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The little city hall room smelled like flowers and old wood polish, but Lucy didn’t notice much besides the heat of Toby’s hand wrapped tight around hers. They stood at the front while the small knot of family and friends crowded the chairs behind them, and Lucy heard a soft sniffle from her sister somewhere in the second row when the clerk asked if she’d take this man forever. She glanced sideways at Toby. He looked so serious with his hair combed neat and his cheap suit jacket pulled too tight across his shoulders. The ring he slipped onto her finger was thin gold, simple, smaller than she expected. She felt the bite of it around her knuckle and loved that it didn’t come off easy.

When the papers were signed, they spilled outside into the late afternoon sun. A couple friends popped open cheap champagne and poured it into mismatched plastic cups. Toby’s best friend, Billy, snapped blurry pictures on an old phone while Toby pulled Lucy in by the waist and pressed his mouth to hers so deep she squeaked against his lips. The cousins clapped, somebody whistled. She felt the warmth of the sun, the brush of Toby’s thumb at the small of her back, the little twist in her belly that made her squeeze her thighs together under the soft fabric of her dress.

They didn’t have money for a big dinner or a fancy hotel, but that didn’t matter. They crowded into the bar two blocks down, the one with the sticky floor and the neon sign that flickered half the time. Lucy perched on a cracked stool, still in her white dress, with her hair pinned up tight and her fingers curled around Toby’s knee under the table. He wouldn’t stop smiling. She wouldn’t either. Somebody ordered a round of shots they couldn’t really afford. Toby kissed her shoulder every time he thought nobody was watching. His breath smelled like cheap whiskey and mint gum. She tasted both when she leaned in to lick the corner of his mouth.

Billy nudged Toby at one point and asked where they were going for their big night. Toby just shrugged, said, “Home. Where else?” Lucy felt the way the word home made her chest pull tight in the best way. She squeezed Toby’s thigh, let her fingers drift a little higher under the edge of his suit jacket. He sucked in a breath, his eyes dark on her mouth, and she liked how it made him look like he was trying not to drag her off that stool and out the door right then.

They stayed an hour, maybe two. Long enough for Lucy’s heels to pinch her feet and her hair to slip loose from the careful pins. Long enough for Toby’s hand to stay on her hip so steady she knew exactly where it would be when they got behind their door. When they finally stood to leave, Billy clapped Toby’s shoulder and told Lucy she looked so good he almost wished he’d tried his luck first. She laughed, leaned in and kissed Billy’s cheek, felt Toby’s hand flex tight at her waist like he wanted to remind them both she was his now.

They stepped out into the warm air. Toby fumbled the car keys, and she laughed when he dropped them on the curb. He bent to pick them up and pressed his face to her hip for just a second, like he couldn’t help himself. She reached down, ran her fingers through his hair, tugged a little just to feel the way he breathed when she did. He pulled her hand to his mouth and kissed her palm before he stood. She could feel the heat under her dress, the pulse between her legs that made her thighs rub sticky when she shifted on the cracked sidewalk.

When they climbed into the old car, Lucy kicked her shoes off and pulled her feet up on the seat. Toby started the engine with one hand and slipped the other straight onto her bare thigh. She let him feel how warm she was there, the way her skin stuck to his rough palm. He said her name soft, like a promise. She smiled at the way he looked at her, the tiny gold band digging into her skin where he gripped her tight. She pressed her hand over his and pushed it higher, just an inch, enough for him to feel how ready she was to be his wife in every way the papers didn’t say out loud.

The drive back felt longer than it was. Lucy shifted her bare feet on the seat, toes pressed to the cracked dash while Toby’s hand stayed clamped on her thigh like he’d lose his balance without it. She looked at him every time the streetlights flashed through the windshield, how the gold ring on her finger caught the glow when she twisted it back and forth on her knuckle. She felt the heat under her dress spread wider the longer he kept his hand there, thumb rubbing lazy circles higher and higher.

Toby’s eyes flicked from the road to her skin, back to the road, back again. When he hit a red light he turned his wrist so his fingers pressed tight between her thighs. She sucked in a breath that ended with a soft laugh she couldn’t help. He pressed his palm flat, felt the heat through the thin scrap of lace that barely covered her. He didn’t say anything, just let out that small sound from deep in his throat she loved so much — the one that made him feel bigger than he was.

She rocked her hips just enough for the seam to press harder against her clit. Toby’s fingers twitched. The light turned green. He dragged his hand away with a soft curse, grabbed the wheel with both hands like he had to remind himself they were still on Main Street. Lucy watched the line of his throat flex when he swallowed. She pressed her knees together, dragged them apart again, liked how the damp patch felt against the soft inside of her thighs. She didn’t bother fixing her dress. She wanted the neighbors to see her climb out with her skirt bunched up, her husband’s hand on her ass. She wanted them to know.

When Toby parked behind the building he barely remembered to cut the engine before he grabbed her chin and kissed her hard enough to taste the whiskey still clinging to his tongue. She pressed one hand to his chest, felt the way his heartbeat jumped under her palm, and let him breathe into her mouth until she needed more air than the car could give her. He pulled back with his lips still brushing hers, breath ragged, forehead pressed to hers like he didn’t want to let her out of the seat.

She slid her hand between them, pressed her palm to the hard line in his pants. He flinched like she shocked him. She rubbed slow, felt how stiff he’d gotten with just her smell and the thought of her legs open for him upstairs. She whispered, “Inside, baby,” with her mouth still against his jaw. She pulled back before he could answer, pushed her door open, and let the night air lick at her bare thighs as she stepped out onto the crumbling pavement.

He followed her up the stairs two steps behind, hands already fumbling at the buttons on his jacket. She heard him curse when one slipped through his fingers. She laughed, tossed her shoes at the door, and unlocked it with the hand that wasn’t busy dragging her dress down over her ass. The second the door shut behind them Toby shoved her back against it, palms flat to either side of her head. He kissed her again, wetter this time, teeth clicking her lip until she moaned against his mouth.

He yanked the strap of her dress off her shoulder. The cheap zipper caught halfway down her side but he didn’t care. He tugged it until the fabric gave, the soft material sliding off her tits so they spilled warm and heavy into his hands. He groaned into her neck when he pressed his face there, breathed her in, nose brushing the dip under her jaw where she always smelled like sweat and something sweet that never quite washed off. He bit her shoulder just enough for her to gasp and grab the back of his hair. She tugged until he looked up at her, eyes blown wide, mouth already open like he was about to beg for something he didn’t have words for yet.

Lucy pushed him back by the hair and he let her, stumbling a step before she grabbed his wrist and dragged him through the dark room to the bed that creaked if you breathed too hard near it. She let the dress fall off her hips and stepped out of it where it pooled at her feet. Toby fumbled with his belt, eyes locked on her tits the whole time like he was scared they’d vanish if he looked away. She sat on the edge of the bed and pulled him in by the waistband, pressed her open mouth to his belly just above the soft line of hair. He smelled like sweat, bar whiskey, that faint warm skin smell she always found on his chest when he held her down on cold mornings.

She unbuckled him, dragged his pants down his thighs with her knuckles grazing the skin she knew would twitch when she kissed it. His cock sprang half out, hard enough she saw him flex his hand like he wanted to cover it. She didn’t let him. She hooked her finger around the base and gave him one slow stroke, watching the tip shine in the low light. He made that soft grunt in the back of his throat again and curled his hand in her hair. She scraped her teeth over the soft inside of his hip, heard him say her name like it hurt him.

She pushed him back and crawled up onto the bed. The sheets felt cool under her thighs when she spread them wide, toes pressed to the lumpy mattress edge. Toby climbed over her fast, knees bumping hers apart, one hand fisted tight in the sheets by her hip. He pushed in without teasing, the head catching slick where she was already open and ready for him. She liked the small hiss in his teeth when he bottomed out. She felt the cheap ring press into her ribs where he gripped her side. She pressed her forehead to his temple, felt his breath stutter when she squeezed him deeper with her thighs.

He buried his face against her collarbone and muttered soft praise that spilled hot on her skin: “perfect pussy, tight wife, good girl”. All of it messy, unshaped, but it made her clench around him so he groaned and fucked her harder. She heard the bed creak under the push and pull of his hips. The stale warmth in the room stuck their skin together at the belly where sweat pooled. She tasted salt when she pressed her lips to his ear, moaned his name when he pulled back and thrust in again with a small desperate sound she’d never get tired of.

He said her name twice, then under the next ragged breath it came out like he didn’t know he’d said it: “I wanna see you full of another cock”. She heard it break across her ear just like that, no shame, no stutter. His hips bucked, buried him deeper. She froze under him, hands on his shoulders, the next moan caught behind her teeth. The room didn’t move. The bed still squeaked but she didn’t feel it for a second. Toby’s mouth dragged over her throat, wet, pleading. He pushed in deeper like he needed to fill the silence he’d just cracked open.

She didn’t say anything. She stared at the ceiling over his shoulder, the cracked plaster that flaked when it rained too hard. She felt him pulse inside her, sloppy now, his breath falling apart at the base of her throat. She didn’t stop him. She pressed her palm to his ribs, pushed her hips up and felt his cock jerk once more. She heard the tiny helpless sound he made when he spilled in her. She stayed still while he trembled and moaned her name again.

Toby’s breathing went soft against her shoulder when it was done, the last shivers in his hips fading while his cock twitched one more time inside her before it slipped free. He kissed her collarbone once, too tired to aim for her mouth. His fingers curled loose against her ribs, sticky sweat where his palm stuck flat. She didn’t move when he shifted his weight to roll onto his side. He gave her that soft murmur he always did: “love you, Luce”. Then a low content sigh that turned into his first snore before she even answered.

She kept her eyes on the ceiling. One arm draped over her belly, palm pressed to the small mess cooling between her thighs. She felt the soft slick cling to the inside of her legs when she shifted just enough to feel the edge of the cheap sheet under her ass. The ring Toby gave her glinted in the streetlight glow leaking through the blinds, a thin line of gold that pinched her knuckle when she twisted it back and forth. She liked the bite. She didn’t like the words still echoing between her ears — the way they slipped out of his mouth like he’d been saving them in his lungs for years.

“Full of another cock”. It wasn’t the word cock that caught her — they both said that enough. It was the soft want tangled in how he said it, how he buried it in her throat like a secret gift she didn’t ask for. She felt her pussy clench where his come still pooled. She dragged her palm lower, spread it over the small swell of her hipbone. She wondered how many men he pictured when he said it. She wondered if he’d flinch if she asked him tomorrow.

Toby let out another soft snore, face buried half in the pillow, the back of his knuckles brushing her ribs where he’d gone limp. She turned her head, watched his mouth slack open, the flush on his throat still dark from where he’d pressed into her chest too hard. He looked soft like this — no big secret hiding behind his grin, just her man, her Toby, the one who signed his name on a piece of paper this morning because he swore she’d be his forever. She looked at the gold ring digging into her skin. She looked at the way her thighs still stuck together under the sheet.

She wondered how forever stayed clean when dirty things sounded so sweet dripping off his tongue. She pressed her lips to his hairline once, tasted salt and the ghost of their sweat. When she pulled back she twisted the ring again and listened to him breathe.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Confession
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Lucy woke up with her legs sticky and the sheet bunched halfway off the bed. She lay still for a while, eyes open to the faint line of pale morning light sneaking through the bent blinds. Toby’s breath puffed warm against her ribs, his head half-buried under her arm where he’d drifted in the night. He always ended up like that, curled into her side like he needed to press himself to her skin just to stay asleep. She dragged her hand through his hair, felt the soft sweat at the roots where it stuck up messier than usual.

Her other hand drifted lower under the sheet. She pressed her palm flat against her belly first, then lower until her fingers slipped into the damp place where last night still clung to her skin. She pressed her thighs tighter when she felt it — the faint stretch inside, that warm smear that told her how fast he’d finished after he’d said it. Her ring caught her other hip when she shifted. The faint bite of the metal still made her smile, even with that line of heat under her ribs reminding her what his mouth whispered just before he came.

She should have made him say it again right then. She should have stopped him, pushed him off, demanded it clear. She didn’t. She lay there now replaying the slip, the low whimper in his throat, the way he’d buried his face in her neck so he didn’t have to see her eyes when he said it. “I wanna see you full of another cock”. The words felt bigger than the small messy room around them. She felt her pussy clench just thinking it through again. She wondered if he’d flinch when she made him spit it back with his cock inside her again.

Toby shifted beside her, nose brushing her breast. His lips moved soft, an aimless mumble. She knew that sound. He was waking up but not really there yet, still half-dreaming about the way she tasted last night when he pressed his mouth between her tits. He let out a sleepy hum when she stroked his hair again, rolled his face deeper into her chest like a boy hunting warmth. She liked that about him — that softness no matter what filth slipped off his tongue when he lost his mind in her pussy.

His cock nudged her thigh when he shifted closer. Morning wood, half-hard, twitching against the side of her hip. She felt the small slick head brush her skin where she stayed bare under the sheet. Toby’s hand came up slow, palm drifting over her belly, fingers spreading just under her tits. He didn’t open his eyes. He didn’t need to. He pressed his mouth to her nipple through the soft edge of the blanket, breath warm where the damp fabric stuck to her skin. She didn’t push him away yet. She just watched the line of his face in the dusty morning light.

When he mumbled her name it wasn’t the filthy sound from last night. It was soft, needy, grateful. She cupped the back of his neck, rubbed her thumb over the short hair at his nape. She felt his cock jerk once more against her thigh, felt her own slick start to wake up with him. She wondered if he’d say it again without thinking if she let him push inside. She wanted to see if he’d hide it or if he’d beg for it with her tits pressed flat under his chest.

Lucy pushed the sheet off her hips, let it slide to the floor so the air touched her bare skin. Toby blinked up at her, eyes still soft with sleep, hair stuck up where she’d combed her fingers through it. He looked so harmless like that, ring glinting where his hand rested on her belly. He slid his palm down slow when she swung one leg over him, straddling his hips while his cock pressed warm against the seam of her pussy. She felt him swell under her, the soft weight thickening when she rocked her hips once just to feel him drag slick where she stayed open from the night before.

Toby’s hands found her thighs, thumbs stroking the inside where her skin stayed tender. He looked up at her tits, nipples hard already in the chill air. He always started there, eyes fixed on the way they moved when she settled her weight on him. He lifted one hand, cupped the soft underside, pressed his thumb over the tip till she felt her cunt clench around nothing. She rocked forward, felt his cock slip under the slick, the head dragging over her clit just enough to make her hum low in her throat. He breathed her name like a prayer, hips pushing up once, desperate for more contact.

She lifted herself just enough to take him in, the head catching at her entrance, the stretch sweet and sharp where last night’s mess stayed wet inside her. She watched his eyes flick half-shut when she sank down slow, every inch filling her until his hips bucked up under her without him meaning to. She pressed her palms to his chest, nails dragging through the soft scatter of hair there, felt his heart hammer so hard it made her thighs vibrate where they hugged his ribs.

He tried to lift his head but she pushed him back down with one hand on his chest, the other braced on his shoulder. She rolled her hips slow, small circles that made the wet slap of skin echo soft in the quiet room. Toby’s mouth dropped open, lips pink, breath shuddering every time she squeezed around him. He reached for her tits again but she caught his wrist, pinned it to the mattress beside his head. She held him there, her ring pressing into the inside of his arm.

She leaned down so her mouth brushed his ear. She breathed the words soft, sweet as poison. "Tell me."

Toby’s eyes opened wide, pupils blown. He tried to push his hips up but she pressed him back down with her thighs. "Tell you what?" His voice cracked when he said it, the last word swallowed by the tight clench of her pussy when she rocked down harder.

She dragged her teeth over his jaw, bit his chin just enough for him to gasp. She rode him slow, kept him deep, felt the slick heat smear where their hips met. "Say it," she breathed against his cheek. "You want to see my pussy stretched. You want me full." She squeezed him tight when she said it, felt his cock jerk inside her. He moaned her name like he wanted to beg but couldn’t get the words out. She lifted her hips almost all the way off him, felt the tip catch right at the edge where she dripped. She held there, breath steady, waited.

He shook his head once, tiny, helpless. She pushed back down so slow it made his toes curl under the sheet. He gasped, the sound caught halfway between a moan and a sob. She felt the ring bite her palm when she pressed his wrist harder into the bed. She whispered again. "Say it."

His hips bucked, the head of his cock buried deep where she milked him. He sucked in a breath that broke apart when he choked out the words. "I want to see your pussy stretched around another man’s cock." It came out like a whimper, heat and shame and sick sweetness all at once. She dragged her hips faster, felt him throb inside her, knew he’d break in seconds if she let him. She watched his face, the way his eyes flicked between her tits bouncing above him and her mouth when she pressed her tongue to her lip.

"Why?" she hissed against his ear. "You don’t love me? You don’t want me? Why do you want another cock inside me?" He tried to answer but she tightened around him again, rode him hard enough for the bed to creak under them. He gasped, throat raw, hips jerking up to meet her. The words tangled, half-lost in a moan as he spilled inside her too fast, too desperate to hold back when she squeezed all the truth out of him at once.

Lucy felt him jerk the last spasm inside her before his hips went slack under her. His breath hitched against her breast when she lifted up, the soft sound of him slipping out of her making her pussy clench on empty air. She swung her leg off him slow, the cool draft licking over the damp stretch between her thighs. Toby’s eyes fluttered half-shut but stayed open just enough to watch her fingers drift down to swipe through the slick mess still dripping out of her.

He swallowed when she brought her hand up, held it over his chest. A small smear caught the faint hair under his ribs. She wiped it there slow, dragged her fingers over the shallow curve between his belly and hip until his skin twitched like she’d shocked him. He let out a breath that caught on her wrist when she leaned closer, palm flat over the spot where she felt his heart hammer fast even though his cock stayed soft against his thigh.

She hooked her knee over his hip, pressed her tits to his chest so she could see his eyes when she spoke. "Say it again. All of it. No hiding."

He shook his head, tiny, soft. He looked like he’d already melted under her but she felt the small twitch of his thigh like he’d try to roll her off if he could. She pressed her palm flat on his chest, her ring biting his skin where the bone of her wrist pinned him there. "Tell me why you said it. Why you want it. Don’t lie."

Toby’s breath shuddered out of him. His hands came up slow, curled around her ribs like he needed to hold on to keep from slipping under. He stared at her tits pressed flat to his chest. He whispered it first, the words rough, stuck to his tongue like old glue. "I want you to be worshiped."

Lucy shifted her hips, rubbed her bare cunt over his soft cock just enough to feel him twitch. "Not enough," she said. "Use real words. Why do you want me to be full of another cock? You love me, Toby? Or you want me ruined?"

His eyes flicked up to hers, wide, pupils blown dark in the thin strip of daylight through the blinds. He swallowed again. She felt his chest jump under her palm when he spoke. "I love you. I love you so much I want to see other men want you. I want them staring at you like they can’t breathe when you walk in a room. I see how they look already. Your tits, your ass — they look when you bend over, when you laugh, when you lean in close. They don’t know you’re mine but I do. I want them to look and then I want you to show them what you are."

His voice cracked on that. She felt his fingers dig into her ribs, small half-moons pressing under her skin. He didn’t stop. "You’re the most beautiful when you’re dripping wet, when you’re moaning, when you’re fucking. You’re not just pretty then — you’re perfect. I want to see that up close. I want to see another man feel how soft your tits are when they bounce on his cock. I want to see him squeeze your ass, bury his cock in you so deep you can’t close your legs. I want to see you glowing when they use you because that’s when you’re the real you. That’s when I get you back after, when you’re full and messy and so fucking beautiful I can’t stand it."

Lucy’s breath caught in her throat. She didn’t flinch. She stared at him, saw the flush bloom under the sharp scrape of her ring against his skin. He didn’t look away. He didn’t try to twist out from under her. He just breathed hard, soft cock twitching against her belly when she rocked her hips once more to feel it.

She pressed her mouth to his, tongue licking at his lower lip before she bit it just enough to hear him gasp. She tasted the stale salt sweat on his skin, the faint leftover taste of last night still ghosting her tongue. She pulled back just enough to see his eyes again, wanting to catch the tiny tremor there that told her he meant every filthy word.

Lucy didn’t move for a moment. She stayed straddled over him, her thighs warm around his ribs, his soft cock resting heavy against her belly where she felt the faint stick of slick drying between them. Toby’s eyes stayed open under hers, wide but soft, blinking slow like he was waiting for her to laugh at him, shove him away, call him sick for wanting so much. His hands hovered at her hips like he didn’t know if he was allowed to touch her now.

She traced her thumb up the line of his throat, felt the small flutter under his jaw when he swallowed. She dipped her other hand between her thighs, dragged her fingers through the mess clinging warm at the seam of her pussy. She held her hand over his chest, watched the faint shine of it catch the light. He let out a breath that rattled when she rubbed it into the soft hair below his ribs.

"Is that what this is?" she asked, voice low, steady but sharp. "You want to see me take other cocks so you can fuck other girls too?"

Toby’s eyes snapped wide, head shaking against the pillow so fast she felt the brush of his hair at her wrist. "No. God, no. Lucy, no." His voice cracked on her name. He grabbed her wrist, pressed her palm flat to his chest so she could feel how his heart hammered there like it wanted to punch through his ribs. "I don’t want anyone else. Just you. Just you full and messy and so fucking pretty when you’re used. That’s it. I swear."

She searched his face, studied the shine in his eyes. She felt her pussy clench on nothing, the heat coil deep in her belly, but another part of her brain stayed cold and clear. This was her marriage now — hers to keep safe. She thought about the look on her mother’s face at the courthouse yesterday, the way her sister’s eyes went soft when Lucy said I do. She thought about the ring pinching her finger now where she pressed her hand into his chest. She didn’t want this new thing to crack before it had even settled.

"You know if you ever did," she said, voice still flat, "if you ever touched someone else behind my back, I’d leave. I wouldn’t stay, Toby. I’d walk. You get that?"

He nodded, eyes wet at the corners but not blinking it away. "I know. I don’t want that. I swear. I just want you. Just you. Just... that." He let out a shaky breath, eyes searching hers like he couldn’t find all the words. "Thank you for not laughing at me. Or getting mad. I thought maybe you’d..." He stopped there. She felt the tiny tremor run under her palm where his heart thudded faster than it had when he’d fucked her.

