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Prologue
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Millhaven sits quietly in the green belly of South Carolina. Pine stands that block the sun for miles. A man-made lake where fathers teach their sons to fish and mothers watch from folding chairs with cold tea sweating beside them. Summers here drag on until the leaves turn brittle and drop, but the heat never really leaves. It seeps under doors, sticks to skin, makes the nights too warm to sleep.

It’s the kind of place people don’t leave if they can help it. Grandparents in white clapboard houses they built after the war. Grown kids living three streets over in new ranch homes with fresh mulch and HOA signs about trash days. Friday night lights at Millhaven High. Saturday yard sales that pull half the neighborhood into one driveway. Sunday morning pews packed tight at Three Pines Church.

Most folks in Millhaven live right. They say yes, ma’am and no, sir. They never kiss anyone but the person they promised at the altar. They know their neighbors’ names and wave when they pass on narrow streets. A man here knows his children should grow up honest. A woman here knows gossip is a blade that cuts fast, so she keeps her lipstick soft and her smiles softer.

But some people want what the rest never dare touch. They feel it at night, under the hum of the bedroom fan. A hunger that doesn’t fit inside a marriage bed. A thought that sticks when the lights are off — a thought they pray away before the alarm clock rings.

A few don’t pray it away. They slip out when the house goes quiet. They park where the tree line swallows the road. They pay cash at the Whisper Inn. They text numbers they saved under fake names. They lie. They wash off the sweat before slipping back under the covers beside the faithful bodies that trust them.

Millhaven doesn’t forgive them if they’re found out. It never has. The town will turn cold in a second — a neighbor’s eyes looking through you at the grocery aisle, a pastor’s hand dropping from your shoulder. The price is high. The risk makes it sweeter. The ones who stray this way know it’s risky. They do it anyway.

And when they sit in the front pew next Sunday, they bow their heads lower than anyone else — eyes shut, lips parted, still tasting what they shouldn’t have touched.

Emma James knows how to smile like that. She came home to Millhaven to live right, to love safely. But she was born with a mouth that opens easily — and a hunger that never really left.
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Poolside Problem
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The sun had already claimed the day by the time we pulled up to David’s parents’ house — not just warm, but brutal. That late-summer kind of heat where even the shadows feel hot and the pavement could fry skin. The car’s AC cut off with the engine, and I felt it immediately. The air shifted, thick and dry, crawling under the wrap I’d tied loose over my hips.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the side mirror as I pushed the door open. Hair pinned up. Sunglasses just right. Bikini straps visible against my shoulders. I’d gone with the black one. Low-cut. High-waisted. Tight at the hips, snug at the chest — a fuck-you to age, gravity, and anyone who assumed I’d stopped being worth looking at the minute I got engaged.

David glanced over, smiling. “You look hot,” he said, simple and sincere.

I smiled back. “I know.”

He reached over and squeezed my thigh before grabbing the bag from the back seat. His hand lingered just long enough to make a promise — but not long enough to keep it.

I stepped out into the heat, adjusting the wrap so it hit at just the right angle. If I bent forward too far, they’d get a view. If I sat wrong, they’d get a different one.

I wasn’t going to be careless.

But I wasn’t hiding, either.

Inside, the noise wrapped around me like steam — children shrieking near the pool, ice cubes clinking, music playing too quietly from a speaker someone had set by the kitchen window. David’s mom appeared almost immediately, arms wide, lipstick too bright for the time of day.

“There she is! My favorite daughter-in-law—almost!”

I let her hug me. Kissed her cheek. Smiled and let out a polite half-laugh. I was good at this now, saying the exact thing to make them feel warm inside without ever really saying anything at all.

David’s dad barked something from behind the grill. Smoke billowed. The cousins were all variations on the same adult baby: backwards caps, pale shoulders, drinks already in hand. David peeled off to grab beers with his uncle. I was steered outside like a guest of honor.

“Here,” his mom said, placing a mimosa in my hand and guiding me toward the deck. “I saved you the shady chair.”

Of course she had.

There was always a chair ready. Always a gentle smile. I wasn’t just the fiancée. I was The Bride. The woman they’d all quietly decided was now part of the family, but still needed to be watched for cracks.

I set my mimosa down and unknotted the linen wrap.

The heat hit instantly. My skin was already glistening, and the moment I peeled the fabric away, I felt the breeze lick across my stomach, my thighs, my chest. The bikini hugged everything — tits up and tight, ass barely contained, hips high and bare. I’d waxed two days ago and moisturized obsessively since.

The lounger was hot. Plastic sticking to my back as I reclined. I shifted, adjusted. Crossed my legs slowly, letting the tops of my thighs glisten in the sun.

Someone dropped a bottle cap. An uncle laughed loudly. And just beneath it all, I felt eyes.

I always did.

Some men pretend not to look. Others don’t bother. But I knew how to feel it — that prickling warmth when a glance lands and lingers. And there it was. From the man at the cooler. From one of the cousins as he walked by too slowly. From the neighbor, mid-conversation, glancing over the rim of his sunglasses.

Let them look.

It didn’t mean anything. Not really.

But it still felt good.

David had wandered off — something about grill temperatures and the wrong kind of charcoal. I was left alone under the shade, mimosa half-empty, eyes half-lidded, skin humming.

And then—

Then the air shifted.

I didn’t hear a splash. No yell. No running footsteps or laughing cousins. Just a kind of... pause. Like the space changed around me. Like the volume lowered.

I turned my head toward the pool, eyes slow from heat and bubbles, expecting nothing.

He was rising out of the deep end, water pouring from his skin in sheets. Hands braced wide on the concrete lip, shoulders flexed as he pushed up, back arched, abs carved and slick under the sun.

He stood.

He shook his hair once — a single motion that sent droplets flying — then stepped onto the deck. Like a movie star. 

That’s when I saw it.

The black swim trunks clung to him, still dripping. The fabric was thick but soaked through, plastered to his skin. And in the front, unmistakable, obscene: the bulge.

Heavy.

Low.

Thick.

His cock pressed against the fabric like it had nowhere else to go. Not just visible — defined. Full head, shaft, curve. It looked heavy enough to swing. And it made every man at that party look like a joke.

My breath stopped.

Not a gasp. Not a choke. Just... My body stilled. My thighs pressed tighter together. The mimosa trembled slightly in my hand.

I stared.

Not a glance. A full, frozen, locked-on stare.

The cock. His body. The muscles at his hips, the way water traced down the center of his chest, over his abs, disappearing into that curve at the waistband. It was obscene. And perfect. And completely impossible.

And then I noticed his face.

Younger. Softer than the body, but not by much. Eyes bright, amused. Mouth tugged in a smile that wasn’t smug — just aware.

Adam.

David’s little brother.

My fiancé’s nineteen-year-old brother.

I blinked, tried to recover, to look away—but it was too late. His eyes had already locked with mine.

He saw.

He saw me looking.

He saw where I was looking.

His eyebrows lifted just slightly. Then he smiled — just for me. Not big. Not gloating. Just enough to say: You saw. I know you saw.

And I didn’t look away.

Couldn’t.

Because this wasn’t the same boy I remembered from awkward teen dinners and high school drop-ins. This wasn’t the kid with the cracked voice and acne across his shoulders. This wasn’t a boy.

This was a Man. Capital M.

And I had just stared at his cock for a full three seconds in front of his entire family.

Something low and dark twisted inside me. Shame. Heat. Desire.

Jesus.

He was nineteen.

Nineteen and hung like a fucking god.

And I was dripping.

“Hey,” David said, suddenly beside me. I flinched.

He didn’t notice. He was holding two plates of grilled whatever, grinning like this was the best day of his life. “Food’s ready. You hungry?”

“Sure,” I said, my voice wrong. “I’ll eat something.”

David handed me a plate and kissed my cheek, then looked out over the pool. “Oh, hey! Adam’s here. He finally showed up.”

I didn’t answer.

David smiled and took a bite of his burger. “Poor kid’s would drown in pussy once he gets back to college. Too bad he is so extremely shy around women. Still a little boy, I guess.”

I forced a laugh and looked away.

Adam had towel-dried his hair and was stretching his arms up behind his neck, standing tall by the poolside. There was nothing little about him.

—-
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I didn’t say much on the ride home.

David filled the silence the way he always did — harmless chatter about burned burgers, which cousin was dating that idiot again, how his mom thought the playlist was “too modern” even though it was nothing but 2010s pop.

I nodded. Smiled where appropriate.

But I couldn’t stop shifting in my seat.

The bikini clung tighter now, the edges damp not just from the pool but from the way I’d started sweating again the moment we stepped into the car. My thighs were slick, my wrap stuck to the backs of my legs. I could feel the line of my bikini bottom pressing against the soft heat between my legs. Every bump in the road nudged it deeper. Every red light gave me time to remember.

Not the pool. Not the family.

Him.

The way Adam stepped out of the water like he didn’t know — or worse, like he did. The way the fabric of his trunks had clung, the sheer size of him. I hadn’t imagined that. I couldn’t have. You don’t imagine details like that. The full outline. The curve. The weight.

David was talking about chairs — someone didn’t bring enough. I gave a soft mhm and kept my knees pressed tight, one hand resting flat against my thigh.

I wanted to touch myself. Right there in the car. Just press the heel of my hand down and grind until the pressure tipped.

Instead, I bit the inside of my cheek.

By the time we pulled into the driveway, I was flushed all over again — but not from the sun.

Inside, David tossed his keys into the bowl like always, kicked his shoes off and flopped on the couch.

“That was a good day,” he said, already grabbing the remote.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice low. “I’m going to shower.”

“Want me to bring you a drink?”

“No. I’m fine.”

He was already scrolling before I reached the hallway.

I closed the bathroom door and stripped. My bikini was damp in all the wrong places. I caught a glance of myself in the mirror: tan lines, flushed skin, the slight puffiness in my chest from the heat.

But my eyes went lower. My fingers drifted. Not far. Just to the inside of my thigh. Still warm. Still tingling.

I turned on the water and stepped into the shower.

The moment I closed my eyes, it came back.

That image. That body.

Adam stepping out of the pool like something out of a dream I wasn’t supposed to have. The way the water ran off his skin, the shape of his cock pressing against wet fabric, heavy and impossible to ignore. I hadn’t seen him in months—maybe longer—and somehow he’d gone from lanky little brother to...

No. I wasn’t going to say it. Not even in my head.

I told myself it was the shock. That’s all. Just surprise. A kind of whiplash. But the truth was uglier. Filthier. I’d stared. I’d stared. And when he looked at me—when he smiled like he knew exactly what I’d seen—I didn’t look away.

I liked that he saw me seeing it.

My thighs clenched in the water. I leaned one hand against the tile and let my fingers slip between them. Just a brush. A test. A check.

Wet.

My fingers moved further.

Still slow. Still barely anything. Just the weight of contact. Just the thought of him — standing there, that cock pulling at the soaked fabric, heavy and thick and impossible.

I imagined him closer. Right there in the steam. Watching me.

Not touching. Just looking.

I rubbed once, lightly — not on my clit yet. I wasn’t ready. My body needed to build. I liked the ache, the suspense.

My legs shifted wider. My hips tilted.

When I finally brushed my clit, my back arched hard. The pressure sent a jolt straight up my spine. One slow circle. Then another.

It didn’t take long.

The image in my mind was too clear. His body. That bulge. The way he looked at me like he knew I wasn’t supposed to stare — and didn’t care.

My breath hitched. My thighs tensed.

I imagined him watching again. Imagined him stepping into the shower fully clothed, water soaking through, that cock outlined again and again as he came closer, silent, his eyes locked on my hands.

The orgasm hit fast and sharp.

I came with a twitch, a grunt against my wrist. My legs shuddered. My stomach tightened.

And then I stood there, chest heaving, water pouring down my back, lips parted, eyes closed. Body shaking.

I rinsed off slowly.

—-
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When I stepped out, the bathroom mirror was fogged and useless. I dried off without care, wrapped the towel around my hips, and walked naked into the bedroom.

David was already in bed, boxers and an old t-shirt, scrolling through something on his phone. The screen lit up his face in flashes:  ESPN headlines, text threads, email. He looked up when he heard the door.

“Hey, babe.”

That was it.

His eyes flicked over my body, but it was brief. Polite.

I dropped the towel on the floor and pulled on a clean pair of panties. No bra. I let my tits hang heavy as I climbed in beside him. Damp hair cooling against the pillow. The air conditioner hummed softly above.

I waited.

Two minutes. Maybe three.

Then he rolled toward me, placed a hand lazily on my stomach. His fingers moved like they had a hundred times before — slow, confident, practiced. But not hungry.

“Can I?”

I didn’t answer. Just pulled the sheet down.

His hand drifted lower. He pressed two fingers against my panties, slid them inside without urgency. No teasing. No eye contact.

I let him.

I turned my head toward the window and stared at the glass. The moonlight made the pane glow faintly. I imagined it as a mirror. A reflection. Or maybe a lens. Maybe Adam was standing out there now, watching. Seeing my tits rise with every breath. Seeing my body open up under someone else.

David climbed between my legs. His cock was hard enough to work — but not hard enough to crave. He pushed in.

I moaned softly.

Not from what I felt.

From what I wanted to feel.

From what I remembered.

David came quickly, hips stuttering once, then stilling.

“Mmm. Needed that,” he murmured, already fading into sleep.

I stayed still. One arm above my head. My panties twisted at my thighs, my skin damp.

I waited. Until his breathing slowed, until the glow of his phone stopped flashing.

Then I reached between my legs and pressed two fingers against my clit.

In my mind, Adam was stepping out of the pool again — cock heavy and soaked, smirking, saying nothing.

Just showing me.

My fingers worked fast and light. I came again. Quick. Sharp. A whimper caught in my throat.

And then I lay there, staring at the ceiling, the shame pulsing slow and low.

And I thought:

What the fuck is wrong with me?
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The Dress Fitting
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“I really want you there,” I said, standing in the doorway with my coffee. “It’s the final fitting. I’m not bringing anyone else.”

David was halfway through tying his tie, eyes flicking between his phone and the mirror. “I know, babe. I wish I could, but this pitch is a full team review. If I skip it, they’ll make me redo everything.”

I didn’t respond right away.

He smoothed the tie, adjusted the collar, then glanced at me with a half-smile like it would settle everything.

“You look nice,” he added. “That’s the wrap you wore last weekend, right?”

I sipped my coffee. “It is.”

He kissed my cheek, a quick peck without pressure. “I’ll send Adam.”

“What?”

“He’s free today. He can help. Just text him the address. It’s ten minutes from his place, right?”

He was already walking toward the garage.

“I’d rather go alone than bring your brother,” I said, not quite joking.

“He’s fine,” David called back. “And hey — at least he won’t say no.”

I stood in the hallway for a second after the door slammed, staring at my reflection in the hallway mirror.

He hadn’t really looked at me.

Not once.

Not when I walked in this morning in just a t-shirt and panties. Not when I got dressed. Not when I asked him for something as simple as being there.

I should’ve been used to it by now.

