run my tongue around her areola and enjoy the moan that elicits from her lips. Crystal yelps when I pinch her nipple between my teeth.

"Oh, you like things rough, huh?" she says. Crystal reaches into my dress and starts mauling my breasts. I can't believe that I'm getting wet as this gorgeous woman plays with my tits. I'm not a lesbian, but maybe I’m on the bisexual spectrum.

I hope Bobby doesn't regret opening this can of worms.

I move to Crystal's other breast and begin feasting on it. Her moans are music to my ears. I feel my ego soar, knowing I can give her pleasure. I am a good girl at heart.

"You're a natural," she says. "Too bad you're wasting your talents on men. They just don't appreciate what they have."

I start playing with myself as I flick her nipples with my tongue, going back and forth. She's loving this, if the aroma her sex is giving off is any indication.

"I could have you do this all day, but I've got other needs." Crystal pushes my head down with one hand while hiking up her dress in the other. I go to my knees. I know what she wants me to do and I'm a little apprehensive, not because I don't want to go down on her, but because I want to do it right.

For the first time in my life, I'm inches from another woman's pussy. I'm enthralled by the beauty. Her labia are dripping and I swell with pride knowing I did that. A single drop of her juices dangles from her lips. Instinctively, I stick out my tongue and lick it off.

It tastes tangy sweet, a slightly familiar flavor. I've sucked my husband's dick after he's fucked me, so I'm familiar with the taste of pussy. But she's slightly different and I feel my head buzz. Am I enjoying this too much?

Without hesitation, I dive my head into Crystal's cunt. I begin furiously lapping at her pussy, my tongue plunging deep into her fleshy folds. The musky aroma of her sex fills my nostrils.

I must be eating her out right because Crystal's legs collapse and she has to grab onto the sink behind her for support.

"I've never—"

"Shut up and eat me." Crystal pushes my head into her cunt. "I find it hard to believe you never. You're a natural."

She continues to stroke my head as she strokes my ego.

I will have to thank my husband later. If he hadn't insisted on a freeuse reception and given Crystal a token, I would never have discovered the glory of eating pussy.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," the redhead moans as I flick her clit with my tongue. "I'm going to cum."

"That's beautiful," a voice behind me says. I pull away, but Crystal forces my head back to her pussy.

"Don't stop," she says. "Come here, lover."

I feel someone move around me and stand next to Crystal. I hear them kiss and realize it must be her girlfriend.

"I can't taste her on your lips?"

"She's here for my pleasure, not hers."

"Oh, I know you love eating pussy, Cris."

"Only yours, sweetheart."

"You're an awful liar."

The lovey-dovey stuff is getting thick. I start fucking Crystal with my fingers and she tightens her grip on my hair. It's painful and I'm loving it.

"Oh, gawwwwwwd." I feel the walls of the red-head's pussy squeeze my fingers. I plunge deeper and her cries resume.

"So fucking hot." Her girlfriend reaches down and starts playing with Crystal's ass and she loses all strength. She tumbles and all three of us end up in a pile on the floor; all of us laughing our asses off.

"This is not how I imagined my wedding."

"Seems perfect to me," Crystal says.

"You want an invite to ours?" her girlfriend adds.

"Fuck yes."


Chapter Four



Isense all eyes are on me when I return to the reception, and they are. I look around and spot my husband on the dance floor. He waves me over.

"Where have you been?" he asks with a stupid smile.

"Dealing with these." I put the three brothel tokens into his hand. "What do you think?"

Bobby chuckles and we start to dance. Someone across the room starts tapping their champagne glass with their spoon. We kiss. It's a quick peck and several people boo.

We ignore them and continue dancing.

Several more people begin clanging silverware against glass and we stop.

"I think we really have to kiss," I say.

"Like we mean it," Bobby says with a smile.

My husband grabs my head and pulls me in. I open my mouth to accept his tongue. I taste the scotch on his breath. I wonder if he can taste Crystal's pussy on mine.

After we share our very public, very passionate kiss, we continue dancing. My husband is holding me tight against his body. If I wonder how he's taking all these friends of his using my body, his erection pressed against my stomach tells me he's loving it.

"Are you going to tell me who has the fourth token?" I look at my watch. It was getting late. Guests had already started leaving, having had their fun.

"You'll find out soon enough," my husband says. "So, have you enjoyed yourself?"

"Not as much as I'd like. I'm so fucking wet, but no one has made me cum."

I feel my husband's cock twitch.

"That's the whole point, Irene. Freeuse is about them, not you. It's what makes it so hot."

"I never knew you'd be so into sharing me."

"I left hints. Pointing out when some hot guy was staring at you."

"I thought you might be bi."

"How about when I pretended to be a stranger, picking you up at a bar?"

"Thought you were being funny."

"You came extremely hard when we ended up fucking."

"Maybe because you were being rougher. Fucking me like I was some slut you picked up at a bar."

"I watched you chatting with strangers sometimes when we were at a bar and I had to step away to take a piss."

"Well, I didn't know that."

"Now you do."