She looked at him, let her eyes drag down to where his hands rested at her hips, thumbs brushing the soft dip at her waist like he still couldn’t believe she was real. She pressed her thighs tighter to his ribs, felt his cock twitch soft against her skin when she rocked her hips just enough to test him.

She didn’t promise him anything. She didn’t spit the idea out. She just let it sit there between them, thick and warm, something she’d roll around in her head later when he couldn’t see her eyes slip half-shut remembering how his voice cracked when he said I want to see you full.

She leaned down slow, kissed his mouth soft, tasted the small ghost of salt sweat on his lips. When she pulled back she kept her palm pressed to his chest, felt the ring dig into his skin, felt the way his breath stayed shallow under her. She didn’t tell him yes. She didn’t tell him no.

She just held him there, his thank you hanging in the air like a secret only they could keep.
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Lucy folded Toby’s clean shirts and stacked them crooked in the drawer that never shut right. The corner scraped her hip when she leaned in, her tits brushing the wood edge through the thin tank top she wore to keep cool while the AC rattled and died. Toby stood in the kitchen, half-distracted, scratching his belly while he checked their sad fridge for dinner ideas that wouldn’t empty the last bills in his wallet. He looked normal. He looked like her man — sleepy smile, soft hair still damp from a quick shower, sweat pants riding low on his hipbones so she could see the faint line of his cock pressing the fabric when he bent to pick up the beer she left on the floor for him.

She told herself this was how it should feel. Ordinary. Warm. No shame in cheap rent or a cheap ring when his hand slid over her hip at night and she felt that breathless tug in her gut that said mine. The idea should have died in her head right after she let him spill it into her ear. It should have burned off when he thanked her for not laughing. But it didn’t. It sat there under her ribs every time she caught him staring at her tits when she bent over the washer or when she felt him press his half-hard cock into her ass when he leaned past her at the stove.

She found herself testing it without thinking. She bent lower when she knew he was watching. She let her tank top slip higher when she carried the laundry basket back from the basement. She caught him glancing every single time. He’d look away like he was a boy seeing pussy for the first time but the line in his pants didn’t lie.

When his friends swung by to drop off the six-pack they promised to bring for poker night she felt it again. Billy stood in the door first, his grin wide, arms spread, voice too loud like always. Shane came behind him, boots scuffing the threshold, smell of sweat and sawdust rolling off his shirt that hugged his arms tight. She let them in, felt their eyes stick to her chest just for half a second longer than they meant to. She pretended not to see it but her cunt clenched where she stood barefoot on the cracked linoleum.

Toby offered beers, tried to joke about their broken fridge humming too loud. She leaned against the counter, arms crossed so her tits pressed up under the soft edge of the tank top that never hid her nipples. She saw Shane’s eyes flick there once when he reached for the bottle opener. Billy looked too, smile turning softer just for a second. Toby didn’t say a word. He stood too close behind her, his breath warm on her neck, the edge of his palm grazing the top of her ass when he pretended to reach for another bottle.

She knew then he didn’t just say it because he was drunk on her pussy that night. He felt it now too, half-hard behind her while his friends pretended not to stare at the small wet line at the center of her top where the old AC puffed cold air across her nipple.

When they left she stayed in the kitchen alone for a minute. She pressed her hand between her thighs, felt the sticky heat through her cheap cotton shorts, the soft tug deep inside that said maybe she could make this real if she wanted. She looked at the dented fridge door, the busted lightbulb, the broken corner of the table where Toby always bumped his hip when he got careless. She thought about how easy it would be to push him just a little further, see if he’d beg for it with his friends standing close enough to touch.

She wanted to hear him say it again. Clear. No sleep slur. No moaning it into her throat when he came. She wanted him awake. She wanted him to admit how much he’d let her give away if she wanted to.

—-
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Lucy lay awake with the cheap fan turning slow above them, blades clicking every third spin. Toby’s chest pressed to her back, one arm flung across her waist, fingers hooked under the soft slope of her udder where the thin tank top bunched up. He smelled like soap and sweat that never quite washed off, his breath warm against her neck where his mouth brushed the edge of her hairline. She stayed still, eyes open to the ceiling, the old ring digging into her rib when she shifted her hand under her cheek.

Toby’s cock pressed soft but swelling at the small of her back. She felt it twitch when his breath hitched, a tiny soft grunt caught between his teeth. She knew that sound — the same one he made half-awake every time he dreamed of her bent over the couch or straddling his hips on the floor when he didn’t bother dragging her to bed. She stayed still this time, let him push his hips forward, cock nudging under her ass cheek until she felt the heat bloom down her spine.

He mumbled something against her neck, the words soft and half-cracked. She closed her eyes, listened. His breath puffed warm, the tip of his cock pushing harder into her ass as he rutted slow, barely waking. She caught the word pussy, slurred, low. Then full. Then wanna see. Her cunt clenched so tight it made her hips twitch against the mattress.

She didn’t say anything. She didn’t pull away. She reached back, found his hip with her palm, dragged his cock lower until it nudged the crease where her thigh met the curve of her ass. He groaned, breath warm in her hair, hand sliding up to cup her tit rougher, thumb dragging over her nipple through the bunched fabric.

He moaned again. “Used. Wanna watch. So pretty.” He said it like a prayer he couldn’t help, voice cracked soft in the dark. She felt the slick heat pulse between her thighs. She lifted her knee just enough, dragged his cock down the back of her thigh till she felt the head catch where she was soaked already. He didn’t wake all the way. He just gasped, pressed his face to her neck, one soft curse melting into her skin when she rocked her hips back and pulled him inside halfway.

He slid in sloppy, half-hard but stiff enough to catch, the head pushing the mess deeper when she rocked back again. He grunted, half-asleep, mumbling fuck, fuck into her shoulder. She felt the shiver run through his hips when she squeezed him deep, the fan clicking overhead while she kept him inside just enough to feel the twitch every time his voice broke on the word full.

He spilled soft, a tiny broken sound in her hair, hips jerking once before he went limp behind her. She felt the warm drip slide down the back of her thigh when he slipped free. She stayed still. She didn’t clean it up. She pressed her fingers to her cunt under the edge of her shorts, felt the slick there. She heard his breath settle back to soft snores, mouth open, hand still cupping her tit like he needed to keep it there even when he didn’t know what he’d just said.

She lay awake after. She felt her pussy flutter around nothing, her thighs sticky with the mess he’d left behind. She knew then he’d never take it back. He wanted it. Even asleep. He’d want it till she gave it to him or told him no forever.

She didn’t feel ready to say either. But her fingers stayed pressed to her cunt long enough for her to feel the answer humming under her skin anyway.

Lucy waited two days. She didn’t bring it up. She let him breathe easy, let him think it died when he came half-asleep mumbling it into her neck. She cleaned the sheets but not her head. The thought stuck. It made her cunt ache when she bent over the counter to fold towels, made her thighs press tight when she felt the way Toby’s eyes burned her back while he pretended to scroll his phone.

When Billy and Shane stopped by again she knew it was her chance. She wore the thin tank, no bra. The old cotton shorts that clung to her hips when she bent to pull the beer crate from the back of the fridge. She stayed half-turned when she opened it, hips cocked, ass tight under the soft cling of the fabric. She heard Billy’s voice cut off mid-sentence. She knew he saw the line of her tit peeking through the gapped armhole. Shane made that small throat-clear, rough sound he always did when he wanted to cover what his eyes were doing. She felt the air buzz up her spine.

Toby saw too. She caught him in the corner of her eye, his mouth half-open, smile twitching at the corner like he couldn’t decide if he should drag her away or just stand there and watch them watch her. He didn’t say a word. He reached for the beers, handed them over too fast. Billy grinned wide, eyes flicking down her chest, up again like he didn’t mean it. Shane took the bottle slow, fingers brushing Toby’s knuckles on purpose just to hide the way his eyes locked on the tiny damp patch that clung under Lucy’s tit when she leaned closer.

They didn’t stay long. Just talk about the next poker night, who owed who. Billy said he’d bring extra beers, maybe Lars if he was back from his site job. Shane gave Lucy that soft nod at the door, eyes dipping once more to her tits when he thought Toby wasn’t looking. Toby looked. He didn’t say a thing. He shut the door too soft, turned to her, cheeks flushed red.

She stepped into him before he could speak, pressed her palm flat on the line of his belly just above his waistband. She felt his cock twitch against her hip through the soft old sweatpants he always wore on lazy afternoons. She leaned up so her tits brushed his chest, nose at his ear. "You liked them looking?" she whispered, voice low, no laugh in it.

Toby’s breath hitched. His hands came up, caught her waist, fingers digging like he didn’t trust the floor. "Yeah," he breathed out. "Fuck. Lucy—"

She didn’t let him finish. She pressed her mouth to his throat, open, tongue dragging up the soft salt line just under his jaw. She felt the way his cock jumped against her hip, half-hard and useless under the thin fabric. She reached between them, palmed it through the cotton, squeezed just enough for him to gasp.

"Say it again," she murmured, teeth scraping the edge of his ear. "Say you want them to look. Say you want them to touch. Want them to fuck me while you watch."

He groaned, soft and broken. His knees hit the couch when she pushed him back. He sat, wide-eyed, cock tenting his sweats. She straddled him right there, her cunt pressed flat on the hard line in his lap, the thin shorts damp already where they stuck to her skin. He gripped her hips so tight she felt the faint bruise bloom under his thumbs.

"Say it," she pressed, hips rolling once, slow and mean, just enough friction to drag a small sound out of him.

"I want it," Toby panted. His voice cracked halfway. "I want to see them watch you bend over. Want them to fuck you. Want your tits bouncing on their cocks. Want to see your pussy full, dripping for me after. Fuck, Lucy—"

She kissed him then, open mouth, tongue deep enough to taste how raw it made him. She felt his cock throb under her cunt, heat blooming slick where she rubbed slow just to feel the shape of it. She pulled back, breath hot on his cheek, voice so low he had to strain to hear it.

"Maybe I’ll let you watch," she said. She didn’t promise. She didn’t smile. She just rocked her hips one more time, felt his cock jerk helpless under her. She pushed off him, left him there wide-eyed on the couch with his breath ragged, his cock wet at the tip inside the old gray sweats that couldn’t hide how bad he’d beg if she made him.

Lucy sat on the edge of the tub later with her shorts still sticking damp to her thighs. She heard Toby’s soft footsteps pacing the hallway, the low creak of the couch when he dropped down again with his dick still half-hard under the old gray sweats. She didn’t need to look. She knew he’d sit there palms pressed to his knees, mind racing with the picture she’d slipped in his mouth like a slow drug he couldn’t spit out.

She dragged her fingers down her belly, felt the faint tremble where her cunt still throbbed from the way he’d begged. She pressed her palm there, hissed out a small breath when the warmth spread through her hips. She could see it so clear now. His eyes wide when they saw her bend over for someone else. His soft cock trapped in his hand while he watched her tits slap a stranger’s chest.

She thought about the cabin. Her dad’s old place — half-rotted deck, sagging porch rail, enough dust inside to cover sins nobody would bother scrubbing out. Toby loved it. Called it a cheap paradise when they used to sneak off for weekends, fucking on the floor with the wood stove burning so hot she thought it might catch them too. She pictured him there again. This time not alone. Five men. Close friends. Old laughs and cheap beer and long stares when they thought he wasn’t looking.

Billy would say yes if she hinted. He always looked too long at her tits when she hugged him goodbye. Shane would follow if Billy did. Marcus would nod slow and say nothing. Tre would grin and bite his lip. Lars — big arms, polite mouth, the quiet promise of a hard fuck that might make her forget Toby was even in the room. She felt her pussy clench around nothing just thinking how big his cock might look pushing her open while Toby sat there useless with his small hard-on dripping onto his own thigh.

She braced her elbow on the sink edge, cold porcelain digging her skin where the cheap gold ring bit her knuckle again. She liked the bite. She liked the idea. She didn’t tell herself no this time. She just pictured the way it might feel when Toby realized she was serious. The way he’d break when he saw her grin while another man’s cock spread her cunt wide.

She stood up slow, shorts damp, thighs sticky where they pulled tight. She wiped her fingers on the old towel draped over the tub rail. She pulled her phone out of the pocket, screen cracked at the corner from a drop she didn’t even remember. She scrolled to Billy’s name, thumb hovering just long enough for her cunt to twitch one last warning.

She typed it anyway.
"You guys busy this weekend? Got the cabin for a few nights. Toby doesn’t know yet. Bring beer."
She hit send. She didn’t look at the read receipt. She just set the phone down, pulled her shorts off her hips, and dropped them to the tile floor. She stepped into the bedroom naked, tits out, hair a mess. Toby looked up from the couch, mouth open, cock still stiff under the gray cotton.

She smiled once. Tiny, sharp, then straddled him without a word.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Tease
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Lucy drove the old truck up the last bend in the gravel road with the window cracked just enough for the dust and cold air to bite her bare shoulder. Toby sat in the passenger seat, hand on her thigh the whole way, thumb stroking the soft skin just under the hem of her shorts where the seam rode up every time she shifted her leg. He didn’t say much since they’d turned off the main road. His eyes stayed on her legs, on the low line of her tank top where it dipped deep enough to show the swell of her tit every time she leaned to check the mirror.

She felt the weight of his stare more than the road under the tires. She pressed her knee closer to the door on purpose, made his hand slide higher. His fingers brushed the warm spot where her pussy stayed soft and sticky under the thin cotton. He sucked in a breath through his nose but didn’t pull his hand back.

"You ever think we’d end up back here?" she said, voice soft. She didn’t look at him. She kept her eyes on the winding track, one palm loose on the wheel while the other tugged her tank top higher up her ribs just to tease him when she let it drop again.

Toby cleared his throat like he wanted to say something smart but the words died when she rolled her thigh under his hand, pressed it higher till his fingers dragged along the warm seam where her shorts clung tight.

"Cheap getaway," she said. "You said you wanted cheap." She turned the wheel slow, guided the truck around the final curve that opened to the clearing where the old cabin squatted behind the leaning woodpile. She let her other hand drop from the wheel, slid it to her own thigh just under his, squeezed there so his wrist pressed harder into her skin.

His mouth opened. He swallowed. She saw the faint bump at the front of his jeans where his cock already strained half-hard and useless under his palm.

"Lucy, fuck, we’re almost there," he murmured. He didn’t pull away though. His fingers pressed clumsy at the soft dip inside her thigh like he might slip them under the seam if she’d let him.

She didn’t. She braked easy when they hit the flat spot, the old tires crunching over loose gravel, the cabin door framed by the crooked deck she knew he loved like a cheap dream no landlord could take. She shifted into park, killed the engine.

She turned to him before he could move. She hooked her hand behind his neck, dragged him close, kissed him slow. She tasted the stale beer on his breath from the last gas station stop, the salt sweat at the corner of his mouth where he’d pressed his tongue to his lip every time she shifted gears and made her tit brush his forearm. She pulled back just enough to whisper against his mouth.

"Grab the bags, baby. I’ll get the beer."

She slipped out her door slow, made sure her ass brushed the steering wheel when she swung her leg out. She knew his eyes stayed on the soft curve of her hip where the cotton shorts clung tight enough to show the crease of her pussy when she bent to reach the cooler in the bed. She let the old metal handle dig into her thigh when she tugged it out, the cans clinking loud enough to hide the sound of another truck rolling up the road behind them.

Toby stepped onto the deck, bags in his arms, half-hard cock trapped awkward under the front of his jeans while he tried to smile like this was just another night in their cheap paradise. He didn’t see her grin when she turned her back to him and watched the dust trail behind Billy’s headlights hit the edge of the trees.

Billy’s old truck hit the bend first, headlights sweeping across the dusty clearing before Lucy even stepped off the deck. Toby heard it and turned quick, bags still half-slung over his shoulder. He frowned a second, confusion flickering under his small grin.

“That’s Billy’s truck,” he said. He glanced at Lucy but she just shrugged, kept leaning against the post with her hip cocked so the soft dip above her shorts caught the porch light.

Billy hopped out fast, grin wide, six-pack clinking in one hand. Shane climbed out the other side, boots hitting dirt heavy, flannel sleeves shoved up his thick arms. Tre’s voice carried from the open bed where he tugged a duffel out and slammed the tailgate too hard.

“Surprise, honeymoon boy!” Billy barked. He walked up first, dropped the six-pack on the porch rail so the bottles rattled, then pulled Toby in for a slap that nearly knocked the bags from his shoulder. “You didn’t think we’d let you two hide out up here alone, huh?”

Toby laughed but it caught in his throat when Billy turned and grabbed Lucy’s shoulders, squeezed just enough to press her tits tight under her thin tank. She let him, smiled when he let go a second too slow. Shane gave Toby a half-hug, nodded at Lucy without saying much. His eyes dipped once to the open top button on her shorts. He smelled like fresh sweat and wood dust when he brushed past her hip to lug the firewood in.

Tre stayed leaning on the porch rail behind them, grin sharp, gold chain catching the porch bulb when he tipped his chin at Lucy. “Damn, girl, you wearing that for us?” he said low, just loud enough for Toby to catch it but soft enough he could pretend he hadn’t heard. Toby shot him a look but Tre just laughed, popped the tailgate again, dragged out another crate of cheap beer.

Lucy watched Toby’s hand drift to her hip like he wanted to tug her close. She didn’t move. She let the heat stick there a second, felt his palm tremble on her bare skin. She smiled at him, small and harmless. “Just a little surprise, baby. Just a weekend with friends.”

Before he could answer, another set of headlights cut through the trees. The faint rumble of Marcus’s old truck came up slow behind Lars’s bigger one. Toby’s mouth opened again, halfway to some question she knew he wouldn’t really ask. She stepped down the porch to wave them closer, hips swaying soft when she leaned to shout hey boys.

Marcus stepped out first, slow and calm. Lars climbed down behind him, big shoulders blocking the light when he ducked under the truck door. They both said nothing big — Marcus slapped Toby’s back, nodded at Lucy, Lars dragged his bag past her shoulder, polite smile hiding the slow drag of his eyes down her back when she turned to open the door.

Inside, the air warmed up fast with bodies, boots thumping the old floor. Bottles cracked open, old laughs bounced off the cabin walls. Toby tried to pour beers for everyone but his hands shook when Lucy brushed her ass against his hip at the counter. Billy leaned next to him, dropped an arm over his shoulder, teased him about the thin walls and the squeaky bed like it was all innocent fun. Tre dropped a line about how lucky Toby was to have her — a real prize, he said, eyes stuck on her chest the whole time.

Lucy just sat down on the arm of the couch, her thigh bare where the shorts rode up when she crossed her legs slow. She let them all look. She felt Toby’s eyes stick on her too, not sure if he should cover her up or push her open wider right there in front of them.

—-
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The fire cracked open the dark while they spread out in the old half-broken chairs and logs dragged up from the shed. Smoke drifted up slow, wood popping just enough to cover Toby’s soft footsteps when he got restless. Lucy stayed planted on the lowest bench, knees spread wide, feet bare in the patchy grass where the cold bit her toes but the heat from the flames kept her warm where it mattered.

She didn’t bother with a bra. The old tank clung soft and loose over her tits. The cotton rubbed her nipples raw every time she shifted her shoulders back to toss her hair or reach for her beer. Toby knew it. He couldn’t look away from how stiff they stayed, poking soft through the thin ribbed stretch that hid nothing when the firelight caught her side.

Billy told some half-wrong story about a broken pool cue, Shane chimed in with a laugh that carried sharp across the clearing. Tre leaned back in the dirt, elbows braced behind him, eyes locked on Lucy’s chest when she lifted the bottle to her mouth and let her nipple scrape the inside of the fabric. The friction made it throb harder. She felt it, felt Toby’s eyes heat her shoulder from behind where he stood pretending to sip his own beer but only swallowing dry air.

He couldn’t keep still. He crouched by the fire, poked at the logs, pretended the heat needed tending when really it was him burning up from the inside. He stood again, brushed past her bench like he meant to check the coolers. His hand dropped to her shoulder, drifted too low where the loose armhole gaped just enough for him to catch the soft line of side boob no fabric hid now.

She shifted on purpose. Her nipple caught the tank edge and popped the fabric tighter. She felt the brush of cool night air hit it, fat and stiff. Tre saw it. Billy too — his voice snagged mid-sentence, grin turning sly when his eyes dropped, lingered, lifted again like nothing happened.

“You warm enough, Luce?” Billy asked, fake sweet. His eyes flicked right to the tight dark shape pressing the cotton. His voice didn’t bother to hide the twist when he said warm.

Shane huffed a laugh behind the lip of his bottle. “Fire’s working fine for me,” he said, eyes locked on her tits so clear Toby almost dropped the beer in his hand when he caught the look.

Toby stepped behind her again, hands on her shoulders like he could cover her with his fingers alone. His thumbs rubbed slow at her collarbones, dipped low enough to brush the soft top swell where the fabric clung too tight to hide the way her nipple strained against it.

She tipped her head back, brushed her hair against his forearm, didn’t pull away when his thumb grazed her nipple by accident. He flinched like he’d been caught. He looked up, saw Marcus watching from his old chair, saw Lars’s big frame leaning quiet on the edge of the woodpile, arms crossed, eyes dipping lazy down the line of Lucy’s chest to where her thighs stayed parted soft under the tank hem.

He couldn’t do shit to stop it. She leaned forward, broke Toby’s soft cage touch, reached for the fresh beer Tre rolled her way. The nipple dragged clear under the cotton, catching the fire’s edge like a tiny flag. Tre’s grin stayed wide.

Toby shifted behind her, dropped down by her hip like he meant to do something about the fire again. He didn’t. He just knelt there, shoulders hunched, beer sweating in his hand, eyes flicking from her stiff nipple to Tre’s grin to the soft look Marcus gave her knees when they brushed open a little wider.

Lucy felt it stick in the air — smoke, warm beer breath, Toby’s pulse under her palm when she let her hand fall back to his neck. His cock pressed hard behind his zipper, straining for space he’d never find with her like this. His friends saw everything. And she let them.