I ran a finger along my collarbone, then down between the swell of my breasts, just visible above the neckline. My skin looked flushed. Healthy. The work I’d done at the gym was paying off — hips tighter, waist smaller, tits lifted without help. I looked good.

And I wanted my husband to see me. Or someone..

—-
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The boutique was cool and quiet. Air-conditioning like a blessing. Soft piano music played low over ceiling speakers, barely more than a suggestion. Everything smelled like pressed cotton, expensive lotion, and old wood floors that had been polished to a shine.

Lucille greeted me with her usual serene calm. “Morning, Emma.”

“Final stretch,” I said, stepping into the light.

Lucille had been with me since the first fitting — a neat grey bob, crisp eyeliner, posture like a dancer. Always polite. Always safe and solid.

She smiled. “Let’s see if it hugs you the way it’s supposed to.”

I stepped out of my sundress and sandals, standing tall in just my nude panties and heels. I hadn’t worn a bra — I never did for these fittings. The gown had built-in cups, and my tits didn’t need help anyway.

Lucille helped me into the dress and zipped me halfway up, circling slowly, tugging at the seams, smoothing her palm over the curve of my ass with detached professionalism. She knelt to examine the hem, her fingers brushing my ankle.

“Hmm,” she said. “That back-right split needs reinforcement. You’ve been working out.”

I smiled faintly. “Guilty.”

She nodded, stood, and took the gown in her arms like it was silk from Versailles. “I’ll tighten the seam. Five minutes.”

When she walked off, the heels of her boots clicked neatly down the hall, leaving me alone in the center of the suite.

I didn’t reach for the wrap. Didn’t cover myself.

It was quiet. Private. 

I walked slowly across the room, heels ticking on the floor, letting my body stretch. My legs looked strong. My waist narrow. My tits — high, round, flushed from the slight effort of stepping in and out of the gown.

I rolled my shoulders. Reached up. Let the movement shift everything. My breasts swayed naturally, no straps to hold them. My nipples caught the cool air, tightening with the contact.

I didn’t hide.

I didn’t even think about hiding.

I liked watching myself now. The workouts did pay off.

I stepped toward the counter just outside the fitting area, still bare except for my panties and heels, one hand brushing my hair back as I reached for my phone. It buzzed just as I touched it.

I picked it up, glanced at the screen... and froze.

“Hey,” a voice said — low, male, close.

I turned.

Adam.

Ten feet away. Holding an iced coffee in one hand, a dress bag in the other. His jacket was slung casually over one arm. His hair was still damp from a shower. His eyes weren’t on my face.

Not even close.

His gaze dropped like it had weight.

It landed on my tits first: bare, round, nipples stiff in the cool air. Then down, following the dip of my stomach, the soft hollow of my hips, to the snug panties cutting high across my hipbones. He saw the heels. He saw my legs.

And he didn’t look away.

His mouth parted. A slight inhale. The tip of his tongue caught between his teeth for just a second, like he was afraid of saying something too fast.

His eyes moved back up — slowly, reluctantly. When they met mine, I saw it.

Not embarrassment.

Not an apology.

Hunger.

“David said you needed help,” he said finally, voice thick. “With the dress?”

I didn’t answer right away. I watched his throat shift as he swallowed.

His jeans, tighter than I remembered, didn’t hide anything. Not with the way he was standing. The bulge was obvious. Impressive. And growing. My initial shock drained off me as his cock grew. I felt seen. I felt naughty.

“You’ve never seen a naked woman before?” I asked. The words came out light. Teasing. I didn’t plan to say them. They just slipped out.

His eyes didn’t move.

Then, slowly, deliberately, he shook his head. “Not quite like you.”

That pause stretched between us, thick and full of everything we weren’t saying.

I smiled. Not a full grin. Just enough to let him know I let him look.

Then I stepped back into the fitting room and closed the door behind me.

My heart was pounding. My thighs were warm. My panties were soaked.

Not embarrassed. Not at all.

—-
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I sat in the driver’s seat for a long time before starting the engine.

Both hands on the wheel. Air-conditioning humming faintly. My panties still damp. The heels I hadn’t bothered to take off made my legs feel longer than usual, and every inch of skin still buzzed with memory.

I didn’t plan to do it.

That was what I told myself. I didn’t plan to be standing there in heels and nothing else, chest forward, back arched slightly from stretching. I didn’t plan it.

But I hadn’t stopped it either.

I hadn’t slammed the door. I hadn’t covered up. I hadn’t even flinched.

I let him see me.

Every inch.

And I liked it.

The heat between my thighs had never faded. Not even now, ten minutes later, with the engine running and the AC blasting against my collarbone. I shifted in the seat, my panties clinging. I took a long sip from my water bottle and glanced at myself in the rearview.

Flushed cheeks. Lips parted. Pupils wide.

I didn’t look like an innocent bride.

I looked like a woman who had just flaunted her nude body to a man who really shouldn’t see her nude at all.

And I loved it.

Loved the way he stared. The way his cock responded without shame. Loved the silence of it. The inevitability. Like it wasn’t something he did — like it was something I caused.

That stare... it hadn’t felt like a boy looking at a woman.

It felt like a man realizing what he wanted.

And my body had answered right back.

—-
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I drove home with the windows cracked and my nipples hard. I didn’t turn on the radio. I just thought.

About him. About me. And about her. The girl I used to be.

I used to be the one who swapped boyfriends all the time. The one men bragged about and women hated on instinct. I wore lipstick to 9 a.m. classes, heels to frat parties, and never once apologized for my body or what I wanted done to it.

I’ve had sex in a mall stairwell. On a car hood on the 4th of July, the metal burning against my back. In a casino bathroom with a man I met 1o minutes before. I’ve sucked off a man in a booth while his fiancée danced with her friends ten feet away. He came so hard he couldn’t walk right for twenty minutes.

I was wild. Not stupid. Not desperate. Just hungry.

And I always got what I wanted.

But at some point, the rush stopped feeling worth it. I got tired — not of the sex, but of the silence after. Of waking up alone. Of no one knowing if I was okay.

So I came home. Reconnected with David.Safe, sweet, boring David.

He was easy. The kind of man who brought flowers on birthdays and still texted “good night” if he had to stay late at work. We’d grown up in the same circles but never touched until it felt like the right time to settle down.

And it was good. It was... fine. He never asked about my past. And I never offered.

Because if he knew the truth — if he knew what kind of girl I used to be — he might not have asked at all.

—-
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David was already in bed when I came out of the bathroom, face washed, hair damp, oversized t-shirt clinging to my thighs. He was on his side, half-asleep, the TV on. Some crime show or finance documentary. I didn’t care.

I slid into bed without a word.

He mumbled, “Hey babe,” and reached out lazily, touching my hip through the sheets. His hand was warm. Familiar. And gone a second later, drifting back to his own space like a reflex, like muscle memory.

I stared at the ceiling.

Every time I blinked, I saw his face again.

Adam.

Standing there.

His eyes stuck on my chest, then my stomach, then my panty-clad pussy. The way he looked at me didn’t feel like seeing. It felt like claiming. Like he had the right to look. Like he could do more.

And my body responded like it wanted him to.

I reached down and pulled the sheet up higher, careful not to shift too much. David didn’t move. He’d already begun to breathe slower.

I turned onto my side, facing away from him, and let my hand slide between my thighs.

Just my fingertips. Just a test.

I was slick. Of coure I was.

I moved slowly, circling, staying light. My breath came short, shallow. I didn’t want to wake him, but I didn’t want to stop, either.

I pictured Adam sitting in a chair, watching. Not touching. Just watching me stretch out on the bed like I had in the boutique, nipples tight, thighs parted. Letting him see everything.

The way he looked at me earlier wasn’t like a boy.

It wasn’t even like a man.

It was like a thief.

Like he wanted to steal something from me and keep it.

My fingers found rhythm, slipping softly around my clit, hips moving in tiny, shallow waves. My lips parted. My chest rose.

I came with a soft whimper, biting the inside of my wrist to stay quiet.

David didn’t stir.

I stayed still for a while. Warm. Empty. Breathing.

And then I whispered it. Just once, into the pillow:

“Fuck.”
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The Test Dinner
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I didn’t know what I was dressing for. It was just a dinner. Formal, yes, but not black tie. The kind of pre-wedding thing where the wine flows and people try to hide they don’t like each other.

Still, I stood in front of the closet too long.

I pulled out a soft green wrap dress. Too sweet. The navy sheath? Too stiff. The black backless one? Too much.

Then I saw it: deep blue, sleeveless, low-cut. Classy on a hanger. Dangerous on me.

I ran my hands down the fabric as I stepped into it, tugged the hem down over my ass, adjusted the neckline. No bra. No tape. Just tits and confidence. It clung in all the right places, especially across the curve of my hips and the swell of my chest.

I turned to the mirror.

The fabric hugged high, dipped low. It wasn’t slutty. It wasn’t even bold, exactly.

But it would make people look.

And I liked that.

David walked in as I slipped on one earring.

“Hey,” he said, distracted, adjusting his shirt cuffs. “That the dress?”

“This is the dress,” I said, watching him through the mirror.

He smiled, but it barely reached his eyes. “Looks good, babe.”

“Just good?”

He looked up. Blinked. “Great. Beautiful.”

And then he kissed my cheek and walked out of the room.

I stood there a second longer, lips parted, the mirror reflecting a body that didn’t feel engaged. Didn’t even feel like it wanted to be married.

I wanted to be seen.

Not just looked at. Not just approved.

Seen.

Wanted.

Taken.

The old me would’ve worn this with heels and no panties, slipped her fingers between her legs in the Uber, arrived at dinner flushed and aching just for fun.

This version?

This version just curled her hair and remembered not to lean forward too far in front of the parents.

Still, I smiled at myself in the mirror. I would lean forward for some people. The right people.

—-
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The dining room was too formal for a summer night.

White linens. Tall candles. Polished silverware that clinked loudly every time someone reached for a bite. The ceiling fans were too slow to help. The air felt heavy, full of wine and warmth and perfume and sweat.

Everyone acted like we were already married. Already respectable. Already family.

I tugged the hem of my dress as I slid into my seat. Was it too short after all? I didn’t want a scandal without the fun. The neckline dipped deep enough to shadow the inside curve of my breasts. Technically tasteful. But I hadn’t worn a bra. And the moment I leaned forward slightly, I saw one of the groomsmen across the table blink hard and look away.

David sat beside me, chatting logistics with his mom: rehearsal details, timing for the walk, some question about where to put the speaker stands.

I smiled when I had to. Laughed on cue. Sipped my wine.

My glass never stayed full for long.

I shifted slightly in my chair, adjusting for the slick warmth building between my thighs. The fabric of the dress was light, but the heat clung to me, made my skin feel too exposed, too sensitive. Every time I crossed or uncrossed my legs, the movement reminded me that I hadn’t worn anything underneath but the thinnest lace panties.

That was when I realized Adam wasn’t there. I hadn’t thought about him during the drive. Hadn’t expected him to show, really. But the missing presence pulled at me the moment I noticed it. 

Someone leaned over me to refill the breadbasket. I caught a fresh wave of wine, cologne and heat.

Josh, one of David’s cousins, raised a glass and said something about how I “clean up like royalty.”

I smiled. Thanked him. Touched David’s knee under the table. He didn’t even blink. Just kept talking.

I heard my name again — something about the dress, something about being lucky.

But I couldn’t keep my focus on the conversations. Not with the seat still empty beside me and a little ache blooming lower in my stomach.

Then I heard the front door open. A gust of noise. Laughter. A few greetings from the hallway. And then Adam walked into the dining room like he’d been waiting for this moment all day.

Dark fitted pants. Crisp white shirt. No tie, open top button. The sleeves were rolled once at the forearm, neat and intentional. He held his jacket in one hand. His hair was slightly tousled, like he’d spent time on it and then acted like he hadn’t.

His face looked different. Not boyish. Not anymore. Clean-shaven. Jaw sharp. Eyes alert, but calm. He looked like a man who’d been away for a year and came back aware of what he’d become.

People greeted him with casual nods: “There he is,” “Hey, man,” “Took your time.” He smiled, gave quick shoulder touches and half-laughs. A hand on a cousin’s back. A bump of fists with a groomsman. Smooth.

And then he saw me. His gaze landed like a body press. Full. Focused. Immediate.

“Hey, Emma.”

“Hey,” I said.

My voice cracked a little. Too quick. Too light.

His eyes dropped for just a second. Not to my chest this time, but to my lips. Then he smiled. Not cocky. Just warm. Familiar.

And then he moved.

As he passed behind me to take the seat at the end of the table, his hand landed on my shoulder.

Just a touch.

Just skin.

Gliding over. 

His fingers were warm. Gentle. Gone in a heartbeat.

But I felt it like a burn.

David didn’t notice. He was talking about guest counts, cutting meat with his fork, laughing with his mouth full.

I picked up my wine glass and drank half in one sip.

When I set it down, my hand trembled.

Adam sat. Shifted slightly. Rolled his sleeves up higher. One leg stretched under the table, casual, careless. His thigh was solid under the fabric, visible from where I sat. When he leaned back to sip his drink, his shirt pulled across his chest in a way that made it obvious he’d filled out even more than I thought.

I tried not to look.

But my skin betrayed me.

My panties clung tighter now. The slickness was back. The same thick hum that had followed me out of the boutique. Hot. Slow. Centered exactly where it shouldn’t be.

Someone asked me a question. I smiled. Said something. I think it was about wine glasses or flower types. But inside, I was pulsing.

—-
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The party loosened like a belt after dinner.

David’s dad put on a playlist: soft rock and something vaguely Motown, the kind of background music meant to signal intimacy without daring anyone to really dance. Candles leaned in their holders, half-melted. Someone had kicked off their shoes by the edge of the dance floor.

The air felt even thicker now. Dimmer. Warmer. I was three glasses deep. Maybe four.

My heels were gone, tucked under a chair. My feet flat on the tile, my dress sticking slightly at the waist where the heat hadn’t let up. My skin glowed, I could feel it, and every movement made me more aware of my body. 

I kept watching him.

Adam stood across the room, near the stereo. The rolled-up sleeves and messy hair made him stand out as the cool kid – or the bad boy. He held his glass in one hand, and the other rested casually in his pocket, except I could see it wasn’t casual. His shoulders were square. His eyes kept drifting. Not just toward the room. Toward me. He was putting on a display for me.

He wasn’t good at hiding it.

So I stood.

No announcement. No warning.

I crossed the room barefoot, hips swaying with the rhythm of heat and wine. I didn’t smile. I didn’t ask.

I just stopped in front of him, put my hand on his arm and said:

“Dance with me.”

He blinked, startled. Looked down at my hand like it might give him an answer. Then back at me. He laughed, too fast, too unsure, and nodded.

“Sure,” he said, voice lower. “Yeah. Okay.”

He set his drink down too quickly, sloshing a little on the floor.

I dragged him into the center of the room, near the low light from the patio. A few others swayed in their own little circles, but no one was watching us.

Not closely. His hand found my waist. Mine slid to his shoulder. We moved slow and steady. His palm was warm. His posture unsure.

And then his hand dropped.

Lower.

Down to the curve of my ass.