We dance for a little bit more and all I can think of is how much I want to take my husband up to our room and fuck his brains out. I forget all about being obliged to let another man fuck me first.

I feel a tap on my shoulder.

"You mind if I break in?" The deep voice behind me sends shivers up my spine.

Bobby gulps and says, "Now?"

"Yes, son. Now."

It's my husband's father, Robert. I start shaking as I realize what's happening. Bobby gives me a kiss on the cheek.

"Are you sure?" I ask. I look into his hazel eyes searching for any sign this might be too much. I'll call this whole game off if I need to, not because I don't want to go through with it, because I do. I would only stop if I thought it was hurting my husband too much.

"Yes, he's sure." My pussy melts hearing the stern voice behind me. Nonetheless, before I turn my body over to this man, I need to hear my husband say it.

Bobby's face is frozen but his eyes are burning. I start to worry, but then he smiles and says, "I'm positive."

I feel my pussy turn to mush in anticipation of what's to come. I'm surprised no one around us can smell my arousal.

"I love you," I mouth to my husband as his father pulls me away.

Bobby turns and heads toward the bar.
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Robert Paxton is a very handsome man. Robert has black hair, with just a hint of silver running through it. His brown eyes can command a room, his chiseled features exude authority. Everything I found attractive in my husband.

Bobby has a lot of his father's features, but they are softened by his mother's genes. Robert is the pure alpha male.

He holds me close as we dance. I can feel his strength as he expertly guides me around the dance floor. I feel like a rag doll in his arms and I'm loving every minute of it.

"So, is your special day everything you expect it to be, Irene?" my husband's father asks.

"More than I ever dreamed possible, Mr. Paxton."

"Don't be so formal, Irene, call me Robert." His tone is soft, but the power of his words indicates it's not a request.

"Absolutely, Robert." The word feels like chocolate in my mouth. Bittersweet.

"I understand you and Bobby have a little game going this evening."

"Uhm…" I don't know what to say. Surely he—the way Bobby was acting. I was confused. "Yes?"

I won't say anything until I know what this man is doing; how much he knows and whether he has a token or not. But truth be told, now that I know how Bobby feels, I'd fuck this man even if he doesn't have a token.

"You don't have to worry. I know all about it."

I feel a cool coin slide into my palm. It's a brothel token. I guess it's official now. My husband is letting his father fuck me on our wedding night before he does. I think back to just after my husband had sprung this game on me. I was scanning the room, imagining who would be the ones to take me and use me. I had wanted Steve to be one of the token bearers, but Robert is beyond my wildest desires.

Now here I am, dancing with my father-in-law, and again scanning the room. I nod when I notice a familiar face in the crowd watching us. Oh, the scandal there would be if they knew what Robert was telling me.

"I don't know how the others used you, but I'm not rushing things." I feel a small plastic card slide into my palm. I know without looking it's a room key. "2313."

That's the same floor as the bridal suite we booked.

"What about your wife?"

Robert smiles and any resolve I might have had to fight my fate fled. "Why? Do you want her to join us?"

My head buzzes with nervous tension. What had I gotten into? I was married into a family of swingers. It's not something I would have sought out, but now that I was here I planned to enjoy the ride.

"No, sir," I say with all deference.

"Sir? I like the sound of that. You will call me sir for the rest of the evening. Until I send you back to my son."

"Yes, sir." I smile. And my heart sores when my father-in-law returns the smile.

"Very good. To answer your question, Molly will be spending the evening with a friend."

Robert looks away and I follow his gaze. I see my mother-in-law chatting with one of the staff, a tall handsome black man who had been supervising the servers.

"I think she'll be gone all night, so we don't need to worry."

I wasn't.

The music came to a stop and we still moved for a few more moments. I didn't want to separate from this man, even though I knew it was only temporary.

Robert finally released me. "Now run along and tell your husband he's going to have to wait to consummate his marriage a little longer than he expected. I expect you in my hotel room in twenty minutes. And make sure you're still wearing that dress. I've always wanted to fuck a bride."

He didn't have to ask me twice.
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I ask Bobby one more time if he is sure about what I am going to do. He guides my hand to his crotch. I'm stunned to find him hard as steel.

"That feels painful," I say with a smile.

"I'll take care of it later, while I'm thinking of you and Crystal. I really wish I was there to see that."

"So, you're really down with me fucking other people?"

"Fuck yeah."

"But, your father?"

He paused and his cock twitched in my palm.

"He pulled the ace of hearts."

Sure he did, I thought. I'm confident it wasn't Lady Luck that slipped Robert that ace.

"Anyway, he says he wants me to go to his room." I show my husband the key card.

"Of course he does," Bobby says. "Father is not one to follow the rules."

I sense a little terseness in his tone. I hope he's not having second thoughts.

"Is that okay?" I ask.

For a moment I was worried. My body was prepared for a hard fucking, one I knew my husband would not be able to supply. If Bobby forbade me from going to his father's room, I would comply, but not happily. My husband is the one who started this whole freeuse game so he should let it play out.

I breathe a sigh of relief when he nods his head.