The fire dropped low in the pit, a dull red heart flickering under the split logs Shane had stacked sloppy and wide. The night pressed in cold around the ring of boots and folding chairs but the heat still stuck to Lucy’s skin, sweat pricking under her loose tank where the cotton clung damp to her tits. The fabric dragged her nipples every time she shifted, fat and stiff, pushing the ribbed weave out so clear none of them bothered to look away.

Toby stayed restless, pacing small circles from her side to the pit, pretending to feed the coals. His eyes flicked to her chest every time Billy’s voice dropped or Tre’s grin curled sharp at the corner. Shane’s eyes dipped to her thighs when she leaned back and let her knees fall a touch wider, heat licking up the inside of her leg when she tipped her head to laugh at Billy’s old bar fight bullshit.

She felt her cunt throb wet in the soft chill that slid under her shorts when she caught Marcus’s slow nod. He didn’t grin like the others. He just watched, eyes pinned to the shape of her tits when she arched her back and let her voice run sweet and high through the night air. She liked that weight. She liked the way Toby hovered at the edge of it — his small touches on her shoulder, his hand on her hip, never enough to cover her up or claim her back.

Her nipples rubbed rough under the cotton, swollen and sore from how many times the breeze hit them. She felt her pussy clench hard enough to make her thighs shift on the old bench. She wanted more — rougher, louder, right now. She dragged her eyes off Billy’s smirk, off Tre’s tongue flicking over his teeth when he caught her biting her lip. She caught Toby’s gaze instead. He stood frozen by the pit, hands empty, chest rising too fast under his old flannel.

Lucy lifted her chin once, sharp, just for him. She stood slow, brushed past his hip when she stepped close enough for his knuckles to graze the warm line under her shorts. She didn’t say a word to the others. She didn’t care if they knew. Her palm caught Toby’s wrist, squeezed tight, pulled him away from the coals and the ring of eyes that wanted what only he got first.

The cabin door swung half-shut behind them but didn’t latch — old wood, loose hinge. Toby didn’t reach for it. He reached for her instead, hands fisting the bottom of her tank, dragging it up rough so her tits spilled out soft and damp into the stale heat of the room.

“You filthy tease,” he rasped, voice breaking when he shoved her back to the edge of the bed. His mouth crushed hers, teeth clacking, tongue deep, breath tangled with hers while his palms squeezed both tits tight enough to make her moan into him.

“You liked that, huh?” he growled against her mouth. “Sitting out there with these stiff fucking nipples poking through this thin shit. Laughing at them staring at what’s mine.”

She gasped, nails dragging down his arms when he pressed her back onto the mattress. She hooked her thumbs in her shorts, pushed them down fast so the warm slick mess at her cunt caught the open air. “Then take it,” she hissed, voice cracked and raw. “Claim this pussy. Fuck your slut wife stupid.”

Toby grabbed her hips, flipped her on her stomach, dragged her ass high so her tits mashed the old sheets, nipples scraping the rough cotton. He shoved his jeans down just far enough, cock springing out hard and thick, the head dripping clear where she’d already driven him mad with every stiff point and soft moan.

He spread her cheeks with one hand, slapped one hard, the crack echoing off the bare walls and the half-open door. “You love showing it off,” he snarled, voice ragged, hot breath hitting her lower back. “You love making them hard for what they can’t have.”

She moaned into the bedspread, cunt clenching when he dragged the fat head through her folds, wet slick noise so loud it bounced back through the old cabin boards. “Yes — yes, baby, I love it — fuck your dirty wife, spank me again.”

His palm cracked down on the other cheek, heat blooming under his grip when he lined himself up and slammed in deep, one rough thrust that knocked her tits hard against the mattress. She cried out loud, voice carrying sharp right through the door crack for anyone close enough to catch every filthy syllable.

“Take it. Take every fucking inch,” Toby spat, hips pounding her back so the bed legs scraped the floor, frame creaking like it might split under the force. He grabbed her hair, yanked her head up just enough so her moans bounced off the wall instead of dying in the sheets.

She choked on every word between wet gasps, fingers clawing at the blankets while he slammed her hips back to meet each thrust. Her pussy squelched open around him, slick mess dripping down her thighs while her fat nipples rubbed raw against the sheets with every slap of skin.

“Who owns this pussy?” Toby grunted, breath breaking, hand tangled tight in her hair while his free palm smacked her ass red again.

“You — you — fuck, it’s yours — your pussy — your slut wife — pound me — make me scream,” she sobbed, cunt squeezing so tight it pulled another deep growl out of his chest.

He fucked her harder, hips snapping wet into her ass till the headboard thumped the wall. He bit her shoulder, muffled his moan against her skin when he slammed deeper, cock buried to the root. She wailed under him, voice shot and raw but too loud to swallow, on purpose — she wanted it out there. The others would catch it. They’d see what he did to the slut who teased them all night.

When he came, he buried it deep, cock twitching, hot spurts filling her up till it leaked down the backs of her thighs and smeared the insides of her trembling knees. She pushed back on him, greedy for every last pulse, tits mashed to the bed, nipples sore and burning under the rub of the old fabric.

She stayed there open, moaning, shaking — no clean finish, no quiet apology. Just the loud slap of her final cry when he pulled out slow and slapped her ass one last time, leaving her dripping and raw for any ear at the door that wanted more than the tease she gave them outside.
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First Taste
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Lucy woke up sticky with Toby’s cum dried to the soft inside of her thighs, cunt still tender and warm where he’d pumped her full hours before. The stale cabin air clung to her skin but she felt raw under it — a lazy ache that needed cold water.

She pushed the thin sheet off, swung her legs over the edge, toes curling on the old plank floor. She didn’t bother with panties — she grabbed his flannel shirt off the chair, tugged it over her shoulders, let it hang open down her belly. She stepped outside barefoot, soft wood biting her soles.

Toby sat hunched on the top porch step, beer in his hand, coffee cold next to his boot. His eyes caught her right away — the loose shirt, the bare slice of hip where the hem flapped open, no bra under the thin plaid. He didn’t say her name. He just looked, mouth parted dumb when she walked past him without a word.

She snatched the old towel off the porch rail, felt the damp smell of last night’s fire smoke in the fabric. She didn’t care. She padded down the worn path through the pines, gravel poking her arches, branches brushing her thighs. She reached the edge of the narrow lake where the old dock half-floated in the shallows.

Lucy shrugged the shirt off her shoulders, let it drop in the dirt. The breeze cut her nipples to tight knots before she even hit the water. She pulled the sports bra up slow, peeled it off, dropped it on top of the flannel. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her skirt, shoved it down over her hips. Cold air snapped at her bare cunt, the damp slip of old cum sticky between her folds. She dipped her fingers in the lake first, tasted the shock of it on her knuckles, then waded out until her thighs, her belly, her tits disappeared under the glassy bite.

She ducked once, head under, hair slicked straight down her back when she came up gasping. She swiped her palms between her thighs, rough rub under the water to clean out the last smear of Toby’s claim. Her nipples ached sharp, small red buds when she cupped her tits under the ripples, let the chill tighten her all the way to the soft line where her thighs met her pussy lips.

When she waded back up, water poured off her belly, dripped from her soft tits, trickled down the soft swell of her ass when she stepped onto the muddy bank. She grabbed the towel, rough old fabric that smelled like pine smoke and stale soap. She scrubbed her hair once, knotted it up quick. She didn’t bother to dry every inch — she liked the wet line slipping down the back of her thigh. She wrapped the towel loose around her chest, tucked the flap just enough so the top curve of her tits stayed half-bared when she moved.

She left her clothes in the dirt by the dock. She didn’t need them yet. She padded barefoot up the slope toward the porch where Toby still sat frozen, beer bottle balanced on his knee, eyes wide when he caught the shine of her wet skin under the thin towel. He didn’t say a word when she passed — just sucked air through his teeth when the bottom edge flipped open and showed the dark strip where her cunt stayed bare under the rough cloth.

Behind him, the cabin door squeaked wide. Tre stomped out first, boots biting the step. Shane and Marcus trailed him, Lars last — all of them packed up with mugs and boots, talking about the old trail. Tre shot Toby a look over Lucy’s shoulder, cracked a grin.

“Leave the newlyweds to it, huh? Give ‘em some proper time to break the cabin in.” His laugh dragged a snort from Shane. Marcus just gave Toby a short nod, eyes dipping once to Lucy’s bare calves poking from the towel hem.

Lars snorted behind them, voice low and soft in the back of his throat. “Don’t wear her out too bad, Toby,” he said. The grin that slipped across his mouth when he looked at Lucy’s damp skin said he knew she’d handle more than Toby could ever give her alone.

Boots crunched the gravel, cracked twigs when the men vanished into the trees. The hush fell behind them. Lucy felt Toby’s eyes stuck to the back of her thigh where a cold drop trickled slow down her skin. She didn’t turn to him. She just let the towel slip open a finger’s width more when she stepped off the path, toes brushing the fresh line of sawdust where Billy split wood alone in the yard.

She saw his back catch stiff when her shadow crossed the stump. She smelled the wood oil, the sweat on his neck, the soft tremor in the way he breathed when he felt the drip of lake water tap the top of his boot.

Toby stayed planted on the porch step, beer bottle clutched tight, mouth parted like he might say don’t — but he didn’t. He just watched her bare feet pad closer to the pile of fresh-cut logs where Billy’s axe waited to split something wide open.

Billy heard the soft pad of her bare feet before he felt her breath on his neck. He didn’t swing the axe like some clueless farmhand. He braced it low instead, let the steel rest solid in the notch of the chopping block while both his hands gripped the handle tight enough to turn his knuckles pale. He tipped his head forward, breath short, the soft sweat on his neck catching the light when her shadow fell over his shoulders.

Lucy didn’t stop at his side. She stepped right behind him, pressed her chest to his back so he’d feel the slick drip off her cold-washed skin through the thin knot of the towel. Her tits spread soft against the cotton of his shirt, nipples stiff enough he’d feel them drag when she shifted her weight.

She laid her palm flat on his belly first, heat seeping through the old tee he’d sweated through splitting logs for men who didn’t need the fire half as bad as she needed him now. Her other hand slipped around his hip, fingers hooking his belt loop. He stiffened when she breathed his name by his ear.

“Billy,” she murmured, low enough that the breeze swallowed half the word and left just the heat of it on his skin. She rolled her hips once, slow grind against his ass so the rough denim bit her bare slit where the towel parted high on her thigh. “You splitting all this wood for me?”

He let out a short breath, half a laugh but too dry to land soft. “Helping Toby out. Somebody’s gotta...”

“Gotta what?” she cut in, lips brushing the soft sweat line under his ear. Her fingers dipped lower, right under the worn waistband where his jeans stretched tight already. “Gotta stand out here swinging the axe trying to forget how my tits looked last night?”

Billy’s grip on the axe handle faltered. The axe left stuck deep in the fresh split. His hands slipped from the handle when she twisted around him. Her fingers didn’t wait, they slid under his belt, dragged slow over the thick line straining his boxers. He hissed between his teeth, jaw tight.

“Lucy...” His voice cracked around her name, throat working. His eyes flicked up past her shoulder, over to the porch where Toby sat frozen on the top step, cheap beer resting between his knees, eyes locked like he couldn’t look away if he tried.

Lucy tipped her chin just enough so Billy would feel her grin ghost the side of his jaw. She dragged her free hand up his chest, palm flat over his heartbeat thudding under the faded cotton. She squeezed his cock through the denim, felt it twitch fat and hot when her thumb traced the damp spot at the head.

“Don’t you lie,” she hissed sharp under his ear. Her breath came hot enough to raise goosebumps down his throat. “I saw you staring at my stiff nipples every time I bent over that useless husband of mine. You want this pussy, don’t you? You wanna split me open like you split these logs, Billy?”

He let out a ragged grunt, hips jerking forward once like he didn’t mean to. She laughed, soft but mean, right under her breath where only he could taste it. She glanced back at Toby, caught his glassy eyes, the slow nod, the weak grin that said do it, take her.

Lucy hooked her fingers in the towel’s knot, tugged it loose with one flick. The rough fabric slipped off her chest, dropped to her belly and barely clung there. One fat tit brushed Billy’s bare forearm. She grabbed his wrist, dragged his big hand up, mashed it to the soft swell, forced him to roll the stiff nipple between his thumb and finger till she moaned right into his neck.

“Feel that?” she rasped, voice broken open now. “That’s for you. Not for Toby. This is my gift. His wedding present. My whore tits. My cunt. Yours to split wide.”

Billy’s teeth worked behind his lip, jaw flexing when her fingers popped his button, dragged the zipper down slow. The cold air caught his tip slick and wet where he strained inside cotton already damp from her teasing grind.

Toby didn’t move on the porch. He didn’t say a word when Billy’s cock sprang thick into Lucy’s waiting palm. He just sat there, bottle rolling between his knees, mouth parted like he’d forgotten how to shut it.

Billy’s cock twitched hot and thick in her palm. Lucy felt the pulse of it under her thumb, the wet head leaking slick down her knuckles before she even dropped to her knees in the soft scatter of wood chips. She didn’t bother glancing back at Toby. She knew he was watching. She wanted him stuck to every second.

She hooked her fingers in the towel still loose around her belly, let it slip off her hips and crumple in the dirt. Her tits swung heavy when she shifted forward, soft under the cool slap of morning air. She grabbed Billy’s cock at the base, squeezed once till his breath punched out sharp.

“Gonna thank Toby for this later?” she murmured, voice low enough to make his thighs tense under her nails. “His good little wife, out here sucking you like a filthy whore.”

Billy’s hand fluttered to her shoulder like he meant to stop her but she licked him before he could say a thing. She dragged the flat of her tongue slow up the thick underside, tasted salt, pre-cum, the raw tremor under his skin when she wrapped her lips around the tip and sucked the slick back. His hips jerked. She swallowed him deeper, mouth stretching wide, spit pooling at the corners where her lips dragged down the thick shaft.

Behind her she heard Toby shift on the porch step. Wood creaked. The beer bottle clinked against the plank when he set it down. She knew he’d pulled his fly open. She knew he was half-hard, fingers ghosting the base while he watched his best friend’s cock disappear between his wife’s lips.

Lucy pulled back with a wet pop, saliva strung from her bottom lip to the swollen head. She looked up at Billy, her tits hanging soft and heavy where she braced on her knees. “You gonna fuck me rough, Billy? Gonna split this pussy open like you do that wood? Show Toby how a real man does it?”

Billy’s breath shuddered out between his teeth. He cupped the back of her head, thumb brushing her jaw. His voice cracked low when he answered, like it cost him to say it. “Yeah. Gonna fuck you, Lucy. Gonna fuck you good.”

She grinned, spit slick on her chin. “Good boy. Keep that cock thick for me.”

She stood, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She didn’t bother covering up. She turned, bent at the waist, braced her palms on the cold rough side of the stacked logs. Her tits swung free, nipples stiff in the morning air. Her ass stuck out high, bare, her slit slick and glistening where the first drip of spit and pre-cum slid off her inner thigh.

She glanced over her shoulder at Billy, chin tipped down, eyes bright and mean. “C’mon then. Split your best friend’s bride open.”

Billy’s breath rattled out of him when Lucy bent forward over the stacked logs, her ass lifted high, cunt dripping open for him. He pressed one hand flat on her lower back, palm rough and warm on her damp skin. The other hand wrapped tight around the thick base of his cock. He dragged the head through her folds slow, spread her slick open till she whimpered.

For half a breath she froze, eyes wide on the rough bark pressed under her palms. Her heart kicked sharp in her ribs. Was this right? Was this really what Toby wanted? Her husband. Her marriage only weeks old. She pictured Toby’s soft mouth, the small smile he gave when she kissed him that morning. The beer bottle sweating between his knees.

Then Billy’s fat tip nudged right at her slit, spread her folds soft and wet. Heat roared through her spine, drowned the doubt in a heartbeat. She pushed her hips back, moaned when the head slipped in just enough to catch.

“Look at you,” Billy grunted, voice gone hoarse. “Toby’s sweet little bride. Bent out here where anybody can see. Dripping for another cock.”

Lucy rocked her hips back, cunt grinding wet against the blunt head. She tipped her chin up just enough to find Toby on the porch. He hadn’t moved from that step, but his zipper was down now, fist tight around his cock, eyes glued to where Billy lined up at her slick entrance.

“C’mon,” Lucy hissed, voice breaking when the tip nudged deeper. “Give me that thick cock, Billy. Show my husband how it’s done.”

Billy slammed in halfway, rough push that knocked a broken moan out of her mouth. He froze, teeth grit, fingers digging into her hip. The heat of him split her wide, stretched her so full the sweet ache hit hard right up her spine.

“Fuck. So tight,” he rasped. He dragged out slow, then pushed in deeper. Her pussy swallowed him with a wet slap.

Lucy bucked her hips back, forced him in to the hilt. Her tits swung under her, nipples brushing the cold bark of the logs. She gasped loud enough for Toby to hear every filthy piece of it. “Deeper. Split it. Fuck your slut bride.”

Billy set his feet wide, braced his palm at her back, slammed in rough. The slap of skin cracked out sharp, echoing off the pines behind the cabin. She moaned high when the head drove deep, the stretch raw and perfect.

“Better than Toby?” Billy panted, voice thick.

Lucy’s laugh broke into a moan. “God yes. So much thicker. So much harder. My pussy loves this cock. Loves how you fill me up.”

Toby’s breath hitched on the porch. She heard the soft slap of skin when his fist worked faster, heard the tiny choke in his throat when Billy bottomed out and held there. Billy grabbed a fistful of her hair, tugged her head back till her mouth opened on a gasp.

“You like being my little whore?” Billy growled, hips rolling slow before he slammed forward again. “You like showing him what a real cock feels like?”

Lucy’s laugh turned to a filthy moan that cracked through the trees. “Yes. Fuck me like a man, Billy. Pound me. Make me your slut. Let him watch.”

Billy’s hand came down on her ass with a sharp smack that stung up her back. She cried out, cunt clenching tight around him when he slapped her again. His hips pistoned, hard slap of balls to her slick folds, mess dripping down her thighs. She shoved her ass back on him every time, pushed for more, deeper, louder.

Toby’s breath came ragged from the porch. He didn’t look away when Billy’s fingers dug hard enough in her hips to leave bruises. He didn’t blink when Lucy threw her head back and moaned so high it cracked into a laugh.

“God. Fuck me harder. Show him how useless his soft little cock is,” Lucy gasped. “Ruin me for him. Make this pussy fit you, not him.”

Billy slammed deep, hips flush, cock buried thick and hot. He bit off a grunt, teeth grit. His palm cracked down on her ass one more time before he pulled out slow, tip dragging slick through her folds.

He bent low over her back, breath hot at her ear. “You want more?”

Lucy shoved her hips back, smeared slick mess on his tip. “More. Flip me. Ride you. I want it all.”

Billy’s grunt caught in his throat when Lucy shoved him back. She spun on him quick, tits swinging free when she turned. She grabbed the collar of his sweat-damp tee, ripped it up over his head rough, made him lift his arms. She tossed it in the dirt, pressed both palms to his chest, felt the heat pounding under her nails.

His jeans were already open, bunched down his thighs from when she’d sucked him and bent for the rough fuck against the logs. She dropped down, hooked her fingers in the waistband, yanked denim and boxers off. His boots scraped in the dirt when she kicked them free, left him bare under her, cock thick and shiny, head wet with her mess.

She climbed over him, knees wide in the patchy grass, hair wild, skin bare, tits hanging soft and heavy over his chest. She dragged her dripping cunt up his shaft, rubbed the fat head through her folds, soaked him in slick. Billy’s breath hitched ragged when her slit caught the head and she teased it slow, moaning low when it dragged her open.

“Fuck,” he growled, voice raw in his throat. “Always wanted this. Since the first night Toby brought you around. Watched you bend for that cooler in those tight shorts. Went home and stroked my cock raw thinking about these big slut tits bouncing for me.”

Lucy’s laugh cracked into a gasp when she dropped her hips slow, swallowed him inch by thick inch, felt the stretch snap deep inside. “Yeah? Jerked off to your best friend’s bride? Dreamed about me riding you sloppy while he watches?”

Billy’s hands grabbed her tits rough, squeezed them up, thumbs grinding her stiff nipples till she gasped sharp. “Knew you were a slut. Knew you were made to fuck. These tits. This pussy. Built to get split by a real cock.”

Lucy rocked on him harder, hips snapping, thighs wet where their skin slapped together. Her pussy sucked him deeper, slick squelch loud in the soft grass. She tipped forward, dragged her tits over his mouth. He latched on, sucked her nipple deep, teeth rough on the tight point.

Toby’s breath cracked sharp behind them. She heard the wet slap of his fist, the small broken choke when Billy’s cock punched deep, so thick her walls squeezed it tight.

“Say it,” she rasped, voice gone raw. “Say what you see.”

“See my best friend’s perfect wife,” Billy grunted, fingers digging bruises in her hips. “Big soft udders bouncing, greedy cunt milking cock. Stupid whore made for this.”

Her laugh broke on a moan that snapped sharp when the first tremor ripped up her spine. Her thighs clenched, knees digging into the dirt. Her back arched hard. She tried to say more but it came out a ragged wail when her pussy locked tight around Billy’s cock. The orgasm slammed through her so sharp her belly quivered, tits bouncing when she jerked against his chest.

Billy held on, arms braced tight around her ass, cock buried deep while her walls fluttered hard around him. Her cry punched out wild, echoing off the trees. Her hair stuck damp to her cheeks when she tossed her head back, mouth wide.

“Fuck, Lucy,” Billy panted under her. “Gonna cum. Gonna fill you up.”

The fat swell at the base twitched, heat flooding deep. His hips jerked sharp, cock throbbing thick, fresh cum pumping inside. The first hot spurt snapped a second wave through her. Lucy squealed, body locking up again, pussy clamping down so tight Billy choked on a grunt. Her thighs quivered, belly tight, cunt milking every drop till it leaked warm down her slit to his balls.

Behind her Toby’s breath hitched. The soft slap of his fist stalled when her second cry broke through the yard, her body jerking on Billy’s cock while he emptied inside her.