Not fast. Not slick. Just... bold.

Firmer than before.

Not a graze.

A grab.

I inhaled.

And didn’t stop him.

I let it stay. Let him hold it: the full weight, the full shape, as we moved side to side.

His cock pressed against my lower stomach, hard and obvious. He didn’t adjust. Didn’t pull away.

So I pressed closer.

Let him feel it all: my tits against his chest, the heat of my thighs through the fabric, the weight of my ass in his hand.

His eyes dropped to my mouth.

I didn’t kiss him.

I leaned in just enough to make him hope I might.

“You’ve grown up, haven’t you?” I whispered.

He exhaled like I’d punctured him.

My body rolled with the song, and he swayed with me, fingers tightening slightly on my ass. I didn’t stop him. Not yet. Not until I was sure he’d remember this forever.

Then I reached down gently and took his wrist.

“I think maybe your family wouldn’t like seeing that hand down there,” I said, lifting it slowly back to my waist.

His face flushed. Lips parted. He nodded too quickly. The boy peeked through again, embarrassed, overwhelmed.

But he kept holding me.

The song wound down. Soft chords. A few claps from the corner.

I kissed his cheek, my lips brushing just below his ear. And then I walked away, ass swaying, heart pounding.

My panties? Soaked.

—-
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As the party was winding down, the voices had softened to murmurs. Chairs scraped lazily against the tile. Someone dimmed the overheads, and the last few candles fluttered low in their glass sleeves. The music had faded into something instrumental, almost mournful.

I stood by the counter, running my finger along the rim of an empty glass, still flushed from the dance. My body was warm everywhere. My skin humming. The heat between my legs hadn’t gone anywhere — if anything, it had settled deeper.

I looked around.

Adam was near the hallway now, talking to one of the groomsmen. His face still pink. His shirt stuck slightly to his back. I could see the pulse in his throat from across the room.

I turned away.

I needed release. I needed something.

I stepped outside.

The patio was still. Cooler. The sky a washed-out blue-black, heavy with summer night.

David stood near the railing, sipping the last of his wine, talking with his cousin and one of the groomsmen about tuxedo rentals. His face was relaxed. His voice low and easy.

I came up behind him and wrapped my arms around his waist. Pressed my body full into his back. My tits flattened against him. My hips met the curve of his ass.

He smiled and leaned his head back slightly. “You okay?”

“Mmhmm,” I murmured.

The cousin and the groomsman left us. I kissed his neck slowly. Let my lips trail lower. My hands slid down over his stomach. I traced the waistband of his pants. He chuckled softly.

“Wow. Where’d this come from?”

I didn’t answer. I turned him slightly and pressed my hips into his, rubbing just enough to feel him respond.

He looked surprised. Not confused — amused.

“Emma,” he whispered, laughing. “Seriously?”

I pressed my hand against his crotch. He was half-hard. Warm. Responsive. But hesitant.

“Let’s go behind the hedge,” I whispered. “Five minutes.” I needed this.

He looked toward the sliding door. Inside, guests were still talking, still moving.

“Someone might see.”

“I don’t care.”

He turned to me fully now, cupped my face with both hands, grinning. “Who is this horny girl?”

I kissed him. Smiled against his lips.

But inside, I froze.

Who I really am, I thought.

But I didn’t say it.

He laughed again. Kissed my forehead. “You’re wild tonight.”

He stepped away, finished the wine, and wandered back toward the others.

I stood there for a moment, alone.

The breeze kissed up my thighs, between them.

My body still wanted.

Still pulsed.

And all I could think about was Adam’s hand on my ass — how tightly he’d held it. How hard his cock had been against me.

And how much I wanted him to do it again.

—-
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The Nigh Before
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David’s parents’ house was overflowing.

Every couch, every air mattress, every vaguely horizontal surface had been claimed by an aunt, a cousin, a shrieking toddler. It had the feel of a wedding-weekend refugee camp: bodies draped in throw blankets, empty wine glasses on every end table, someone always wandering the hallway in search of Advil or baby wipes.

So when David’s mom asked if Adam could stay at our place, there was no polite way to say no.

He arrived just before ten, slinging a backpack over one shoulder. He still wore the pants and shirt from the dinner. The partying had ruffled him a bit more. He had the loose, easy posture of someone who didn’t need to prove anything. Relaxed. Comfortable in his body.

Which made it even harder not to look at that body.

I tried not to stare, but it was impossible to ignore. The shirt fit snug across his chest and shoulders, the rolled sleeves hugging thick, tanned forearms. His neck was strong. As was his jaw. And when he walked past the kitchen light, the shirt stretched just slightly over his back, making the line of muscle underneath stand out like something carved.

David poured drinks. A bottle of bourbon. The real kind, no ice, no mixer. He filled three glasses generously and handed them around like this was any other weekend night. Not the night before the wedding.

We settled on the couch: Adam on one end, me on the other, David sprawled between us with his legs wide and his second drink already in hand.

Conversation drifted lazily from ceremony schedules to rehearsal timing to flower pickup. David did most of the talking. I answered when needed, kept my tone light. But most of the time, I watched.

Adam swirled his drink slowly, legs spread, one ankle hooked loosely over the opposite knee. He sat with that unthinking confidence some men are born with — not arrogant, just relaxed. His fingers were long. His hands strong. His biceps stretched the sleeve seams every time he shifted the glass. I couldn’t stop admiring his body.

David, by contrast, had already flushed pink from the bourbon. His voice got louder with each sip. He leaned into me like a sleepy dog, affectionate and slow, his palm resting on my thigh, then sliding off again as he reached for the bottle.

He kissed my shoulder sloppily. “Still can’t believe we’re getting married,” he mumbled, voice syrupy.

I smiled. “Believe it.”

Adam said nothing. He was watching the floor. Then the glass. Then my feet.

His cheeks were flushed. But I don’t think it was the alcohol. From the memory of grabbing my ass, maybe. From the quiet silence building between us in the space David didn’t feel.

David poured himself another, sloshing the neck of the bottle.

We were only thirty minutes in when his words started tripping. The loose, sloppy grin of a man who thinks he’s charming when he’s just tired and drunk.

“I think I’m drunk,” he muttered, laughing to himself like it was a surprise.

“You are,” I said, still sipping mine.

Adam chuckled — quiet, barely audible. “Definitely.”

David stood slowly, holding the glass like it was part of his hand. “I’m going to bed before I say something I’ll regret.”

He leaned down to kiss my cheek. His lips landed half on skin, half on hair. “You should too,” he murmured. “Big day tomorrow.”

Then he turned to Adam with a wagging finger. “Don’t keep her up.”

Adam blinked. “Right.”

His voice cracked just a little.

David wandered off, the bedroom door clicking behind him a few seconds later.

Silence.

I set my glass on the coffee table and stretched arms high, spine loose, back arching just enough to feel the bourbon buzz in my blood. My skin felt too warm. Too alive.

Adam didn’t move.

I glanced over at him once.

He was already looking at me.

“Goodnight,” I said softly.

He nodded. “Yeah. ’Night.”

I walked down the hall, every step slow. I didn’t sway. I didn’t tease.

But I knew he was watching.

And that was enough for now.

—-
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The bedroom felt too hot.

David was already dead asleep, one arm flung over his chest, mouth half-open, the sheets twisted around his legs like he’d spun in circles. The fan hummed uselessly overhead. His phone still glowed faintly on the nightstand, casting pale light across the foot of the bed.

I stood in the closet in silence, staring at his shirts. Then I pulled one free. Soft white cotton, faint scent of fabric softener and his cologne. I slipped it on — no bra, no panties. Just skin beneath the buttons. I fastened two at my stomach, let the rest hang loose. It barely covered the curve of my ass.

I padded barefoot down the hall, the wood floor cool against my soles.

The house was quiet. Just the low hum of the fridge and the faint buzz of a porch light outside. My mouth was dry from the bourbon. I told myself I just needed water.

But I also needed air.

Needed a moment away from the weight of David’s breath, from the safe, sweet rhythm of our too-predictable bed.

I turned the corner into the kitchen and stopped.

Adam was already there.

He leaned against the counter, shirtless, a glass of water in one hand. His hair was messy now, curls dried into soft waves. His chest caught the light: smooth, tight, lightly dusted with hair that narrowed into a trail leading under the waistband of pale green sweatpants.

And those sweatpants...

They hung low on his hips. Clung to his thighs. And the bulge was unmistakable — full, heavy, thick. Not hard, exactly. But not soft either. Just... waiting.

His eyes lifted. Found mine.

And froze.

We stared at each other for a moment, both of us caught like animals in the sudden quiet.

Then his eyes moved.

Down.

Not quickly. Not politely.

Slow.

From my face, to my throat, to the open collar of David’s shirt. To the line of my breasts, bare and high and shifting slightly as I breathed. Down to the gap between the buttons, where a sliver of stomach showed, then lower, to my bare thighs, the faint shadow between them, the outline of everything I wasn’t covering.

His jaw flexed.

“Couldn’t sleep?” I asked, voice soft.

He swallowed. “Just needed some water.”

“So did I.”

I walked to the sink, brushing past him so closely I felt the heat radiate off his chest.

Opened the cabinet.

Reached high.

Let the shirt ride up my back.

I felt the breeze against the lower swell of my ass. Knew he could see everything from the side. My thigh, the edge of my hip, the curve of skin that hadn’t seen sunlight in weeks.

I didn’t adjust the shirt.

I didn’t even look at him.

I poured a glass of water. Took a sip. Cold, sharp, tasteless.

Then I turned.

He hadn’t moved.

But his sweatpants had.

The bulge was thicker now. Firmer. His grip on the counter edge had tightened.

His eyes flicked to mine, then dropped again to my breasts. The left nipple was stiff now, brushing visibly against the cotton every time I breathed.

“You have something on your face,” I said.

He blinked. “What?”

I stepped closer.

Lifted my hand.

Brushed my fingers under his eye. There was nothing there.

But I left my hand in place.

His skin was warm. Smooth. Tight with tension.

He didn’t move.

I watched his throat bob as he swallowed.

He was nervous. He was nineteen. But he wasn’t pulling away.

I stepped in closer. My knees brushed his. My bare thigh met the soft cotton of his pants.

His breath hitched.

I looked up at him — at his lips, parted slightly. At his chest, rising. At his cock, now tenting the front of his sweats like a flag at half-mast.

He was hard.

Big.

Bigger than I thought was possible. Porn big.

If I reached down, he wouldn’t stop me. I knew it. His hands twitched at his sides. His mouth opened like he was going to speak, then closed again.

I raised my other hand.

Tucked a lock of hair behind his ear.

His eyes didn’t leave mine.

I smiled.

Then stepped back.

No explanation. No apology.

I walked out of the kitchen without looking behind me.

The hallway felt colder now. My thighs brushed together. The shirt clung between my legs, damp and hot with the ache he hadn’t touched.

I knew he was watching.

Knew he was breathing heavy, his cock straining in his pants, his hands twitching at his sides with nothing to hold.

And I wanted him to.

I wanted him to stay up all night thinking about the flash of my tits, the glimpse of bare ass, the feel of my fingers on his cheek.

I slipped back into the bedroom without a sound.

David hadn’t moved. Still sprawled like a rag doll across the sheets, mouth open, dead to the world.

I climbed into bed quietly, pulling the covers over just enough of myself to stay warm. The shirt was still open. My nipples brushed the sheets. My thighs stuck together.

I stared at the ceiling.

I imagined Adam lying in the guest room, heart racing, breath shallow. Lying on his back with his cock in his hand. Big, hard, flushed deep with blood. I pictured him jerking off to the memory of my nipples pressing against that thin white shirt. My bare thighs. My fingers on his cheek. The way I stepped back without ever letting him touch me.

I imagined him cumming all over himself. Silently. Sloppily. Desperate and aching. And then I came.
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The Assistant
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The morning of the wedding was chaos.

Hairdryers shrieked from every outlet. Curling irons clicked open and closed. A cloud of perfume floated near the bathroom, thick as hairspray. Dresses hung from the backs of chairs, from doorframes, from anything vertical enough to hold weight. Six women in matching robes fluttered and buzzed like they were prepping for battle. There were safety pins in the fruit plate. Lip gloss in the ice bucket.

I sat on a tall stool in the corner of the suite, one leg crossed over the other, sipping a glass of bubbly.

Calm. Composed.

A pocket of stillness inside the noise.

My hair was done, makeup flawless. The stylist had layered it soft, classic, brushed down over one shoulder like something out of a bridal magazine. My lips were painted but not stiff. Just enough color to catch the light. The blush robe hung loose across my body — silk, short, tied at the waist. Nothing underneath. I shifted slightly to sip my coffee and the fabric slid higher up my thighs. The skin there was smooth, tan, warm.

I didn’t adjust it.

I knew what I looked like.

The others rushed around in pairs, mirror to mirror, pinning straps, fixing mascara, asking questions. I stayed still. Watching them flutter made me feel untouchable.

Someone shouted from the bathroom about missing lashes. Another girl opened her makeup bag and swore out loud. One of my bridesmaids was standing on a chair trying to get cell signal to confirm the florist delivery.

And through all of it, I kept sipping my drink, skin tingling, heart steady.

Because I was waiting.

I wasn’t sure how I’d feel when I saw him again. The way he’d looked in that kitchen, shirtless, hard, helpless:  that image had stayed with me all night. I barely slept. My thighs were still sticky when I woke up.

So when the knock came, sharp, firm, once, my nipples stiffened before I even turned toward the door.

Everything went quiet.

Laura opened it.

And there he was.

Adam.

He wore his dress shirt, white, crisp, half-buttoned, tucked into fitted black trousers. His jacket was folded over one arm. No tie yet. Hair still damp from his morning shower. Freshly shaved. He was true to his style. 

He held a white Starbucks bag and a dress box.

“Morning,” he said. “Latte for the bride. Dress delivery. Where do you want it?”

Laura blinked. “Uh—thanks, but we’ve got it.”

He started to step in. “It’s no problem. Emma asked—”

“We’ve really got everything covered,” she said, trying to steer him back toward the hall.

“I asked him to come,” I said from my seat, voice calm but clear.

Everyone turned.

I took another sip of my drink. “Julie’s still sick, remember? She was supposed to be here by now. She was bringing the dress, helping me with last-minute things. So I asked Adam.”

“To bring coffee and... what?” one of the girls asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Whatever I need.” I smiled, slow and sweet. “He’s my assistant today.”

There was an awkward beat.

Then someone laughed. “Only Emma would pick her fiancé’s brother to be her bridal slave.”

“I didn’t pick him for that,” I said lightly, standing to take the coffee from his hand. “I picked him because he’s available. And good at following instructions.”

Adam looked at me like he didn’t know whether to smile or swallow his tongue. He stayed quiet.

The other girls didn’t argue. Too much else to worry about.

I took the dress box from his other hand and leaned in, brushing past him.

“Come in,” I said, my voice low. “We’re just getting started.”

He stepped in.

I shut the door behind him.
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The room emptied.

Hair emergencies. Missing earrings. A bridesmaid needed her steamer. Someone else forgot her shoes and sprinted down the hall to find them. It all blurred together into movement and noise — and then suddenly, silence.