"Have fun," he says.

"You want pictures?"

"NO!"

Makes sense. The thought of me fucking his father is arousing, thinking of his father having sex isn't. It's a complicated kink.

"Tell everyone I had a little too much champagne and headed back to our room." I give my beloved husband a quick kiss on the cheek and whisper into his ear, "I'll see you when your father is done with me."

I give his cock a little squeeze through his pants.

"I love you, so fucking much," he says. "Thank you for playing my little game."

I blow him a kiss as I leave. I don't care who's watching.

The butterflies in my stomach make themselves known in the elevator. I recall my whole day with all the knowledge I've learned since then. My husband watched me walk down that aisle and promise to forsake all others, knowing he had given away four tokens that would demand otherwise. He kissed me when I still had a little bit of another man's cum in my mouth. We cut the wedding cake with the crust of another man's cum trapped in the lace of my dress.

I was so dirty today, with my new husband's blessings, and about to get filthier.

I get off the elevator on the 23rd floor. This is the moment I am eagerly dreading. To the left lies the bridal suite where I am supposed to consummate my marriage to Bobby. To the right lies the room where I'll give my body over to Robert, my father-in-law.

My decision was never in doubt. I go to the right. I march directly to Room 2313. I swipe the card and go inside before I can change my mind.


Chapter Five



The suite is dark. The only light is coming from the city lights shining through the open curtains and a little seeping in from the bedroom off to the right.

It takes a moment for my eyes to adjust. I see him sitting in an armchair across the room. He's still wearing his tuxedo, but his tie is undone. His right leg is crossed over his left and he has a glass of some liquor in his hand.

I gulp. Am I ready for this? My pussy is weeping lubrication. She's ready.

Without being asked, I walk over to my husband's father and take the glass from his hand. I take a sip; it's scotch. I feel the liquid burn on the way down my throat. I feel the courage flow through my core.

"That's the last time you do anything I haven't told you to do," he says. "Understand?"

My body tingles at the authority in his voice. "Yes."

Robert jumps to his feet and grabs the glass from my hand. "What?"

Through the shiver of fear, I remember. "Yes, sir."

He caresses my cheek. "Good girl."

His praise thrills me.

"Now, turn around."

I obey and he slowly begins to unhook the back of my dress.

"You're such a beautiful girl. When my son brought you home to meet us all those years ago, I envisioned this night. No, no, Bobby didn't have this game planned back then, it was all in my depraved imagination. My son knew about the arrangement his mother and I have. I sensed he had the same kinks as us. I raised him well."

When he gets to the last hook, Robert pulls sharp, ripping the dress.

"There you go, something to remember the night."

As if I'd ever forget.

Robert walks around me. I let the dress slide off my body. It pools around my feet in a heap of fabric and lace. My father-in-law smiles when he sees I'm not wearing any panties.

"Striking. Step out of the dress and go stand facing the wall."

I do as instructed. Behind me, I hear the sound of a glass being set down and a belt buckle being undone.

My pussy is aching with need, my body quivers.

Without warning, Robert pushes me up against the wall, crushing my body with his own. His arm presses against my shoulders and I feel his cock pushed into the small of my back. I can feel precum on my skin.

"I was so hard, watching you walk down that aisle, Irene. It hurt. But now I have you, and I'm going to fuck you senseless."

His words drive me wild as he lines up his cock with my warm slit. I arch my back and open my legs to give him better access.

I scream when he thrusts and buries his cock inside me.

He smacks my ass.

"You can't come. No coming until I tell you to come."

I tense up. He's stretching my pussy to her limit. I've never had a cock fill me like this. I wish my husband had inherited his father's cock. Robert gives my body a moment to adjust to his size and then starts rolling his hips, working his shaft in and out of my pussy.

He fucks me with an efficiency I find amazing. I feel every inch of his cock move between my walls, every ridge, every vein. My pussy wraps his shaft like a glove.

I feel an orgasm building in my core and I fight hard to keep it in check. I'm lost in the pleasure of the moment, but still don't want to disappoint him.

"God, your cunt is so tight. Did any of those other fuckers even make you cum?"

I hold my tongue.

"Good girl. Answer me."

"Oh, god no, sir. I haven't cum today."

I can almost hear him smile.

"You poor girl. Used like a fuck toy. That's what you are tonight, right? A fuck toy."

"Yes. A fuck toy."

I'm lost in the moment. My mind buzzes with stimulation. Like every nerve in my core is on fire.

Robert is fucking me furiously, pounding my pussy with his cock. I yelp each time his hips slap against my ass. He reaches into my white lacy bra and mauls my tit. His fingers are rough against my skin. Wonderful pain shoots through my body when he pinches my nipples hard.

"Your body is my playground tonight. I'm going to have you every way, my little fuck toy. And when I'm done, I’ll send you back to your husband a sore, sated mess."

He lightly bites my neck where it meets my shoulder. He'll surely leave a mark for my husband to see. While his cock is stretching me and he mauls my breast with his right hand, my father-in-law slides his left hand down my taut stomach and over my mound.