Lucy dropped her chest to his, tits sliding slick over his skin. She bit his lip hard enough to taste sweat, moaned a thank you right against his mouth. She pushed up, his cock slipping free wet, her thighs slick with the messy mix dripping down her skin to the grass.

Lucy stayed straddled over Billy, thighs sticky, cunt still pulsing soft around nothing while his cock slipped half-hard against her ass. She braced her palms on his sweaty chest, caught her breath in little broken gasps while his cum dripped warm down her inner thighs into the crushed grass.

Billy lay under her stunned, eyes glassy, mouth parted like he couldn’t speak if he wanted to. His hands still gripped her hips, thumbs dragging lazy circles into the soft swell just above her ass where his fingers had bruised her skin.

She lifted slow, thighs trembling when she rose off his lap. The fat drip of their mess clung thick to her slit, streaked her inner thighs when she swung one leg over him and stood barefoot in the grass. Her tits bounced heavy when she straightened, hair clinging to the sweat on her neck. She didn’t bother covering herself. She wanted them to see.

She looked toward the porch first. Toby sat frozen where he’d been the whole time, knees spread, pants bunched halfway down his thighs. His cock lay soft in his sticky palm. The beer bottle rolled lazy near his boot, half-tipped in the dirt. He didn’t say anything. He didn’t smile. His eyes stuck to her thighs where the drip of Billy’s cum traced down slow toward her knee.

Boots snapped twigs just inside the tree line. The crunch of gravel slipped under the hush of pines. Lucy turned her head in time to catch Marcus first — tall and slow in his step, eyes flicking once from the mess on her thighs to Billy’s bare chest where he lay ruined in the grass. Shane followed right behind, jaw tight when he saw Lucy standing there naked, tits soft and flushed, pussy wet and swollen open for all of them to see.

Tre barked a laugh behind them. The sound cracked sharp in the quiet yard. “Holy shit,” he drawled, grin wide when his eyes dragged up from the streak of white on her thigh to her stiff nipples. “Told you she’d break first, boys. Fucking knew it.”

Lars came last, big shoulders blocking the path behind the others. He didn’t laugh. He just stood quiet for a breath, eyes pinned to the mess between her thighs. He dragged his thumb over his bottom lip, the corner twitching up when his stare shifted to Toby slumped on the porch step.

Lucy didn’t flinch. She didn’t move to cover her tits or wipe the drip trickling warm down her leg. She bent at the waist, slow and soft, scooped her fingers up her thigh where Billy’s cum smeared her skin. She brought them to her lips, sucked the mess off her knuckles while the four of them watched every slow flick of her tongue.

Nobody said a word. Nobody asked permission. They all knew what it meant now. Billy lay on his back in the grass, chest heaving, sweat shining in the morning sun. Lucy wiped her fingers on his stomach, let her wet hand drag over the soft hair trailing down his belly.

Toby’s breath cracked out when she turned to him, cum still dripping down the soft swell of her cunt. She didn’t smile. She just let him see her, bare and open, the line crossed so deep there’d be no pretending after this.
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The path around the lake was soft with old pine needles, packed down by boots and kids’ bikes back when Toby’s family still bothered to bring a cooler and a fishing pole. Now the trees swallowed it whole. Moonlight caught in bits on the rippling water, a dull silver line that broke when a breeze pushed the black surface into waves.

Toby walked ahead a few paces, hoodie sleeves pushed up to his elbows, his hair stuck to the side of his forehead from the cabin’s stale heat. Billy followed close behind, boots scuffing gravel every few steps. Neither spoke right away. The hush of branches and the small crunch of gravel gave Toby’s chest room to open. He needed that space, needed the cold air to cut through the raw rush still pulsing behind his ribs.

He stopped where the path bent near the old dock, one board half-rotted where it met the muddy edge. He pushed his shoe down on it, felt the wood flex and pop under his weight.

Billy leaned back on the rail post, hands shoved into his jean pockets. He sniffed once, nose still raw from the cold air and the sweat drying on his neck.

“You gonna say it?” Billy asked, voice warm but cut through with that rough laugh he got when he didn’t know what to do with his hands. “Or we just out here for the bugs?”

Toby’s mouth twitched at the corner. “You mad at me?”

Billy snorted. “Mad? Motherfucker, you just handed me the best piece of pussy I ever had. Why would I be mad?”

Toby’s shoulders sank, then straightened. He scraped his knuckles along the rough edge of the dock rail, splinters catching soft in his skin. “It doesn’t ruin us?”

Billy tipped his head. “Ruin what?”

“This. You. Me. Us being what we’ve always been. My best friend. That doesn’t stop because you fucked Lucy.”

Billy’s laugh hit low in his chest, no edge this time. “Christ, Toby. That woman? She’s something else. You know that. And I saw you — sitting on that porch step, big dumb grin while she bounced on my cock. You didn’t look ruined.”

Toby’s throat tightened, words thick. “That’s the point. It makes it better. Closer. You’re part of it. I want you close. I want you to have her when you need to. And when you’re done, she’s mine. She’s always mine.”

Billy scraped his boot heel against the dirt, small cloud of dry pine needles shifting under his sole. He tipped his chin up to the dark tree line, exhaled sharp through his nose.

“You got balls,” Billy said, voice low but clean. “Big fucking balls. Sharing her like that? Man, I couldn’t do it. I’d tie her to the bed, keep her there, tits out, that fat pussy dripping for me and me only.”

Toby’s laugh cracked out rough. “Yeah? She’d chew through the rope and fuck you anyway.”

Billy barked a short laugh. “Yeah. She would.”

Toby stared out at the dull path of moonlight skipping across the black water. His shoulders settled deeper, breath warm in his throat. “She’s the best thing I’ve got. Best thing I’ll ever have. And you — you being part of it — that makes it bigger. Stronger.”

Billy pushed off the post, came close enough to clap his palm once on Toby’s shoulder. It landed solid, no soft squeeze, just the slap of skin and the grin that curled his lip when he let his hand drop.

“You’re the luckiest motherfucker alive, Toby. Don’t let her forget it.”

Toby’s smile flashed raw and wide. “I won’t.”

Billy jerked his chin back at the trees where the cabin lights glowed soft through the trunks. “Come on then. You better get back before Shane sniffs out where she’s hiding. That man’s been hard since he saw her tits bounce.”

They turned up the trail together, boots scuffing the loose dirt, moonlight behind their shoulders, the smell of pine sap sharp in the soft cold.

—-
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Lucy stood under the weak stream where the old showerhead rattled against the pipe. The water hissed hot enough to fog the cracked mirror above the sink and bead fat drops down the battered tile. She dragged her palm over her belly, washed a slick mix of sweat, lake dust, and Billy’s cum off her thighs. The steam clung to her hair in damp ropes that stuck between her shoulder blades when she bent her neck under the spray.

She liked how raw it felt — skin tender where grass had scraped her knees, hips bruised soft where Billy’s big hands had squeezed while he fucked up into her in the grass. She ran her fingertips between her thighs, felt how sore the swollen folds still stayed, how slick she still was even under the hot water.

A sharp knock cracked against the bathroom door. She flinched, palm still pressed between her legs.

“Lucy,” Shane’s voice came through, low but not soft. “You in there?”

She tipped her head back, water pattering off her collarbones. “Yeah. What?”

The door creaked when he pushed it open just enough for a slice of cool air to slip in. His broad shoulders filled the frame. He tapped his knuckles on the door edge like he was pretending he might wait for permission. “I gotta take a leak bad. Or you want me to go piss off the porch?”

Lucy snorted through her nose, let her fingers drag slow over her clit once before she caught herself and dropped her hand. She tugged the curtain halfway across, left enough gap for the outline of her tits to show when she turned sideways under the light. “Use it. Just don’t dribble on my towel.”

Shane stepped in, shut the door behind him soft but final. He unzipped slow. She heard the short metal catch, the soft tug of fabric. She didn’t turn fully — just enough for the water to pour over her chest, slick beads dripping from her nipples where the steam turned her skin flushed pink.

He stood at the toilet. She heard the stream hit the water, the hush of it breaking the quiet hum of the old pipes. But his eyes stuck to the thin plastic curtain, the faint curve of her hip, the shape of her ass when she shifted under the water.

“You gave him a real show out there,” Shane said, his voice rough around the edge when the last drops splashed. “You looked perfect on Billy’s cock. Never seen a wife look so fucking sweet about getting split open.”

Lucy ran both hands through her hair, squeezed out the water so it rolled in thick streaks down her tits. She didn’t bother to hide how she shifted her hips under the spray, the way her stiff nipples brushed the plastic when she leaned forward a little. “You watched all of it?”

“Fuck yeah I did.” He zipped up slow, the clink loud over the running water. He didn’t move for the door. He stepped closer, palm braced on the sink edge. His voice dropped a notch lower. “That fat ass bouncing. Your soft tits slapped down on Billy’s chest. Toby just sitting there like he paid for front row. Hottest shit I ever saw.”

Lucy dragged her palm down her side, water dripping off her wrist to her hip bone. She felt the throb in her pussy again, the wet heat that didn’t come from the shower. “You want your own show, Shane?”

His breath caught but he didn’t flinch. His eyes stuck to the shape of her nipple when it ghosted past the plastic edge. “If you’re giving it.”

Lucy laughed under her breath, soft but sharp enough it snapped between them in the fog. She pushed the curtain aside with her wrist, stepped out slow, water sliding in rivulets down her belly, catching in the soft thatch between her thighs. She didn’t grab the towel yet. She just stood there dripping, tits hanging heavy, nipples fat and tight from the steam and the cold swirl that rolled off Shane’s breath.

She finally reached for the towel, dragged it over her shoulders lazy, didn’t bother to wrap it tight. The soft scratchy cotton clung to her damp skin in patches, slipped open at her chest when she turned her back to him. She felt the heat of his stare stick to the wet line trailing down the back of her thigh.

She pushed the door open with her shoulder. “Stay put, Shane.”

She stepped into the hallway barefoot, water marking the floorboards where she walked. The old bedroom door creaked when she nudged it open. Toby sat on the edge of the bed, hoodie sleeves pushed up, hair still damp from the lake air. He looked up fast when he saw her, mouth soft, eyes pinned on the trail of water dripping off her calf to the floor.

She let the towel slide down. It dropped in a wet heap at her feet. She stepped close, braced one knee on the edge of the bed between his spread legs. She dragged her fingertips through his hair, tugged just enough to make him look up into her eyes.

“You ready for the next one?” she asked, voice flat but warm under the hush.

Toby’s throat bobbed when he swallowed. He didn’t say a word. Just nodded, small, slow.

Lucy turned back to the door, tits swinging soft with each step. She dragged the door open wider, the wood knocking against the wall. Shane stood there, right where she’d left him. Still half-hard in his jeans.

“Come here for a sec,” Lucy said. 

He didn’t even answer. He stepped in, shoulder brushing the frame. The door clicked shut behind him.

Shane didn’t wait for her to tell him twice. He stepped forward, heavy boots muffled by the old rug under the bed. Lucy stayed where she stood by the footboard, her skin still damp from the shower, nipples fat and stiff in the soft yellow lamplight. Her hair dripped in dark lines down her shoulders, one bead of water slipping between her tits and catching on her belly.

She watched his eyes drag slow down her chest, linger at the soft swell of her hips where her thighs stayed parted just enough to show him the clean wet line of her pussy lips. Shane’s grin curved mean at the edges. He looked past her once, just a flick, to where Toby sat in the corner chair, hoodie bunched up around his elbows, fists braced on his knees like he needed to hold himself together.

“Your little husband ready for this?” Shane asked, voice rough, fingers already hooking the hem of his shirt. He pulled it up over his head in one drag, dropped it to the floor, let his thick arms flex when he undid his belt. The metal buckle clinked sharp when it hit the rug.

Lucy didn’t glance at Toby. She kept her eyes on Shane’s chest — wide, pale under the soft swirl of dark hair trailing down his belly. She stepped forward when his jeans hit the floor. His cock hung half-hard, thick already, heavy against his thigh. She reached out, wrapped her hand around the base, gave it one slow stroke that made the fat head swell wet.

“Save the talking,” Lucy breathed, words sticking up in her throat when he crowded her back a step. “Put it in me.”

Shane’s laugh cracked soft. He grabbed her by the waist, spun her around rough so her hips hit the edge of the mattress. Her wet skin squeaked where it met the cotton blanket. She felt his big hand slide up her spine, fingers fanning wide when he bent her over just enough for her tits to press into the bedspread.

“Look at you,” he rasped, voice tight close to her ear. “All wet, fresh, tight little pussy cleaned up just to get split again.”

She moaned when he spread her legs wider with his knee. The old bedframe creaked under her when she braced her palms and pushed her ass higher for him.

Shane lined his cock up, the fat head nudging between her lips, slick enough it caught easy. He slapped her ass once, the crack sharp in the small room. Toby sucked in a sharp breath behind them. Lucy felt her skin sting where Shane’s palm landed, the soft throb mixing with the heat in her cunt.

“Slutty honeymoon bitch,” Shane growled, pushing the head in slow. “Look at your tight pussy open for me.”

Lucy’s moan broke high, caught soft in her teeth when she bit the edge of the blanket. She could feel Toby’s eyes pinning the spot where Shane’s thick cock fed in inch by inch, the stretch sweet and raw all at once. Her hips jerked when he sank deeper, his grip locking on her hip so she couldn’t pull away even if she tried.

“Fuck, Shane,” she gasped, voice muffled against the blanket. “Fuck me. Hard. Make him watch.”

Shane dragged back halfway, slammed in deeper, the slap of his hips echoing soft off the old wood paneling. He slapped her ass again, the sting rolling up her back to her scalp where her hair stuck damp. He leaned over her back, breath hot on her neck. His cock stayed buried to the root, the thick press pulsing inside her.

“You see this, Toby?” Shane threw the words over Lucy’s shoulder, voice mean and sharp. “Your perfect bride is squeezing my cock like she’s never been full in her life?”

Lucy moaned louder, pushed her ass back on him, the thick slide so good her knees shook. Her fingers fisted the blanket tight, tits squashed under her chest, nipples dragging soft against the rough fabric every time he rocked in deep.

“Say it,” Shane rasped against her ear, teeth grazing her shoulder where his breath broke hot. “Say you’re a filthy cabin slut.”

Lucy’s voice snapped out in a half-sob, raw with how thick he stretched her. “I’m your filthy cabin slut. Fuck me, Shane. Fuck me so he knows how bad I need it.”

Shane’s groan stuck to her skin. He drew back, slammed in harder, the slap sharper now, thighs smacking the soft swell of her ass till she squealed. Her moan carried sharp when the first tremor teased up her belly, her pussy squeezing him tighter.

Toby’s breath cracked from the corner, sharp wet sound of his palm shifting over his jeans but he didn’t say a word. He just watched his wife’s ass bounce under Shane’s big hands, watched the thick cock splitting her open, watched her hips push back like she’d beg for it to never stop.

Shane didn’t slow down. He slapped Lucy’s ass again, left his palm pressed to the fresh red mark, heat radiating up through his fingertips when she jerked against him. He grunted low, pulled halfway out, watched the slick slide of his cock dragging her pussy lips wide before he slammed back in hard enough to shove her hips into the mattress.

Lucy gasped, hair stuck to her cheek in wet strands, sweat streaking down her spine. Her fingers clawed at the blanket, knuckles white when he thrust again, harder, hips crashing her forward an inch each time till her tits bounced rough against the bedspread.

“Fucking perfect,” Shane growled, voice cracked at the edge. “You hear that, Toby? Your sweet wife’s greedy little cunt begging for cock thicker than yours.”

Toby’s breath rattled sharp behind them. Lucy could feel his stare hot on her ass, the filthy angle where Shane’s thick cock split her open with every push. She moaned louder when Shane’s hand tangled in her damp hair, yanked her head up off the bed just enough she couldn’t hide her mouth hanging open, drool catching on her chin.

“Look at him,” Shane rasped in her ear, his breath rough against her cheek. “Show him what his new bride looks like taking a real fuck.”

Lucy’s eyes cracked open, heavy and wet. She found Toby across the room — his chair half-scooted forward like he couldn’t help himself, hoodie bunched at his elbows, one hand fisted tight in his lap. His eyes stayed locked where Shane’s hips slammed her ass, the wet slap of skin filling the room.

Shane let her hair drop, grabbed both wrists, dragged her arms back till her shoulders strained. He bent over her back, the sweat on his chest smearing warm across her spine. He rocked in deeper, the thick root of his cock grinding low till she whimpered.

“You want more?” he growled, hips rolling just enough to tease. “Want it harder, you slut?”

Lucy’s voice cracked. “Yes. Fuck, Shane. Fuck me rough. Show him.”

Shane grunted, pulled out rough enough her pussy twitched empty. He grabbed her hip, flipped her over like she weighed nothing. Her back hit the bedspread, tits bouncing soft, nipples flushed dark and stiff. Before she could breathe he hauled her hips up, shoved her knees wide. Her cunt glistened under the lamplight, the wet mess smeared fresh where she leaked all over the sheets.

“Look at that fat pussy,” Shane sneered, eyes flicking to Toby for a heartbeat before he pinned Lucy’s thigh tighter. “Soaked. You dripping for this cock or for him?”

Lucy moaned sharp, fingers digging into the bedspread. “For you. For you, Shane. Split me open.”

He lined up again, shoved in one brutal push that made her spine bow off the mattress. Her gasp cracked into a wail when he slammed deep, balls smacking her ass, the slap of it echoing mean through the cabin walls.

Shane dragged her thighs higher, folded her in till her knees pressed near her tits. He leaned over, spat wet across her chest, watched the string slide down the slope of her left tit till it clung to her nipple.

“You’re a fucking mess,” he rasped, voice shaking with how tight her cunt squeezed around him. “Look at these fat udders bouncing while I ruin your pussy.”

Lucy’s eyes rolled half back, mouth open on a sob when he fucked her harder. The slap of skin turned wet, her moans cracked into filthy gasps every time he bottomed out. She didn’t look at Toby anymore — she knew he was there, the small breath, the shuffle of his feet on the old wood floor.

“Beg him,” Shane groaned through his teeth, hips crashing. “Beg your husband to watch every second.”

Lucy tried to breathe but the words came out raw and broken. “Watch me, Toby. Fuck — watch me take it. Watch me be his slut.”

Shane’s laugh cracked mean. He pulled back, slammed deep, again, again, pace rough enough the bed legs scraped the floor. Her tits bounced, slick slap of her thighs hitting his hips till the ache caught fire in her belly, the tight squeeze that warned her she was about to lose it again.

“Don’t you dare cum yet,” Shane growled, fingers bruising her hips. “Not till I say.”

Lucy choked out a moan, back arched, nails biting the bedspread till the fabric pulled under her fists. She’d hold it. She’d break if she didn’t.

Shane kept his grip locked so tight Lucy felt the bruise forming under his thumb where it bit into her hip. He slammed in deep again, the blunt push jolting her whole body up the mattress an inch. Her moan snapped open in one raw note that broke when he pulled out halfway then buried himself back in to the root. The slap echoed wet, sharp, mean.

“Fuck— look at you,” Shane rasped, sweat dripping off his jaw, landing hot on her tits. “Your pussy’s choking my cock. You gonna lose it for me, huh? Gonna flood this bed while your sweet husband watches?”

Lucy’s fingers fisted tight in the blanket, her back arched so hard her shoulders lifted off the bed. She couldn’t keep her eyes open. The stretch inside her, the drag of his thick shaft raw against the sore swell of her walls — it scraped a filthy moan out of her throat every time he punched in.

“Please,” she gasped, the word sticking. “Please, Shane. Let me cum. I’m— fuck I’m gonna—“

Shane bent down, breath hot, the scrape of his stubble rough where he dragged his mouth over her collarbone. He bit her nipple, not soft, teeth catching the tight peak so her cry broke sharp. He grunted low when he felt her walls flutter around him.

“Yeah, slut. Do it. Break for me. Let him see it.”

Lucy’s whole body snapped tight, thighs trembling under his bruising hold. Her toes curled, nails raked deep lines into the blanket. She sobbed once, sharp and wild when the heat cracked in her belly and ripped up her spine. Her cunt clamped so tight around Shane’s cock he cursed loud, hips jerking through the pulse of her orgasm.

“Fuck— look at you,” he snarled. “Soaked little whore. Take it all.”

She wailed when the second wave snapped through her, wetter this time, messy where her slick smeared down her ass, coating his thighs, soaking the sheets under her back. The slap of his balls went sloppy, the squelch louder when he shoved deep again.

Shane pulled out rough, his cock dragging slick free of her pulsing cunt. He grabbed the base, jerked himself hard over her belly, the head fat, shiny, wet with her mess.

“Open your tits up. Show me,” he growled.

Lucy obeyed without a word. She dragged her hands to her chest, squeezed her big tits together, nipples flushed fat and stiff. Her belly heaved under the slap of his fist working his shaft.

Shane’s grunt cracked low in his throat. The first thick rope painted her chest from collarbone to nipple. The next hit her throat, warm splash dripping down to where her tits spilled from her fists. He pumped the last spurts over her chin, watched it drip slow over her lips.

He wiped the slick head of his cock over her cheek, dragged the mess through her hair. He caught her eye once, grinned wide when she moaned soft through her breath, cum streaked down to her tits.

Behind her knees Toby’s breath broke in small ragged gasps. He didn’t touch the mess. He didn’t say a word. His knuckles pressed white on the chair arms where he sat frozen, eyes wide on his wife painted in another man’s cum.

Shane stepped back, cock half-hard and wet in his palm. He smirked at Toby, wiped the last drips on Lucy’s hair, then tucked himself back in, zipper rasping up slow. He didn’t say thanks. He didn’t look at Lucy again. He just grabbed his shirt off the floor, shouldered the door open, and disappeared into the dark hall.

Lucy lay there, tits sticky, mouth parted, breath catching soft. She dragged her fingers through the mess on her chest, looked at Toby with a grin that broke the silence.

“Come here,” she whispered.