Fifteen minutes alone.

Just me.

And Adam.

He stayed near the mirror, posture stiff like he wasn’t sure what to do with himself. His shirt struggled to cover those biceps. His black trousers hugged his thighs and ass. 

I stood at the garment bag and opened it slowly.

The zipper whispered down like a secret.

I turned toward him and held his gaze.

“I need to get changed,” I said.

He shifted. Half a step backward. Like he might turn away, maybe offer to wait outside.

“Don’t be silly,” I said, voice even. “You’ve seen me before.”

His throat moved as he swallowed. I saw it.

I untied the robe slowly. The silk loosened. Slid from my shoulders.

And dropped.

No bra. No panties.

Just skin.

My nipples were already tight from the air. The AC blew softly from the ceiling vent, making them harder, rounder. My tits lifted slightly as I straightened my spine. My waist curved inward. The V of my hips narrowed toward the bare skin between my thighs — smooth, clean, soft.

He stared.

His jaw tensed.

His lips parted.

He didn’t move.

I stepped into the gown one foot at a time.

Bent my knees.

The slit opened briefly, flashing the underside of my thigh — and more.

I pulled the fabric up over my legs. It clung in places. I gathered it to my waist. His eyes followed every inch.

As I straightened, my breasts bounced softly. I scooped them into the bodice with both hands, adjusting them slowly, fingers sliding under the lining. I made sure they sat high. Firm. Full. Perfect.

His breathing changed.

He still hadn’t looked away.

And I didn’t give him a reason to.

I turned toward the mirror, smoothing the fabric with both hands, adjusting the fit.

In the reflection, I saw him.

Still frozen. Still flushed. And now fully, unmistakably hard.

His cock pushed forward in his trousers like it needed out. The outline was thick and long and high, straining against the fabric. The jacket he held did nothing to hide it now.

He looked like he was trying to decide if this was really happening or if he was about to wake up, sweating.

I didn’t say a word.

I just walked over to the bench and lifted my leg onto it.

The slit parted again, naturally this time, revealing the full inside of my thigh and more.

I wasn’t wearing anything beneath the dress.

“Help me with the shoes?” I asked softly.

His fingers shook as he dropped to one knee.

He picked up the heel and began strapping it gently onto my foot.

His gaze lifted once.

And he stopped breathing.

From where he knelt, he could see everything. The way the slit fell open, the soft folds between my legs just visible in the space between fabric. Bare. Open. Warm.

His eyes didn’t jerk away.

He looked.

And I let him.

His cock twitched against his pants.

I didn’t say a word.

He finished buckling the strap slowly, then looked up again — higher this time — meeting my eyes.

His cheeks were flushed.

His breathing uneven.

He stood, shakily, jacket still over one arm.

I could see the outline pressing hard against the front of his pants. That cock was too big for subtlety. His shirt clung to his chest with the faintest sweat. His hair curled tighter near his ears.

I stepped toward him.

One slow foot in front of the other. The gown moved around my legs like water. Every step let the slit part and fall, showing skin and then hiding it again. A rhythm. A tease.

His eyes dropped to my feet, then snapped back up to my face.

He didn’t know what to do. His mouth opened like he might speak. But he didn’t. Couldn’t.

So I took the choice from him.

I slid my arms around his waist and pressed my body against his.

The full curve of my tits flattened into his chest. Soft. Warm. Bare under the fabric.

My stomach met his.

And there it was.

His cock. Hard. Thick. Pressed against me like a goddamn confession.

I didn’t flinch. Didn’t move away.

I held him there. Let him feel the full weight of it — the pressure of his cock trapped between our bodies. The way it nudged into me through the gown. Hot. Alive. Desperate.

His breath caught.

Then I felt his arms come around me.

Not with confidence. Not like he knew what to do with this moment.

He held me like I was breakable. Like one wrong move would shatter everything.

He still hadn’t said a word.

And his cock still throbbed against my stomach.

I tilted my head, lips brushing the edge of his jaw.

“You are so cute,” I whispered. My breath against his skin made him shiver. “And so hot.”

He sucked in a breath.

I let the silence stretch.

“Thank you for being mine today.”

His arms tightened.

Not much. Just an inch.

But I felt it.

He was hard everywhere now — not just his cock. His chest. His arms. His thighs. He didn’t know what to do with any of it. He was nineteen and drowning and loving it.

I held him one second longer.

Felt his pulse hammer through his ribs.

Then I pulled back.

Smoothed his shirt at the shoulder. Tugged the fabric into place like nothing had happened.

I looked up at him, flushed, wide-eyed, and visibly shaking.

And I smiled.

Soft. Knowing. Dangerous.

Then I turned to the mirror and adjusted the line of my dress again.
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The Game Changes
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The applause was still going as we stepped back down the aisle.

David’s hand was firm in mine, fingers laced, posture tall. He looked every bit the glowing groom — beaming, red-cheeked, eyes glassy in the bright sun. His suit fit better than I expected. His smile looked real.

I smiled back. I knew how to.

Cameras flashed. People whistled. Rose petals floated through the air like bits of confetti that forgot their job.

My gown swayed behind me, weightless. The bodice cinched tight. The slit flirted with my thigh every step. The air caught under the hem and cooled the damp heat between my legs — a wetness that had nothing to do with nerves.

I didn’t look for Adam.

I didn’t have to.

I felt him.

Back left, near the end of the second row. I could feel the line of his sight against my body: a single thread of heat stretching from his pupils to the place my thigh met the gown.

I kept my head high, chin tilted just so, lips parted in that bridal glow everyone expects. But something in me clenched at the way that look felt. Not romantic, not sweet, not even admiring. It was hungry.

It was still there when we turned the corner at the end of the aisle.

David squeezed my hand. “We did it.”

I nodded, my face still fixed in that polished, grateful expression. “We did.”

He kissed my forehead, then pulled me through the crowd of family toward the reception path, already talking about the food, the seating, the toasts.

I didn’t answer.

My body was vibrating under the dress. Not visibly. Not enough to show.

But every step I took reminded me of Adam’s eyes on my bare skin hours earlier. Of his hard cock pressing into me during that hug. Of how I’d whispered that he was mine, and how he hadn’t said a word to disagree.

I glanced back over my shoulder, casual and slow, like I was looking for a bridesmaid.

But I saw him.

Adam.

His jacket was unbuttoned, fingers stuffed into the pockets of his black trousers. He looked flushed, lips slightly parted.

I just turned my head forward again and kept walking — slower now, letting the dress cling to every curve.

—-
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The reception tent buzzed with soft conversation and slow-moving bodies. Gold lights crisscrossed the ceiling, throwing warm halos onto white tablecloths and the tops of champagne glasses. Candlelight flickered across every surface, dancing off polished silver and glass. Music played romantic and slow.

David was in his element.

He moved through the space, stopping to shake hands, accept compliments, squeeze shoulders. He looked good in the suit — better than I’d expected. Sharp jaw, easy smile, full of the kind of charm that photographs well.

I stayed by his side, drink in hand, my face fixed in that slightly parted-lip smile. My cheeks ached with it. I nodded and answered politely, accepting hugs, compliments, empty praise.

People kept calling me radiant.

I kept nodding and pretending to appreciate it.

But something else kept happening.

No matter where I turned, no matter which cluster of people I drifted toward, he was always somewhere nearby.

Adam.

Not close enough to be obvious.

But always there. Just inside my peripheral vision. Standing behind a group. Near the bar. Along the edge of the dance floor. In a chair by the gifts table.

I’d glance left to accept a compliment, and he’d be across the room, drink in hand, eyes low.

I’d turn to say thank you to someone’s grandmother, and he’d be behind them, leaning against a post, watching from beneath his lashes.

Never directly. Never boldly.

But always there.

Always watching.

And never smiling.

There was something taut in his face. Something unreadable in the way he held himself — arms crossed one minute, fingers flexing the next. His jaw was set like he couldn’t decide whether to clench or swallow.

At one point, I stepped away from David to use the mirror in the side tent. When I turned, Adam was there. Closer now. Not following me on purpose. Just... there. Near the coffee table where guests were grabbing espresso cups.

He reached past me for a saucer.

His hand brushed mine.

Warm. Solid. Callused fingers, brushing the side of my hand. I didn’t flinch. I didn’t speak. I let my fingers twitch like maybe it had surprised me.

But inside, everything screamed.

My nipples hardened. My pussy pulsed. I felt the fabric of the dress shift — the silky liner clinging tighter as the warmth pooled low between my legs.

He didn’t say anything.

He just took the cup and walked away.

I stood frozen. A bride in a white gown, watching her teenage brother-in-law walk away with the kind of calm that made my stomach flip.

I didn’t know what to do with myself. I walked slowly back to David, sipping champagne to cool my cheeks.

And then it happened again.

Adam just on the edge of every moment. Half behind someone’s laugh. Half behind a post. His mouth tense, his jaw tight.

He hadn’t looked at me like this before the wedding.

And yet now I couldn’t stop noticing how he looked at everything like it was burning through him.

And every time our eyes met, accidentally, briefly, I felt the urge rage in me. The urge I left to marry David.

—-
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The photographer called for family.

People groaned and shuffled into place, glasses were abandoned, jackets straightened. Someone handed me a bouquet, and I smiled on cue. David cracked jokes to his groomsmen while the photographer rearranged uncles and cousins like chess pieces.

“Let’s get a big family one,” someone said.

David turned and motioned for Adam. “Come on. You’re in this.”

He stepped forward, still quiet. He walked with that same unsure ease, like he wanted to be anywhere else, but couldn’t stop coming closer.

He took his place behind me.

We were lined up in front of a hedge wall wrapped in fairy lights. My arm brushed his as I shifted into position, bouquet in one hand, weight on my heels.

The photographer started adjusting people again. Little moves: “one step left,” “turn your shoulder,” “chin up.”

I leaned slightly to the side.

Shifted my foot back.

Then backed up.

Not far.

Just enough for my ass to press into him.

Firm. On purpose.

Right against his crotch.

He jumped.

Not visibly. But I felt it.

His breath caught. His hips jerked an inch away before settling again.

I didn’t move.

Just stood there like nothing had happened. Chin tilted, bouquet cradled.

The camera clicked once.

And again.

Then I leaned back a little harder. My ass pushed into him, right where I knew he was already hard. I didn’t need to look. I could feel the shape. The heat. I stayed like that. His bulge against my ass.

“Relax,” the photographer said, waving his hand. “Everyone smile.”

I did.

Then, just before the shutter, I turned my head slightly over my shoulder — toward Adam — and let my voice drop low enough for him alone.

“You like that?” I asked.

He didn’t answer.

Couldn’t.

His mouth stayed closed. His eyes dropped to my shoulder, then lower.

The camera flashed.

Another photo.

I turned forward again, smiling wide, radiant bride with champagne in her veins.

Behind me, Adam was stiff. In every sense. Standing perfectly still. Trying to look normal while his cock pressed full and hard against the bride’s full ass.

—-
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The hallway near the restrooms was quiet.

Light spilled from the tent in warm patches. A breeze lifted one of the side curtains, just enough to rustle the leaves in the corner planter. I stood by the window with a glass of water, the condensation cold against my palm.

My body was humming.

The dress clung in places it hadn’t earlier. Every shift of my weight reminded me of what I’d done, how I’d pressed back into him. The way he jumped. How hard he was. Or... had he actually been?

I closed my eyes for a moment. Just a breath.

Was he hard before I touched him?

Or did I imagine that?

The memory felt sharp, hot. But suddenly a little slippery. Like I couldn’t be entirely sure. I hadn’t looked at him afterward. I hadn’t waited for a reaction. I’d just turned and whispered something filthy like it was a game.

What if he didn’t take it that way?

What if I embarrassed him?

The water in my glass shifted. My hand was shaking a little.

Maybe it hadn’t meant what I thought. Maybe he wasn’t as aroused as I assumed. Maybe he was just startled. Uncomfortable.

I hadn’t exactly asked.

And he hadn’t said anything.

I pressed my thighs together, trying to settle the ache still pulsing in my pussy. The tension hadn’t gone. But the clarity that followed made the edges feel sharper. A little less thrilling. A little more dangerous.

What the fuck was I doing?

He was nineteen. Maybe barely. And I’d backed my ass into him in front of his family. In front of my husband. Without warning. Without a word. On my wedding day.

Maybe he didn’t mind.

Or maybe I crossed a line.

I drained the rest of my water, set the glass down on the narrow ledge by the wall, and pulled in one long breath through my nose.

Then I adjusted the top of my dress, let my face settle back into that quiet, composed smile, and walked back toward the lights.
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The Dance
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The reception was starting to blur at the edges — not from chaos, but from that syrupy, wine-soaked calm that settles over a room once the toasts are done and the cake has been cut. The tent was warm. Lit soft and golden, like someone had turned the sun down to a gentle hum. Strings of tiny bulbs ran overhead in crisscrossing lines. A breeze flapped the corners of the white curtains just enough to remind everyone that it was still summer.

I stood near the bar with my third glass of wine, heels abandoned hours ago under the sweetheart table. The top of my dress clung tighter now, body heat and champagne mixing beneath the bodice. I wasn’t drunk, not really. Just lose. Soft around the edges. The world sounded slower.

David had just finished his speech — short, awkward, heartfelt. He thanked everyone for coming, made a few jokes about my “bridezilla moments,” then toasted to love and laughter and family. Everyone clapped. He looked proud of himself. Like he’d nailed a TED Talk.

I kissed him dutifully afterward, smiled up at him with the look people expect. He squeezed my waist and murmured something about how beautiful I looked — then immediately wandered off to compare whiskey notes with his uncles.

I stayed put. Swirled my wine. Watched.

Adam was by the drinks table, half in shadow. He looked flushed, not from heat, but from something internal. His shoulders seemed tense. He didn’t look at me. 

Earlier, he’d been everywhere — skirting the edge of every photo, popping into my periphery like a bad idea I couldn’t quite ignore. Now, he seemed to hover. Like he was waiting for something. Maybe a moment. Maybe permission.

A bridesmaid bumped into him. Blonde, loud, flirty. I watched her touch his arm, lean in too close. He smiled politely. But I saw it: the flick of his eyes past her, toward me.

Possessiveness bloomed low in my stomach.

He was mine today. Whether he knew it or not.

David appeared beside me again, his tie loosened now, eyes glassy. He wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me in.

“You’re perfect,” he said.

I smiled. “You’re drunk.”

“Same thing.” He kissed my temple, then reached lower — his hand grabbing my ass playfully.

It should’ve made me laugh. Should’ve made me feel wanted. Instead, it felt like he was going through the motions of a man who desired me, without actually feeling it.

I let him do it. Let his fingers rest there a moment before he stepped away again, headed toward the patio for a cigar with his dad.

My skin still tingled — but not from him.

The music shifted. Someone had queued up a slow song. I watched the couples drift onto the dance floor. Hands finding waists, fingers threading together. Bodies swaying.

My heart started beating a little faster.

I looked toward Adam again.

Still standing there. Still watching.

He took a sip of water. His throat moved, sharp and clean.