I stifle a cry when he begins to circle my clit with his fingers.

"Does my fucktoy want to cum? Answer me!"

"Yes. Yes. I want to cum."

"Beg me."

"Please, sir. I want to cum. Let me cum."

I'd never been denied release before and I didn't know how fucking hot it made me. I feel my juices flowing down my leg. Robert's cock makes moist squishing noises as it pounds my pussy.

"More, beg like you mean it."

"Please, oh god, please, sir, let me come. I'll do anything for you, sir."

"Call me, Daddy."

My mind nearly explodes. This is so fucking hot, I can barely contain myself.

"Please, Daddy, let me cum."

"Good girl. You can cum for Daddy."

"Fuck!" I scream as my orgasm splits my soul in two. "God, Daddy so good. That feels so fucking good." Wave after wave of pleasure courses through me as the first climax of the night arrives, like every climax I was denied earlier melded together into one ultimate moment of pure ecstasy.

"Fuck. I'm close," Robert says. He grabs my waist and goes to work fucking me with hard, fast, deep strokes. "Where do you want me to come?"

I wasn't anticipating the question. It's too soon after my orgasm. I'm not thinking straight. My pleasure controls all. I should tell him to pull out. I should tell him to cum on my back, or better yet, to take my mouth. I don't, though. I'm still riding the high of my climax and I want to feel him pulse inside me. I want to feel the warmth of his seed spread within my womb.

"I'm sorry, honey," I whisper just before saying, "Inside me. Fill me with your cum."

I sense his smile again and he drives his cock deep inside me and holds me.

"Fuck fuck fuck," he says in quick succession. Then he groans and I feel his cock expand, stretching me open even further as he paints my inner walls with his seed.

"Who owns this pussy?" he growls as he comes.

"You do, Daddy. You own this pussy." The words come like second nature. Like I was born to scream them, and maybe I was. I love the feeling of being used, like a whore. My pleasure came from others.

Another orgasm rolls through my body and I scream my lover's name. "Yes, Robert. Take me. Take me hard."

After I come back down from my glorious sensual high, my father-in-law turns me around and holds me in a warm loving embrace. My head rests against his hairy chest as I catch my breath.

"You are such a good girl, my little fuck toy. Let's get you some water."

Robert pulls a bottle of water out of the mini-fridge. The cool liquid feels good going down my throat as warm cum slowly rolls down the inside of my thigh. My father-in-law holds me softly and runs the palm of his hand over my hair.

"Good girl. Drink up. Recharge for round two."

My pussy aches as she longs to be filled again.

"But first you need to text your husband and tell him you're going to be a little late."

My lips form a wicked smile.

"I think I'll let him stew for a little while."

"You're going to make my son a very good hotwife."

"I will," I say as I go to my knees. "I really will."


Chapter Six



While Robert is in the bathroom pissing, I take a moment to text my new husband. I don't tell him I'm going to be late. I don't tell him to wait up. I take a picture of a trickle of cum slowly rolling down my inner thigh and send that.

I think about sending him one of my used pussy, but decide against it. He'll have to wait until morning to see my pussy.

"So you did send him a text," Robert says from behind me. "Let me see."

My father-in-law snickers when he sees what I did.

"You are a naughty bitch. Bobby chose well."

Robert sets aside my phone and takes my hand. He leads me to the bedroom.

"Lay down on your stomach and spread those luscious legs of yours."

"Yes, Daddy." I turn and give him a sultry smile.

Smack.

"Ouch."

"Don't be a brat."

I jump into the bed and I don't have time to get comfortable before Robert is on me. His weight on my back drives me into the mattress. I feel his huge hard cock against my thighs.

"God, your body is so fucking tempting," he says. "These curves." He runs his hand down the side of my hips. "These tits." He squeezes my breasts with his other hand.

I'm sandwiched between his body and the bed and I'm buzzing. My pussy is flooding with juices, waiting to accept his cock. But it's not for me to ask, no matter how bad I want it. I am a freeuse bride tonight and I'm just a fuck toy for my husband's father.

I feel Robert take his cock in hand.

"Spread your legs, baby doll."

I open my thighs and feel my lover's body slip between them. Then I feel his cock head pressed against my dripping pussy lips. He slides his length through my fleshy folds without entering me. A shiver runs through me when his cock nudges my clit.

"God, you're a sopping mess. You are loving this treatment, aren't you?"

I moan in response and Robert chuckles.

"Yeah. I knew it. I knew Bobby would end up marrying a woman with a hidden slutty side. Good for him."

I groan as he pushes into me. His huge cock is stretching my pussy open again. It feels marvelous to be so thoroughly filled. Once he's fully sheathed inside me, he begins to fuck me with slow, deep strokes. He's taking his time, allowing himself to enjoy the sensation.

"Oh, fuck, you're so tight. You have a body made for fucking."

I close my eyes and become lost in the moment. My pussy is filled beyond capacity, my body is pressed into the soft comfortable hotel bed, and my mind is swimming in a maelstrom of arousal.