Toby rose slow, knees creaking. He didn’t lick. He didn’t touch the cum. He just bent over her soft, pressed his mouth to the sticky line of her throat, kissed down to her collarbone. She laughed into his mouth when he came up, their lips warm, her tits still covered in Shane’s wet mark.
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The fire sank low while the rest of the cabin stayed quiet. Red coals hissed soft under the half-burned logs, smoke trailing thin into the night trees. Lucy sat cross-legged on the old bench near the fire ring, hoodie draped over her shoulders, unzipped, nothing under it but bare warm skin. The heat from the coals traced light up the soft round swell of her tits where her nipples poked stiff against the loose gap. She let her thighs spread enough that the hem barely covered the slick soft line between her legs.

Tre stepped from the shadows near the porch. He moved slow, heavy sneakers crunching old gravel under the dirt. He didn’t bother with a shirt. Just a pair of loose sweats, the thick shape of his cock pushing obvious against the dark fabric. His grin sat wide on his face, eyes stuck right on the small dark peek where the hoodie slipped too low. He dragged the old bench closer till his knee bumped hers.

“Didn’t think you’d be out here,” he said, voice low but warm where it cracked around the word you.

Lucy shifted her hips, let the hoodie slip half off one shoulder so the firelight showed more soft skin, the round curve of her nipple peeking at the edge. “Couldn’t sleep,” she said. Her voice stuck thick in her throat. “Too much noise up here.”

Tre’s eyes flicked up, caught hers for half a beat, then dropped back to her tits where the shadows bent across her ribs. He leaned in closer, braced his palm flat on the bench by her thigh. “Noise like your husband’s sorry little whimper when Shane split you open? Noise like him just sitting back there, half-hard while you took a real cock?”

Lucy laughed under her breath but didn’t smile. She hooked her fingers in the edge of the bench, shifted her knee just enough that the hoodie slipped looser, her tits almost bare to the coals’ soft glow. Tre’s eyes stuck there, hungry, greedy. He leaned closer.

“You know he’s pathetic, right?” Tre’s voice went lower, teeth flashing behind the grin. “Sitting there like a dog while you—”

Lucy’s hand shot out, grabbed his hoodie collar in a tight fist, jerked him close so their noses nearly brushed. Her tits pressed warm to his chest, the soft skin a sharp contrast to the tight snap in her voice when it came out flat and clean.

“Don’t,” she said, eyes locked hard on his. “You don’t get to call him that. You don’t get this pussy if you can’t respect who gave it to you. He’s the reason your cock’s gonna be in my throat tonight. You forget that, I stand up and go inside.”

Tre’s grin twitched but didn’t break. He cut his eyes past her shoulder where Toby sat half-shadowed on the other side of the fire, hands braced tight on his knees, hoodie sleeves pushed up. He didn’t move, didn’t speak. Just stared through the flicker where Lucy’s legs spread soft around the bench.

Tre’s grin slid back, mean at the corners but softer at the edge. “Yeah, bride. I get it. He’s the man. You’re the prize. I’m just the lucky fuck who gets to stretch you out.”

Lucy’s hand let go of his collar but she didn’t lean back. Her nipple brushed the fabric of his chest when she shifted, her breath warm enough he felt it through the dark air. She tipped her chin, dragged her eyes across his face.

“Good boy,” she breathed.

Tre laughed, low, no fight left. He leaned closer, his breath right at the curve of her nipple where the glow caught the bead of heat. “I’m gonna ruin that mouth,” he said, voice rough. “Make him watch how wide it opens for better cock.”

Lucy’s grin cracked slow, filthy and soft at the corners. She spread her knees wider, the loose hem slipping back enough that Tre caught the slick glisten where her thighs stuck to the wood.

“Then do it,” she said, words sharp but sweet at the end. “I’m waiting.”

Lucy didn’t wait for Tre to drag her. She slid off the bench, knees sinking into the cold dirt between his spread legs. Her bare thighs brushed his sneakers. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of his sweats, tugged them down far enough for his cock to spring free, half-hard and thick, dark and heavy against the pale curve of her cheek. She let it rest there for a breath, felt the weight, the heat, the raw difference in color where her soft skin brushed his.

Tre’s breath caught when she turned her face, nuzzled the fat shaft along her jaw, the tip smearing precum near her mouth. She wrapped her hand around the base, small fingers lost in the thick line of him, her pale knuckles tight where his darker skin pulsed under her palm.

“Look at that pretty face,” Tre murmured, his grin wide under the flicker. “Your husband’s got no clue how good it looks wrapped around real cock.”

Lucy didn’t answer. She stuck out her tongue, dragged it flat along the thick vein running under the shaft. Her spit glistened in the firelight, slick lines dripping down to her wrist where she squeezed him harder. She loved how black and slick he looked in her grip, the raw stretch waiting for her lips. The sight of it made her pussy throb, slick already smeared on the inside of her thighs.

She opened wide, sucked the fat head in slow, her lips stretched tight around the thick dark push. Tre’s hand landed on her head, not rough yet, just heavy, his fingers sinking into her hair where it stuck damp to her neck.

“God damn,” he groaned, his breath sharp when her tongue curled under the ridge. “Look at that mouth, baby. Look at those pale lips swallowing this black cock.”

Lucy moaned around him, throat already tight when she pushed deeper. Her nose brushed his belly, the heat of his skin sharp where her cheeks flushed under the low orange glow. She pulled back, spit dripping down her chin, then bobbed forward again, letting him fill her throat inch by inch till she gagged.

Her eyes flicked up, caught Toby past the fire — his shadow frozen, breath loud enough she could almost feel it. She knew he saw every slick stretch, every raw inch of Tre’s cock sliding between her lips. She loved that. She needed him to see it.

Tre leaned down, voice cracked near her ear. “Keep choking on it. Pretty little white mouth made for this.”

Lucy moaned again, pushed deeper till her throat squeezed around the thick head. She pulled back gasping, spit smeared across her chin, the wet slick shining on his dark shaft when she stroked him slow at the base.

She tipped her face up, stuck out her tongue, let him slap the tip against it, precum smearing her lips. She opened wider, eyes half-closed, the flicker of the fire catching every drop of spit that spilled down her throat.

“Open up,” Tre rasped, his grip tightening in her hair. “Show him how you take it.”

Lucy gave him everything — mouth wide, jaw loose, spit bubbling when he fed it to her slow and thick, that raw contrast of his dark cock disappearing between her pale lips making her thighs clench tighter around the cold dirt.

Tre’s hands never left her hair. He tugged her off his cock with one rough pull, spit and slick smeared across her chin and neck. Her lips parted wide, breath ragged where drool clung to the corner of her mouth. She let him haul her to her feet, knees scraping the dirt, pebbles sticking to her damp skin when he pushed her back down to the grass.

He turned her easy, one palm under her ass, the other fisting the hoodie collar until it slipped down her shoulders. The cold bit sharp at her tits, nipples stiff where the fire’s dull glow caught the soft bounce of them. Tre pushed her knees open wide, knelt between them. His skin looked dark as coal in the flicker, smooth where the fire licked over his chest and arms. Lucy stared up at him, her breath caught shallow, belly tight when she saw how big he looked above her, that thick black shaft heavy against the pale soft inside of her thigh.

He grabbed his cock, rubbed the fat head up her slick pussy lips, dragged it over her clit till she jerked under him, the cold grass scratching her back while the heat flooded her belly.

She moaned soft, voice hitching when the dark line of him nudged inside, stretching her slow. The sight of it — that thick black cock sinking between her pale thighs — turned something molten under her ribs. She felt the difference in her skin where his hands gripped her hips, fingers so dark and strong against the soft white curve of her belly.

Tre bent low, teeth scraping her collarbone before he shoved in deep, the fat slide punching her breath out in one cracked sob. Her back bowed off the dirt, tits bouncing where his chest pinned her down. The slap of their bodies echoed over the low hiss of the coals.

“Fuck—” she gasped, voice catching on the edge. “Fuck, Tre—”

Tre’s laugh cracked through his teeth. He hooked his palms under her knees, pushed them higher till they nearly brushed her tits. He slammed in deeper, thick cock dragging raw along her swollen walls. Her soft pale belly dipped under the dark press of his hips. The firelight flicked red across the sweat starting to bead on his chest.

“Look at you,” Tre rasped, eyes locked on where his dark shaft split her open. “Look at this sweet white pussy taking every inch.”

Lucy moaned louder, fingers scraping at the grass. She turned her head just enough to catch Toby past the flames — his shape locked tight, half-lit, mouth open but no sound coming out. She wanted him to see every contrast, every deep push.

“You watching, baby?” she moaned, voice pitched rough. “You see how fucking good he looks inside me?”

Tre barked a laugh, hips grinding harder, the slap sharper where their skin met. Her soft thighs trembled against his arms, slick shining on his dark fingers as they dug deep into her pale skin.

“Say it,” Tre growled, sweat dripping onto her tits. “Say who fucks you better.”

Lucy’s gasp broke sharp, hips jerking up to meet his next slam. “You do. Fuck— you do, Tre. Bigger, harder, deeper.”

Behind the fire Toby stayed frozen, eyes locked on the way Tre’s black hips rocked between her wide white thighs, the way her pale tits bounced with every rough slam.

The fire cracked louder. Sparks drifted up, curled into the black above them. Lucy let the moan tear out raw — she loved the sight, the stretch, the filthy contrast that made her cunt squeeze him tighter every time he pushed in.

Tre felt her cunt clamp tighter around him when she said it, felt her words hit like a slap. His grin cracked mean through his grit teeth. He didn’t let her catch a breath. He pulled out rough, his cock dragging slick and warm through her folds, fat head bumping her clit so she gasped again. Before she could push her hips up for more, he grabbed her thighs, flipped her hard onto her belly in the cold grass.

Lucy’s cheek scraped dirt and small pebbles, breath catching sharp when the cold bit her flushed skin. Tre dragged her hips up, palms wide and rough on her soft pale ass. The sight made his cock twitch thick, dark shaft slick where her pussy dripped all over him. He hooked one hand in her tangled hair, yanked her head back just enough so her tits swung free under her chest, nipples fat and stiff in the fire’s flicker.

“Look at this,” he rasped, voice raw. “Pretty white bitch on all fours, begging for it.”

He lined up, pressed the fat tip against her messy slit, rubbed it slow, made her push her ass back desperate. The fire popped louder, sparks dancing up when the wind caught the smoke. Behind them the porch board creaked — someone lingered in the half-dark, pretending to grab a beer, really just stuck staring at her pale ass stretched open for Tre’s thick black cock.

Lucy moaned sharp when he shoved in again, the stretch deep, the slap loud as his hips crashed her back down into the dirt. Her fingers clawed grass and cold pebbles. Her throat opened on a wet gasp when he bottomed out, hips flush to her ass, balls tapping her swollen clit with each hard grind.

“You feel that?” Tre groaned, voice tight against her ear. “Feel how this black cock owns your sweet white pussy?”

Lucy sobbed, pushed her ass back into him so his next slam made her tits bounce, sweat dripping from her chest where her skin stuck to his rough palm sliding under to grab a handful. His dark fingers looked filthy spread wide over her pale tit, nipple rolling between thick knuckles.

“Say it again,” he growled, fucking her harder. “Say who owns it.”

Lucy gasped, voice raw. “You do— Tre— you own it—”

He yanked her hair tighter, hips pounding faster. The wet slap echoed under the hiss of the dying fire. She felt the cold sting on her knees where the dirt bit into skin already bruised from how deep he pushed her down.

The porch creaked again — the soft shuffle of a boot, someone half visible, frozen in the dark. Lucy arched her back more, shoved her hips up so Tre’s cock slammed deeper, the wet squelch louder than her broken moan.

“Let them hear it,” Tre snarled. “Let that good little husband hear what a bitch you are for this cock.”

Lucy’s moan cracked, eyes squeezed shut when she felt her belly tighten around the raw push. “Fuck— yes— let them all hear— harder— fuck me harder—”

Tre slammed her down on the grass, hips smacking her ass so hard the sound snapped sharp over the soft wind. He didn’t slow. He drove into her like he’d break her hips, the thick shaft dragging every soft slick inch out of her, shoving back in till she felt him everywhere.

Her fingers dug into the cold earth, cheek smeared with dirt and spit when she turned her head just enough to see Toby’s shape in the flicker — frozen, breath sharp, eyes wide where he watched every filthy snap of Tre’s black hips slamming into her pale spread ass.

Tre’s hips didn’t slow. He grunted low, sweat dripping off his chest onto her back where her pale skin gleamed slick in the fire’s flicker. His dark fingers locked hard on her hips, thumbs pressing bruises into the soft dip above her ass. Lucy felt her breath break in short sobs every time he drove deep, the thick stretch scraping her raw inside.

She heard the porch creak again — the same boot shifting but not stepping closer. She loved it. She wanted every eye stuck on the filthy sight of her pale ass pushing back on Tre’s thick black cock, the wet slap echoing louder than the fire’s hiss.

Tre growled under his breath. His thrusts turned harder, deeper. He grabbed her hair again, yanked her head up so her throat stretched open and her tits swung under her chest, nipples dragging cold through the grass when he slammed her down.

“Gonna paint this pretty white ass,” he rasped, voice rough and ragged. “Gonna show them all who fucked you right.”

Lucy gasped, heat blooming low when she felt him swell inside her. She pushed her hips back, meeting him with a broken moan that tore out when he bottomed out one last time.

“Yes— fuck— do it— mark me—”

Tre pulled out rough, the fat shaft dragging slick and wet from her pussy lips, the sudden cold making her hole clench empty. He pumped his cock hard, grip tight, the dark length shiny with her slick under the fire’s glow. He groaned deep when the first thick rope splashed warm across the small of her back, streaking the curve of her ass where it dripped down to her thigh.

Lucy moaned, back arched to take it all. She felt the heat drip sticky down her skin, watched a stray drop hit the grass between her knees.

Tre slapped the fat head of his cock against her ass once, smeared the last dribble along her tailbone. He let her hair go slow, gave her head a rough push so her cheek pressed into the cold dirt again, grass sticking to the wet mess at her jawline.

He grinned, breathing heavy where it caught in his chest, then tugged his sweats back up, his shaft still half-hard, skin glistening under the firelight. He didn’t look at Toby — just at Lucy’s marked ass, at the way her soft pale skin held every drop of his cum.

He stepped back, boot scuffing the dirt as he moved past the edge of the fire’s glow. The porch board creaked once more — the shadow froze, then slipped away into the cabin.

Lucy stayed there, chest rising and falling, ass painted, hair tangled. She lifted her head just enough to catch Toby’s eyes through the soft flicker of the dying coals. She grinned, lips swollen, breath shaky but filthy where it curled from her mouth.

She didn’t say a word. She didn’t have to. She rocked her hips once, slow, felt the sticky mess slide warm down the split of her ass, soft moan breaking when it smeared lower.

Toby sat frozen, eyes locked on the way his wife’s pale skin shone filthy under the old orange glow.
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The morning was slow and the warm drift of last night’s smoke still caught in the cabin rafters. Lucy sat at the head of the rough pine table, hoodie zipped halfway but hanging loose around her shoulders, hair tied back, skin still pink where Tre’s hands had left faint marks under the soft fabric. Toby sat next to her, one hand on her thigh under the table, thumb tracing slow circles where her bare skin peeked out below the edge of his oversized flannel.

Billy sat stiff near the window, eyes down on the chipped mug between his palms. Shane leaned back in his chair, big shoulders wedged against the log wall, eyes flicking from Toby to Lucy like he wanted to speak but bit it back. Lars looked calm, arms folded tight, expression blank but his eyes hungry when they drifted down the deep line of Lucy’s cleavage. Tre, still half-grinning, sat nearest the door, foot tapping soft on the floor.

Nobody spoke at first. The scrape of Toby’s thumb was the only sound, the small drag of skin over skin. Lucy cleared her throat once, the sound louder than she meant in the hush.

“I think we need to say it out loud,” she said. Her voice stayed steady but the tip of her tongue wet her lip when Billy’s eyes flicked up at her. “Riding Billy wasn’t an accident. Last night with Tre wasn’t an accident. Or a mistake. Or cheating.”

She let that sit. Toby’s hand squeezed her thigh, small but sure. She looked at the five men, one by one. No shame. Just heat under her skin when she felt them watching her tits, the slight spread of her thighs where she let Toby rest his fingers warm.

“Toby wants this. I want this. This isn’t me sneaking behind him. This is him giving me away. On purpose. Because he knows we love each other so much I will always be his. And because he – and I don’t know why – thinks I am so sexy when fucking that he wants to see it from a distance. ”

Billy’s mouth parted, then closed. Shane let out a dry half-laugh through his nose. Lars just watched, big jaw shifting once when he swallowed.

Tre leaned forward, elbows on the table, grin crooked. “So we just get to fuck you whenever we want? Like a free-use wife?”

Lucy’s eyes flicked sharp. She didn’t flinch. “You get to fuck me when I say so. Because Toby lets me. Because you’re his friends. Not strangers. Not cheap tricks. The five of you are the ones we trust. You’re the men he wants breaking me in as his hotwife. His. No one else’s.”

Tre’s grin didn’t slip. If anything it spread wider. “What if we talk shit while we do it? Call him names?”

Toby’s laugh broke through first. Small, warm, but real. He squeezed Lucy’s thigh harder. “Talk all the shit you want,” he said, voice cracked but firm. “Long as you know when you’re balls deep in her, you’re doing me a favor. Call me weak, call her a whore — that’s the point. Just remember whose ring’s still on her finger when you zip up.”

Shane barked a low laugh that rattled the half-empty mug in front of him. “So that’s it then. No guilt. No secrets. No bullshit jealousy later.”

Lucy leaned in, her tits pressing soft against Toby’s arm where his sleeve pushed the fabric aside. “No guilt. No secrets. No bullshit jealousy. Just me taking you, one at a time. Or two. Or more. But always coming back to him. Always his pussy. Just on loan.”

Lars cracked his first real smile, wide under the sharp line of his trimmed beard. “Good man,” he said to Toby, voice deep but warm. “Strong man.”

Billy finally spoke, voice softer than the others. “He really is the luckiest man alive. Damn, Toby. I never thought I would say this, but doing this makes me admire you even more. This takes balls!”

Lucy’s grin spread slow. She brushed her fingers down Toby’s jaw, turned his face to hers and kissed him deep in front of them all, her tongue pushing into his mouth, the faint taste of last night’s sweat and coffee mixing between them. When she pulled back her breath shook. She let her eyes flick down the line of men one more time, hungry where she caught each stare.

“Now you all know,” she said. “So when you fuck me next time: don’t hold back. Make it dirty. Make him watch. Make me crawl back to him dripping and full.”

The hush broke. They laughed and promised she’d be fuller than she ever thought she could be. 

Lucy stood up slow, hoodie loose on her shoulders, thighs bare when she stepped back from the table. She caught Marcus’s eyes — calm, steady, dark and warm. He didn’t look away when she tipped her chin at the door.

“I’m going for a swim,” she said. “Water’s cold. Might need someone to keep me warm.”

Marcus’s big shoulders shifted. He didn’t smile, just pushed his chair back slow, boots thumping the wood floor when he stood.

“I’ll come with you.”

Lucy stepped down the cabin porch barefoot, hoodie sleeves pushed halfway up her arms. The early sun cut cold through the trees but the air felt softer than the day before. Marcus followed her close, boots thumping behind her until they reached the edge of the old wood steps, then he kicked them off, leaving big tracks in the damp earth as they walked down the narrow path to the lake.

The lake lay flat and glassy in the morning light. A slow drift of mist curled off the far edge, rolling over the tree line like a thin breath. Lucy tugged her hoodie zipper down as she walked, the breeze catching her bare tits where the soft fabric slipped off her shoulders. Marcus’s eyes flicked down once — just once — then back up to her face, calm and warm.

At the water’s edge she stopped, toes sinking into cold wet sand. She pulled the hoodie off slow, let it drop in the grass behind her. The air hit her skin sharp. Her nipples pebbled tight, soft chill dragging goosebumps up her belly. She glanced at Marcus. He just watched her — no smirk, no rough grin like Tre — just a steady dark stare that made the skin behind her knees prickle warm.

She stepped in first. The lake lapped cold at her ankles, then her shins, then her thighs when she waded deeper. She sucked a breath in through her teeth, small gasp that made her grin at her own nerves.

“Cold?” Marcus asked behind her, his deep voice wrapping around the hush of water and trees.

“Freezing,” she shot back over her shoulder. She looked back just in time to see him peel his shirt off. His broad chest cut thick through the soft light, skin dark and smooth, wide shoulders flexing when he bent to shove his pants down. He stepped into the lake behind her, slow, the water breaking at his thighs when he got close.

Lucy pushed out deeper, water up to her waist, belly tight from the chill. She turned, met him halfway. His hands brushed under the surface, rough fingers ghosting over her hips where the lake kissed the soft dip of her waist.

“You sure about this?” Marcus asked, voice low, calm, lips just at her ear.

Lucy shivered but not from the cold. She reached down, skimmed her palms over his big forearms under the water, felt how solid he was all the way through. She leaned in, pressed her tits to his chest, skin slick where the cold water met his warm body heat.

“I want you to warm me up,” she said. Her voice cracked on the last word but she didn’t look away. She tipped her chin, mouth so close to his that her breath ghosted over his lips.

Marcus smiled — not wide, just a soft curl at one corner. He let his hands slide lower, big palms cupping her ass under the surface. He squeezed, pulled her hips in until she felt the thick shape of him already half-hard between her thighs.

Lucy gasped when his mouth brushed hers, tongue slow, the kiss patient but deep. The water lapped soft at her ribs where he held her up. She looped her legs around his waist, hooked her ankles at the small of his back. He didn’t rush it — just kissed her deeper, thumbs dragging circles at the crease where her ass met her thighs.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured into her mouth between slow presses of tongue and teeth. “You know that, don’t you?”

Lucy moaned, rocked her hips once where his cock brushed her pussy under the water, fat and warm through the cold ripples.

“Show me,” she breathed against his lips. “Show me how beautiful.”

Marcus kissed her again, deeper this time, his grip tightening when she squirmed, the lake closing around them like a hush that made every breath louder, every soft moan carry across the flat water.