His eyes met mine.

I took another sip of wine and stepped toward him, letting the moment stretch.

Letting the space between us shrink, one beat at a time.

I didn’t pause when I reached him.

No teasing smile, no playful comment. I just slid my hand around his wrist, fingers light but direct, and said, “Let’s dance like yesterday.”

His eyes widened for a moment. The glass in his hand didn’t even make it back to the table — he just placed it down half-spilled, almost clumsy, and followed.

The dance floor was only half full, couples drifting like leaves on a lazy river. The music was warm, slow, not too sentimental. Something about the beat curled inside me, low and easy.

I turned to face him and took his hands in mine.

His palms were rougher than I expected when I placed them on my waist. One hand hovered for a second too long before settling just above my hip, fingers twitching slightly like he wasn’t sure what was allowed.

I let him stay there.

My own hands found his shoulders, firm, wide, then moved up, fingertips grazing the sides of his neck, just brushing the edge of his jaw.

“Not so bold today?” I said softly.

He swallowed. “Big day.”

“Not been drinking enough yet?”

“Something like that.”

He grinned. More relaxed.

Then I stepped closer.

Our bodies met, front to front, no space between us. His hand, resting on my waist, now pressed into the curve of it. My tits nudged against his chest. Bare skin hidden behind delicate satin, his crisp white shirt doing nothing to keep me from feeling how close we were.

We began to sway.

His hand adjusted, sliding slightly as he found the rhythm. My fingers curled around the back of his neck, nails grazing the short hair at his nape. He smelled clean, like soap and something else — something new. Something masculine in a way that had nothing to do with cologne.

He didn’t speak.

I didn’t either.

But I felt his breath change.

Felt the way his thigh brushed mine as we moved. The way his fingers flexed slightly every time my hips shifted. He was nervous. I could feel it, but he was holding steady.

His eyes kept dropping. He tried not to, but I caught him.

First to my mouth.

Then to the neckline of my gown.

It wasn’t low-cut exactly. But tight. Firm. My tits were high, full, pressed together, the upper curve of them rising with every breath I took. There was a glint of sweat in the valley between them. I saw his eyes fix there.

“You like this song?” I asked, lips near his ear.

He nodded. “It’s nice.”

“That’s not why your heart’s racing.”

His chest rose. I felt it against mine.

“You think I can’t feel it?” I whispered.

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. His lips parted, just slightly.

I tilted my head back and looked up at him, letting him stare. Letting him see the way my chest shifted with every movement. His eyes flicked down again. Caught. Stuck.

I pressed my body closer.

Now I could feel him stiffen — more than just nerves. His cock thickened against my hip. Still rising. Still growing. Pressing against the front of his slacks like it had a mind of its own.

He exhaled sharply.

“Emma...” he breathed.

“Yes?”

“I... I don’t think we should...”

I leaned in. “You are welcome to leave me here. But I like this a lot.”

He tensed. But he didn’t pull away.

I slid my hand down to the small of his back, then lower — not grabbing, not too far. Just resting, just anchoring him. My other hand stayed around his neck, drawing slow circles at the edge of his hairline.

We kept swaying.

One song bleeding into the next.

He was fully hard now. I could feel it — the shape, the size, the way it pulsed against me every time I shifted.

Still, he didn’t move.

Didn’t push forward.

Didn’t retreat.

Just held on, quiet and overwhelmed.

I smiled, lips close to his ear.

And whispered: “I can feel how happy you are to dance with me...” 

He blushed.

The second song was slower than the first. The kind of track meant for swaying, not thinking. The kind that gave you an excuse to touch someone a little longer than you should.

We didn’t stop dancing.

I could feel how hard he was now, pressing firmly into my belly with every step, every shift of my hips. His breath was shallow. His fingers twitched at my waist, barely moving, like he was fighting himself.

I moved my hand from the small of his back to his side, down to his hip, then slid it slowly around to the base of his spine. He shuddered.

“You okay?” I asked, breath brushing against his ear.

He nodded, but it was stiff. Like it took effort.

I smiled and shifted my weight, swaying my hips a little wider. His cock rubbed against my lower stomach through his slacks. I felt it twitch again — thick, hot, so obviously hard it sent a fresh flood between my thighs.

“Emma...” he whispered, his voice tight.

I leaned up slightly. “What?”

But he didn’t speak.

Instead, his hands moved.

Slowly. Carefully. Like he was afraid I’d flinch. Like he wasn’t sure if this was real.

His right hand slid down from my waist. One inch, then another.

Then lower.

Until his palm cupped the bottom of my ass.

He froze.

I didn’t move.

I just let him hold it.

His fingers stayed there, open and stiff. He was so still, I could feel the tension in every muscle along his arm. His chest wasn’t rising — he was holding his breath.

So I moved.

Just a little.

A slight roll of my hips. Just enough to press my ass into his hand.

His fingers clenched, then relaxed. He breathed again — a shaky, silent exhale like he was letting something out he hadn’t realized he was holding.

I leaned my body into his, tits brushing higher against his chest. His hand didn’t move from my ass. It stayed there, firm, warm, pulsing.

“You’ve been hard since I asked you to dance,” I whispered.

He swallowed. “I didn’t mean to—”

“I know.” I smiled. “It’s okay.”

His grip tightened slightly. Not rough. Just full. Like he couldn’t believe he was being allowed to hold me this way.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” I said.

His breath hitched.

“I think you knew that,” I added.

His eyes dropped again. He stared down between us — at my chest, my mouth, my stomach, everywhere we touched.

He was shaking now, just faintly. His body was so warm it radiated through the layers between us. And his cock... Jesus. It was enormous. Pushing against my stomach like it needed space, like it didn’t belong inside pants at all.

I tilted my head up again, lips near his jaw.

“I like when you look at me like that.”

He blinked. “Like what?”

“Like you want to fuck me.”

He stuttered. “I... I wasn’t...”

I kissed his cheek.

Then I licked just beneath his ear.

He groaned.

It wasn’t loud. No one heard. But I did. It was low and hot.

My lips grazed his skin again. “I want to feel you against me.”

“You already—” he started.

“No,” I whispered. “Not like this.”

I moved against him — hips grinding slowly into his cock. It wasn’t much. Just a gentle roll. But it was filthy.

He pressed back — instinct more than thought.

His hand clutched my ass harder now, pulling me tighter against him. His cock was mashed against my body, hot and full and huge. He was so stiff I half-expected the zipper to split.

And across the room, David laughed.

I looked.

He was near the bar again, leaning into a conversation with one of his old high school buddies. He pointed at us — Adam and me — and said something I couldn’t hear. Then he raised his glass in mock salute and laughed again.

He didn’t see the way my hand was locked around Adam’s waist. He didn’t see the way Adam was holding my ass like it was the only thing anchoring him to the earth.

He just saw a groom’s new bride sharing a dance with her brother-in-law.

And he thought it was sweet.

I smiled.

Then leaned into Adam’s ear one last time.

“He has no idea.”

Adam shuddered again.

His hand slid lower — fingers brushing the underside of my ass, palm tightening like he was afraid this would be the last time he got to touch me.

And maybe it would.

But right now, I didn’t care.
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The song faded.

Not abruptly, but the way a dream slips just out of reach — slow and natural and unreal. The kind of ending that made you wonder if it had actually happened.

I stepped back from Adam first.

Only a few inches. Enough to breathe. Enough to cool the parts of my body that had pressed so tight against his that I could still feel the imprint of his cock on my stomach.

His hands lingered at my waist. Like he didn’t know if he was allowed to let go.

I looked up at him.

His eyes were blown wide, dark and hungry and wrecked in a way I didn’t expect. His jaw was tense, lips parted like he was still catching up to what just happened. He was flushed — face, neck, chest — all of it pink and glowing and fucked with heat.

“I should...” he said quietly.

“You should.”

He let go.

I turned first, walking away slowly across the edge of the floor, weaving between tipsy cousins and older aunts. I felt the warmth from the crowd, the laughter, the music. But it all felt far away.

Like I wasn’t walking through my own wedding.

Like I was walking out of someone else’s dream.

I didn’t look back.

I found the sweetheart table and sat down, sipping from a forgotten glass of white wine, letting it wash the dryness from my lips. My skin was flushed all over. I could feel the sweat gathering behind my knees, at the base of my back, between my breasts. 

I was soaked.

I crossed my legs tighter and tried not to think about the way Adam had held my ass like it was his, the way his cock had pressed against my hip, so stiff it had twitched with every breath. He didn’t even know what to do with it. He just... let me take control. Let me lead.

He would’ve followed me anywhere if I asked.

I drank again.

From across the tent, I saw David still talking with his friends, animated, drunk, loose. He hadn’t seen a thing. Not the way Adam’s hand had clutched me, not the way I leaned up and licked his brother’s neck in front of half the family.

He’d raised a glass to us like it was a goddamn joke.

Like I was dancing with a child.

Maybe I was.

My stomach twisted. Just for a second. That sharp, flickering edge of guilt I’d mostly been able to ignore until now.

Adam was nineteen.

Not twenty-five. Not even twenty-one. A teenager, technically. Barely grown.

And I had just grinded against him in front of everyone we knew. Pulled him against my body. Told him I’d been thinking about him all day. Let him touch my ass like it belonged to him. And then kissed him. Licked him.

What the fuck was I doing?

I stared into my wine.

A flicker of shame licked at my throat. Just a little.

I set the wine down and shifted in my seat, thighs rubbing together again.

God, I was still so wet.

David appeared a minute later and dropped into the chair beside me with a sigh.

“Hey,” he said, brushing my thigh with the back of his hand. “You look amazing.”

“Thanks,” I said. My voice came out hoarse.

He leaned in. “You know, Adam looked terrified the whole dance. You really rattled him.”

I turned slowly. “What?”

David laughed. “I mean it. Poor kid looked like you were going to eat him alive.”

I smiled.

Then took a sip of wine and said nothing.
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The Make-out
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The air outside was cooler than I expected.

I stepped out barefoot, heels dangling from one hand, the weight of the tent lifting off me like a lid popped from something boiling. The music inside pulsed faintly and the smell of champagne and bodies faded with every step I took down the stone path.

The garden behind the reception was almost completely dark. Just a few paper lanterns strung between the trees, their light soft and flickering, casting long shadows across the grass. A small bench sat near the wall, half-hidden behind tall rose bushes. I didn’t sit. I just walked.

My body was still warm from dancing, from wine, from too many eyes. But more than that, from him.

I hadn’t seen Adam since the dance.

He’d vanished somewhere behind the crowd, or maybe I had. After that moment, after the feel of his hands on my ass, his cock pushing against me, his flushed, stunned face... I couldn’t breathe right. Couldn’t think.

I didn’t know what scared me more: how wrong it was, or how much I wanted to do it again.

The dress shifted around my legs as I moved, light fabric brushing against hot skin. I wasn’t wearing panties. I hadn’t since before the ceremony. I didn’t want lines under the gown. But now, every step reminded me of it, the bare slickness between my thighs, the trail of heat that refused to cool.

I stopped near the bench and leaned one hand against the wall.

Closed my eyes.

Inhaled.

Held it.

“You okay?”

His voice was soft.

I turned.

Adam stood maybe ten feet away, hands in his pockets, eyes just wide enough to show nerves. He looked even younger like that — shoulders squared, chest rising and falling like he’d walked faster than he meant to. 

I didn’t speak at first.

He stepped closer. “I saw you come out. Just wanted to check.”

“I needed air,” I said finally. “It was hot in there.”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

We stood in silence.

The air pressed in between us.

I looked at him, at the way his chest lifted under the white cotton, the way his forearms tensed just slightly when he shifted his weight. There was still a glow on his cheeks. Not from nerves, I realized. From arousal.

He’d followed me.

And not because he was worried.

I stepped forward once. Just to close the gap a little. Not much. But enough.

“Do you regret it?” I asked.

He blinked. “What?”

“Earlier,” I said. “Dancing.”

He stared at me.

I kept my voice low. “I feel like a fucking predator.”

“You shouldn’t.”

I waited.

“I loved it,” he said, voice firmer now. “I’ve been thinking about it every second since.”

The heat that hit me was instant.

I smiled.

I don’t know what I expected him to say.
Maybe a laugh. A nervous shrug. Some fumbling joke to cover the tension.
But he said it like a fact.
“I loved it.”
No smile. No hesitation.
I stepped the rest of the way to him.
We were inches apart now. I could feel the heat from his chest. The slow, shallow rhythm of his breath. He didn’t step back. Didn’t shift. Just watched me like I was something he hadn’t fully understood until now.
“You’re not mad?” I asked.
His eyes dropped, not in shame. Lower. To the open line of skin on my chest. The way my tits pushed against the fabric. The neckline gaped slightly when I inhaled.
“No.”
His voice caught a little.
“I thought maybe...” I started.
“Don’t,” he said. Quiet but certain. “Don’t second-guess it.”
My hands moved before I thought about it.
I placed them on his chest, flat against the warm cotton of his shirt, over the thud of his heart. His skin burned under the fabric. Not with fever. With want.
He didn’t flinch.
Didn’t ask what I was doing.
He just stood there, letting me touch him.
I slid my palms down. Slowly.
Over his ribs. His stomach. Lower.
Until I reached the waistband of his trousers.
I paused.
His eyes were wide now. Lips parted.
He swallowed hard.
I pressed lower.
My fingers found the shape of him — thick, full, already hard under the fabric.
He gasped.
A sound caught in the back of his throat.
His hands twitched at his sides. Like he wanted to grab me, but didn’t know if he could.
So I helped him.
I reached for one of his hands and lifted it.
Guided it to my waist.
Then lower.
His palm cupped my ass — tentative at first. Hesitant.
But the second he felt how firm it was, how round and real and close, he gripped. Full fingers, hard squeeze. He exhaled like he’d been holding back for years.
“Fuck,” he whispered.
I leaned in. My tits brushed his chest.
“Go on,” I murmured. “It’s okay.”
He squeezed again. Rougher now.
His other hand came up, landed just below my breast. He didn’t hesitate this time — he grabbed.
Fingers spreading. Palming the whole weight of me through the thin fabric.
I moaned into his neck.
He froze.
I didn’t.
I rolled my hips against his cock.
“Been thinking about this too?” I whispered.
He nodded fast. Couldn’t speak.

I kissed him.

Not gentle.

I grabbed the back of his head and crushed our mouths together — messy, wet, lips parting instantly. His tongue met mine like it had been waiting all night. He groaned. His hands grabbed tighter: tits, ass, both full and firm in his fists.

He kissed like a teenager.
Hungry. Desperate. A little clumsy.
And I kissed him like a woman who needed it.

I ground my hips into his cock again. His knees bent slightly.
He was throbbing through his pants now, hard and thick and twitching.
I broke the kiss only to breathe.
His lips followed. Trying to stay with mine.
I pulled back just enough to whisper against his cheek:
“You don’t need to be afraid of me.”
He laughed, a sound caught between awe and disbelief.
“I’m not.”
His hands squeezed me again.
“But I might come in my fucking pants.”
I grinned.
And pressed even harder against him.
His cock twitched again, hard and eager beneath his pants, pushing straight into my hip. He let out another shaky breath, and his hands didn’t leave my body.