"I could do this all night," Robert says. I'm sure his mind is willing but his control is weak. His cock expands inside me. He groans into my ear as he cums, filling my womb with his seed. He didn't even ask where I wanted it this time.

"Shit. That feels good."

He rolls off and sighs. I move toward the bathroom when he grabs my waist and pulls me back.

"Did I say you could go?"

I open my mouth to say something smart but decide better. I am his fuck toy, after all. I collapse back onto the bed with my head resting on Robert's abdomen facing his deflating cock. It's slimy with our juices.

"Go ahead, clean it off, baby doll."

I lick the head. It's tangy and salty but tastes so sweet. He's soft, so I easily take the entire length into my mouth. I begin to suck and his cock slowly comes back to life.

I love this power I have. To use my mouth and coax desire from a spent man. He's come two times in less than half an hour and I want more. I hollow my cheeks and suck for all I'm worth, but I only get him half hard.

"That's good, baby doll. You can go take a piss now."

In the bathroom, I feel two loads of Robert's cum slide out of my pussy. I quickly piss and then decide to take a shower. I don't want to return to my husband smelling of his father.

The water feels so refreshing against my skin. My body is slightly sore from all the abuse it's taken. I'm tired, but it's a good kind of tired. I'm still buzzing from the experience of being taken by five other people on my wedding night. It's crazy. I haven't even made love to my husband yet and I've been fucked by two men and had oral sex with two different men and a woman.

My marriage is getting off to a filthy but pleasurable start.

I am shampooing my hair when I hear the glass shower door open. I feel a large body press against me. I don't have to open my eyes to know it's Robert. His cock is hard again and pressing against my side.

He doesn't use me like I expect him to. Instead, he takes my hands and sets them to my side.

"Let me," he says as he starts to run his fingers through my hair, working the shampoo into my locks. "Such nice hair, Irene. Lovely blond. Fine. Just like my wife's."

A thrill runs through me. He called me Irene. Not baby doll. Not freeuse slut. Not fuck toy. He called me Irene.

I know this will be the last time we do this. It's a one-time dalliance. My husband's miscalculated gift. A momentary lapse of reason. A delightful mistake.

Robert will always be in my life, but after tonight only as my father-in-law, not as my lover.

But the night's not over yet.

I reach and grab his face. He's so goddamn handsome. I pray I'm looking into the face my husband will grow into.

I reach up on my toes and kiss Robert. He's slightly surprised but quickly recovers and returns the kiss. Our mouths open and our tongues tangle together. A fire of lust possesses me. I jump into his arms and wrap my legs around his waist. He effortlessly holds my weight. He lifts and settles me down onto his cock. He easily slides home.

I moan as he completely fills me. For most of the day I've been a freeuse bride, but now I was a woman taking what I wanted. And what I wanted was to be vigorously fucked by Robert.

"Take me, Robert. Take me for the last time."

And he did.

My father-in-law starts bouncing me on his cock, effortlessly lifting me and plunging me onto his shaft while thrusting deep into my pussy. Euphoria fills my senses as his cock fills my womb.

"Yes. Yes. That feels so good."

"Your husband is a lucky man," Robert whispers to me as he fucks me. "To have such a wanton wife. Willing to do these things for him. Willing to be a slut."

"Hush. Just fuck me."

The efficient fuck of earlier returns. We move like a well-oiled machine, his cock pistoning within my aching walls. Each time he bottoms out, his pelvis hits my clit and the tension grows, until finally he plunges deep and I feel him release.

As the warmth of his seed spreads through my womb, my own climax arrives and wave after wave of pleasure surges through my body.

"Oh Rob," I scream, not caring who hears. I hold him tightly as my orgasm consumes me. I shake and shiver and moan with abandon. I am lost in pleasure, yet I know I am safe in Robert's arms.

When my rapture fades, I lose all strength and collapse around my lover. He holds me up while he turns off the shower. Somehow Robert is able to get me dried off and lays me down on the bed, where I quickly fall asleep.


Chapter Seven



Iwake up with the first rays of the morning sun slipping through the window. Robert had not fully closed the curtains and a sliver of light crept through the gap and landed right on my face.

I am greeted by the smell of coffee.

I wrap the bed sheet around my body and go out to the sitting room. I expect to see my father-in-law sitting on the couch waiting to take me again. I promised myself last night was it, but I'm glad he isn't there because I wasn't sure I would have been able to keep that promise.

Instead of morning sex, I'm greeted by the smell of coffee. A large takeaway cup is sitting on the counter. A note sits next to it.

Irene, we had a great night and I wouldn't trade it for anything in the world. I didn't lie when I said you'd make my son a great wife. You will. Now go to him. He needs to reclaim you and start your life together. Robert.

I take a sip of coffee. Robert is a smart man, as well as a sex machine. I think about taking another shower, but I don't want to risk my father-in-law's return and end up doing something we would both regret.

I throw on a hotel robe, bundle up my filthy dress, and leave the room. The door slams shut and I realize I don't have a key. Lucky for me, the bridal suite is just down the hall. I hope my new husband is still in the room or I'll have a lot of explaining to do if anyone happens by. I find the thought of getting caught slightly arousing. What has my husband turned me into? Or, more aptly, what have I discovered about myself?