Lucy’s breath stuck in her throat when Marcus’s mouth left hers. He didn’t speak, didn’t smirk. He just dragged his lips down her neck, slow warm scrape of teeth over skin chilled by the lake. She felt the roll of his chest against her tits, his cock half-hard under the water, thick where it pressed her inner thigh when she rocked against him.

He unhooked her legs from his waist slow, one hand steady on her hip under the surface. He turned her, guided her back toward the shore with quiet strength, his big palms pressing firm at her waist while she waded backward through the shallows.

When her heels hit the flat rock at the water’s edge, Marcus’s hands spread wide on her hips. He lifted her with a grunt that rumbled through her belly, set her on the smooth stone just above the waterline. Her ass hit the cold rock, thighs spread wide. Her skin prickled under the breeze, nipples tight, pussy open and slick from lakewater and heat.

Marcus stayed in the water, shoulders barely under. He settled between her knees, dark skin shining wet where the sun caught beads of lakewater rolling down his chest. His eyes met hers, calm and heavy. He didn’t ask. He didn’t have to.

Lucy braced her palms behind her, leaned back on her arms so her chest arched up for him. She spread her thighs wider, heels braced on the edge of the rock, cunt bare and glistening, water dripping from the soft dip of her ass down the stone.

He dipped his head, breath hot where it brushed her inner thigh before his tongue found her. One slow drag, fat and warm, from the soft slick at her opening to the swollen bud at the top. Lucy’s gasp bounced off the still water, her head tipping back when his broad hands locked her thighs still.

Marcus worked her slow, patient. His tongue circled her clit in wide lazy loops, then dragged flat and firm till her hips jerked off the stone. His dark shoulders shifted in the water, steady while the small waves slapped at the rock.

Lucy’s moans came soft at first, breathy puffs that caught on her tongue when she bit her bottom lip to hold them in. She looked down the line of her own body — pale belly, soft tits flushed pink, nipples fat and stiff — and the dark crown of his head buried between her thighs. She felt the difference, the contrast, the way his wide hands dwarfed her hips when he gripped harder and pulled her open for his mouth.

He sucked her clit once, then twice, tongue flicking until her moan cracked into a sharp gasp. His thumbs dug deeper at the crease of her thighs, pressing bruises she’d feel later when Toby’s mouth found them again.

Marcus growled into her pussy, a low rumble that made her thighs tremble around his ears. “Say his name,” he murmured, voice thick when he pulled back just enough for air. His breath brushed her swollen slit, lips slick with her wet. “He’s here. Say it for him.”

Lucy’s eyes fluttered half-open. She turned her head, found the shape on the rock twenty meters off — Toby’s outline against the treeline, still, watching, hands braced on his knees.

She sobbed a small laugh, hips bucking when Marcus’s tongue circled her clit again. “Toby— Toby— fuck— watching—”

Marcus hummed into her slit, the vibration rolling through her belly like warm thunder. He locked her thighs wide, tongue working slow then faster, lips sucking her swollen bud until her moans broke high. Her back arched off the rock, hands slipping down to fist in his wet hair when the first orgasm ripped through her. She shook against his face, cries spilling out raw into the crisp morning air.

He didn’t stop. He dragged two thick fingers up, pushed them inside while his tongue flicked fast, sucking her clit until her pussy clenched tight around his knuckles. She came again, harder — her body jerking, tits bouncing when her breath caught in her chest. Her heel slipped on the wet rock, toes digging into his shoulder for balance when her cunt squeezed every slick inch of his fingers.

When her moans fell quiet, Marcus lifted his head slow. His lips glistened with her slick, his beard dark with water and her taste. He pressed a soft kiss to her inner thigh, then pulled her forward, strong hands gripping under her ass to lift her clean off the stone.

“You’re freezing,” he rumbled. “Come on.”

He carried her through the shallow water, her legs wrapped around his waist, her tits pressed to his broad chest for warmth. When they reached the small sunlit clearing above the rocks, he set her down gentle on a soft patch of mossy grass, her back hitting the warm ground, the lake breeze replaced by the sun soaking into her skin.

Marcus knelt between her spread thighs, cock thick and heavy against his belly, eyes locked on hers. The lake dripped off his dark shoulders onto her pale belly, warm steam rising where his skin pressed hers.

“Now we do it right,” he said, voice low but sure.
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Marcus didn’t waste a second once he laid her out. He pushed her knees up, crawled over her until her soft thighs framed his waist. She felt the moss damp under her back, the sun warm on her belly, the cold wind off the lake barely touching her where his wide chest blocked it.

He dipped his head, kissed her deep, tongue slow but full of heat, the taste of her own slick still on his lips. His hands cupped her tits, fat and soft, nipples stiff where his thumbs dragged lazy circles. She moaned into his mouth, hips rolling up when the heavy head of his cock bumped her slit, thick and warm compared to the lake’s bite.

“Ride me,” Marcus murmured, voice low against her lips. “Take it how you want it.”

Lucy’s breath caught sharp. She pushed at his chest, made him lean back just enough to slip her thighs around his hips. She sat up slow, straddling him on the moss, his big hands sliding down to grip her ass as she lined herself up.

She felt his fat head press her open, the stretch deep and sweet after his tongue left her so raw. She sank down inch by inch, thighs trembling when he bottomed out, the thick base of him pressed snug where her clit dragged over his skin.

Marcus groaned, head tipped back to the sun, dark throat flexing when she rocked her hips. “God damn,” he breathed, hands squeezing her ass so her soft cheeks spread wide. “Look at you.”

Lucy moaned, palms pressed flat to his chest, nails digging in when she lifted up and dropped again, slow grind that made her tits bounce heavy where the sun kissed every soft inch. She loved how big he felt inside her, thick and warm, nothing cold left now but the breeze catching sweat on her neck.

“Feel that?” she panted, voice cracked sweet but filthy. “So deep— bigger than Toby— but still his— always his—”

Marcus locked his eyes on hers, wide palms dragging up to cup her tits, thumbs brushing her stiff nipples till she gasped. “He’s lucky,” Marcus rumbled, words rolling deep through his chest. “Lucky man. Best thing a man can do — share his perfect wife.”

Lucy laughed through her moan, rolled her hips faster. The slap of her ass on his thighs echoed low over the hush of the lake behind them. She could almost feel Toby’s eyes on her from that rock — watching his wife fuck his friend slow in the morning sun.

Her breath hitched when Marcus flexed his hips up, met her grind with a deeper thrust. “You gonna cum for me again, baby?” he asked, voice soft but rough at the edge. “Gonna squeeze me till you drip all over that pretty ass?”

“Fuck— yes— keep talking— don’t stop—”

He didn’t. He praised every inch of her. Called her beautiful, perfect, a good wife, a filthy slut in the same breath. His cock pulsed thick inside her, her pussy clenching so tight she felt every vein drag sweet along her walls.

She came again with a raw moan, nails biting his shoulders, hips bucking till her thighs shook. Marcus held her steady, guided every last roll of her hips till she slumped forward, breath warm in his ear, body limp but open on his lap.

Lucy barely caught her breath when Marcus shifted under her. His big hands slid up her sides, palms dragging over sweat-slick ribs to cradle her back. She felt him move, rolling her down slow onto the soft mossy patch, the sun warm on her bare belly while the cold lake breeze brushed her flushed skin.

He stayed above her, chest broad and dark against the sharp blue sky behind his shoulders. His cock slipped halfway out, then pressed right back in — deep, slow, thick enough to make her hips jerk up off the ground.

Marcus braced on one elbow beside her head, the other hand flat on her belly, thumb brushing lazy circles just under the swell of her tits. He dipped his head, kissed her jaw, her cheek, the corner of her mouth. His breath smelled like her pussy, salt and heat mixing with the clean sharp lake air.

“You good?” he asked, voice low, lips brushing her ear.

Lucy nodded, legs parting wider under his thick hips, the soft scrape of moss under her ass when she rocked up to meet his next push. “Better than good,” she whispered. “Want it slow. Take it slow.”

Marcus did. He rolled his hips deep, the fat head dragging every inch inside her slick heat. Her breath caught in soft gasps, small sounds that matched the slow slap of his hips meeting her open thighs. She tipped her chin up, neck arched when his mouth found her throat. He sucked a bruise just above her collarbone, tongue warm, teeth grazing enough to make her moan.

The stretch didn’t feel brutal this time — it felt right. He didn’t pound her raw. He filled her. Worshipped her. His dark hand slid up to cup her tit, thumb circling her stiff nipple while his cock moved slow, thick push that hit deep enough to make her toes curl in the dirt.

“You’re heaven,” he murmured into her skin. “Sweetest pussy I ever had. Best gift he ever gave me.”

Lucy turned her head, eyes half-open. Over Marcus’s shoulder, she caught the shape on the big flat rock twenty meters off — Toby, knees pulled up to his chest, elbows braced on them, chin tucked low but eyes locked on her spread thighs. His stare burned hotter than the sun on her belly.

She moaned his name. Not Marcus’s. Toby’s. Soft and broken. The sound made Marcus’s breath catch, hips driving deeper. He pressed his forehead to hers, dark eyes searching her face while he fucked her slow.

“You love him?” he asked, voice rough but gentle.

Lucy nodded, legs tightening around his hips, cunt squeezing him so deep he groaned through his teeth. “Always. Always his. Just yours right now.”

He kissed her mouth, slow, no rush, his thick cock dragging wet inside her until her breath broke again. She felt the swell in his belly, the heat building in his balls where they pressed the curve of her ass. He held her face with one wide palm, thumb brushing her cheek.

“Gonna fill you, baby. Gonna leave it all inside you. Gonna show him what he gave me.”

“Do it,” she moaned, nails digging into his back. “Cum in me. Give it to me. Let him see.”

Marcus thrust once more, hips grinding deep, fat shaft buried to the root. His groan rumbled through her chest when he spilled inside — thick, hot spurts she felt fill her raw and sweet. Her pussy clenched around every pulse, her breath catching in his mouth while she kissed him through it.

He stayed buried. Stayed pressed tight till his balls emptied, his wide chest covering hers so all she felt was his warmth, the faint cold edge of the lake breeze kissing her sweaty shoulders where he lifted his head to breathe.

When he finally pulled back, he didn’t roll away. He lifted up slow, looked over his shoulder. He caught Toby’s eyes on the rock — the small nod from his friend, the open awe that locked them in silence for a breath.

Marcus held her face with both hands, kissed her forehead soft. “You’re everything,” he murmured. Then he tipped his chin, called out across the clearing.

“Toby— come here, brother.”

Toby climbed down the rock, slow but sure, boots crunching the dry moss till he stood at Marcus’s side. Lucy stayed spread under him, cunt leaking slow around Marcus’s softening cock still half buried inside her. Toby looked at her belly, her tits flushed, her throat marked. Then he looked Marcus in the eye.

Marcus held out his hand. Toby took it, their palms locked tight over Lucy’s soft belly where the sun kept her warm.

“Thank you,” Marcus said, voice deep but even. “You’re a good man. You’re the best man. Don’t you ever forget it. Treasure her for always.”

Toby’s voice broke but he didn’t look away. “I will.”

Lucy smiled under Marcus’s chest, breath slow, body warm and raw where she held them both inside her — the man who filled her, the man who gave her away.
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The logs popped and cracked under the low flames. Beer bottles clinked every so often when one of the men shifted to find another swallow. They sat in a rough circle around the campfire, boots pressed into the dirt, backs hunched or shoulders slouched loose from hours of heat and drink and stories that didn’t matter now that they’d all seen what Lucy could be.

Lucy moved between them slow, her bare legs brushed by stray sparks drifting up into the dark. She wore only Toby’s flannel, the buttons done wrong so the deep V gaped open every time she leaned over to press her mouth to a new ear. She smelled like sweat, like sex, like every man there in some faint trace still drying on her skin.

She knelt by Billy first, her palm soft on his thigh. He blushed even now, the gentle kid under the lake of beer and the dark that hid his eyes when she whispered how sweet he’d been when he first pushed into her out there on the moss.

Shane caught her next. She crawled between his boots, her hands sliding up the rough denim on his thighs, her mouth ghosting at his ear when she told him she still felt his teeth on her tit when she squeezed her bra tight that morning. Shane just grunted, eyes heavy, beer balanced on his knee, free hand ghosting over her hair once before he let her slip away.

Tre cracked a joke when she straddled the arm of his chair, her tits spilling free where the loose flannel slipped. He called her filthy, his filthy. She called him mean but kissed him anyway, tongue deep, the sloppy sound snapping something in Toby’s chest where he watched them from across the flames.

Marcus stayed back, quiet, nursing a beer that had gone warm in his big palm. She didn’t kneel for him. She just brushed her hand across his broad shoulder when she passed, her thumb dragging up the soft black cotton of his tee, a quick squeeze at the thick muscle in his arm. He dipped his head once, like a king giving a blessing back to her, and she moved on.

Toby felt her before he saw her. Her fingers dragged up the back of his neck where he sat hunched over his own bottle, sweat cool at the nape under his hair. He looked up. She pushed between his legs, one knee pressed in the dirt. She kissed him slow, tongue curling with beer and her taste mixed in. He groaned soft in her mouth when her hand found his jaw, thumb brushing over his stubble.

They didn’t say a word when she pulled back. She stood in front of the fire, the shadows playing at her bare thighs, the flicker painting the slick line of sweat at her collarbone. She turned to look at them all — five men who used to be just his friends, now her lovers too — then let her eyes drift to the biggest shape at the far edge of the circle.

Lars sat a little back from the light, big body half-swallowed by the dark. His thick forearms rested on his knees, empty bottle balanced between them, the low flame catching the blond scruff of his beard when he lifted his chin to look at her.

Nobody breathed when Billy broke the hush with his grin. He tipped his bottle toward the giant at the shadows’ edge. “She’s still got one left, you know.”

The laugh that broke through the circle didn’t feel cruel — it felt real, hot, hungry. The kind that made Toby’s cock stir even though every man there had had her already.

Lucy didn’t say anything. She just stepped closer to the fire, let the warm pop of embers catch the bottom edge of Toby’s flannel as she slipped it off her shoulders slow. It hit the dirt soft at her feet, her bare skin catching the orange light — pale tits, soft belly, wide hips that had already taken four men and were ready for the last.

She held her hand out to Lars. He watched it for half a beat, then set his bottle down, big fingers closing around her smaller palm like he could swallow her whole.

No words. Just that deep calm in his eyes. He rose slow, the ground under him shifting with his weight, his head towering half a foot above hers when she stepped in and brushed her lips soft over his bearded jaw.

The other men sat frozen in the ring of firelight. The beer forgotten. The last crackle of night waiting to break open.

Lucy turned her head, locked eyes with Toby across the flames — his breath caught, his lips parted, his hand braced tight on his knee.

She didn’t blink. She just smiled — wide, dirty, beautiful — then tugged Lars by the hand toward the shadow line, the soft mossy mound at the tree edge where the fire could still see them but couldn’t stop what was about to happen.

The moss felt soft and damp under Lucy’s bare feet where she stopped just past the last reach of the firelight. The night air licked cool at her skin, a shiver rolling up her back but gone the second Lars stepped in behind her. His big palm landed warm on her hip, fingers splayed wide enough to cover half her side in one squeeze.

She turned to face him, the soft hush of the trees wrapping around the low crackle of the fire behind them. Lars looked down at her like he always did — calm, steady, that polite quiet still sitting behind the storm she knew he’d let loose once her pussy opened up for him.

She lifted her chin, pressed her palm flat to his chest. His heart thumped solid under her hand, heat rolling off his skin where the rough line of his beard brushed her forehead when he dipped to look her dead in the eye.

“You sure?” His voice felt deeper here, stripped of the polite softness, but not rough yet. Perfect English, clear in the hush. “You want this?”

Lucy didn’t answer with words. She reached between them, fingers brushing the soft line of his stomach down to where the thick swell of his cock pushed against his zipper. He hadn’t even tried to hide how hard he was the whole time she’d circled the fire — the giant cock straining behind rough denim while he watched her glow under the other men’s hands.

She tugged the zipper down, teeth catching her bottom lip when the metal gave way under her fingers. He didn’t help her — just stood still, breathing heavy, chest rising and falling under the thin cotton stretched across his shoulders.

His cock spilled free when she pushed his waistband down, thick and heavy, the tip already slick where precum pearled at the crown. She wrapped her fingers around it, her small hand dwarfed by the thick shaft, thumb dragging over the warm slit before she leaned in and brushed her tongue over the drop sitting there.

Lars’s groan cracked out of his chest sharp, the first sign that the beast was waking up behind the steady calm.

Lucy pulled back, her palm sliding up the thick length, her eyes wide when she looked up at him. “Fuck— you’re huge. Bigger than any of them.”

She bit her lip, her breath catching in her throat when she stroked him slow, feeling the weight, the heat, the stretch waiting for her. “You’re gonna break me, Viking.”

He grunted something in Norwegian, deep and low, the growl rolling through his chest when her fingers squeezed tighter. His big hand threaded into her hair, not rough yet — just enough to guide her down when she leaned in and pushed her mouth to the fat crown again.

She struggled to take it, jaw wide, spit already slipping down her chin. When she gagged once, Lars tugged her hair back, pulled her off slow. His polite calm cracked at the edges when he stared down at her, his chest heaving, the polite smile gone.

“You can take it,” he said, voice rough but sure. “Good wife. Take it all.”

She panted, licking spit off her lips, eyes still wide. “It’s so fucking big.”

He didn’t answer with words. He grabbed her by the hair, turned her with a rough twist of his wrist, bent her forward over the soft moss. Her hands braced on the ground, ass lifted for him easy, the cold night kissing her wet slit where his thick head brushed her folds.

She looked back over her shoulder, hair tangled, breath fogging in the chill. “Don’t hold back.”

Lars leaned over her, his heavy cock dragging wet up her open pussy lips. “I won’t.”

When he pushed in, she screamed.

Lucy’s scream punched through the trees the second his cock split her open. The fire behind them crackled louder like it caught her raw noise, the pop of sap matching the wet slap when Lars buried the thick crown deep past the tight squeeze of her pussy lips.

He didn’t slow to ask if it hurt — she didn’t want him to. His huge hands clamped down on her hips, fingers digging deep into the soft dip above her ass. He dragged her back slow, inch by inch, his cock stretching her open until the fat base pressed flush and her cunt squeezed so tight her eyes rolled back.

“Too big— fuck— so deep—” Her voice snapped thin under the push, fingers clawing the moss when her thighs trembled wide. The drag of every thick vein inside her cunt made her hips jerk helpless against his bruising hold.

Lars leaned over her, chest heat wrapping her back. He grabbed her hair with one fist, tugged her head up so her throat arched bare to the trees. The other hand slid under her, big palm cupping one fat tit, squeezing hard enough she gasped. He kneaded the soft flesh rough, thumb rolling her nipple until it stiffened rock hard against his calloused skin.

“You feel that?” His voice in perfect English, low and deep by her ear. “You’re gonna take all of it. Big tits bouncing for me while I break you open.”

He slammed in deeper. The fat slap echoed off the trunks, her wail carrying when he twisted her nipple between two thick fingers. She felt him rock inside, hips hitting her ass with punishing force that made her tits slap forward every time he rammed her open.

He dropped low, mouth hot on her neck, beard scraping the soft line under her jaw. His teeth grazed her skin but didn’t bite — not yet. His free hand squeezed her tit tighter, then grabbed the other, fingers pressing the fat mounds together while he pounded her from behind.

“Perfect fucking udders,” he growled. “Big soft tits for my cock. Look how they bounce.”

Lucy moaned so loud she knew the circle by the fire heard every filthy slap and squeal. She felt his breath on her neck, then the wet heat of his mouth closing over her shoulder, lips dragging down until he bit the side of her tit hard enough to leave an angry welt. She yelped, the sharp spark hitting her clit at the same second his cock slammed deep.

He shifted again. One huge arm banded across her chest under her tits, hauling her upright so her back slammed to his belly. His other hand found her throat, squeezed just enough to keep her head back when he twisted a nipple between his fingers.

“Big tits— good pussy— tight wife,” he grunted, voice clean but rough. “They all fucked you, but no one fucks you like this.”

He spun her, twisted her down on her back in the moss. His mouth dropped to her chest before she could breathe, sucking a stiff nipple deep between his lips. He bit, pulled it with his teeth, tongue dragging the soft peak until she cried out. His hips never stopped — thick shaft pounding her open while his mouth bruised her tits raw.

Lucy bucked under him, thighs spread wide, cunt milking him so wet the slap of flesh echoed back to the fire. She felt every wet snap of his hips while his mouth swapped from one tit to the other, sucking, biting, pulling back to watch them bounce heavy when he slammed in harder.

“Fuck— your cock— so big— break me— break my pussy—”

Lars lifted his mouth off her nipple, teeth leaving it red and spit-slick. His eyes met hers, bright under the moonlight. “You want it harder?”

“Yes— yes— harder— break me—”

He hooked one big hand under her knee, pushed her leg high to her chest. His mouth dropped to her other tit, tongue flicking her raw nipple before he sucked it deep, his groan vibrating through her skin. His cock slammed faster, rougher, every thrust dragging her tits up his chest until she squealed.

She came hard, back arching off the moss, tits pressing into his mouth. Her pussy clenched the thick shaft so tight he growled low, pulled his mouth off her tit with a wet pop, bit down on her shoulder to muffle his snarl when he felt her cum break open around him.

He didn’t stop. He flipped her again, forced her on hands and knees. He grabbed both tits from behind, rough palms squeezing, slapping the soft flesh while his cock split her open over and over, balls slapping wet against her clit.

Lucy’s cry shot through the trees — sharp, raw, hungry for every inch the Viking shoved inside.

Lars’s growl tore up her spine when he slammed deep again, thick shaft punching her wide so every slick drag pulled another high gasp from her raw throat. He hauled her up by the tits, his big hands squeezing so rough her nipples slipped between his fingers, stiff and burning with every twist and slap.

He bent low behind her, mouth hot at her ear. “These big fucking udders. Look how they bounce for me. This sloppy pussy— made for my cock. You’re dripping for it.”