One stayed tight on my ass, fingers gripping greedily. The other slid up, cupped my breast fully. He wasn’t soft about it now. He squeezed like he couldn’t believe it was real, like he needed to feel every ounce of it before it vanished. His thumb dragged across my nipple through the fabric, and I gasped.

He pulled back just enough to see my face. “Did I...?”

“Don’t stop,” I said.

That was all he needed.

He leaned in and kissed me again, mouth hot and open, tongue already searching for mine. He moaned when our lips connected, his body jerking slightly as if he couldn’t believe I was still letting him do this.

His hands moved faster now — both of them, up and down my sides, cupping, grabbing, squeezing. My tits bounced with the movement, straining against the dress. His grip was rough, uncoordinated, but I didn’t care. I wanted that — needed it. Nineteen-year-old hunger, messy and real, all over me.

He bent slightly and pressed his face to my cleavage, burying his nose between the soft curves spilling from the neckline. I felt his mouth open against my skin, his breath hot.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he groaned, voice muffled.

I tilted my head back and let him explore, let him devour me with his mouth and hands. His lips grazed the top of one breast, then the other, tongue darting out to taste skin. It was sloppy and instinctual. but God, it made my knees weak.

My hands didn’t stop either. I reached down, palmed his cock through the fabric, gripped it hard.

He jolted.

“Fuck,” he whispered again.

“I know,” I said. “You’re hard as a rock.”

He nodded against my chest, lips still brushing my skin.

“And your hands,” I whispered, “are exactly where they should be.”

He looked up at me, dazed, flushed, panting like he’d just run a race. His mouth was wet, his hair sticking to his forehead.

“Can I...” he began.

“You don’t have to ask,” I cut him off, rocking my hips against his again.

He groaned — a low, desperate sound — and grabbed my ass with both hands this time, lifting slightly, like he might pick me up against the wall. I let my hands rest on his shoulders, holding him close, letting him feel the way my body curved into his.

It wasn’t graceful. It wasn’t careful. But it was real.

He kissed me again. His lips were a little swollen now, his breath too fast, his cock straining against the zipper.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” he murmured against my cheek.

“It is,” I said. “Right now.”

Then I reached between us, grabbed his wrist, and pulled his hand down, lower, under my dress.

I didn’t rush. I wanted him to feel it: the smoothness of my thigh, the bare skin he hadn’t touched before. His palm slid over the curve of my hip, his fingertips tracing the inside like he was afraid to go further.

I pressed his hand between my legs.

Right where I was soaked.

He froze.

Completely.

Then exhaled like the air had just been punched out of him.

“Jesus,” he whispered.

I smiled and leaned into his ear. “You did that.”

His fingers shifted. Hesitant at first, then firmer. He explored slowly, brushing through the wet heat between my folds, finding the slickness waiting for him.

“You’ve made me like this since the pool party,” I growled. “Ever since the moment you walked out of that pool like a Greek God.”

His breath hitched again. I felt his cock throb against my hip, angry and pulsing and fully, painfully hard now.

I kept my mouth close to his ear. “You know how big it looked?”

He didn’t answer.

I reached down, cupped him again through the fabric with my free hand — his hand still working me under the dress. His cock twitched violently in my palm.

“Not just big,” I whispered. “Huge.”

He moaned quietly, almost like he was trying to hold it back.

I squeezed him once, slowly. “You’ve got no idea what it did to me. Seeing that thick cock straining in your trunks. I couldn’t stop staring.”

His fingers inside the dress curled, pressing harder, sliding through my soaked folds. One found my clit,  just brushed,  and I shuddered.

“Right there,” I said.

He focused. Pressed again.

I clenched.

“That’s it,” I breathed.

He was trembling now. I could feel it in his arms, his legs, his mouth against my neck.

He kissed me again, open-mouthed, breathless. His lips found my throat, my collarbone, the space between my breasts. He wanted all of it. Needed it. And I let him.

“Fuck, Emma,” he said, his voice shaking. “You’re... so wet.”

“I know.”

“I don’t think I can...” He cut himself off with a groan as my hand squeezed his cock again.

“You can,” I said. “But not yet.”

His fingers kept moving under the dress, desperate, trying to make me cum. I was close. The pressure was right, the speed, the heat, the thrill of his inexperience.

But then...

The sound of laughter. Loud, close.

A door creaked open behind the hedge.

We both froze.

His hand jerked back like he’d been caught with it in fire. I stepped back instinctively, heart hammering.

Footsteps. Voices.

I looked at him: red-faced, lips parted, chest heaving. His cock still bulged in his pants, the front soaked slightly from where my hand had rubbed against the fabric.

He stared at me, dazed, like he was trying to wake up.

I reached down and fixed my dress. Smoothed it. Cleared my throat.

“I wish we could do more,” I said softly.

Then I turned and walked away. Heels in hand, bare feet silent on the grass, my pussy still aching and his scent still on my neck.

—-
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I didn’t go far. Just to the back edge of the lawn, where the lights from the tent didn’t quite reach. I leaned against one of the support posts, the music distant now, blurred under the pulse still pounding in my ears.

My dress stuck between my thighs.

I could still feel his fingers inside me. The way he groaned when I grabbed his cock. The way he looked up at me, desperate, wide-eyed, like I was something he’d only dreamed about.

And I’d loved it. Every second.

I pressed my back harder against the post and tilted my head to the sky.

I had said vows this morning.

I had kissed David in front of everyone. Smiled. Held his hand. Promised to be his wife, to build a future together, to settle into the life I told myself I wanted.

A safe life.

A steady one.

I came home for that. Gave up the chaos. The strangers. The games. I told myself I was done chasing every cock that made me wet. I was done being the girl who couldn’t say no. Who didn’t want to.

David was good. Predictable. Kind. He loved me.

And I loved the idea of him.

But tonight?

Tonight I’d backed a teenager against a wall, shoved his hand up my dress, and moaned in his mouth like it was the only thing I’d ever needed.

I didn’t even feel guilty.

That was the part that scared me.

I felt alive. Hot. Like something had shaken loose in me and come roaring back.

I thought I killed that part of myself. Buried her under wedding spreadsheets and Pilates and careful smiles. But she wasn’t gone.

She was just waiting.

And the second Adam stepped into the light with that cocky grin and heavy cock and zero idea how dangerous he was?

She woke the fuck up.

I stood there a while longer, legs pressed together, body still pulsing with need.

Then I adjusted my dress, fixed the line of the fabric, and walked back toward the tent, where my husband waited, and my vows still rang fresh in everyone’s ears.
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The Fuck
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The reception was winding down. Candles half-melted. Music slower, dimmer, more forgiving. Someone had changed into sneakers. A bridesmaid was crying quietly on the lawn. It was that part of the night.

I wandered off alone.

I didn’t say goodbye. Didn’t even glance back. David was still upright somewhere, probably sipping whatever his groomsmen handed him next. Happy. Proud. Full of plans for the morning.

And I had just fucked his younger brother with my eyes for hours.

No one had seen the dance for what it was. No one had heard the things I whispered. Not even David, who stood twenty feet away while I pressed my tits against his brother’s chest and let him squeeze my ass like he’d earned the right.

I should’ve stopped after that. Walked it back. Taken a cold shower, said the right things, pretended none of it had happened. We were married now. The rings were on. The papers signed. I’d stood in front of his family and promised fidelity, love, forever.

And I’d meant it. I thought I did.

But then I kissed Adam’s neck. Licked just below his ear. I hadn’t stopped myself.

Because the truth wasn’t that I broke the promise.

It was that I didn’t care.

Not in the moment. Not in the heat of it. I’d said the vows. And still, I wanted Adam.

I still did.

The hallway buzzed with faint music and laughter, but it was like I’d stepped into a different world. Dim light. Cool air. Carpet soft under my heels. I didn’t know where I was going, only that I couldn’t stay out there.

I turned a corner, headed for some air, some quiet.

And there he was.

Adam.

In something looking like a conference room. Sitting on the edge of a long wooden table, his shirt half undone, sleeves rolled, hair damp, tie gone. His skin glowed in the low lamp behind him. He looked flushed, like he’d just come in from a run. His chest moved slowly, rising, falling, as if he was still trying to catch his breath.

He looked up at me.

Didn’t speak.

I didn’t speak either. Didn’t think. Didn’t hesitate. I just walked straight in and closed the door behind me. The latch clicked loud in the silence. My pulse thudded in my throat.

He stayed still. Watching me.

Waiting.

I didn’t let myself think about what I was doing. Not about David, or the ring on my finger, or the fact that this was the venue of my fucking wedding.

I just moved.

My heels clicked once, twice. Then I stopped, halfway to him, and reached back for the hem of my dress.

Pulled it up.

All the way up.

My thighs. My hips. My bare, wet pussy.

His mouth fell open.

His eyes dropped like gravity had yanked them there. He stared. Fully. No blinking. No restraint. I saw the breath leave his body.

I stepped forward, raised both hands, and pressed them flat to his chest.

His skin burned through the cotton. I could feel his heart hammering.

Then I shoved.

He let himself fall back onto his elbows. “Emma—”

I didn’t wait. I climbed onto him, knees on either side of his hips. The skirt of my dress stayed bunched at my waist. His eyes flicked to my thighs, then higher, then—

“Holy shit,” he breathed.

I grabbed his face and kissed him.

Not sweet. Not teasing. Just pure heat.

His mouth opened instantly. His tongue found mine like he’d been starving for it. The sound he made, half-groan, half-whimper, made my cunt clench.

I rocked forward once.

His cock was rock hard under me, thick through the fabric of his pants. It pressed up against me perfectly, right where I ached. I dragged myself across it once, and his whole body jerked.

I pulled back and whispered, “Get it out.”

His hands went to his belt. Fumbling. Clumsy. I slapped them away and did it myself. The buckle, the zipper, everything. Fast, practiced. I reached in.

God, he was hot. Heavy. Already leaking.

I held his cock in my hand and looked at him.

“This won’t be gentle.”

He shook his head. Didn’t even try to speak.

I rose up onto my knees, guided him to my entrance, and sank down.

The stretch was immediate.

My eyes rolled back. My breath caught. I had to force myself lower, inch by inch, because he was too thick to just take.

My pussy clenched around him, tight, greedy.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “Adam.”

He groaned under me, jaw slack, watching me with something between awe and disbelief. His fingers dug into my hips like he thought I might disappear.

“Am I hurting you?” he managed to ask.

“No,” I panted. “You’re just... fuck, you’re big.”

Bigger than David. Bigger than anyone I’d taken in years. I felt full. Stretched to the edge.

I rolled my hips once and saw stars.

His cock hit something deep, and my knees wobbled.

I steadied myself with one hand on his chest and started to move.

The top of my dress gave a little with the motion: tight fabric struggling to stay up. My tits bounced softly. One of the straps slipped down my arm.

Adam’s eyes went there immediately.

I yanked the fabric down.

My tits spilled free: hot, flushed, tight from arousal.

He didn’t wait.

Both hands grabbed them like he couldn’t help it. Squeezing, lifting, brushing his thumbs over my nipples like he’d been dreaming about it since the day we met.

I moaned. Loud.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “Emma...”

His cock twitched inside me.

I started to ride him with slow, deep strokes, dragging him in and out of me until my pussy went slicker, wetter. My thighs trembled. My dress slipped lower. His eyes never left my chest.

This was happening.

No backing out.

No pretending.

He was inside me, hands full of my tits, and I was soaked to the point of dripping.

I started to move.

Not slow. Not gentle. I needed it too badly.

I rolled my hips forward, grinding down on him, then pulled up and dropped again. His cock felt impossibly thick, dragging along every nerve as I sank down. Each time, it hit deeper. The table creaked. My wedding dress slid higher, bunched at my waist, my tits still free, bouncing with every stroke.

Adam grunted under me, eyes wide, mouth open. He looked dazed, like he didn’t know where he was.

His hands flew to my hips, then my tits, both, back and forth, frantic and greedy. He squeezed them like he couldn’t believe they were real. His thumbs brushed over my nipples again and again, almost reverent, but with the twitchy energy of someone desperate to feel everything at once.

I braced one hand on his chest and fucked him harder.

The sound of it filled the room, wet, obscene, raw. My pussy clapped down against him with every thrust. I didn’t care. I wanted him to hear it. I wanted him to remember every sound.

His cock was so fucking big. God, how was he this big?

“You feel that?” I gasped, grinding my clit against him as I bounced. “Feel how wet I am?”

He nodded, breath catching. “I... I didn’t think...”

I cut him off with a thrust so deep he nearly shouted.

“You made me like this,” I hissed. “All day. Every look. Every time I caught you staring.”

He moaned, hips bucking. I slapped his chest lightly.

“Stay still. Let me use it.”

He obeyed. His fingers dug into my thighs. I kept riding him, faster now, harder, the edge building quick and sharp. My whole body ached. My tits bounced in his face, sweat rolling down my back. His eyes never left them.

I leaned in slightly, letting them sway just inches from his mouth.

“Go ahead,” I said. “You’ve wanted to.”

He didn’t hesitate. His mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard. I gasped. His tongue flicked, licked, then moved to the other. Both hands held them up like he was worshiping them.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “You’re gonna make me cum.”

He looked up, dazed. “Please. I... can I cum too?”

“No. Not yet.”

I kept going. Slamming down on him, hard and fast, thighs trembling, soaked and wild. My orgasm broke like a wave: sharp, brutal. I threw my head back, fingers clawing at his shoulders, my whole body locking as I came with a broken cry.

I clenched around him, pussy spasming, holding him tight.

He couldn’t hold back.

He shouted, hips jerking up, cock pulsing deep inside me.

I felt the first spurt, thick and hot. Then the next. And the next.

He came so hard I swore I could feel it filling me.

But I didn’t stop.

I kept moving. Slower now, grinding, dragging his cock through the mess he’d made.

His face was wrecked. Lips parted. Eyes glassy. Sweat dripping down his temples.

“You okay?” I breathed, still rocking.

He nodded, trembling. “I...I didn’t know it could feel like that.”

“Good.”

I leaned in, kissed him hard, messy, hungry. Then pulled back, climbed off his lap, and adjusted my dress. My thighs were slick with our cum. I didn’t wipe it away.

He just sat there, breathing like he’d run ten miles, his cock still half-hard, glistening.

I smoothed the front of my dress, fixed the bodice around my tits, and turned for the door.

No words. No goodbye.

Let him sit there. Let him think about what just happened.

Let him know I didn’t regret a fucking second.

I let myself out, cum leaking down the inside of my thigh as I stepped back into the hall.

The carpet ran under my feet like a quiet ribbon, one door after another blurring past as I made my way back out toward the reception. My body still buzzed. Not from orgasm, not even from the risk. It was something deeper. Calmer. Like I’d burned through the last of something I’d been holding for years.

It was done.

I’d fucked my husband’s little brother. On my wedding day. In a side room, with his cum still inside me and my dress hiked around my waist. No excuses. No misunderstandings. No denial.

And no regret.