I lightly knock on the door. It opens almost immediately. Bobby is waiting for my return.

My new husband quickly pulls me into the room.

"You look like you had a fun night," he says as he takes the bundle under my arms.

Bobby is still in his tuxedo. His tie is missing and the first few buttons are undone. The tux is wrinkled and it appears my husband slept in it. There's a flute of flat champagne sitting on the table. I reach for it and take a sip.

"Not how I was expecting my wedding night to be," I said, downing the rest of the glass, "but, yeah, I had fun."

"I hope you're not mad at me for dropping this on you at the last minute."

I give him a wicked smile.

"It's a good thing you did, 'cause I'd have said no if you asked in advance. This was crazy."

"I know. Thanks for indulging me."

I don't want my husband to know just how much I enjoyed getting fucked silly. I need to keep some secrets. Plus I'm sure he feels like he owes me. I plan on cashing that chip in someday.

"You're my husband. Of course, I'll indulge you. Now, from what I hear, you need to reclaim me."

"About that," my husband says. "There's one more thing."

"Whaaat?" I draw out the word. I thought my night of freeuse was over.

"You indulged my fantasy, so before I reclaim you, there's one more coin that needs to be redeemed."

"Oh, come on, Bobby. I'm tired." I don't mention why I was so tired. He knows. "Who has this coin?"

"You misunderstand, sweetheart." My husband reaches into his pocket and pulls out a brothel token. He hands it to me. "The coin is for you to use. You get to fuck anyone you want. So who—"

"Steve," I blurt out.

Instead of looking surprised that I just said I wanted to fuck his best friend, my husband laughs.

I feel a shiver run down my spine. Someone is behind me. I turn to find Steve standing there, looking smug.

"I told you," he says to my husband. "I could tell she wanted to fuck me from the night you introduced us."

"Liar," I say.

Steve gives me an incredulous look, like he doesn’t believe me. "Really?"

Bobby moves behind me and wraps his arms around me.

"Yeah, you’re a handsome man, Steve, but not handsome enough to make me think about cheating on my Bobby."

"I knew she only had eyes for me," my husband says before kissing my neck. Despite being fucked silly all night, I still find myself getting aroused.

"No, you look fine, but it's that cock of yours that made me want to fuck you."

"What?" they say in unison.

"How do you know what his cock looks like?" my husband asks.

"Remember the night you came over to our place and got drunk, telling us all about how your girlfriend dumped you? We had to take your keys and have you sleep on the couch?"

"Yes," Steve says as he inches closer to me. If this continues I'm going to be sandwiched between these two men.

"Well, in the middle of the night, I had to get up to get a drink of water. You were in the bathroom pissing, and you left the door wide open and I saw the monster you're packing."

"That was the night you—" my husband starts to say.

"Yes, sweetheart, that was the night I woke you up and made you fuck me."

"That was a great night."

I am enjoying the feeling of my husband behind me and Steve a few inches in front of me. My pussy is weeping and I am ready for more fucking.

"Here," I say handing Steve the coin. "You ready to fuck your buddy's new wife?"

Steve opens the tie of my robe. I let it fall to the floor.

"Oh yes. I am ready to fuck you, Irene."


Chapter Eight



Itake Steve's hand and lead him toward the bedroom. My husband stays behind; I turn back and blow him a kiss as I shut the bedroom door, but I leave it open a crack so Bobby can hear the fun I'm having.

He insisted I play this game, so he was going to have to experience what that meant. I am no longer the freeuse fucktoy, I am a woman about to fuck her new husband's best friend.

"Strip," I tell Steve as I sit on the bed. I lean back and play with myself as he takes off his shirt, revealing his sculpted muscles. "You work out, don't you?"

"Three times a week." Steve turns around as he lowers his pants, giving me a close-up view of his lovely ass. His glutes are hard and round and I want to take a bite out of them.

Then he turns and my eyes go wide. His cock is engorged, and huge. His shaft is thick and veiny and pulses with his heartbeat. A drop of precum oozes from the tip.

"Come here," I say.

I reach out as he approaches and stroke him. He feels hefty in my palm. I lean over and lick his balls before running my tongue up the underside of his shaft. Steve's musky aroma fills my nostrils and I can feel my core tighten with desire.

"Fuck, Irene, that feels good."

I look up into his face. Steve is looking down at me. He's not my husband, but for some reason, I want so hard to please him. I take his cock into my mouth and savor the salty taste of his precum.

He's too big to take all the way down my throat. I try as hard as I can, but only manage to get a little more than half of him into my mouth.

"Oh, babe, so good."

He rests his hand on my head, but leaves the pace to me. I bob a few times and lick the ridge of his crown as I pull away. I can feel he may be close.

"You have a very handsome cock," I say as I scoot back on the bed. I lean against the headboard and open my legs. I squeeze a tit with one hand and rub my clit with the other. "Play with yourself. I want to see how you jerk off."