She tried to answer but it came out broken, a wet sob when he slammed deeper. Her cunt fluttered around him, stretched wide enough she swore she’d split in two, the thick head grinding her sweet spot over and over until her belly tightened so hard her thighs kicked at the moss.

“Gonna break you open. Make you cum again. And again. Say it.”

“Please— fuck— break me— make me cum— Viking cock— fill me—”

He barked a laugh, grabbed her hair, yanked her head back while his other hand squeezed a fat tit, palm smacking the soft flesh until her nipple stung. He twisted her down, flipped her hard onto her back, the moss biting her shoulder blades when he crawled over her like a beast. His cock never slipped out — stayed buried, thick shaft dragging so deep the wet squelch echoed back to the fire.

He hooked one of her legs high, knee pressed tight to her chest. His mouth latched onto her nipple, sucking rough while he fucked her fast, hips hammering, sweat dripping off his beard onto her throat.

Lucy screamed when the first orgasm cracked. Her body jerked under his weight, cunt squeezing so tight her vision blurred. He didn’t let her ride it gentle. He slammed through it, mouth switching to her other tit, biting the raw peak until she squealed so loud the fire popped behind him.

“More,” he growled, teeth grazing her spit-slick nipple. “Gonna milk this pussy. You’ll cum till you pass out for me.”

She sobbed, voice breaking. “Do it— fuck me— your slut— ruin me—”

Her hips jerked up to meet every brutal slap of his thick shaft. The stretch hit too deep, too thick, dragging her straight into another high peak before the last wave even finished. Her back arched off the moss, tits pressing to his mouth where he sucked them messy, spit dribbling down her side.

The slap of skin turned savage — balls smacking her raw clit with every hard grind. Her breath snapped out in wild wails. She felt another quake build deep, hips bucking helpless while his cock punched the soft ache so high she saw stars.

“I’m cumming— fuck— cumming again— oh god— Viking cock— break my pussy—”

He lifted his mouth off her nipple just long enough to slap both tits hard, the bounce sending another shock straight to her clit. He pressed one palm to her throat, thumb dragging her spit and sweat, his eyes locked on hers when her thighs fluttered wide.

“Good wife. Good fucking whore. Take it. Take all this cock.”

The third orgasm slammed so hard her body went rigid. She squealed sharp, thighs locked around his hips, toes curled, hands slapping at his arms. She felt the flood break — a gush that made him snarl when her cunt squeezed him tighter than before.

He didn’t stop. He dropped his mouth back to her tits, bit the soft swell just above her nipple, sucked hard enough to bruise. His hips snapped in fast, balls slapping the mess where her pussy dripped slick down her ass.

Her voice broke raw. “More— fuck— more— ruin me— Viking cock— your pussy— your cum—”

She sobbed the words like a prayer, eyes rolled back when the fourth wave hit right behind the third. Her belly shuddered under his chest, tits mashed to his beard where he licked the bite mark he’d left. Her cries blurred, turned to half-choked wails while her cunt squeezed the last thick spurts out of him.

He roared when he came, hips buried deep, fat cock throbbing in her ruined hole. Hot thick spurts spilled so hard she felt it leak down her crack before he even pulled back.

She bucked once more, mouth open in a silent cry that cut off when her whole body went limp. The black edge swallowed her for just a second, her breath stopping, cunt still twitching around the fat shaft locked deep inside.

When she blinked back to life, she felt the soft drag of his beard brushing her cheek, the slow throb of his cock still buried warm inside her. Lars pulled back, cock slipping out wet and sloppy, cum flooding her wide open, dripping down her raw thighs.

He dropped his mouth to her ear, voice low but clear. “Good fucking wife. You’ll beg for this again.”

She tried to speak but only a raw laugh rasped out, throat wrecked. He brushed her tits once more, thumb dragging the red bite on her nipple, then shifted back on his haunches.

Only then did Lucy lift her head, eyes glazed, body limp on the moss. Past Lars’s broad chest she saw the glow of the fire — and beyond it, five men with soft cocks hanging out, every one glistening with fresh cum and open mouths that said they’d watched every brutal second.

Toby sat at the front, legs spread, eyes huge, cock soft but twitching at the mess dripping out of her broken pussy.

She let her head drop back to the moss, tits rising with her breath. She knew she’d beg for it again. And again. And every single one of them would be ready.
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Toby woke up to her warm breath on his chest. Her thighs still smelled like sweat and stale cum. Faint purple marks stretched up her tits and along her hips where Lars’s hands had gripped her. She traced her wedding ring lazy, eyes half closed.

When he asked if she was okay, she just smiled and lifted her head.
“I want it tonight,” she said. “All of them. At once.”
His mouth opened, shut. He looked at her bruised tits, the mess dried on her inner thighs.
“You’re sure? After last night—”
She cut him off with a laugh, soft but sharp.
“After Lars? Baby, I know I can take anything now. Anyone. Five more cocks? I want them all. I want them swapping. I want them pushing in while you sit right there and see every sloppy inch.”
He couldn’t answer. He just nodded and kissed her shoulder. She lay back on the bed, stretching slow, fingers dragging between her thighs while he moved furniture. He cleared the rug, dragged an old mattress out, layered soft blankets. Two pillows — one for under her back, one for her head when they forced her mouth wide. He set a bottle of water by the edge, a towel for spit and sweat, the roll of paper towels. His hands shook but his face stayed calm.

Late afternoon, Lucy stepped out in nothing but his old flannel shirt. Her hair brushed out, skin flushed warm. She crossed to him, knelt in front of the old chair, kissed his knee and whispered,
“You’re my good husband. Tonight you get to watch me be everything you want.”
He didn’t speak, didn’t move when she stood. She untied the flannel, let it drop down her back. Her big soft tits fell free, nipples dark and tight in the cabin chill. Her thighs spread just enough to show her wet, her hips marked where the Viking had held her down. She smiled when she saw him looking. She didn’t cover a thing.

Boots hit the porch. Voices low. The door swung open. Billy first, then Marcus, Shane, Tre, Lars filling the doorway last, big shoulders brushing the frame. They stopped when they saw the mattress by the fire, Toby sitting stiff in his corner chair — and Lucy, bare on her knees, tits out, thighs spread, eyes daring them all closer.

Tre let out a soft laugh, hungry grin wide.
“Hell yeah.”
Shane just shook his head, already working his belt.
“Fucking lucky bastard,” he muttered at Toby, but Toby didn’t move. He just sat there, silent, watching her big tits sway when she leaned forward and beckoned them closer with one crooked finger.
Lucy’s mouth curled up wicked.
“Come on then. Make me show him how deep I can take it.”
Billy tugged his shirt off first. The hem caught on the corner of his belt buckle before he ripped it free, boots scraping the old floorboards. Shane barked a laugh when Tre’s jeans stuck halfway down his thighs — big hands hooked in the denim, cock bouncing thick against his belly when he kicked the boots off sloppy. Marcus stood back just a beat, eyes dark, calm as always, thick arms flexing when he dragged his plain black tee over his head slow. The stretch made the old gold chain at his neck catch the fire’s dull light, the only thing he left on.

Lars just stripped quiet, big brute fingers undoing his fly, heavy boots dropped with a soft thud. He didn’t rush but he didn’t drag it either. When he stepped clear, his thick cock swung heavy between dark thighs, fat head already leaking. The hush that fell for half a second snapped when Shane grinned wide at Lucy, fingers wrapping his stiff shaft slow.

Five cocks ringed her in the glow. Hard shafts thick in big fists, veins standing out. They stood close enough she could smell them — sweat, soap, skin gone warm from rough hands stroking slow. Shane to her right, Marcus and Tre in front, Billy and Lars off her shoulders. Toby sat stiff in the old armchair, elbows on his knees, face locked on her tits swaying.

She reached up, cupped the base of Marcus’s thick black cock first, thumb brushing the slick drop at the tip. She watched it smear across her pale knuckles. She loved the look — dark length against her soft white skin, heat throbbing heavy in her palm.

Billy let out a low chuckle when she leaned forward and dragged her tongue up Marcus’s shaft, licking him clean.
“Look at you. Fucking bride. On her knees for a line of cock.”
Tre palmed the back of her head, guided her mouth to his. His tip tapped her lip. She opened wide. He fed her deep, the thick head pushing past her tongue, her spit slick already. Shane’s laugh cut through when she gagged once, then swallowed him back.
“Listen to that sloppy throat.”
Marcus stroked her hair slow while Tre rocked into her mouth. Billy knelt beside her, one hand sliding over her shoulder to cup the weight of her tit. He squeezed it hard enough she moaned around Tre’s shaft, her spit bubbling out the corners. Lars grunted low, big palm on his own fat cockhead, dragging his thumb over the slick skin while his eyes never left her stretched lips.

She pulled off Tre with a wet pop, breath ragged, mouth open and dripping when she turned for Shane’s cock next. He shoved it in rough, the salty taste filling her tongue. He didn’t go gentle — he rocked her head so her jaw strained wide, spit drooling down her chin to hit her tits where Billy’s thumb rubbed her nipple raw.

Marcus’s voice rumbled low, the sound deep in her ear when he leaned closer.
“You hear her? Little wife loves it. This is what your pussy wants next, baby?”
She moaned yes around Shane’s cock, eyes flicking past the fat shaft to Toby. He didn’t move. He just watched, knuckles white where they gripped the armrests.

Tre’s palm found her hair again. He made her turn back, fed his tip to her lips once more. She let him, took him down slow while Shane’s hand slipped to her throat, squeezed the sides just enough so her pulse jumped under his fingers.

Billy kept rolling her nipple, thumb slick with spit. He leaned in, voice rough in her ear.
“Gonna take us all, pretty bride? Gonna let that sweet cunt get stretched open one after the other?”
She pulled off Tre, spit trailing her lip. Her voice broke but didn’t shake.
“All of you. Any way you want.”
Marcus’s laugh rumbled low while she swallowed Shane back deep.
“Good girl.”
She moaned louder, thighs damp on the blankets. Her hips rocked without even touching cock yet. 

Billy tugged her hair soft when she pulled off Shane’s shaft, spit trailing down her chin to her tits. He shifted back on his heels, palm sliding over her shoulder while Shane dropped to a crouch, palms firm on her hips.

“Lay down,” Shane muttered. His voice rough, a low crack under the fire pop. He pushed her shoulder until she dropped onto her back. Her big tits flattened against her chest when she stretched out. Her thighs fell open on instinct, the messy drip of spit trailing down the curve of her breast.

He knelt between her knees, cock slick, the thick head pressing right where she needed it. He didn’t ask. He rubbed it slow, dragging the fat crown through her wet slit until her hips twitched up off the blanket. He grabbed her thigh, pushed it back until her knee brushed her ribs, the angle spreading her pussy wide for the first thick inch to push inside.

She gasped. The stretch made her belly pull tight, her soft thighs shiver when he fed her deeper. Marcus shifted closer, stroking himself slow while he watched the pale lips of her cunt part wide for Shane’s hard length. Tre’s grin flashed sharp when Lucy moaned raw at the first slap of Shane’s hips meeting her ass.

Billy palmed her tits, thumbs brushing her nipples until they stiffened dark and swollen. He leaned down, sucked one between his teeth, bit down just enough to make her whimper. Shane ground in deeper, pulled back, slammed in harder. The wet slap echoed sharp under the fire crackle.

Toby stayed stiff in his chair, breath caught when Lucy’s head turned toward him. Her mouth hung open, a sloppy smile splitting her lips when Shane’s cock dragged out slow, pushed back in until she squealed under him.

“Fucking slut,” Shane grunted. His voice rougher when her pussy squeezed him tight. “You love showing him this? Look at him watching you take it.”

Her nails scratched the blankets under her. Billy bit her nipple harder, twisted the other between thumb and finger. Marcus’s low laugh rolled close when he leaned over, thumb brushing her cheek where spit and sweat stuck warm.

Shane fucked her faster, hips pounding until her tits bounced under Billy’s greedy mouth. Lucy moaned so loud it split the dark, her voice a ragged choke of Toby’s name mixed with Shane’s curses.

She didn’t care. She spread wider, begged for more. Shane fucked her sloppy cunt till his voice broke rough, hips jerking deep. The hot flood filled her raw. He stayed buried, the wet pulse dragging her moan out when she felt every drop leak back around his shaft.

Shane dropped his mouth to her shoulder, teeth scraping her skin, breath hot against her ear while her pussy fluttered tight around him, holding every last drop.

He pulled out slow, his cockhead dragging wet through her swollen slit. The spill of cum dripped down her thigh, warm and messy on the blanket. She barely caught her breath when Marcus grabbed her wrist, rough palm dragging her up.

“On me.” His deep voice rumbled through her chest. He dropped back onto the mattress, wide back braced against the couch. His cock thick and black, heavy in his fist, slick from the spit and sweat she’d left before.

She climbed over him, knees brushing his thick thighs. Her own legs shook a little from the stretch Shane left behind. Marcus’s big hands locked tight around her hips, thumbs pressing right into the faint purple marks Lars had bruised onto her pale skin.

He guided the fat head of his cock to her sloppy pussy lips. She felt it slide through the mix of spit and Shane’s cum still leaking out of her. Billy knelt beside her again, palmed her tit, gave the heavy swell a squeeze that made her gasp when Marcus pushed the first inch in.

Her eyes flicked at Toby — frozen in the chair, hands white-knuckled on the arms, eyes locked on her pale thighs spread wide on Marcus’s dark belly. She sank lower, slow grind, her cunt stretching wide to swallow the thick black shaft. Her moan cracked out, belly tight when her ass hit his hips.

Marcus didn’t move yet. He held her pinned, made her feel it. His cock so deep it made her hips jerk when she shifted on him. Billy’s thumb dragged over her nipple again, rolling it slick. His voice came rough.
“Bounce for him. Show him how these fat tits jump when you take a real cock.”
She moaned low, lifted up a few inches. Marcus’s grip dragged her back down. The stretch dragged a shiver through her spine. She bounced again, harder, her ass slapping Marcus’s thighs when she dropped all the way back down. The wet sound made Tre laugh under his breath. He stroked himself slow behind her, eyes locked on the jiggle of her heavy tits.

Marcus tilted his head, lips brushing her nipple. He sucked it in, bit down until her gasp split sharp over the crack of the fire. Billy leaned closer, squeezing the other tit so tight the soft flesh bulged between his fingers. Her hips kept rolling, lifting, dropping — every shove down taking Marcus’s thick length to the root.

She felt it deep — the raw stretch, the sloppy push of his cock grinding through Shane’s spill, the rough tug on her swollen nipples, the way Tre groaned behind her about how perfect her bouncing udders looked.

“Look at that,” Tre muttered, voice filthy and soft. “Big fucking cow tits bouncing all over him.”

Billy twisted her nipple hard, made her squeal when Marcus thrust up at the same time, meeting her drop with a rough shove that made her belly slap his chest. She braced her palms on his shoulders, found a rhythm that made her tits slap side to side, sweat beading under them.

Toby hadn’t moved. She caught his eyes, wide, dark, locked on the mess of her pale skin riding that thick black cock. The way his jaw clenched told her he’d never look away.

Marcus’s big hand slipped up her back, fisted in her hair. He pulled her face close, voice a low growl in her ear.
“Keep bouncing. Show him who you belong to tonight.”
She whimpered yes, slammed down harder. Her thighs burned. Her tits swung heavy, nipples dark and stiff where Billy’s tongue dragged over one, then the other. Marcus’s hips bucked up, met every drop with a hard grind. Her moan turned rough, belly clenching when her pussy squeezed down tight around the stretch.

She felt him swell. His breath hitched rough under her. His hands dragged her down one last time, burying every inch when the hot flood hit deep. The messy spill pushed back around his shaft, smearing her inner thighs. She rode it slower now, hips rolling, milking every drop until he finished pulsing inside her sloppy cunt.

She stayed straddled there, thighs quivering, soft belly pressed to his chest, her big tits smeared wet where Billy’s mouth bit another mark above her nipple. Marcus didn’t pull out. He held her pinned on his thick shaft, skin sticky with sweat and cum.

Marcus’s hands slipped off her hips slow, his cock dragging out slick, fat head popping free with a wet pull that made her belly tense. She gasped when the leftover flood spilled down her thighs, warm against the cool draft sneaking in under the door. Billy was already there, palm rough on her shoulder.

“On your hands, baby. Knees wide.”

She obeyed, spine bending down, ass up. Her tits swung heavy, nipples stiff, smeared from Billy’s tongue. Tre stepped up in front, his shaft thick and flushed, one big hand stroking the base slow while his other tangled in her messy hair.

Billy pressed his cockhead to her sloppy pussy, the stretch easy now, her cunt wet and raw from Marcus’s flood. He didn’t wait. He pushed in slow but deep, his groan sharp when her walls squeezed him, heat sucking him down to the base.

Tre slapped his cockhead across her lips.
“Open up, slut. Show Toby how sweet your mouth is.”
She obeyed, tongue out, spit already trailing her chin when Tre fed her deep. She moaned around him, the sound muffled wet when Billy thrust in harder from behind. The slap of his hips echoed sharp when he found his pace, steady, deep shoves that made her ass ripple and her tits swing forward into Tre’s belly.

Marcus sat back, watching, cock thick in his palm again. Shane’s grin sharp behind him, thumb dragging over his own tip while his eyes stayed glued to the wet mess dripping down her thighs.

Billy grabbed her hips tight, pulled her back every time he slammed forward.
“Look at you. Good fucking wife. Dripping full, mouth stuffed. Good girl.”
Tre growled low when her throat fluttered around him. He dragged her face closer, balls brushing her chin when he pushed all the way in. She gagged once, spit drooling around his shaft to her tits where it mixed with the slick trail already streaking down her chest.

Billy’s pace snapped rougher, fingers digging into her soft hips until new bruises bloomed under his grip. He bent over her, breath hot at her shoulder, the slap of wet skin louder than the fire’s crack. Tre held her head steady, hips rolling slow but deep, feeding her every inch. She moaned louder, the wet choke humming right against his length.

Her cunt squeezed up hard, the sloppy drag of Billy’s cock working through Marcus’s leftover flood made her belly tight. She whimpered something filthy around Tre’s cock — the words drowned in spit and the rough pulse in her throat.

Billy jerked his hips harder. His breath snapped short. He pulled out halfway, slammed back in, hissed out a curse when his balls slapped her clit. He ground deep, the messy spill building until he pulled out fast and gripped his shaft tight. Hot spurts hit her ass, warm stripes painting her cheeks, dripping down to her thighs.

Tre didn’t wait. He shoved deeper, the head popping against her throat when he came, thick pulses spilling over her tongue and lips. He pulled out halfway, smeared the last drips across her cheek, her hair, her chin until her face shone wet under the firelight.

She stayed there on her knees, tits swinging, ass streaked filthy, mouth hanging open with Tre’s cum dripping down her neck. Billy’s fingers slipped under her belly, dragging the leftover slick toward her pussy lips like he couldn’t stand not to touch her even when he was spent.

Billy’s fingers slid away from her sloppy slit, smearing the last of his mess down the inside of her thigh. Tre stepped back, cock hanging heavy, slick with spit and cum, his grin wide when he brushed her hair back just to see her face shine.

Lucy stayed there on her hands and knees, tits hanging heavy, nipples dragging across the soft blanket when her elbows dipped. She felt the heat of every stare — Marcus slow-stroking his thick black shaft again, Shane’s low groan behind him, Tre’s rough laugh still hanging in the air.

Then Lars moved. He stepped over the mess on the floor, big boots creaking the old planks under the rug. One hand held a damp towel. The other wrapped around his fat cock, thick and flushed, veins standing out where his fist dragged lazy strokes.

He knelt behind her first, broad palm sliding down her spine, pressing the small of her back until her ass arched up higher. She felt him wipe warm cloth over her cheek first, Tre’s salty mess dragging off her lips and chin. He used his thumb to tilt her face, wiped slow under her jaw, down her throat, the towel warm and rough against the welts Marcus’s hands had left behind.

He didn’t say a word. He shifted behind her, dragged the towel between her thighs, wiped the thick spill leaking out of her used pussy lips. She moaned low when his thumb brushed her swollen clit. He didn’t linger. He cleaned her soft, careful, wide palm holding her steady while the heat rolled back into her belly.

Billy’s voice cracked out behind them, a laugh sharp and soft all at once.
“Gonna make her pretty for the next round, huh, Viking?”
Lars didn’t answer. He just kept wiping, the rough cloth catching the drips on her thighs, the sticky trail across her belly. He flipped her gently, broad hands lifting her hips, setting her down on her side so he could get under her tits. He dragged the towel across the heavy swell, brushed her stiff nipples with his thumb when he wiped the last smear of spit and sweat.

Her breath caught when his thumb lingered at her nipple, rolling it slow, the big cock in his other hand still rock hard and ready where it curved up from his belly.

She lay there open, thighs sticky clean but trembling, nipples wet, her mouth parted with no words left. Toby sat frozen in the chair, eyes locked on Lars’s broad hands — the brute gentleness before the ruin.

Lars dropped the towel to the floor. His thick voice rumbled low, so soft it sounded almost sweet.
“Ready for more, little bride?”
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Lars didn’t wait for her answer. He dropped back onto the old couch, broad thighs spread wide on the mattress, his thick cock curved up from his belly, flushed dark, the head slick where he’d smeared it on her skin while he cleaned her. One big hand reached out, palm sliding under her thigh, hauling her closer until her knees brushed his hips.

Her eyes flicked at Toby. He hadn’t moved, eyes locked on her pale tits swinging when Lars dragged her forward. She let him, soft belly brushing his chest when she crawled up over his lap, thighs parting wide to straddle the thick stretch waiting for her sloppy cunt.

Lars’s palm found the fat head of his cock, angled it up, dragged the crown through the wet mess still leaking from her folds. She gasped at the first push splitting her open again — thick, hotter than anything left in her belly. He didn’t slam her down yet. He held her steady, fat tip stuffed just inside, one big hand sliding up to cup the soft weight of her tit.

He squeezed it rough, thumb brushing her nipple until it stiffened up tight. Her moan cracked out when he lifted her by the hips, dropped her slow onto his cock, inch by inch until her ass met his bare thighs. Her hips bounced up, dropped again — every smack of flesh forced a sharp gasp that made Tre’s grin spread wide where he stroked himself slow.