I paused before the door that led back into the main tent. I heard David’s voice — clear, bright, already tipsy. Laughing about something. Telling a story.

Normal.

Safe.

Exactly what I thought I wanted.

I looked down. Smoothed the front of my dress. Felt the stickiness between my thighs where Adam had finished. My tits still ached from how hard he’d squeezed them. My pussy still throbbed.

I exhaled. Fixed my expression. Raised my chin.

Then I stepped back into the lights.

David waved when he saw me, glass raised. His eyes sparkled. “There you are!”

I smiled and walked toward him.
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The reception was over. Candles blown out. Music long since faded into silence. David’s arm wrapped around my waist, fingers splayed wide like he needed to keep holding onto the day.

“Best night of my life,” he said, voice still buzzing from too many drinks. “Seriously.”

I smiled. Nodded. Let my body stay soft under his touch. The hallway to the elevator was quiet now, carpet littered with flower petals and a pair of abandoned sunglasses. Someone had thrown up in the corner earlier. 

David hit the elevator button and chuckled to himself. “I’m married,” he said, like it was still sinking in. “Married to the hottest woman in the world.”

“Lucky you,” I said.

He kissed my temple, sloppy and warm. I let him.

In the elevator, he leaned into me. “God, you smell good.” He kissed the curve of my neck, then lower. “Still can’t believe you’re mine.”

I turned my face away, staring at the reflection in the mirrored wall. His hand was light on my hip, barely touching, a feathered weight.

Adam’s hands had been heavier.

I swallowed that thought like poison. Let it burn its way down.

David’s eyes were glassy in the low light. “You okay?” he asked.

“Perfect,” I lied, just as the doors slid open.

The suite was spotless. Rose petals on the bed. Chocolate-dipped strawberries on a tray by the window. Champagne sweating in a silver bucket. I walked in and set the bouquet on the dresser.

David kicked off his shoes and began tugging at his bowtie. “God, my feet are killing me. You want some champagne?”

I shook my head. “I just want to get this dress off.”

“Let me help.” He grinned and stumbled forward, already loosening his shirt. He couldn’t quite figure out the zipper, so I turned and did it myself. The gown loosened. Slid down my hips. I caught it before it hit the floor.

I didn’t drop it. I folded it gently. Carefully. As if it were still sacred.

Even though my body already smelled like someone else’s sex.

David peeled off his shirt, undershirt tangled in the process, and dropped both in a pile. His chest was pale. Soft. Familiar. My eyes drifted down, not out of desire, just habit.

He stepped close again. Hands back on my waist. “You’re so beautiful,” he murmured.

I tilted my head for his kiss. Let his mouth find mine. Let him touch me like he wanted to remember it later. His hands were warm. Loving.

But they didn’t burn.

They didn’t make my breath catch or my knees weak. They didn’t force any moan from my throat. Just a soft sound, practiced.

He walked me backward until I felt the bed against the backs of my knees. I sank down. He kissed my shoulder, then the slope of my breast. His fingers moved lower, slow and careful.

When he pushed inside me, it was gentle. Thoughtful.

A good husband.

His body moved above mine in steady, shallow thrusts. He kissed my jaw. My collarbone. One hand braced beside my head, the other cupping my hip like I might drift away if he let go.

It wasn’t bad.

It just wasn’t anything.

I closed my eyes and let it happen. Let him fuck me the way a man makes love to his wife when the party’s over and the story is supposed to begin. His breath was hot in my ear, his pace slow. A few times, he whispered, “God, you feel amazing,” and “You’re perfect,” and I murmured back little things like “Mmm,” and “Yes.”

Then he said it.

“Jesus, babe. You’re soaked.”

He groaned like it turned him on.

I froze.

Just for a second. Just inside.

Because I wasn’t wet for him. Not really. 

My body still held Adam’s cum. Deep. Warm. Sticky.

That’s what David felt. That’s what made him moan.

Not arousal. Just the mess his brother had left behind.

My throat tightened. I arched my back a little, not from pleasure, but from instinct. A learned response.

His thrusts got faster. Still shallow. Still tender.

My mind wasn’t there.

It was back in that side room. On that table. With Adam’s cock tearing me open, his hands gripping my ass, his mouth hanging open in awe. The look on his face when he came inside me. The tremble in his thighs. The way I hadn’t said a word. Had just climbed on and taken what I needed.

That had been fucking.

This?

This was... kindness.

When I felt David getting close, I whispered a soft moan. Pitched just right.

“Oh... yeah. Mmm. I needed that.”

He groaned, thrust once more, and stilled with a low sigh.

Then he kissed my forehead.

His body relaxed. His breathing slowed. A second later, he rolled off me, pulled the sheet halfway up, and turned to the side.

“I love you,” he murmured. Already half-asleep

The room felt too quiet once he fell asleep.

His breathing shifted first. From wet sighs against my neck to that low, broken snore that meant he was already gone. Out cold. Barely even aware that he’d just come inside me like it meant something.

I lay still.

Nude. The sheet half-pulled over my stomach, but my chest bare, one leg bent out from under the blanket. The skin there was damp. Not just sweat. Not just David. Something thicker. Deeper.

Adam.

I closed my eyes for half a second, trying to will the image away. But it stuck. The table. My knees wide. His cock buried deep, so thick I thought I’d split open on it. The look on his face when he came, like he didn’t know what world he was in anymore.

I shifted my legs slightly. My thighs stuck together, then peeled apart. I felt a smear of him slide lower.

David groaned in his sleep and turned toward me. One arm flopped across my waist like an afterthought. It wasn’t warm. It didn’t hold me down. It felt like the ghost of an idea: this is what husbands do.

I stared at the ceiling. The AC rattled once, then hummed steady. The roses someone had scattered across the pillows were crushed now, damp with sweat and the weight of us rolling over them.

I’d said the words. Said forever. Said only you. I’d signed the papers and let everyone clap and drink and toast to a life that was supposed to be clean.

But my skin didn’t feel clean.

I lifted the sheet. Peered down at the soft shadow between my legs. The inside of my thighs was flushed pink. The sticky heat there made my breath catch. David’s cum was thin and already drying at the edge of my pussy. But deeper in, I knew what else was still there. Who else.

I didn’t touch it. Didn’t slide my fingers through. Just watched my own chest rise and fall for a moment, tits heavy and marked where Adam’s grip had made my nipples ache.

I thought about pulling the sheet up. Turning to face David. Curling into the idea of him, the safe boy who’d promised me grown-up love. The one who’d asked nothing about my past because he didn’t want to know. The one who kissed my forehead and fell asleep inside me like that was the peak of what I deserved.

I thought about closing my eyes.

But my body didn’t listen.

The ache was still there: low, stubborn. The same hungry pulse I’d felt when I saw Adam’s cock. The same tight clench that wouldn’t let me drift off.

I turned my head. David’s face was slack in the shadows. His lips parted, hair stuck to his temple. Soft. Gentle. Familiar.

I swung my legs out from under the covers and sat up. The cool air kissed my skin: my bare shoulders, the tops of my thighs, the soft swell of my breasts. 

I crossed to the bathroom without a sound.

Inside, I flicked on the light. Pale yellow filled the mirror. I looked at myself: hair tangled, makeup smudged in places I’d forgotten to wipe clean. My breasts still looked swollen, the nipples stiff where Adam had sucked them. A faint mark bloomed just above my collarbone. Another reminder. His hands. His teeth.

I braced both palms on the sink, letting my head drop.

Stay.

Be good.

I turned on the tap. Ran my fingers under it until they were cold. Brought them up to my neck, my throat, the inside curve of one breast. Tiny, pointless circles. It did nothing. The heat was too deep.

I spread my thighs slightly. Watched in the mirror as a thin line of wetness shimmered at the top of my inner thigh. I pressed my palm there. Felt it.

I sighed. I didn’t want my own hand.

I wanted his cock.

The mirror fogged faintly with my breath. I wiped it clear with my wrist.

No words came.

I turned off the tap.

Stepped out of the bathroom, back into the thick quiet of the suite. David hadn’t moved. His arm still draped over the empty space where my waist had been. His body sprawled on his side, mouth slack, dreaming about a wife who stayed where she was supposed to.

I walked to the corner chair where I’d dropped the white hotel robe earlier. Picked it up. Shook it once. Slipped it on without bothering to tie it.

I stood there for one more heartbeat.

Then I opened the door.

The hallway outside was silent. A hush that matched the hum in my blood.

I stepped out barefoot. The door clicked shut behind me.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Second Round

[image: ]


The hallway carpet felt warm under my bare feet. The hotel corridor was dead silent at this hour: no drunken voices, no music, just the soft hum of the AC units and my own heartbeat steady under my ribs.

The robe slipped against my hips as I walked. Loose. Bare skin underneath, still damp where his cum had leaked down my thigh earlier. I didn’t tie it tighter. I wanted him to see.

I stopped in front of his door. The numbers blurred a little when I blinked. My hand hovered for a second, just long enough to hear my own pulse thrum.

Then I knocked.
Soft at first. Once.
Nothing.

I waited. Listened. Imagined him inside: half-asleep, warm, tangled in cheap sheets, maybe dreaming about me already. Maybe hard under the blanket.

I knocked again. Louder this time.
Still nothing. Just the click of some ice machine down the hall.
One more. Hard. My knuckles against the hollow wood. I held my breath this time.

A few seconds passed before I heard it: the faint shuffle, the muted creak of a bed. Then the bolt turned with a sluggish, sleepy click.

The door opened just enough to show him. Adam. Bare chest. Hair flattened on one side, sticking up on the other. Eyes half-open, lids heavy. Boxer briefs hanging low on his hips. The shape under them already thickening just from seeing me.

He blinked once, took in my face, then the robe, the flash of skin underneath. His eyes dropped. He saw the part in the fabric. The curve of one tit. The line of my belly. The top of my thigh.

He didn’t say anything. Neither did I.

I stepped inside. Brushed past him, slow enough that my bare arm grazed his. The warmth between us cracked open something deeper. He turned with me, confused, still waking up, already breathing harder.

I shut the door behind me. Slid the bolt back into place with a soft, final click.

His mouth opened. Maybe to ask why I was here, maybe to say my name. I didn’t give him the chance.

I let the robe fall from my shoulders. Let it slide down my arms and pool at my feet. I stood there bare, tits up, nipples tight in the lamplight, my skin flushed and hungry.

He stared. His lips parted. His cock twitched against the thin cotton.

I stepped toward him without saying a word. His back hit the wall near the door when I pressed my body to his. Bare skin to skin. My tits against his chest, the heat between my legs brushing the soft bulge in his boxers.

He made a sound, half breath, half question. I swallowed it with my mouth. Hard kiss. No sweetness. My lips parted over his. My tongue slid in. He groaned, muffled, hands lifting, unsure where to land.

I grabbed one wrist and pressed it to my breast. His fingers twitched, then curled in, rough and shy all at once. I could feel how hot his palm was against my nipple. I moaned into his mouth. I knew he felt it: the sound, the shiver down my chest.

He stiffened under me, cock swelling fast. I ground my hips forward, dragging myself over it through the thin cotton. It twitched again, thick and heavy.

He tried to speak when I pulled back to breathe. “Emma...”

I cut him off with another kiss. Deeper this time, messier. He kissed back like he couldn’t help it now. Like his body knew what this was, even if his mouth didn’t.

I let him grab my hips. Let him pull me closer. I felt the tip of him push up, brushing the crease of my thigh. Bare skin on skin. Warm. Hungry.

I broke the kiss and shoved him lightly toward the bed. He stumbled back, caught himself on the edge. I pushed him again and he fell onto his back.

I followed.

Climbed over him, straddled his hips, thighs wide, tits swaying right in front of his face. His hands went there again, like they couldn’t help themselves — big, clumsy palms full of me. He squeezed, thumbed my nipples, watched them bounce.

“You want this?” I asked, voice low.

He nodded. His voice cracked. “Yeah. Fuck, Emma...”

I leaned down, kissed him again, felt his cock jump under me. I reached back, tugged at his boxers until they slid down his thighs. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed, already leaking.

“Good boy,” I murmured.

I rocked my hips over it, dragging the wet head through the slick heat between my thighs. He gasped, eyes rolling up. I lifted once, caught him at my entrance, and let my hips drop.

The stretch. The sweet, brutal stretch. My mouth fell open. I didn’t hold back the sound that tore out of me: raw, sharp, desperate.

His hands clamped onto my ass, pulling me down harder.

“Jesus...” he breathed.

I ground down. Buried him all the way. Felt him pulse deep inside. My walls clenched around him. Too full, too thick. Perfect.

“You know what your brother did tonight?” I said, leaning close so my tits brushed his chest. “He fucked me. Soft. Slow. Like I was glass.”

Adam groaned, hips bucking up into me. Hands tight on my ass now. He thrust up once, hard. I took it.

I leaned in, mouth to his ear. “Give it to me. Show me what he can’t.”

And he did.

He gripped my hips and slammed into me, deep and rough. The slap of skin filled the room. My tits bounced against his chest, slick with sweat. I moaned for real this time: high, sharp, unstoppable.

My nails scraped his shoulders. I squeezed around him, milked him for more. His cock hit deeper, each thrust sharper than the last.

His mouth found my neck. He bit down, helpless. I moaned his name. 

He pinned me there, flat to his chest, his breath ragged in my ear, one hand clamped on my ass to keep me where he wanted. Each thrust pushed a low sound out of my throat. a sharp little gasp I couldn’t bite back. The slap of skin got wetter, stickier, the smell of us curling through the air: sweat, hotel soap, something saltier underneath: the mess he’d left inside me last time, stirred up and leaking again.

His cock dragged over the spot that made me see stars. I felt him shudder, that helpless tremor down his back, but he didn’t slow down. He just grunted into my neck, teeth scraping my skin.

“You feel that?” I hissed. My voice cracked. “How deep you are?”

He nodded against my throat, breath warm. “Fuck, Emma, I think...”

“Don’t you dare cum yet.” I dug my nails into his shoulders. Felt the muscles bunch under my fingers. He moaned, a low, broken sound , and slammed into me harder. The bed creaked. The cheap headboard tapped the wall in a slow, dirty rhythm.

My tits dragged across his chest, slick from sweat. I pushed my hips to meet every thrust, tilting just right to feel him hit me so deep I nearly sobbed. The heat built fast,  a tight, pulsing knot at my core, ready to break.

“Look at me,” I said. I grabbed his jaw, forced his face up. His eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide, lips parted like he couldn’t breathe.

“You feel that stretch?” I growled. “That’s mine. All mine.”

His hips stuttered, the next thrust sloppy, desperate. I clenched around him and he gasped, too loud, like the pleasure caught him off guard every single time.

I pulled back to catch my breath, chest slick against his, thighs trembling from the deep stretch of him inside me. Adam’s hands were still on my hips, tight, like he didn’t want to let go.

His eyes met mine, wide, dark, shining with something that wasn’t innocence anymore. He licked his lips. Breathless. He looked at me like he wanted to say something filthy and didn’t know if he should.

“Turn around,” he said.

It caught me off guard. His voice was rougher now. Not a question. An order. The way it rolled off his tongue made my pussy clench again, the last echo of my orgasm still humming through my hips.