Steve stands at the foot of the bed, his eyes fucking me as he strokes his erection.

"God, you're beautiful," he says.

He looks so sexy, I can feel myself sinking into a sea of euphoria. My brain is buzzing trying to comprehend what is happening.

How could I still be so horny? My wedding day has been a nonstop fuckfest and I still want more.

"If I keep this up, I'm going to cum," Steve says.

It's time.

"Come here, Stud," I say as I beckon him forward with my finger.

I expect him to mount me, but instead, Steve buries his head between my legs.

"I love the smell of your cunt," he says as he begins licking my tender folds.

"Ohhhhhh, I just showered."

"No, it's your musk." He doesn't explain further as he begins to devour me. He makes me a mushy mess as his tongue delves deeper into my pussy. My thighs quiver, I arch my back, and I feel a ball of sexual tension building inside me. I lose my fucking mind when he focuses his attention on my clit. Steve flicks my button with his tongue and I feel my core explode, sending pleasure coursing through my body.

I grasp his head with both hands and hold him tight against me as my orgasm takes me. My fingers grip his hair. I grind my cunt into his face, rubbing my nub into his nose. I don't care if it hurts, I don't care if he can't breathe. My climax controls me and she's a greedy fuck.

When I settle back to earth, I release my lover. Steve pulls away and takes a deep breath.

"Oh, fuck, you liked that?" he asks as he moves up my body.

Oh course I did. No man, not even my new husband, has ever given me such an orgasm.

"Yeah," I say.

Maybe it's because I'm married to another—that extra spice that's never been available to me before. I probably wouldn't have come so hard if I hadn't been married to Bobby.

I keep telling myself that.

"Are you ready?" Steve has his bare cock at my entrance. He's sliding the length through my folds, coating his cock with my juices.

"Sure," I say. There's nothing I want more at that moment than to feel his cock inside me, but I don't want him to know how eager I am, how much of a cock-hungry slut I've become, thanks to my new husband.

I throw my head back when he enters me. His cock stretches me open wider than I've ever been, even wider than Robert. He stops halfway in and lets my pussy acclimate to his size.

"So big," I moan.

"You can do it, Irene." Steve gives me a few shallow thrusts.

"Fuck!" I scream when he pushes all the way in. "God. So Full."

"Good girl. You've done it."

I've done nothing. He's taken me and I'm loving it. My body is on fire, my lust ignited by the spark of illicit desire instigated by my new husband. I've broken my vows more times than I can count, and I haven't even been married for twenty-four hours.

It feels so wrong, but I love every moment.

"Fuck me, Steve. Fuck my married cunt."

And he does. He begins slow, but I can tell he's close to his own climax and wants to really pound me.

"Harder. I'm not fragile. I won't break. Fuck me harder." When Steve starts to really fuck me, I begin to think I might be wrong. The force of his thrusts sends pain and pleasure through me.

"Yes. Yes. Yes." I scream. I bite back yelling his name. It doesn't matter if someone hears my cries of pleasure. I am a new bride. They don’t have to know I'm not fucking my husband.

"So tight," Steve growls. He presses his face into my neck. I feel his breath on my skin, sending tingles down my spine. His hips are a frenzy of motion, the friction of his cock within my walls stirs my lust. I wrap my legs around his waist and hold on for dear life.

"Where?" Steve grunts. I know he's close. There's not much time. I should tell him to pull out. My brain is about to speak the words when my body intervenes. I squeeze my legs, holding my lover in place. Even if he wanted to pull out, he wouldn't be able to.

"Inside me," I whisper. "I want to feel your release inside me."

I'm a real slut. Letting two men come inside me in one day, neither being my husband. I snicker to myself because I don't care. Bobby has helped me discover a part of myself I'd repressed. I liked sex before this night, but now I love it.

Steven pushes himself deep and growls. I feel his cock hit my cervix. He pulses inside me, releasing his load into my womb. Desire settles over me, my body quivers as another climax takes me. I'm lost on clouds of pleasure, suspended in the moment. Everything else slips away, my wedding, my husband, even the man between my legs. My world is the cock inside me and the pleasure coursing through me.

I'm brought back to my senses when he pulls out, leaving a trail of pearly-white cum leaking onto the bed.

I feel a deep sense of loss, a void inside me. It will pass, but the memory will forever remain.

Steve collapses on the bed beside me. I feel a smile on my face.

Later, when I reflect on this day, I may reconsider, but at the moment I am the happiest I've ever been. The afterglow of a fantastic fuck overshadowing my wedding.

There's only one more thing to make this a perfect moment.

"Steve," I say as I get up to head to the shower. "Would you send my husband in?"


Chapter Nine



Istand in the shower, letting the scorching water flow down my body, over my aching tired muscles, washing away all the sin and debauchery of the last twelve hours. I close my eyes and relive each and every moment, from the filthiest things I said to the moment I said, I do.

I sucked off a near stranger under the table. I ate pussy for the first time. I fucked my father-in-law, several times. I walked down the aisle and promised myself to one man, till the end, and I let that man give me to many others.