Billy’s rough laugh cracked when Lucy’s big tits bounced, flushed and marked from every greedy mouth. Marcus sat close, cock swelling again, eyes locked where her sloppy cunt stretched wide around Lars’s thick shaft.

Lars clamped his palms to her hips, lifted her slow, dropped her harder. The slap of her ass on his thighs echoed rough under the fire crack. She squealed when he did it again, deep stretch punching right where her belly clenched.

She braced her palms to his chest, hair falling in her eyes when she rocked slow. His wide thumbs dragged under her tits, squeezing them up, rubbing the fat nipples raw until her moan cracked rough. He leaned in, mouth closing over one swollen nipple, sucking hard while she bounced faster, thighs burning from the push.

She moaned his name low — a raw choke that melted into a broken curse when the thick cock forced her walls tighter. Her hips stuttered, knees buckling wide when the quake hit, pussy clamping down hard around the stretch.

She came with a shudder, head dropping back, hair stuck to her damp shoulders. Lars didn’t stop. He lifted her again, slammed her down. The wet slap of skin filled the room, her tits bouncing wild in his big hands when he squeezed them like handles to drag another raw squeal out of her fucked throat.

Lars finally let her hips slip free, his thick shaft dragging out of her sloppy cunt with a wet pull that made her belly twitch. She tried to catch her breath, tits slick with sweat, thighs trembling from how deep he’d stretched her open again.

She felt the mattress shift. Marcus’s big hand landed heavy on her shoulder, dragging her forward off Lars’s lap. Her knees slipped under her when he turned her, pressed her down flat to the soft blanket. Her cheek hit the warm damp spot where Lars’s sweat still stained the fabric. Marcus’s palm braced at the back of her neck.

She felt it — the thick head of his black cock dragging through the spit and cum leaking out of her used slit. He didn’t warn her. He shoved in slow but deep, the fat shaft splitting her raw all over again. She gasped into the mattress, nails clawing at the blanket when her hips jerked up to take the rest.

Behind him, Toby had finally moved — not from the chair, but his hand dropped to his lap, fingers wrapped slow around his cock. He stroked it soft and lazy, eyes locked on the spread of Lucy’s pale ass, the way Marcus’s thick dark length disappeared between her thighs.

Marcus bent over her, chest pressed to her slick back, breath warm at her ear when he growled low.
“Keep it open. You said you could take it.”
She whimpered, tried to lift her hips but he forced them down. The slap of his heavy balls against her cunt echoed with every deep push. Her tits squashed flat under her chest, nipples dragging rough on the blanket with every hard shove forward.

Toby’s fist kept slow pace, eyes glazed, locked on the wet slap every time Marcus bottomed out. Billy knelt near Lucy’s shoulder, thumb brushing her sweaty hair back, lips dragging along her temple but not stopping Marcus’s rough thrusts.

“Can’t... Marcus— too much—” Her voice broke, muffled into the blanket.

“Quiet, girl,” Marcus grunted against her ear. “You take what your husband wants you to take.”

She felt his thick shaft drag all the way out, slam back in. The stretch made her legs jerk wide, knees slipping on the slick blanket. Her eyes rolled back when his hips punched into her ass, the messy squelch so loud Billy groaned low.

Toby’s fist moved faster now, tip flushed deep red, his low breath mixing with her whimpers. Marcus didn’t slow. He slammed deep, split her sloppy cunt open until her soft belly shivered against the mattress.

He growled rough when he came, hips locked tight to her ass, cock pulsing thick inside her ruined pussy while she trembled under the weight of him. She gasped out one last broken moan when his cum flooded her, warm and thick and pushing the last slop of everything before it deeper up into her raw belly.

Marcus lifted off her slow, thick shaft dragging out of her with a wet slap that made her belly tense and her thighs twitch. She tried to roll to her side but Shane’s rough hands caught her hips, dragged her half up off the blanket, flipped her onto her back. Her tits bounced wide, messy with sweat and streaks of cum where Marcus’s chest had smeared her.

Shane shoved her knees up to her chest. Her sloppy pussy gaped pink and raw, leaking thick down to the blanket under her ass. He lined up fast, cockhead smearing wet through the mess before he pushed in hard, no warning. The slap of his hips against her used cunt cracked out loud, echoed in the tight cabin heat.

Billy sat back near Toby, eyes locked on her tits bouncing every time Shane rammed in deep. Toby’s fist moved faster now, his eyes glassy, mouth open while he watched her wide thighs spread for another friend’s sloppy thrusts.

Tre knelt at her head, hand in her hair. He tapped his thick cockhead on her spit-slick cheek, smearing his taste over her chin and lips. She opened her mouth wide, tongue out, but he didn’t shove in yet. He held her face, thumb brushing her lower lip while Shane fucked her harder, rough strokes that made her belly slap up every time he bottomed out.

“Look at this nasty bitch,” Tre rasped. His grin split wide when she sucked the head of his cock between her lips. “Pussy sloppy as hell, mouth wide open for more. Look at your husband while you swallow it.”

She moaned around him, the sound sloppy and raw when Shane’s thick shaft split her deeper. He bent over her, palms braced to the blanket by her ribs, the wet slap of flesh and the squelch of used pussy echoing under the fire pop. Her tits bounced wild under his chest. He leaned down, mouth catching her nipple between his teeth, biting it rough while she sucked Tre’s cock deep.

Tre rocked his hips forward, fed her more. His shaft stretched her jaw wide, spit bubbling when he pulled halfway out, dragging her lip with the slick crown before forcing it back past her tongue. She gagged once, throat fluttering under the thick pulse.

Toby’s fist kept moving. His eyes locked on her tits jiggling every time Shane slammed in. His knuckles white on the chair arm, his breath low and rough with every soft moan she spilled around Tre’s cock.

Shane fucked her sloppy, faster now. The wet slop of cum and spit mixed under his thrusts until his hips snapped tight, cock buried deep. He pulled out just enough to spill hot across her soft belly and the curve of her tits, thick stripes splattering over her skin and the heavy swell of her nipples.

Tre didn’t give her time to breathe. He shoved deeper, both hands in her hair now, hips rolling sharp until the hot flood hit her tongue. He pulled out just enough to smear the last messy spurts across her cheek, her lips, the soft swell of her jaw until she shone sticky and raw under the crackle of the fire.

Tre pulled back, his thick shaft dragging spit strings from her lips to her chin. Lucy tried to lift her head but her neck gave out. Her cheek dropped back to the warm mess of the blankets, tits smeared with fresh cum that dripped down her soft belly to her pussy still leaking Marcus and Shane inside her.

Billy slipped in close, knees pressing the edge of the mattress. He brushed Tre’s rough hand away, cupped Lucy’s jaw gentle with clean fingers. His thumb wiped a line through the cum on her lips, thumb pushed into her mouth just enough for her to suck soft.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he murmured. His voice softer than the slap of flesh that had filled the room for hours. He brushed sweaty hair back from her forehead, leaned down, kissed her temple slow.

Toby’s hand was frozen halfway down his shaft, his breath stuck in his chest when he watched Billy lift Lucy’s shoulders just enough to slide her up into his lap. She collapsed there, heavy tits pressed to his chest, sticky belly pressing his cock where it lay hard against his thigh.

Billy tugged a pillow up behind her head. He reached for the bottle Toby had left on the rug, uncapped it, pressed it to her mouth. She drank in shaky pulls, water running down her chin, mixing with the salty smear from Tre’s last spill.

“Good girl. You’re perfect, you know that?” Billy’s lips brushed her ear while his palm slid down her back, over the soft swell of her ass. His voice stayed low, only for her. “Perfect fuckin’ wife. Perfect for him. Perfect for us.”

She let out a ragged laugh, leaned in closer, mouth dragging over his throat until her lips found his jaw. She kissed him slow, tongue slipping past his teeth while her hand fumbled at his cock. He was thick and ready again, flushed tip pressed warm to her palm.

She pulled her mouth back just long enough to whisper, voice hoarse, breath sweet with water and cum. “Let me taste you again.”

Billy’s eyes fluttered shut when she slid down his lap. Her messy tits dragged over his belly, sticky slick across his skin. She knelt between his spread thighs, pushed his back to the couch, wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. Her spit and Shane’s last drips mixed on her tongue when she sucked him deep, slow, soft.

She pumped him with one fist, tongue swirling, cheeks hollow when she pulled off just to lick the crown clean, then swallowed him again with a soft hum that vibrated his balls up tight. Billy’s palm dropped heavy to her scalp. He didn’t thrust. He let her work him slow, sweet, her eyes half closed while the others watched her soft mouth slide up and down his shaft.

She felt the twitch when he spilled. She swallowed it all, let him pulse soft on her tongue until the last warm drips slid down her throat. Billy’s breath cracked rough above her when he tipped her chin up, thumb brushing a wet line off her cheekbone.

“He’s ready for you,” he murmured, voice low enough only she could hear. “Go on, sweetheart. Give him everything.”

Billy’s thumb slipped from her chin, leaving her lips swollen, tongue flicking out to catch the last salty taste. She rocked back on her heels, hair clinging to her sweaty tits, belly sticky where Shane’s cum mixed with the smear of Tre and the warmth still leaking down her thighs from Marcus.

Lars’s shadow dropped over her — broad shoulders, thick forearms. He didn’t say a word. He hooked his big hands under her arms, lifted her up like nothing. Her knees hit the blanket again. Her soft belly brushed the warm spot where Billy had finished. Her arms trembled where she braced them on the mattress.

Lars knelt behind her. One palm dropped heavy on her lower back, pressing her down until her tits flattened to the mess of blankets. His other hand dragged his thick cockhead through the sloppy split of her pussy lips — swollen, puffy, leaking thick from every hole he’d already helped ruin.

She felt his breath at her ear when he leaned over her back. The smell of sweat, smoke, raw skin. He pressed his fat crown against her raw opening, pushed just enough to make her gasp.

“You want it,” he rumbled. No question. Just truth. He ground in an inch, let her feel the heavy stretch pop her lips open again, cunt quivering around the thick push.

“Yes,” she hissed. Her voice cracked raw. “Yes. Fuck — Lars, please—”

He pulled back. Spat once on his palm, smeared the spit across his thick shaft, pushed forward again until the head slipped inside with a wet drag. He gripped her hip with one hand, fisted her hair with the other. He held her down when he shoved in deeper, inch by thick inch, her pussy lips stretching wide to take him.

The first slow thrust made her knees slide wider on the wet blanket. Her moan tore out raw, belly clenching when the fat head knocked deep. He dragged out slow, the messy slop of used cunt filling the tight heat of the room.

“Big pussy for a little wife,” Lars growled at her ear. He slammed back in, harder now. The slap of his hips cracked out sharp. Her tits bounced wet on the blankets, smeared raw from the rough rub. He didn’t stop to let her breathe. He dragged out, shoved back in. Over and over. Slow at first, each thrust pushing her hips forward till her knees scraped the blankets raw.

Toby’s fist froze on his cock. His mouth hung open when her soft ass rippled under Lars’s thick hips. He didn’t look away when Lars’s big hand clamped her shoulder, bent her lower. Her tits pressed flat, nipples dragging through the puddle of spit and cum soaking the old blanket.

She felt the first quake roll up her spine — a deep, violent spasm that pulled her belly tight, made her cunt clamp hard around Lars’s cock. He felt it. He shoved in harder, the deep grind punching a loud slap into the air. Her moan cracked sharp, hips jerking when the orgasm ripped through her.

“More,” she gasped, cheek pressed to the mess. “Fuck — fuck me harder, Viking — make me—”

He didn’t answer. He twisted his fist in her hair, bent her head back until her throat arched, mouth wide on a broken cry when he pounded deeper. His other palm squeezed her tit like a handle, thumb rough on the stiff nipple, dragging it up till she whimpered again.

She came again — a rolling quake that made her hips buck back, her soft thighs slap his. The squelch of her sloppy cunt split the fire crackle. The others sat silent, fists slow on their cocks, eyes wide when she squealed into the floor.

Lars grunted low, the sound deep from his chest when he bent lower, teeth scraping her shoulder. He bit down hard enough to leave an angry mark, hips hammering faster now. Her moans cracked into high wails, eyes rolling back when the next quake slammed through her belly.

Her thighs gave out but he held her up, fists her hair tight, other hand gripping her tits rough, using the soft weight to pull her back onto his cock. She felt every inch shove up, stretch her raw walls till she sobbed filthy, drool dripping off her chin.

“I can’t — Lars — too much —”

He growled low, teeth on her neck. “Take it.”

She did. Her body shuddered, knees sliding wider until the blanket bunched under her. She hit another sharp quake — pussy squeezing him tight, soaking the base of his shaft in messy gush. He didn’t slow. He slammed her through it, groaned into her hair when she wailed.

The next pulse came harder. Her thighs jerked, hips bucked. She squirted sharp — a hot spatter that sprayed his thick belly, dripped down her inner thighs. She couldn’t even beg. Only broken gasps and choked curses.

He didn’t pull out when he came. He buried deep, pressed her hips down hard until her ass flattened to his thighs. The thick flood hit raw, deep push that forced another small spill out around his shaft.

He held her there. No words. No soft. He kept her stuffed, hips locked to her ass, teeth biting her shoulder. She sagged under him, pussy dripping his cum and hers out in slow wet streaks to the soaked blanket.

Toby’s hand fell limp from his soft cock. His mouth hung open, eyes locked on the mess, the ruin. Lucy’s eyes fluttered half-shut, lips moving around one last broken whisper.

“Perfect.”

Then her head dropped, cheek pressed to the sticky heat while Lars’s thick weight stayed buried to the root.
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Lucy’s palms pressed flat to the hallway wall, cheek turned sideways against old paint, her hair stuck damp to her back. Lars’s big hand gripped her hip, the other braced firm between her shoulders, pushing her spine low, ass tilted high. His thick cock slammed into her sloppy pussy with a wet slap that bounced off the narrow hallway.

She gasped loud every time he buried deep. The hallway light buzzed overhead. The cheap rug bunched under her bare feet, her toes digging in when his hips slammed forward again, harder, thick shaft stretching her raw and wide. Her tits swung heavy under her chest, nipples flushed and raw from where he’d bitten them on the bed minutes ago.

A low grunt spilled from his throat when he pulled out halfway, dragged the fat head through her slick folds, then shoved in so deep her moan cracked raw.

“Fucking tight for me, aren’t you,” Lars rumbled. His voice smooth, the words crisp, not a stutter of bad English when he was balls deep in her cunt. His palm left her back, reached around to slap her heavy tit, grabbed it rough, squeezed the soft mound until she squealed sharp.

In the tiny kitchen five steps away, Toby sat hunched on an old wooden chair. His sweatpants bunched at his ankles, knees spread, his cock painfully hard. He watched the whole frame: Lucy’s pale back arched, the big Viking’s thick hips driving in hard, the slap echoing down the short hall. His thumb dragged over the head once. A weak shine of pre-cum clung there. Barely a drip.

Lucy moaned, her voice high, needy. Her words tumbled out in filthy gasps.

“God — fuck — Lars — split me — fuck me open — it’s yours, it’s all yours.”

She didn’t look at Toby. She pressed her cheek harder to the wall, back arched deeper, soft belly rolling when Lars slammed in to the root, wide hands gripping her hips like handles.

Toby’s free hand shook on his knee. He thought of Marcus. Shane. Billy. Tre. All of them still came by, still used her holes, still filled her mouth and watched her moan. But they didn’t seem like they live here. They didn’t fuck her like this several times a week in their quiet city apartment. That was Lars. Always Lars. For four months now.

Another slap. Another sharp squeal. Her moan splashed off the walls, raw and sweet under Lars’s low growl.

“Who owns this pussy, girl?”

“You do—” Her gasp cut off when he pulled back slow, then rammed in harder, the wet clap louder than Toby’s heartbeat in his throat.

“You do, you do— fuck— only you—”

Lars’s big palm cracked across her ass again, sharp enough her squeal bounced down the narrow hallway. Lucy’s cheek scraped the old wall paint, tits bouncing when he slammed forward, thick cock splitting her open with a wet slap that echoed.

His mouth dropped to her ear, breath rough, voice smooth.

“You want my cum inside you again, don’t you, litle slut?” he rumbled.

She gasped out a “Please...” but it broke when his fist grabbed her hair. He yanked her back off the wall so fast her feet scrambled on the creaking boards, heels skidding, ass tilting up when his fat cock dragged wet from her stretched lips.

He hauled her down the hall in half steps, her toes tripping, tits swaying wild. He shoved her through the bedroom door and dropped her on her knees on the thin old rug. Her palms hit the floor, her back dipped deep, soft ass up and open.

Lars knelt behind her, wide legs braced, one palm spreading her hip. He spit once on her spine, lined the fat crown to her messy pussy, pushed in slow. Thick stretch. Inch by inch until her squeal cracked against the rug.

Toby stayed frozen in the kitchen. His cock stood stiff and flushed in his palm: hard, aching, red at the tip, but useless to Lucy. He squeezed the base, dragged his thumb up the slick shaft but nothing new came. Just the dull empty ache behind his tight balls.

He didn’t follow to look. He didn’t need to. The wet slap filled every inch of the small apartment. Her moans cracked sharp every time Lars’s thick hips smashed her soft ass. The slap of skin and the squelch of her wide pussy letting him all the way in.

Lucy clawed at the rug, tits swaying heavy under her chest, nipples brushing the coarse weave when he bottomed out with a grunt that shook his shoulders.

“Fucking whore. You’ll never get enough of this, will you?” Lars growled low, voice dark and clean.

Her gasp ripped out raw, words tangled in her moan.

“Never... Never! You... only you... ruin me... fuck! Wreck it... again... don’t stop...”

Toby’s thumb dragged over the swollen head of his cock. His balls were empty. Painfully empty. He jerked of every day – many times a day, listening to her fucking one of his friends or reliving it. The neighbors knew. They’d hear her screams and Lars’ growls and knew it wasn’t Toby. 

The slap cracked louder when Lars dragged her hips back, shoved in harder. Lucy’s gasp turned desperate.

Lars didn’t slow. He slammed deep, the thick wet clap echoing off the cracked walls. Lucy’s palms slipped on the rug, tits swaying wild under her chest, nipples brushing the coarse weave until they burned raw. She gasped open-mouthed, her squeal muffled when her cheek pressed flat to the floor again.

“Harder,” she moaned, voice cracking sweet and hoarse. “Don’t stop. Don’t you fucking stop! Take your pussy. Use me!”

Lars’s big hand left her hip, slid up her back, fisted a handful of her hair. He jerked her head back, forced her spine to bend deep, her ass tilting higher. His other palm slapped her ass, left red marks that bloomed bright against her pale skin.

He leaned forward, teeth close to her ear. His words came low, clear, no stumble in the English.

“You remember when you thought Toby could own this pussy? When you though sex with him was any good?”

Lucy’s laugh spilled through a gasp, sharp and raw when he rammed deeper, thick shaft punching her soft cunt open to the root.

“I had no...” she moaned out, the word catching on a squeal when he slapped her ass again. “I had no idea what fucking meant. He is a good friend and sweetheart... Fuck!... But he can’t make me cum like you do.”

Behind the cracked doorway Toby sat frozen, stiff cock in his hand. The swollen head purple, veins tight under his fist. The lump in his throat was back. Soon the tears. He had wanted this. But he didn’t expect the hurt.

Lars’s hand slid from her hair to her tit, big palm rough on the soft mound. He squeezed it like a handle, dragged her back into his next thrust until her squeal shot high, sharp enough the neighbors two doors down heard her.

He pulled out slow, fat head dragging slick through her folds, flipped her around and slammed slammed back in hard enough her ass skidded on the rug. The slap cracked sharp. Her tits bounced rough, rolling heavily on her chest.

Lucy’s voice spilled raw, words slurred in a filthy gasp.

“More! More... make me cum, make me squirt. Fuck me senseless... Please?”

Lars slammed in deep, thick cock buried to the root while Lucy’s hips bucked up to meet him, heels digging into his back. Her breath broke sharp. Her tits bounced rough under his chest, nipples stiff, grazed raw from his mouth and hands.

Her squeal snapped high when his thumb dragged down, circled her swollen clit, pressed just enough to send her over. Her whole body locked under him, back arched, thighs clamped wide. Her moan cracked open raw.

“Fuck... fuck... Lars... I’m... I’m cumming!  Oh fuck!”

He growled low, teeth bared. His thick shaft slammed deep, hips snapping sharp into her soft ass. Her cunt clamped around him, pulsing hard, milking him deeper. His roar shook the stale air when his balls tightened, the flood punched in deep, spilling into her clenching heat until sloppy drips leaked out around the thick base.

Lucy gasped for breath, fingers clawing at his shoulders, squeal breaking sweet when another ripple rolled through her, squeezing every last drop from him. Lars stayed buried, chest pressed to her tits, breath rough at her ear.

At the kitchen doorway Toby slumped forward in the chair. The thin walls rattled with the slap of skin, the sharp squeals, the thick wet squelch of another man pumping into his wife. At last.

He stood slow on shaky legs, drew his sweatpants up. He stepped away from the doorway, turned his back to the bedroom and the soft, fucked-out moans drifting through the walls. He rinsed the old mugs in the sink, stacked plates, turned on the tap to drown out the last echoes.

A sharp squeal cracked behind him. His hand froze on the dish. The soft thump of the headboard started, sharper this time, rougher. Lucy’s voice rolled out sweet and broken.

“God! Lars... again... don’t stop! Fuck this pussy sore... Harder...”

Toby’s eyes stayed on the dirty water swirling down the drain. His hands scrubbed the last plate clean while the wet slap picked up behind him, her squeals increasingly louder.

The last cup hit the rack. The headboard thumped harder. Lucy’s laugh broke under a moan — soft, filthy, endless.

“Do you love this cock? Do you worship this cock?” Lars’ voice growled from the bedroom.

Toby shut off the tap. The walls shook. He knew she’d never say no to that cock.

And then her vow carried through the apartment like it did that day in City Hall:

“I do! I fucking do! With all of my body and soul.”
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