He pulled out halfway, thick, slick, dragging through all that heat. Then he shoved me gently by the shoulder.

“Bend over,” he said.

My mouth twitched into a grin. I obeyed.

I crawled off him, turned at the edge of the bed, stood with my feet apart. Bent forward until my elbows pressed into the mattress, back arched, ass up for him. I felt the air hit the mess between my legs: his cum, my slick, all of it glistening.

I looked back over my shoulder, tits swinging heavy beneath me. “Like this?” I teased.

Adam stepped behind me. His boxers were gone now, forgotten on the floor. His cock was thick again, flushed dark, already bobbing when he grabbed the base and lined up with my soaked pussy.

“Yeah,” he growled. “Just like that.”

His hands landed on my hips, fingers splayed wide. He pushed forward. One slow thrust to find his angle, then he slammed in deep. I gasped, head dropping, breath catching. The slap of skin echoed off the walls.

He pulled back, slammed again. Harder. The sting of it made my eyes flutter. The bed frame bumped the wall in rhythm.

“Look at this ass,” he said, voice low, raw. “Bet David never got to see it like this.”

I moaned. He grabbed a handful, squeezed, spread me open to see everything.

“Say it,” I gasped, pushing back on him. “Say what you’re doing.”

He snapped his hips forward. The sound made me whimper. “Fucking my brother’s wife,” he panted. “Bent over. Taking it.”

“Harder,” I begged.

He growled. Yes, growled. And snapped his hips harder, faster. The wet sound was filthy now, slick smacks filling the small hotel room. His hands dug into my ass, his hips slammed my hips forward with each thrust.

“Slap it,” I demanded.

He hesitated, then did it. The crack of his palm on my ass made me yelp, clench. My pussy fluttered around him, milking him deeper.

Again. Another smack. Another thrust.

“God, you feel... so fucking deep,” I gasped. “You stretch me more than he ever could.”

He slammed again. “Yeah? You like that?”

“Yes,” I hissed. “I’m your brother’s filthy wife. Taking this cock... anytime I want it.”

His breathing broke. His hips stuttered. I felt him swell inside me, that telltale twitch.

“Cum in me,” I moaned. “Fill me again.”

He groaned, buried himself to the hilt, and came with a sharp, broken gasp. His cock pulsing, emptying, so much it dripped out immediately. I came too, sharp and bright, my walls clamping down, drawing every drop deeper.

He stayed buried, panting over my back, fingers digging into my hips.

He pulled out slow, breathless, his cock slipping free with a wet slide that made my thighs tremble. I felt his cum immediately, warm, slick, dripping down my inner thigh to the carpet. My whole pussy ached, stretched open, raw and hungry all over again.

Adam braced one hand on the mattress, his chest heaving like he’d run a mile in the dark. His cock twitched once, half-hard, still slick and flushed dark at the head.

I turned on him.

Before he could catch his breath, I spun, dropped to my knees on the cheap hotel carpet. I pushed at his stomach until he fell back against the sheets, legs wide.

His eyes were wide too, dazed, blissed out, but confused. I didn’t give him a chance to find his voice.

I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock, slick with both our mess. He twitched again, breath catching. I leaned in and licked the head slow, flat tongue, tasting myself, tasting him.

He moaned, soft and shaky. His hand drifted down, fingers brushing my hair.

I slapped his wrist away. Hard enough to sting. “Hands off,” I snapped. “Just watch.”

He froze. Nodded.

I grinned just enough to let him see my mouth wet and open. Then I sank down, lips stretching wide. His cock hit my tongue, then my throat, salt and heat and slick still fresh on him. I sucked slow at first, letting spit drip out around him, my hand stroking the base.

He choked out a sound, half-moan, half-whimper. His thighs tensed under my palms. I pulled back, spit running down my chin, then swallowed him again, deeper, until I felt him swell against my tongue.

“You’re not done,” I growled when I pulled back for air. My voice vibrated down his shaft. “You’re mine tonight. I want every drop.”

He nodded, helpless. “Fuck, Emma. You’re insatiable!”

I spit on the head, smeared it with my thumb, then sucked it back in, rolling my tongue around the tip until I felt him stiffen. I wanted him fully hard, ready to break all over again. My tits swung just inches from his stomach, sweat making them shine.

He tried to rock his hips, but I held him down with one palm flat on his thigh.

“No,” I said, mouth still full. “You don’t move. You just give me what I want.”

His cock twitched. Thickened. Rock hard again in my mouth, ready for my next demand.

When he was fully hard again, thick, pulsing, slick from my spit, I climbed back over him like I couldn’t stand to be empty another second. He lay there under me, eyes wide, chest rising fast, hands open like he wasn’t sure where to touch first.

I didn’t give him a choice.

I grabbed his wrists, planted them on my tits. “Hold them,” I panted. “Squeeze. I want you to feel how perfect they are for you.”

He groaned, palms full, thumbs grazing my nipples until they peaked tight under the heat of him. I shifted my knees higher, angled my hips, and sank down.

The stretch made my head fall back, raw, sweet, too full. He filled me like he was shaped for me, thick and hot and dragging every nerve alive.

“Fuck, yeah,” he gasped, voice cracking under the wet slap as my ass met his thighs.

I rocked my hips, slow first, letting him feel it, my tits bouncing against his hands. His eyes locked there, wide, starved, watching the way they moved every time I dragged up and dropped back down.

“You feel that?” I moaned, rolling my hips deeper. “You feel how I fit you?”

He nodded, breathless, mouth open.

I leaned forward, grabbed his face with one hand, forced his eyes to mine. “This is yours. You get that? All of me. No matter what I said tonight. No matter what promises I made.”

His mouth opened. His hands squeezed tighter. I felt his cock twitch inside me: deep, throbbing, like my words fucked him as hard as my cunt did.

“You feel how perfect we are?” I gasped. “Your cock, God, your cock fits this pussy like it was made for it.”

He bucked his hips up, lost in it now. The smack of us together echoed off the cheap hotel walls. Sweat dripped down my tits onto his chest. He grabbed my ass, spread me wider, watched the mess coat his stomach where we ground together.

“You’re mine,” he choked, voice hoarse. “Say it.”

I slammed down harder, tits bouncing wild. I let my head drop just enough to hiss against his jaw, “I’m yours. Fuck, Adam! This pussy is yours.”

He moaned like it broke him. One hand grabbed my hip so tight it would bruise. The other slid up, palmed my tit, thumb flicking the nipple until my breath hitched again.

“You gonna keep me?” I panted. “Whenever you want?”

“Yeah,” he groaned. “Hel, Emma. I’ll take you anytime. Every time.”

I ground faster. My clit dragged along his base, slick and swollen, every thrust sending shocks through my thighs. I felt him swell again, thick and frantic inside me.

“I’m gonna... fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he warned, voice wild.

“Good,” I moaned. “Fill me. I want it. I’m your wife now. Yours. Fuck your brother, this pussy’s yours.”

The words set me off. My walls clamped down, milking him, breaking me open with a hot, blinding snap. My moan cracked through the room, sharp, shameless, filthy.

He followed instantly. His cock pulsed, spurts flooding me deep, leaking around him while my hips kept rocking, milking out every drop.

He lay there under me, flushed and shaking, still gripping my ass like he didn’t know how to let go.

I didn’t stop right away. I stayed pressed down, pussy fluttering around him, feeling every last twitch, every ragged breath against my tits.

When I finally leaned down, I kissed him. Open mouth, messy, tasting his sweat, tasting the promise I’d just given him.

I’m yours.

We stayed tangled together for a minute. Skin slick, breath sharp in the warm hush of the room. My thighs still shook where they pressed around his hips. His cock twitched inside me once more, but the fight was gone from both of us for now. Just heat. Just sweat. Just the thick drip leaking down my leg.

I lifted my hips, felt him slip out of me, felt the mess trail after.

He tried to speak. His lips parted, some broken thank-you ready on his tongue. But I climbed higher instead. I straddled his chest, tits dragging over his mouth until his eyes flicked up, dazed and wide.

I grabbed his jaw, fingers pressing into his flushed cheeks. Made him see me. Made him hold that look.

“Keep your mouth shut,” I said, voice flat, certain. “And you can have this pussy anytime I say. Understand?”

He nodded. Messy hair, damp forehead, throat working like he was trying to swallow the words before they came out.

“Say it,” I hissed.

His mouth cracked into a raw grin. “I’ll keep my mouth shut. I’ll fuck you anytime.”

I smiled back, sharp, satisfied, and leaned down to kiss him hard. Bit his bottom lip, tasted the sweat there. He groaned, half-wrecked under me.

I slipped off him, bare feet brushing the carpet. Pulled the robe over my shoulders. Tied it loose.

His cum still dripped down my thigh when I unlocked the door and slipped into the hall.

I didn’t look back.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]










Epilogue

[image: ]


I pressed my palms flat to the cool mirror, my breath ghosting against the glass in quick bursts. The bedroom behind me was neat. David’s side of the bed made, a suitcase half-packed for his parents’ stay. The only mess was me.

Adam’s hand twisted deeper into my hair, fingers fisting at the nape of my neck. He pulled just enough to force my head up so I couldn’t look anywhere but at myself. At us.

My tits bounced with every shove of his hips. The mirror caught it all: the raw flush across my chest, my parted lips, the way my eyes fluttered when he slammed in deep. I could see him too: his face over my shoulder, jaw clenched, cheeks flushed, dark hair sticking to his forehead. His eyes dropped to the reflection of my tits, then lower, where his hips slapped my ass over and over.

“Look at you,” he growled behind me, his voice rough with sweat and effort. “Look how fucking good you look. Bent over, begging for it.”

I moaned, sharp, ope, and arched my back more so he could watch the bounce, the jiggle of my ass against his stomach every time he drove in. The wet smack of skin echoed through the bedroom. The mirror caught my cheek pressed to the glass, my own breath fogging the spot where my lips brushed it.

His other hand moved from my hip to my breast, grabbing it rough, squeezing the soft flesh so hard it made me gasp.

“You like that?” I panted at the glass. “You see how your brother’s wife takes it?”

He laughed low, breath hot against my ear. His hips snapped faster, the sound dirtier now, wetter. I felt my pussy spasm around him — so stretched, so full.

“Perfect fucking whore,” he hissed. “Best thing he’s ever had... and it’s mine.”

I moaned louder. My eyes fluttered half-shut, but I forced them open again to watch. My reflection: hair a mess, tits marked with his fingertips, my mouth slack, throat shining where sweat ran down. The smack of my hips against the mirror with every thrust.

“You gonna cum for me?” he demanded, voice tight, pushing his cock deeper. “You gonna milk me again while he’s gone?”

I nodded, helpless. My cheek smeared sweat across the glass. “Yes. Harder. Fill me again. Give me every drop, Adam.”

His hand slipped from my tit to my throat, thumb pressed under my chin, tilting my face up. His eyes met mine in the reflection: dark, hungry, a twisted little grin on his lips as he slammed in hard enough to make the glass rattle faintly.

“You want him to come home,” he panted, “come home to his perfect wife dripping with his brother’s cum?”

“Yes,” I hissed. “Fuck, yes. I want it. I want you to breed me again while he’s gone.”

He groaned, slammed in once, twice more. The smack of skin broke into ragged sound, the wet slap of me milking him for everything. My orgasm cracked sharp, forced my eyes half-shut, my nails scraping the edge of the mirror as my hips bucked back to meet him.

Adam’s groan rumbled low and broken against my neck as he came, cock pulsing deep, filling me all over again. I watched my own mouth drop open, watched my tits bounce one last time before I slumped forward, sweat and spit smearing the glass.

His hand slid from my throat to my tits again, squeezing once more for good measure, palm rough on my nipple.

I stayed there a moment, feeling the warm drip of him start to run down my inner thigh, the mirror reflecting all of it back at me.

—-
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By the time David pulled into the driveway, the bedroom smelled like linen spray and fresh lotion instead of sweat and sex. The mirror still had a faint smear where my cheek had pressed, but no one would notice.

I stood by the window, robe pulled tight around my waist, hair brushed out, skin still warm in places he wouldn’t question. I watched David step out of the car, laughing, helping his mom out of the back seat. She hugged him, fussed with his hair. His dad clapped him on the shoulder. They looked so happy.

He came in first, voice bouncing off the hallway walls, calling my name. I met him halfway, arms soft around his neck. 

He kissed my forehead. “Everything good?”

“Better than good,” I said. I slipped my hand into the pocket of my robe. My thumb brushed the plastic stick I’d hidden there all morning.

I pulled him to the side, away from the hallway chatter, the sound of his mom fussing with her suitcase.

I pressed the test into his palm.

David blinked at it. It took him half a second. Then his eyes went wide. Lit up. His grin cracked open so fast it almost looked like the boy I’d grown up next to.

“You’re serious?” he whispered.

I nodded. Smiled. Let him hug me close.

He dropped to his knees right there in the hallway, pressed his mouth to the thin fabric stretched over my belly. “Perfect,” he murmured. “You’re perfect. This is the start. This is everything.”

I threaded my fingers through his hair, stared at the clean wall behind him.

I kissed the top of his head.

Inside, I saw Adam: my hands flat on the mirror, his hands full of my tits, his cock buried so deep I could taste it in my throat. 

—-
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Dinner was warm and easy. David’s mother fussing over a second glass of wine, his father laughing about old neighbors. David sat pressed to my side, one hand on my thigh under the table like he couldn’t believe his luck.

Adam sat at the far end: silent, relaxed, his eyes drifting every so often, catching mine when no one else paid attention.

When the cake came out, David cleared his throat, grinning so wide I thought his face might split.

“Go on,” he murmured to me, eyes bright, proud, certain.

I set my fork down, wiped my lips on a napkin, lifted my glass. “We have some news,” I said. My voice calm, warm, perfect. “We’re having a baby.”

The reaction came all at once: laughter, a half-sob from his mother, his father’s big hand landing on David’s shoulder. David pulled me close, pressed his lips to my hair like he’d claimed every piece of me.

Questions buzzed around the table: when, who, names, plans.

David squeezed my thigh under the table, leaned in. “One down,” he teased, loud enough for his parents to hear. “I want a whole tribe, you know that.”

I felt the small pulse inside me before I even spoke: a tight, hot spasm deep in my pussy, the memory of Adam’s cock still there, still mine.

I turned my face just enough to meet Adam’s eyes across the candles and cake. He didn’t blink. His brow lifted. His tongue pressed to the inside of his cheek like he could taste it already.

I smiled sweetly at David, then let my eyes slide back to Adam. Locked right there when I said it.

“We’ll just keep doing what we’ve done so far, then.”

The tiny shiver ran through me as the words left my mouth. Hips twitching under the table, the faint squeeze deep inside me. I knew Adam saw it. Saw the way my throat bobbed, how my fingers tightened around my wine glass.

David laughed, kissed my cheek, clueless.

Adam didn’t laugh. He sat back, slow grin curling up, eyes burning under the polite glow of the dining room lights. One small nod. Just for me.

And my body answered him, hidden right there at David’s side.
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	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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