It was not the wedding I dreamed of when Bobby proposed to me. But after much contemplation, I concluded that I wouldn't trade it for anything.

I smile when feel the comfortable familiarity of my new husband's body press against mine. Bobby wraps his arms around me and holds me tight.

"Are you okay?" he says.

I wait to answer. Not that I don't know, but that I want to make sure he knows my answer is the absolute truth.

"Sweetheart, I'm fine," I whisper.

"Thank you for indulging my… my kink."

I can't help but laugh.

"And I want to thank you for sharing it. I learned so much about myself, things I either didn't know or had denied all my life. For one thing, I'm pretty sure I'm bisexual." I turn around in my husband's arms. "Do you think you can handle that?"

"Irene, I let you fuck my father. I can handle anything."

He leans down and kisses me as water splashes our faces. It's enough to make me laugh.

"You think that's funny?" Bobby asks. "I'll show you funny."

He tickles me and I turn the water nozzle on him. I'm surprised either of us has enough energy after the night we had. I'm sure my husband didn't get much sleep, knowing I was being fucked all night.

I get Bobby to stop tickling me by grabbing his family jewels.

"We done with the horseplay?"

My husband retaliates by sliding two fingers along my wet folds. I moan and let go of his balls. He doesn't stop playing with my pussy and I keep moaning my appreciation.

"I still can't believe you're up for more after the night you've had."

I lean back my hands to support myself against the back wall of the shower.

"Sweetheart, I will always be up for more with you. I only did what I did tonight because of you."

My husband kisses me again and this time I don't laugh. Instead, I melt into his embrace.

This was the best moment of my wedding. Being alone with my new husband, naked before each other, locked in each other's arms.

"Make love to me," I say.

"I've been waiting for you to say that."

Bobby turns off the water. We get out of the shower and he wraps me in an enormous bath towel. He carefully dries my body. He starts with my dripping hair, then slowly makes his way down my body. He pays special attention to my breasts, making sure my underboob is dry. He lifts each leg and glides the towel down and back.

He gives himself a quick, once-over with the same towel and takes us to the bedroom.

I lay down and look up into his face. I see the boyish charm that first caught my attention across the library counter. But as he stares, I see a serious look infiltrate and I notice his father's features. I have no doubt he will mature to be a very handsome man in his later years.

"You're beautiful," he says.

"I'm glad you think so." I crawl back on the bed.

My husband joins me.

"I'm not the only one." He peppers my neck with kisses.

"You're the only one who matters."

My husband creates a trail of kisses down my neck, over my chest, to my boobs. He takes a nipple into his mouth and begins to suckle. I moan as I feel my pussy become wetter.

I reach down for his erection and begin to stroke him. It's not the biggest cock, but it is the best.

Bobby moves to mount me. I spread my legs to give him access. He lines his cock up and presses in, sinking to the hilt in one smooth motion.

I close my eyes and moan. I love the way he feels inside me. I feel full, but not stuffed. It's comfortable, like home.

He begins to move inside me, slowly and with purpose. I feel every wonderful inch of his cock against my fleshy walls.

"You feel so good, Bobby."

"Better than—"

I don't let him finish. I grab his head and kiss him. I drive my tongue deep into his mouth, penetrating his lips. He tastes delicious. I don't think about what my breath must taste like.

"You feel the best, my love. You always will."

Bobby rolls us over. I'm now on top. I bounce on his cock at my own pace. I keep my eyes closed and become lost in the pleasure our intercourse creates.

I know my husband is enjoying the view of my boobs bouncing up and down. He reaches out and mauls them, just the way I like. I squeal when he pinches my nipples and I feel an orgasm approach.

I press against his chest as I rock my hips back and forth. I love the feeling of my clit against the base of his cock.

"Oh, fuck, Bobby. So full. So fucking full."

I moan his name as my climax hits. My husband thrusts to match my movement and I truly have the best orgasm of my life. Not despite the many men I'd had that night, but because of them. It was the culmination of a truly debauched wedding that I would remember for the rest of my life.

As my pleasure slowly ebbs, I can feel my husband's reach its crescendo.

Bobby flops me over. He grabs my hips and begins pounding away at my pussy. I can feel his fingers grip hard and I know he will leave a bruise.

"Fuck. This pussy is mine," he says as his cock pulses and I feel the warmth of his seed flowing deep within me.

I smile, knowing we truly belong together, me and my Bobby. He may like to share me with others, and it turns out I love to be shared. Nonetheless, at the end of the day, we belong together.

When he's pumped the last drop of his seed inside me, my new husband rolls over and collapses on the bed.

"Hope you're not in the wet spot Steve left," I say.

"I have a feeling it's something I'm going to have to get used to."

I turn to face my husband.

"You think I'm always going to be a freeuse fuck toy?" I ask, knowing the answer.

"Of course not," my husband says. "But I know you'll be wanting to fuck other guys."

"And you'll let me."

"Isn't it obvious, after tonight?"

Everything he says validates my point. We are perfect together, more than we could ever know.

"Do you mind if I fall asleep?" I say. I close my eyes before he can answer.
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